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Part 1: No Girls Allowed


Tiffany
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God I miss Europe. The cafés, the galleries, the history. The constant travel and the luscious hotel rooms. Life was boring here in Dunedin, my home town. Oh the university campus building I was looking at right now was Victorian. I guess it looked historic enough with its huge clocktower and tall church windows. But it wasn’t. It was about 150 years old. Was that even old enough to call modern history, I wondered? It was like new compared to downtown Athens or Rome.

I was sitting on the front lawn of campus in the late Summer sun trying to work out what I was going to say to Daddy. He’s a professor of ecology here. An earth science guru. I’m his only child and am supposed to be following in his footsteps. I had a gap-year after high school and have completed one year of my degree so far.

I enrolled for 2nd year and first semester starts next week. I needed another gap-year. Urgently! I’d just popped into Admin and deferred. Daddy could reduce my allowance if he wanted. I could work or something, couldn’t I? I’d never had a job. But how hard can it be? I was sure I could find something, even just to supplement my allowance.

I flopped back on my cardigan I was using as a blanket and huffed a breath. I stared up at the clear blue sky, closed my eyes and remembered this guy I met in Florence. The way he led me by the hand all night from one bar to the next, took me to a street party then back to his hotel room where he made love to me, well, it felt like love to me. I doubt it was for him, haha. 

Emiliano. Em-E-li-AH-no... He was 38. I was 19. Oh I love older men!

I lay there in the sun reminiscing every detail of that week, flashing back to my days of meandering the ancient cobbled streets visiting museums and cathedrals, sipping strong coffee from tiny cups and sampling those divine pastries... 

Stunning ornate detail on the buildings and incredibly rich colours in the huge glass windows. The balmy summer nights between satin sheets, being whispered to in deep dulcet tones of half broken English. Being so thoroughly ravaged by a lover with unquenchable desire for me. Ohmygod I wanna go back...

My body was tingling from my daydreaming and the flashbacks made my panties wet when suddenly the voice of my boyfriend interrupted. “There you are, Tiffany! You said to meet at your dad’s office. I’ve been looking for you everywhere. Where’s your phone?”

“Oh. Umm...” I cleared my throat, grabbed my phone from my shoulder bag and found missed calls and messages. “Sorry I had it on silent.”

“Well, what are you doing? Your dad’s waiting.”

“Hmm, yeah, but I don’t know what to say to him. I chickened out.”

My boyfriend held out a hand and helped me up. I folded my cardigan and put it in my shoulder bag. It was getting cool so I changed my mind and slipped it on.

Nigel was frowning as he looked at my legs. “That skirt’s a bit short isn’t it?” 

I frowned back. “No?”

“Could see straight up it when you were lying on the grass just then.”

I glared defiantly at him. I like wearing my skirts short and Nigel is always complaining. It annoys me how possessive he can be sometimes.

“Could see your panties and your bare butt,” he accused.

“Well, lucky you!” I tossed over my shoulder at him and walked off towards the Earth Sciences campus building and my stepfather’s office.

“Hey I can’t hang around,” Nigel said, catching up with me. “I only had twenty minutes and I wasted that looking for you.”

“Well go. I’ll call you tonight,” I told him. I always feel weird after remembering my week with Emiliano. It’s best to avoid my ordinary boring boyfriend for an hour or so until the spell wears off. The comparison is never good, and Nigel is actually a great guy. It’s just that he’s from here and always will be with the hooks his father has in him.

But then again I was from here too. And there’s no way Daddy was going to finance another European gap-year. 

I seriously couldn’t stomach the idea of returning to university next week though. I had to come up with something to tell him. I had absolutely nothing in mind as I approached the door to his office. I walked as if in slow motion, my brain going overtime with excuses. 

I had nothing. Nothing other than to plead and cry if necessary, throw myself on the mercy of Daddy’s big softie heart and make him save me.

“Hahaa,” boomed a familiar laugh that reached my ears before I reached the open door. It was Daddy’s friend and colleague Gordon Blake. A fellow scientist. But Mr Blake was a field researcher. He got out there and did it rather than just teaching about it from the safety and comfort of four walls.

“Ah Tiffany!” he exclaimed and grabbed me around the waist, pulling me into a hug and making my legs go weak instantly. Oh my god I couldn’t remember my Italian lover’s name all of a sudden. He was nothing compared to Mr Blake when it came to older men.

Mr Blake was a huge man, so broad and tall, with arms of iron and hands that were so rough. I’d spent my awakening youth dreaming about being grabbed by them.

