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Chapter 1

When he reached the
front door Simon Chu pressed the doorbell that played the
Westminster chimes but out of tempo.  The lights were on but
no one came so he remained stood on the doorstep getting wetter and
wetter. After some time he continued to get wet. He started to get
annoyed. Humphrey had said his wife would be here and would give
him the golf clubs but she wasn't.  Or so it seemed. If she
was in why wasn't she answering the door? Surely she knew he was
coming? Had she forgotten? At least the front garden wasn't
overlooked. He wouldn't be taken for a burglar. He hoped not
anyway. He could see a gap in the front room curtains and he
thought it wouldn't do any harm if he was to have a peek. 

Inside the house a fat
man who he knew from somewhere seemed to be dancing in the middle
of the front room for Mrs Ling. She was drinking whisky and soda
from an ugly and functional looking tumbler. The fat man was
dressed in a dressing gown which was obviously not his own. 
Simon considered tapping on the window or ringing the bell again
but something in his brain restrained him.  Through the window
he watched the woman.   She switched off the music centre and
said something. Then the fat man also said something. The woman
took the fat man's arm and they left the room together.  Simon
knew he had seen the fat man before somewhere but could not place
him.  He racked his brain.  It came to him. That was
Terry Scott.

Simon almost forgot why
he was there. He had to think what to do.  How to make the
most of this?  He thought about his options. And then he knew.
He should take photos. They'd have to be worth something. 
Simon ran down the lawn along the side of the drive being careful
not to step on the gravel in case it made too much noise.
Fortunately overcast weather made it unlikely that anyone would see
him from the house. Vaulting the front gate he ran down the
Brighton Road a bit and off into the side street where his car was.
He opened the boot. Inside was his bag of materials, sketchpads,
paints and the camera he used for taking reference photographs. He
checked it over. There were five exposures left and two flash
bulbs.  Did he want to use flash? It was unlikely there was
going to be much natural light. There certainly wouldn't be enough
to take anything but a blurry long exposure. He cursed himself for
only buying a roll with 12 exposures on even though it was hard to
get the right kind of film for his third hand box camera.

Reaching the gate of
the Ling's garden again Simon stopped. There was a flash of
lightening.   Had anyone seen him?  There was a boom of
thunder.  What he was about to do wasn't illegal – at least he
thought not. He wasn't sure that it was that immoral either – not
that he was a particularly moral person. Indeed what he had
originally come to do was far more illegal and immoral than what he
was doing now and definitely more important but then again this
opportunity may not ever come again.  He began to shiver and
he wasn't sure it was the cold. He drew his coat closer around him.
Some people he knew did what he was about to do all the time – for
a living.  He had never done it before.  When he had gone
to the car to get the camera it had seemed simple. However, now he
was here it seemed far from simple. Eventually he thought thinking
about it wasn't helping anything in any way at all.  He passed
through the gate and walked back up to the house in the shadow of
the hedges and peered through the gap in the front room curtains
again. No one was in there.  He considered the interior décor
of the room and decided it was ugly. 

He drew away from the
window again and the drab 1930s exterior of the house loomed over
him making him feel very small. He looked up. He couldn't see an
upstairs window lit up at the front. He considered that an
upstairs back window might be the best option.  If they had
gone anywhere they must be round the back. He went round to the
side of the house.  He found the back gate. This was
locked.  He climbed the gate.  This gave him splinters in
his hands. He sat on the top of it a moment.  Then he climbed
down into the back garden.  Then he thought he shouldn't be
doing this. Then he thought there wouldn't be another chance. 
He walked over the back lawn to view the back of the house
better.  Lights were indeed on in what he assumed were some of
the back bedrooms. He knew he couldn't get up there.

