
Chapter 1 

    The Weekender Starts Here,

    Two more hours and the dance weekender would have finally come around. Carl 
didn't like to get excited before things happened but as he was here, outside the girl's 
house in the summer's afternoon, it felt like the right time to get started. Granted, they 
weren't ready but then that wasn't too unusual, so he was going to let it pass. The weather 
was sunny with fluffy white clouds in the sky. The route is supposed to be empty of road 
works for the first time in years, and all the best dancers were aiming to go, as this 
weekender was the first of the year. So, all in all, good times were coming. 
    
    Glancing up over to the blue front door on the bungalow again, which was still 
closed, what were those two doing? He dismissed the idea of going over and knocking as 
that would involve carrying their cases to the car. Instead the car just horn broke the 
silence of the small cul de sac one more time. Pulling out his phone he sent a text to Claire
as well. Out of the two of them she was most likely to be ready while waiting on her 
majesty. The phone chirped almost immediately with a responding message, he read with 
a smile. It said; stop beeping that bloody horn and get in here!!!!! xxx. 

    Figuring that it might help the proceedings along, movement was made. There 
wasn't a rush to lock the car up and walk over to the building as odds were that Simone 
was going to be a while. He and Claire were most likely going to chat for a bit while 
Simone dithered over a pointless quandary for no known apparent reason. It had been 
hypothesised that the woman just couldn't understand the concept of time, while others 
argued that she was just a high maintenance loon. Either case had it merits but the 
conclusion was that her majesty was never ready when others were. 

    Before his fist landed on the first knock, Claire was opening the door. Her bright 
smile brought a bit more joy to the day. As always wearing tight black jeans and a loose 
top, today the top was green. She stepped forward and grabbed Carl in what would have 
been a bear hug if her small frame had allowed for it. Her four foot ten height almost 
dwarfed by he six foot frame. Enjoying the moment he picked her up for a real hug and 
kissed her on the cheek. In greeting he asked;
“Alright wonderful, hows the world treating you?” She wrapped her legs around his waist 
as he carried her down the hallway to the front room. 
“Two and a half days of dancing and I've got Monday off work as well. The world is treating
me just fine. Now, put me down you great big lump.” With that, she unhooked herself and 
dropped lightly to the floor. Carl looked about for the third member of the party only to see 
piles of matching pink cases in the front room, this sent a small shudder down his spine. 
From past experiences with these two, he knew those cases defied physics and weighed 
more than their mass.  
“Where's her majesty?” he asked already knowing the answer. 

“Our leader is in her bedroom trying to figure out which outfit to wear.” She waved down 
the artfully decorated hall to Simone's bedroom. Carl's eyes blinked repeatedly at the 
information.
“She only has to get from here to a camp site at which point we'll get changed before we 
go out.”
Claire nodded with a “Yep.” The small bleached blond haired woman looked up at him 
waiting for the response. A smile teased across her small round face as she watched his 
thought process work its way round that statement. 
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“Fuck that, I swear the woman's nuts.” He walked passed Claire to the small bedroom at 
the back of the flat.    
Banging on the door none too lightly he called out. 
“Oi Trouble, get your clothes on, I'm leaving when the bags are all packed in the car.” The 
French swearing that followed was short and sweet. He didn't know quite what she had 
said but had got the rough idea. 
“I don't care, you have had all day and enough is enough. This is your five minute warning 
and I swear by the gods. If you are not ready when I'm done then I am coming in there and
dragging you out butt naked girl.” Silence met the statement so he went back to the front 
room and mentally prepared for operation; Why do women pack like this. 

Five trips to the car it took to get all the stuff that apparently was needed for two 
women, two very small women, to last three nights away from home. Granted, you could 
change clothes a lot when you were dancing all day and night, but seriously, who needs an
ice machine and a coffee maker at the same time. He had managed everything in one 
rucksack and a couple of carrier bags. Thankfully he was driving which meant he wasn't 
going to be squashed in the back seat with several cases constantly tipping on him. That 
pleasure was going to be Claires, even though most of the baggage was Simone's. 

    Both girls were absent while the adult level tetras was taking place. They had learnt 
to let him get on with it from past occasion. As much as it bothered him, it was far less 
irritating than the version with two supervisors adding commentary constantly. After the 
first time that happened he had told them that helpful, was a relative term and they could 
do that somewhere else far, far away. Or words to that effect with some vulgarities playfully
added in for emphasis on the important details. 

    Only after the boot closed with a small crunching noise that indicated something 
had got broken in the process, did the two ladies suddenly appear. Giving the impression 
that had been their plan all along. Today, Simone had bestowed upon the world the sight of
her in a white summer dress.  As always, she looked immaculate. No a blond hair out of 
place, the make up was tastefully perfect. The shoes matched the dress and also handbag
along with the clip holding back her long hair. Such a sight. 

    The first time they had met she'd been wearing a summer dress as well and the 
image was burned into his sub-conscious. Although on that occasion the dress had been 
blue, but still the memory was brought to life. The smell of the train after a full days use. 
The noise of the tracks as they rumbled underneath. Tailing someone all day had been a 
tiresome waste of effort but those were the breaks. The target was down one carriage on 
her way back to Cambridge oblivious to his presence. Carl was sitting on his own, fed up 
with life and all the nonsense that went with it. The job was easy enough without being a 
real challenge but there was nothing outside to bring any joy into his life. 