I hadn’t seen him in ages. He was always off on some amazing adventure somewhere.

“How ya going, love? What are you up to these days?”

“Um nothing. I don’t know,” I muttered, blushing guiltily at my stepfather.

“Tiffany’s starting 2nd year next week,” he boasted to his friend. “High distinctions and nothing less, right darling?”

“Right Daddy. Sure,” I agreed. “And what are you doing these days, Mr Blake, I bet it’s something exciting?”

“Well, I’m not sure how exciting, but like I was just telling your dad, we’ve picked up the contract to go check on the state of Myrtle Island and check on the conservation efforts there.”

“Myrtle Island?” I’d heard of it but wasn’t sure where that was exactly. It suddenly struck me though. “Is that the penguins?”

Mr Blake chuckled. “And a bunch of other species of birds, seals and sea lions.”

“Yes that would be the extermination program for rabbits and feral cats,” Daddy explained. “After the seal hunters a hundred years ago introduced rats and rabbits. The rabbits destroyed the vegetation and caused mass erosion, ruining the natural habitat. Then in our wisdom someone decided to introduce cats to control the rats.”

“Haha and that worked,” Mr Blake joined in. “Until the cat population exploded and the birdlife became food.”

“Oh my god, the baby penguins!” I cried. I loved penguins.

“Yes all birdlife, baby penguins included,” Daddy went on. “And last report on the eradication program?” he asked Mr Blake.

“Yes last report was all clear. Myxomatosis has eradicated the rabbit population and the last crew to inspect 12 months ago cleaned up half a dozen feral cats, couldn’t find anymore.”

“Ah good. Very good,” Daddy said, slapping his knee. “Back to nature then, and they’re talking about dismantling the pier and facilities on Myrtle, aren’t they? Upgrading the reservation status to prohibited?”

“Yeah there’s a push for it, but it’s unlikely. There’s a lot of tourist interest and it’s an ideal stopover halfway to the Antarctic.”

“The Antarctic,” I echoed. “You’re going to the Antarctic?” I cooed up at Mr Blake. He still had a huge arm around me. I was cuddling to his side using my bag to hide where my short skirt was no doubt  lifted too high.

He smiled down at me. I might have been batting my eyelashes or something. Well, a girl’s gotta try....

I was absolutely swooning at the thought of going to see penguins at the Antarctic.

The man frowned questioningly and cocked one bushy eyebrow high into his forehead. I could see the cogs turning in his mind.

“And how long are you going for?” I asked and poked his chest with a finger, toying with a button on his pocket. “How long will you be away visiting my penguins exactly, Mr Blake?”

“Er... a week or two, I guess?” He looked to my stepfather.

“Darling you have semester starting,” he said. “And it’s not some holiday jaunt or luxury cruise Gordon will be going on.”

I grimaced and blushed deeper. “Um, I don’t have semester starting actually. I deferred for another year,” I confessed sheepishly. Well it felt like the right time... 

“But Daddy I just couldn’t do it. All that study was killing me and I wasn’t going to achieve if I kept going without a break. I need to freshen up if I’m going to get all HDs. I was probably going to flunk if it wasn’t for this, and how embarrassing would that be?”

“For this?” Mr Blake chuckled. “So you’ve invited yourself on my research mission, have you?” He was smiling. There was also a twinkle in his eye that was exciting. There’s always been this kind of tension between Mr Blake and Daddy when I’m around. Like Daddy doesn’t trust him with me or something.

“I don’t think so,” Daddy declared resolutely. “Stop embarrassing Gordon darling. He can’t be hampered with guests when he’s working. This is important research. It’s certainly not a holiday.”

I changed tact and went to my stepdaddy sitting on the edge of his desk. I slipped beneath an arm and got him to cuddle me while I pouted at him.

“Now Darling, don’t be silly now. It can’t be that bad. I’ll help you with a program. Study is just a matter of priorities and focus.”

“Yes but I did so well last year after my European holiday, Daddy. I know when I’m at my limit and need a break, and this would be so perfect. And I could just defer the one semester if it’s only for a month.”

“Oh darling, but think of poor Gordon here. He’d hate to have to deny you but it’s such important work, and I’ve seen his boat. It’s no luxury cruiser!”

“Hey leave me out of it, Gerard,” Mr Blake chuckled, still smiling. “I could make room and as long as the girl pulled her weight.”

“See Daddy, see?” I cried excitedly. “Mr Blake would love to have me, and I could work hard and help with his research!”