He stepped in something
that he felt was squishy.  He saw a movement in the corner of
his eye. Spinning round he saw a dog darting towards him. He didn't
know what breed it was but he knew it had big teeth.  It is
often said that when we are frightened we can do all kind of things
that we previously wouldn't have thought ourselves capable of and
indeed in no time at all Simon Chu was on top of a nearby water
butt.  The dog barked and growled viciously but impotently
beneath him. Fortunately no one seemed to hear.  Simon
considered his situation. Simon considered that the dog was bound
to attract someone's attention eventually and that he couldn't stay
up on the butt all night waiting to be discovered. The only way out
of the situation he could see was to climb the drainpipe. 
There was a flash of lightening.  Fortunately this being an
old 1930s house where they built things to last this was a proper
old iron drainpipe - None of that new PVC rubbish - so he slung the
camera round his neck and soon he was at a first floor window.
There was a boom of thunder.  He felt very high up
now.  

On the plus side the
dog seemed to have given up or gone quiet and he could get his feet
on the window sill. He worked his way along the windowsill using
the top gutter to support him and looked for a way in.  There
didn't seem to be an obvious way in but fortunately he was young
and not heavy. There was a flash of lightening. Shortly afterwards
there was a boom of thunder. Then it came to him.   If the top
gutter would support his weight all he had to do was follow it
round the side of the building to the fence. The question was would
the top gutter support him if he took his feet off the window
sill? 

He decided that as he
was near the downpipe it wouldn't be too dangerous to try. So he
took off one foot. Then he took off the other foot. Then he
dangled.  Then he lifted his feet up to the sill again. 
Slowly he moved to the middle of the window using the gutter and
sill to support him. The curtains were drawn on the window but
there was a gap. Simon Chu looked through the gap. It had been
worth it. Terry Scott – the Terry Scott – was being very intimate
with Emily Ling on what he guessed was a marital bed.

But could he photograph
it?  He had only two bulbs.  Would they notice
thunder-less flashes?












Chapter 2

 


 


Writers of popular online romantic literature
which this manuscript is unlikely to be characterized as are apt in
the internet age to be asked by their publishers to categorize
their work by "heat level". For example a heat level of 5 may mean
the book contains deeply graphic sexual material of the kind that
would make D. H. Lawrence blush while a heat level of 1 might mean
a bit of mild kissing. If I were asked to put a heat level on this
manuscript I would put it at 0 or less. There's not no sexuality at
all – that would be zero – but what sex there is I am not going to
describe for you in case we go subzero or refrigeration level. To
spice it up I could tell you how Terry Scott and Emily Ling engaged
in many sexual positions throughout the course of their brief
relationship but I doubt you would believe this and it wouldn't
ring true given Terry's well documented bad back and neck problems.
Don't get me wrong ... They did have full sex and "successfully"
but whether it was as pleasurable as it should have been for either
of them I cannot say. It is often hard to tell which groans are the
result of orgasms and which the result of a bad back and so...

 


"You did enjoy it though, Terry?" said
Emily.

 


"Yes, of course, I enjoyed it... but er...,"
said Terry. "It's just my back ...you know? I get ...pains."

 


Emily kissed him on the head. "You're still
naughty though."

 


Terry smiled. "Thank you," he said.

 


Terry looked around the room. He was aware
this must be the marital bed and felt guilty for being in it.

 


"Something wrong?" said Emily.

 


"Nothing," said Terry. "I just feel a
bit..."

 


"...like you shouldn't be doing it here?"
asked Emily.

 


"Well, yes," said Terry, fidgeting. "I mean
it is ... your bed, isn't –"

 


"Oh, don't worry about that."

 


"Don't worry about it?" said Terry.

 


He was worried about it. Mr Ling might come
back. He didn't want to have to make another escape down a
drainpipe from an angry husband. He'd done that before. It could be
quite painful. He didn't think his back was up to it anymore.

 


"Simon won't be back for hours," said Emily.
"Don't worry. I've fucked loads of men is his bed."

 


"Have you?" asked Terry.

 


"Oh yes," said Emily. "When I'm angry with
him... which is a lot of the time. Great thing about these big
houses is they have long driveways so they aren't overlooked ...
and if someone does come you can usually see them. You're not
worried that it was Humphrey knocking on the door are you? He
shouldn't be back for a bit."

 


"A bit?" said Terry.

