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The Tony Harris Story

Tony Harris was exiled to Connecticut following a mysterious episode that he had no knowledge of. Many questions as to the reasons why were asked, but Tony was unable to speak to them as he was sworn to secrecy where his past was concerned.

Tony Harris, the next series of stories, deals with where his story began and developed to where he is now. This is the next Book in the Tony Harris series.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


After lunch we were driving along the Mespil Road on our way to the job when I spotted, Natalie, our receptionist, standing outside the Baggot Inn drinking a pint. She was in the company of a girl with long dark hair and they looked for all the world like they were out on a session.

“Look yon, Peter,” I said and pointed over at them.

“Yon? Fucking yon? Are we on a ship being rowed by slaves?”

“It’s a word,” I said.

“Here’s another word, Tony, dickhead. Fucking yon! The world’s going mad, turn right here,” he ordered sharply.

“Is Natalie off work today?” I asked.

“I’ve no idea, I’ve had my head in those files since early morning. Why?”

“It looks like she’s out on the piss.”

“With a fox by the looks of it,” he said craning his neck to see them. “Should we stop by and see what we can see? One never knows one’s luck.”

“We’re meeting Colin Cantwell. Remember?”

“Yes. We’ll check them out on our way back then.”

We parked outside the job and opened the lock on the gates. Cantwell hadn’t arrived yet, but we needed to refine some measurements in any case. He appeared beside us shortly after and Peter tapped his wrist. He didn’t wear a watch. Cantwell just laughed.

“Are they letting the boys out to do the men’s work now?” he sneered.

“Yes,” Peter said, “and you were our first call. We decided to eliminate the fuckwits first.”

He held a chastened look on his face as he looked at me for support. I just shrugged my shoulders and said,

“You can slag me off all you want, but Peter’s the boss here, Chris. Deal with it.”

“It’s Colin,” he said, “not Chris.”

“Sorry. I thought it was Cantwell. Not notchris.”

“It’s not Chris, dickhead, it’s Colin.”

“What did I say?“ I asked.

“You said Chris.”

“Did I? But it’s not Chris is it?.”

“That’s what I’m telling you,” he said in annoyance.

“I know, Chris, don’t labour the point, for fuck’s sake.”

“It’s not ... ah fuck it, call me whatever you want.”

“Instead of notchris or Chris or what was that other one?” I said.

“Fuck off, Tony.”

Peter’s shoulders were shaking with laughter as he walked away from us. Cantwell followed him.

“Are you two quite finished your inane conversation?” he said to Cantwell.

“He’s being a prick, Peter, that’s all. He’s just a jumped up little bastard.”

“Let’s get something on the record here, Chris,” Peter said. “Tony is the co-lead on this job, so the next time you call him a bastard, you can just walk on out of here and you’ll never work for us again. Am I clear?”

“I didn’t realise, sorry lads. Sorry, Tony.”

“No problem, Chris. I’ve often called you an arrogant prick, so I suppose we’re somewhat even.”

“On that note. Here’s the job,” Peter said and handed off a few pages to Colin to lead him through the requirements. Colin asked a few questions and made a few notes on the back of one of the pages.

“Do you really have to deface my fucking drawings, Colin?” Peter asked.

“Do you have any spare paper?” Colin asked.

“Do I have the word ‘Eason’s’ stamped on my head? Get your own fucking paper,” he said. “I cannot believe you came down late to a site meeting without at least bringing some kind of pad to write on. I think you’re losing your touch, Chris. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe we should work with Irish Heritage on this one.”

“I didn’t realise__” he began to answer.

“What didn’t you realise?” Peter said. “That the ‘boys’ are running the show? Is this the best we can expect from you? Cadden told us that you were the man for the job but I sincerely doubt that now.”

“Ah come on, Peter,” Colin said. “It’s just a bit of a misunderstanding.”

“Ok well, fuck off around to the shop and buy a pad. If you’re longer than ten minutes, don’t bother coming back.”

And off Cantwell fucked.

“My hero,” I said, and put my hand in my pocket. “Here.”

He held out his hand.

“What is it?”

I dropped Emma’s white lace thong into his hand.

“Ooh, that’s an expensive one. Whose is it?” he asked.

“It’s Emma’s.”

“Nice. Can I sniff? You won’t feel cuckolded?”

“You go ahead, Peter. Sniff away. I prefer the taste myself.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere at last,” he said. “That was nicely handled with Cantwell, by the way, you pissed him right off. Let’s call him a different name when he comes back, piss him off some more.”

“I think we’ve put him in his place for now, Peter”,” I said. “We need to be a little detached now, make him sweat a little.”

“You’re right, Tony. We should be nonchalant, like we know more than he does.”

“Yes, we just check everything the prick does and ask for paper for every fucking screw.”

“Haunt the fucker into his grave. We’ll see who the ‘boys’ are then, Tony.”

Cantwell returned like a recalcitrant child and we finally made some progress. When he left, Peter smiled and said,

“Let’s find Natalie and her fox.”

We drove by the pub on the way back, but she was gone.

“Do you fancy a few swift halves later?” Peter asked.

“I can’t tonight,” I said.

“Another heavy date?” 

“Yes, with my mother.”

“Ooh incest.”

“Ah, she called me today to make an appointment to see me. I didn’t realise that I hadn’t been home for several nights, Peter,” I said. “She was worried about me.”

“You’re a prick, Tony, you can’t be doing stuff like that.”

“I know,” I said. “I’ve been up in my own head of late, Peter. It’s totally my own selfish fault and I’ve no excuses.”

“Where have you been sleeping?”

“Hither, tither and yon. You know yourself.”

“Now you’re just taking the piss.”

“I’ll tether myself to the house as much as I can this week,” I said, “it’s not exactly my favourite time of year.”

“Why?”

“Ah, lots of reasons,” I said.

“Is that code for mind your own business?” he asked.

“No, I just don’t like talking about it.”

“So you’re going to sit in your mother’s house, watch TV and brood for the week.”

“That sounds perfect to me,” I said.

“So where have you been sleeping?” he asked. “Or more to the point, who have you been shagging?”

“My mother thinks I’ve been ‘out chasing girls’.”

“She’s a clever woman, Tony. Mothers do that kind of thing. They try to make you think that they disapprove of your lifestyle, but then they’re down the shops every day boasting about how her fine young son is fucking anything that moves, twenty four hours a day.”

I got a mental vision of what he said and I burst out laughing.
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I dropped him at the office and headed for home. I knew there’d be nobody there but I looked forward to an hour of solitude. The phone rang when I was about half the way there,

“Hi Tony,” Gemma said, almost shyly.

“Hi Gemma, did I owe you a phone call?” I asked, worried I’d forgotten her.

“No. Nothing like that,” she said.

“How are you fixed on Wednesday evening?” I said. “I’d like to see you.”

“Well, about that, Tony,” she said. “I went out with my ex-boyfriend on Saturday night and we’re talking about getting back together. It was a long term relationship and there’s still an attachment there if you know what I mean. I’m sorry.”

“That’s fine, Gemma. I’m happy for you,” I said.

“Really? Just like that?”

“What do you want me to say, Gemma?”

“You could, at least, try to talk me out of it.”

“Why bother? You’ve obviously made your mind up,” I said. “These things happen, we had a lot of fun and I’ve no hard feelings.”

“I was hoping we could get together from time to time for ... you know.”

“Sex?”

“Yes, he’s not as good at it as you are.”

“No, that wouldn’t be for me, Gemma,” I said. “Listen, I have to get off here. Take care of yourself, you’re a fantastic woman and he’s very lucky to have you.”

I shut it off, blew







































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