“How many courses do you have this semester?” Mr Blake asked supportively.

“Only two. I could pick up one of those second semester and the other next year. I already considered that... Daddy?” I pleaded.

He took a big breath and huffed at me. He was shaking his head and glaring at his friend. But Daddy never said no to me for long and I knew I had him. I also knew I needed to get out of here and not give him a chance to think of another argument.

“When do you leave, Mr Blake? Where should I come to meet you?”

“Can you be ready tomorrow, love?”

The two men were still eyeballing each other. That was man’s business though.

“I can be ready in an hour. Where?” I pressed excitedly.

Mr Blake chuckled and looked away from Daddy’s frown. “Midday tomorrow at the Greymouth Dock. Pier 7. I’ll tell the cook to up his order.”

“Okay bye! I’ll see you tonight Daddy,” I said and kissed my stepfather, left his friend with a big smile, and couldn’t help squealing with glee on my rush out the door.

Ohmygod penguins! I’m going to see the penguins! I screamed to myself.
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Blake
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Damn it the girl was a whirlwind. I leant around the door to watch her hurry along the corridor, her little skirt swishing across her arse and flicking up to almost reveal it. I’d noticed she had on thong panties that made her butt bare. I’d indulged in a sneaky squeeze and bit of a pat when I had hold of her.

“I don’t approve of this, Gordon.”

I turned to meet the glare of my friend and colleague. We went back to our first year as undergrads together. Gerard had left me for dead when it came to study and climbing the ranks here but I was sure he envied my lifestyle, the freedom and adventure.

We had mutual respect. We were equals but in different ways. I certainly admired his academic achievements and the fact he was a professor. And he was in line to become Vice Chancellor of the university next year.

I was only human, and what man wouldn’t be captivated by his young girlie though. I smiled guiltily and shrugged. “Hey man, what can I say?”

“Yes, but do you have to be so damned obvious about it, Gordon? The girl’s my stepdaughter!”

“Haha for sure. But she’s not mine,” I retorted and had another look down the corridor where Tiffany had stopped to talk with another girl. She looked animated. I’ve always known she was huge on wildlife. She always grilled me for details from my research trips, although I hadn’t bumped into her since she came back from Europe. I’d have to ask her all about her own adventures but I was sure I’d get plenty of chances since we had three days sailing ahead of us.

“Yes well, she may not be yours but have some respect. I’ll be talking her out of this tonight, I can tell you.”

I frowned at my friend. I didn’t much appreciate his tone. “Respect? I have plenty of respect for the girl, Gerard. I’ve noticed you have eyes around campus yourself, the way these young things dress in summer. You not being able to keep your eyes from popping out of your big head at times doesn’t mean you don’t respect them, does it?”

“Well no. And I’m not that bad!” the professor argued, flushing guiltily.

I grinned. “Oh yeah, and how is young Vanessa anyway?”

Gerard blushed fully. He had a lab assistant named Vanessa. Skirts as short as his stepdaughter’s if not shorter. Legs all the way up to her chin. We’d discussed her plenty of times, the pair of us as bad as each other ogling her as she bent over a microscope, her lab coat not much longer than her dress.

“That’s not the same thing,” Gerard argued weakly.

I lifted my brows and looked at him.

“Well it’s not. Tiffany’s my little girl.”

I nodded. “And she has a boyfriend, right? That fool Nigel whatever his name is. One of the Westlakes isn’t he?”

“Yes his mother is Elizabeth Westlake. He’ll probably be on one of their yachts sailing right beside you,” Gerard chuckled.

“Right. So still puppy-dogs around after her? I thought her trip to Europe might have shaken him off.”

“Nope. The lad was at the airport to meet her. He left here just before you walked in actually. I’ve not seen Tiffany without him by her side all year since she got back from Europe. I’d be shocked if he doesn’t pressure her into coming along too.”

“Right.” I nodded, taking it in. A lot of my funding was philanthropic and came from the Westlake family. If the boy went crying to his mother I’d be faced with no option but to let him accompany Tiffany.

“Yes I’d be more inclined to agree to this if the lad did go along as chaperone for my stepdaughter,” Gerard went on evenly. “There are the crew to consider too, aren’t there? You still have Marama cooking for you, and that young islander man Tui? And your captain has eyes for the ladies, doesn’t he!”

“Yeah old Horace is harmless though. And Marama and Tui are good men. No one’s going to step over any line with your little girl, Gerard. Never mind her pretty boyfriend. I wouldn’t allow any harm to come to Tiffany. Surely you know
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