 


"I'd say we've got another hour," replied
Emily rather too casually.

 


"Do you want him to find us together?" said
Terry.

 


"I'm not that bothered. Not really. Might
serve him right. Seriously though ...no ...I wouldn't do that to
you, Terry. You're my big fat baby..."

 


"You don't like him much do you?" said
Terry.

 


When she'd asked him to take her 'back to her
place' he'd just driven her to where she wanted to go. He hadn't
worried too much where that was. He hadn't assumed she was single
but neither had he assumed she was married. He hadn't cared.
Actually now he came to think of it he did know she'd been married
but he'd only met her husband once ... or he seemed to think he'd
met him once but couldn't put a face to the man. Terry vaguely
considered he should ask more questions about who he slept with and
why …but only vaguely.

 


"I used to... before he started hitting
me."

 


"Well, why do you stay with him if ...-?"

 


"He doesn't do it that often. Anyway we more
or less lead separate lives. It kind of works. That is... I
probably should trade him in but it's an awful lot of effort
getting divorced, isn't it?"

 


Terry had a flashback to his first marriage.
"I can't disagree with that," he said.

 


"You look nice in that dressing gown," said
Emily

 


"Do I?" said Terry. He took her word for it.
"Thanks for lending me the clubs," he added.

 


"No worries," said Emily. "Seriously," she
said. "Don't worry about Humphrey he's working on a big set design
at the moment so he's doing lots of extra hours. It's for some
potential new soap opera the BBC are planning. A rival to
Coronation Street but in the East End. Simon says it's full of the
most ghastly scum and depressing plots. They've even gone to the
effort of casting a real murderer in the lead. They're spending a
tonne of money on it anyway..."

 


"Are they really?" said Terry.

 


"Yes, he won't be back for ...-"

 


From the distance there came the sound of a
prophetic slam and a voice...

 


"Hello, I'm home, darling!"

 



Chapter 3

 


 


Terry scanned the room desperately. The house
was so bizarrely decorated that there wasn't even a fitted or
un-fitted wardrobe to hide in. He hastily pulled his clothes on
best he could in no time. Fortunately the house was quite big so
there were a lot of stairs for his latest nemesis to ascend
before... He was trapped.

 


Then he saw the window.

 


"You can't go out that way," protested Emily.
"It's too high."

 


"Ha ha," said Terry who already had the
window open. "Drain pipe ...there ... one of those old ones too."
He yanked at the guttering to test its firmness. It seemed firm.
"Don't worry, I've done stunt work when I was younger ... I'll be
fine," he said and with that he hoisted his big frame through the
small window frame.

 


Despite her protestations Emily shut the
window behind him with some enthusiasm. Terry smiled at her from
the other side. Emily drew the curtain with some enthusiasm. Terry
hung from the guttering with his feet on the sill. He reached for
the nearby drainpipe.

 


Terry had of course lied. He was not and had
never been a stunt man. He'd hardly ever been even to the local
swimming pool and his dislike of exercising in public had grown
with the years in equal proportion to his expanding waistline and
public profile. Still he'd seen stunt men doing this sort of thing
and ... It surely couldn't be that hard. And he had had previous
experience of escaping from angry husbands before if not down
drainpipes.

 


Suddenly he became self conscious. What if
someone saw him?

 


To his horror he futher realised he was
thinking this because someone could. A young Chinese looking man in
a rain sodden parka was hanging not 8 feet from him in mid air- one
foot on the other end of the window sill and both hands on the
overflowing guttering. Terry was about to ask him what he was doing
there when he felt it was a stupid question as the man might
equally ask him what he was doing suspended from a piece of
guttering next to the first floor window of a large 1930s detached
house in Purley. After searching for something to say for quite a
while Terry eventually managed "How do you do?"

 


This opening gambit seemed to go nowhere.
Never-the-less he was about to expand his lines of enquiry when the
camera around the Chinese man's neck caught his gaze and the answer
to his next unspoken question became obvious to him. This must be a
paparazzi. If Terry had not already been in a state of panic he
would have gone into a state of panic. He searched his mind for
something to say other than "What are you doing here?" to which he
knew the answer.

