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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.
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The phone woke me later that evening at about four thirty. I was a little disorientated, so it took me a second or two to recognise my whereabouts. The cosy feel of Natalie’s naked body against mine reminded me. I smiled as I recalled the few pleasant hours ensconced in her arms and the playful banter she insisted was necessary. I touched her porcelain smooth skin as I reached to the floor to pick up my phone.

“Tony Harris,” I intoned quietly.

“Pat Dennison here, Tony, am I disturbing you?”

“I was just lying in bed, Pat.”

“I’m sorry, did I get you up?”

“No I had to get up in any case, the phone was ringing.”

“Oh, good.”

“What’s up, Pat?” I asked.

“I called your office earlier but they told me you had taken a bit of sick leave.”

“Yes, the doctor called it stress leave.”

“You’re probably overworked,” he said.

“No, I’m fine in that regard. It’s just stress.”

“Listen, I think we got off on the wrong foot today. We should have a face to face chat before the meeting in the morning and clear the air.”

“I’m out sick for a week, Pat,” I said. “You can sort it out with Mr. Cadden; you might take him a bit more seriously.”

“I know it’s a stressful time for us all, Tony, but I can do without all of this backwards and forwards nonsense.”

“And I can do without the stress caused by a verbal threat of violence and intimidation from a playground bully like you, Pat. I was just doing my job.”

“I didn’t actually threaten you, Tony.”

“I have it on tape, Pat. Everyone in the office heard it and my bosses are not amused, so we handed it off to our solicitors. I don’t appreciate being the loss of a few day’s salary because of your insecurities.”

“What’ll it take to put this behind us?” he asked.

Natalie woke up and was listening intently. She snuggled into me and licked my nipple. My penis began to form a semi.

“Hang that phone up, Mr. Harris,” she said in a soft voice. “I have to take your temperature, orally,” 

“Yes, nurse. Let me finish this call first please.”

“I’ll prepare my thermometer and I can already see that it’s almost at maximum readiness.”

“Tony? What’s the story?” Dennison said into the phone.

“The nurse wants me, Pat, I have to go.”

“You have a nurse?”

“Yes, Mr. Cadden insisted on bringing her in. He says you’ll be paying the bill for her, so thanks for that.”

“Now hold on there, I’ll be doing no such thing.”

Natalie took the phone from me and held it to her ear.

“Excuse me, sir,” she said tersely, “that’s quite enough of your shouting for one day. Mr. Harris is quite ill and you’re not making him any better. You’re a very rude man.”

She took my erect penis in her hand as she spoke to him, softly caressing the tip with her thumb.

“I suggest you call Mr. Cadden at his office. Mr. Harris has taken legal advice and I’m sure they will be in touch with you soon.”

She switched the phone off and kissed me slowly as her hand slid down towards my penis.

“Have we got time?” she asked.

“No, I’ve got to get home, love.”

She smiled at me and kissed my cheek. “This was a nice little unexpected bonus at least.”

“You know you’re welcome to visit Galway any time you wish, Natalie.”

“Yes ... but Galway? Really? I hardly think so.”

We kissed and I extricated myself from her bed, dressed and left the apartment. I pulled out of the car park and was driving into town when my phone rang. It was Cadden.

“Hello, Mr. Cadden, how are you?” I said.

“All good, Tony. I take it you’re out and about?”

“Yes, I had Pat Dennison on the phone earlier. He’s got quite a quick temper.”

“Yes he has. He called and asked me to apologise for that, he’s under a bit of pressure, as you can well imagine.”

“Yes I suppose I can. What’s your end game here?”

“Oh I want him lying prostrate at my feet whilst kissing my shoes, Tony. That attitude of his belongs back in the fifties.”

I laughed. “Ah, the good ol’ days.”

“All that aside, he’s made an initial offer of a €5,000 payment to us for pain and suffering. I’m waiting for a confirmation email from him.”

“It sounds like there’s a bit more juice in that to me.”

“Indubitably, hence my call. What are your thoughts on it?”

“What are our costs, Mr. Cadden?” 

“Hard to pin down, Tony, you’re the main victim here. You, of course, won’t suffer financially from a few days off, they’ll be covered by us.”

“But I’m not in a position to take a few days off.”

“I know, I’m speaking metaphorically of course. Pain and suffering is a veritable movable feast when the issue of compensation to an individual is involved. The last thing one needs is a court case like that hanging over one’s head.”

“True. So what are you thinking?”

“Our solicitors place a value of ten thousand Euro in lost company revenue with a further twenty five in minimum compensatory damages to you.”

“Is that a lot?”

“Seemingly not. I’m told that it’s a drop in the ocean in comparison to what you’d get in a court case, given the existence of the tape.”

“So lay it out for me, please,” I said.

“We accept nothing less than our solicitor’s recommendation, while pushing for double that as a starting point. We’ll tell him it’s a take it or leave it deal or we’ll just take it to court and thrash it out in there.”

“What if he decides to go to court?” I asked.

“Our claim will be €250,000, Tony, that will take us into the High Court. The legal fees will be four times that alone.”

“Ok. Fuck him,” I said, thinking back to him waking me up at half past four, “but start him off at triple the solicitor’s recommendation.”

He laughed. “I’ll do that, Tony. I’ll do that now that his email has arrived.”

“Will you keep me in the loop, please?”

“Will do. I’ll talk to you later.”

I had no idea where this would go, but for now, I was off work until I went to Galway. I needed a distraction to keep me sane, but I needed a shower first so I set a path for home. Cadden called as I reached the house.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two


[image: ]


“News from the front line, Tony,” he said. “We have a start to a negotiation.”

“Go on,” I said, as I watched Tara Jones walk in my direction.

She was looking really nice. I held my finger up to indicate the phone call and she stood at the car window while I talked to Cadden. I could see that my mother was watching us from behind the curtains of the bedroom window.

“Ok, he’s upped his offer. It's contingent on you being in attendance at tomorrow’s meeting. €20,000 total settlement.”

“Tell him to fuck off. We’d want that just to cover the security guards at the meeting tomorrow. Have they sent the paperwork we requested yet?”

“Yes, we’ve got most of it.”

“Ok, tell him we’re not budging from €105,000 and that he has to stay one kilometre away from me.”

“I’m on it. I’ll let you know.”

I rolled the window down with a weary smile. 

“Sorry about that, Tara ... work.”

She placed her hand on the window cill. “Hi, Anto.” 

“What can I do for you?” I asked.

“I hear you’re going away for a bit.”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t want to let you go without apologising for what happened between us the other night.”

I touched her hand. “There’s no need, Tara. Honestly.”

“Thanks, I’m relieved. I hear you’re seeing Clodagh Murray.”

“We had a couple of dates; I wouldn’t call it seeing her.”

“We never had
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