 


"Long way down, isn't it?" said Terry.

 


"Yes," said his Chinese acquaintance.

 


"Good job someone put a drainpipe here," said
Terry.

 


"You can't get down that way," said the
man.

 


"Why not?" asked Terry.

 


"Dog," said the paparazzi man.

 


Terry was beginning to feel that adversity
was bringing him and this media parasite together. "Well, how do we
get down?" he said.

 


There was another flash of lightening.

 


"This way," said the Chinese man over a roll
of thunder. Then he turned his back on Terry and shuffled the rest
of the way along the window ledge using the gutter for support.
Then the man let his legs hang down. Then he let go with one arm.
Then he swung his body and then grabbed the gutter with the free
arm again. He had moved forward about one foot. He repeated with
the other arm. He repeated and repeated these actions till he
reached the next window ledge. Eventually he got his feet up to the
next sill again. Terry imagined the man's arms must be full of
lactic acid. The man waited a few moments and then started edging
along this next window using the sill and the gutter. Then he let
his legs down again and started to swing along the gutter again
until... he disappeared round the side of the house.

 


Terry stayed attached to the downpipe. Terry
knew he couldn't make his escape by the route the Chinese man had
taken even if he was 30 years younger. Terry considered knocking on
the window but didn't fancy what might possibly turn into a
physical fight with Mr Ling. Terry considered going down the
downpipe but he could hear a faint growling beneath him. Terry's
back was hurting him. Terry was just considering that he might be
stuck up there all night or until his arms gave way when the next
decision was taken for him by physics. The gutter brackets were
struggling with his substantial. Terry could see them slowly
pulling out of the wall. He realised there was nothing for it he
had to take on the dog. Terry scrambled down the downpipe with the
growls of the dog getting angrier and louder as he did. Before he
could reach the ground the pipe suddenly came away from the wall
entirely and collapsed to earth sideways.

 


By some bizarre fluke Terry managed to land
on his feet on the top of a water butt. There was a flash of
lightening. Unfortunately the water butt that had so easily
supported the weight of young Simon Chu did not so easily support
the weight of the overweight Terry Scott so the lid cracked and
before he knew it Terry had fallen into it. There was a clap of
thunder. Terry considered his situation.

 


While falling into the butt of water was
humiliating and although he was very wet he was at least safe in
the water butt. The dog – who's breed he was uncertain of but who's
teeth he was certain were very sharp – couldn't get at him. How,
thought Terry, do you fight off a dog inside a water butt? Then a
brainwave came upon him. He could use the section of the downpipe
nearest him which was leaning against the butt .Grabbing this
broken section with both hands he used it to whack the dog quite
hard.

 


The dog ran away with a whimper – its tail
between its legs. Terry got out of the butt as quickly as he could.
The dog had recovered and was running back towards him fast. Terry
grabbed the pipe section again and used it to knock the dog away
again. The dog whimpered and ran away again. Then the dog ran at
him again and he batted it away with the pipe again.

 



Chapter 4

 


 


Emily Ling was expecting her husband to half
twig that she'd had a man there once again and if he'd looked about
him on turning on the master bedroom light he would have seen
evidence that Terry had been there. Disturbed bedclothes, rather
too many cigarette butts in the ash tray, his own dressing gown
rather unusually tossed in the washing basket despite being fairly
clean ...

 


However, that didn't seem to be what was on
his mind.

 


"Hello darling," said Emily. "Something
wrong?"

 


"Have you seen my golf clubs?" asked
Humphrey.

 


"Our golf clubs," corrected Emily.

 


Despite living in an enormous house Humphrey
Ling and his wife were not wealthy. The house had been bequeathed
to Humphrey by his parents who had both died rather early as result
of cancer. Humphrey Ling having inherited a lot of money from them
very early in life had then embarked on an expensive spending spree
which had lasted into his middle age during which he had met Emily.
Then at some point he'd eventually discovered that what in his
youth had seemed to be a bottomless pit of inherited spondulix was
actually just a small gully. A result of this was that Humphrey
would come up with endless schemes to "save money" which sounded
good but were often false economies. One of these was that they
didn't need a set of golf clubs each they could just have one "set"
with slightly more clubs than usual in it and share it between
them.

 


"Our clubs," said Humphrey attempting
diplomacy. "You shouldn't need them tomorrow - it's not a ladies'
day." For those of you who don't remember the 80s I should perhaps
explain that men and women had to play on different days due to the
sexist rules of the club. This was the key to Humphrey's money
saving plan - they'd never both be on the course at the same time.
For some reason however, the plan didn't seem to work. There was a
flaw in it no one could identify.

 


"Yes," said Emily. "I lent them to someone.
Just for a day. You don't mind, do you?"

 


Humphrey gave her a confused look.

 


"I mean you weren't going to use them till
the weekend anyway," said Emily. "They'll be back by then?"

 


Humphrey rubbed his chin. "Who did you lend
them to?" he said.

 


"Sarah," said Emily touching her C.N.D.
pendant.

 


Humphrey still looked confused.

 


Although she could not read minds Emily knew
her husband had obviously never heard of Sarah which was hardly
surprising as Emily had just made her up. That said there were
loads of Sarahs in her school - there just wasn't a Sarah.

 


"Who's Sarah?" said Humphrey.

 


"Just someone at the school," improvised
Emily. "The others asked her if she'd like a round and she said she
would but she didn't think that she'd be any good ...and anyway she
didn't have any clubs so I said that's no problem she could borrow
mine ...ours ... as you're working late all this week ... so I
didn't think you'd mind ... I would have asked you but ..."

 


"Shit," said Humphrey.

 


"I can get them back," said Emily.

 


"You'd better," said Humphrey. "I promised to
lend them to someone else."

 


"Who?" said Emily.

 


"Chu," said Humphrey.

 


"Simon?"

 


"Yes."

 


"Hang about with him a lot these days, don't
you?"

 


"Funny that we should both think to lend them
to someone else at the same time?" said Humphrey sitting on the
bed.

 


"Isn't it?" said Emily.

 


"Yes," said Humphrey. "Did you look
inside?"

 


Emily felt awkward and off her guard. "No,"
she said. "Why?"

 


"You're lying," said Humphrey.

 


Emily felt even more awkward and scratched
her philtrum. "No," she said. It was half true. She had been lying
about who she had given the clubs to but she hadn't been lying
about the fact she hadn't looked inside the bag.

 


"It's Monday," said Humphrey. "You're really
telling me they couldn't have got their own clubs by Wednesday or
borrowed some?"

 


"They did borrow some," said Emily, "...off
me."

 


"You really didn't look inside?"

 


"What was inside?"

 


Humphrey looked fidgety. He scratched his
nose. "A prop. I need it for work."

 


"Why would you leave a work prop in there?"
asked Emily.

 


"I was working on it and ...-," Humphrey
tailed off. "I wanted to take it to the club so I could show it to
Fred for his opinion... it's a period prop and I thought he'd know
more about the period. So..."

 


"Well, don't worry," said Emily who knew he
was lying but felt too guilty of her own lies to be offended. "It's
probably still there. I doubt Sarah would have wanted to do
anything with it. She probably just ...took it out. Put it
somewhere. I'll ask her...-" She picked up the bedside phone.

 


Humphrey put his hand on hers and pressed the
receiver down again. Then he looked coolly into her eyes. "Sarah
doesn't exist, does she?" he said.

 


Emily found she couldn't answer.

 


"It was a man, wasn't it?" said Humphrey.

 


"No," said Emily.

 


Humphrey had that look in his eye.

 


They were interrupted by doorbell playing the
chimes playing out of tempo.

 


"I'd better get that," said Humphrey.

 


Emily wasn't going to argue. She followed him
to the landing and looked over the banister to see who it was at
the door.

 


It was Simon Chu. He had a big graze on the
side of his face and some evidence of foliage about his person.
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