    Today's trek was to London for another funeral, or so it seemed. This time it had 
been for work as he had been tracking a so-called insurance victim, who was hiding a top 
of the range DB9 somewhere. The unplanned trip had been thought to be a break in the 
case but unfortunately, not so far. 

Simone had been walking down the aisle and almost stumbled when the trained 
switched tracks. Instead of possible falling over she had pretended that sitting opposite 
Carl was where she had chosen to place herself. He was lost in thought at the time and 
oblivious to her presence which wasn't something that was going to be allowed for long. 
He was given several seconds before a polite;
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“Excusez-moi Monsieur, puis-je m’asseoir ici?” broke the silence. It broke the silence two 
more times before he got thumped in the leg. 
“What's happening?” he blurted out. 
“You were making odd sounds, I thought you might be ill.” Was her reply. The lie was too 
obvious to miss and got him to smile. Nut job was the first thought to come to mind, pretty 
nut job though was the second. The conversation after that quickly made it clear that she 
wasn't going to leave soon. The lady was intelligent, beautiful and mad as can be. Carl 
was instantly smitten. 

    The hour trip back home flew by and at the end of it they had agreed to meet up 
that evening after Carl was done with work. She had mentioned Modern Jive and at the 
time which had meant nothing to him, but with the chance of a fumble still in play he had 
agreed anyway. Later that evening Carl had stepped into the village hall with little 
trepidation. The room had been full of happy people filled with mirth. Laughter was the 
main thing he remembered that first night.

    He didn't find a lover that night but he did find a friend. Simone had introduced him 
to a habit that had enlivened his life so much that he felt he owed her everything. Over the 
next several months they had meet up at least once a fortnight to go out dancing all 
around Cambridgeshire and beyond. Their friendship had built up through those times.

    Back in the moment and after a quick hug from her, they were off. The day was 
bright, and the traffic was light. It doesn't get that much better for driving. After some initial 
hellos and some whines about the lack of space in the back seat. All three were happy and
in good form. The first twenty minutes flew by as they all caught up on what each other 
had been doing recently. Most of the discussion was about who had danced where and 
who else they had seen there. After the initial catch up the girls pulled out their phones and
were soon clicking away on the social sites.

Meanwhile, Carl focused on the driving while trying to figure out why two such 
articulate women couldn't hold a conversation for longer than twenty minutes or so. But he 
knew their habits as they knew his. This little band had been bouncing along quite nicely 
for the last several months. For some reason that was how his world had been for the last 
few years. New friends came and went as the dance circuit moved and evolved. It felt a bit
like being a teenager again going to a new school. You had to try people out and see how 
it went. These two fitted into his life real well. 

    As the time went by some tutting could be heard coming from the back seat.
“What's up with you back there, you're distracting my driving?” Claire looked up into the 
mirror to see him looking back at her. 
“Terry isn't coming. His daughter got sick, so he is going to stay home and miss the 
weekend.” Carl waited for more information. Like who Terry was or what was wrong with 
the daughter, but nothing followed. Simone tisked as well. 
“What's up with you?” he asked turning to her. 
“Traffic up ahead has built up, Tanya says there has been an accident on the A14 blocking 
both lanes, they are just sitting there. 
“Cool.” Carl said.”Let's go the back roads then and we can miss all of that.” Simone 
glanced up at him with a sour look and demanded;
“You were just waiting for that excuse weren't you.” Her accent tickling the word excuse 
enough to make Carl smile. 
“Me, sweet and innocent little old me looking for an excuse to get on the back roads to 
explore everywhere. No, not I.” A small fist came off the phone and hit him in the thigh. 
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“Idiot,” Simone muttered slightly too loud for it to be just for her. Carl's smile jumped up a 
level as he pulled off at the next exit to hunt the back roads for a clear path. 

    The drive would be about a half hour longer this way, but far more scenic and 
pleasant with little or no traffic on the way. They chatted lightly for most of the way with 
inserts from the other dancer's posts about travelling or preparations for the event. While 
coming through a small village, the sign post for a left turn came into view. The choice 
would be to carry on straight to go head back to the now clear dual carriageways or go the 
slower more colourful route. He put the indicator on and slowed down, as the car came 
close to the turning Simone sitting in the passenger seat piped up with,
“I would have gone straight on.” She had recently returned from a home visit, so her 
French accent was stronger than usual.   
“I know.” Carl responded, “And when you get a car and give us a lift that will be your 
choice, but today it’s not, so shush.” She gave him a glare which he caught out of the 
corner of his eye, he responded by sticking his tongue out at her. 

He took the turn only to slam the brakes on hard, and the car skidded briefly as the 
momentum took it forward before the car stalled to a stop. Fortunately, no traffic was 
following them. His left hand had instinctively reached out for Simone but the moment was 
already past before it was needed. Something thudded against Carl's head rest from the 
full back seat, which turned out to be a suitcase. 
“What was that about?” Claire asked in a huff as she was also part of the full back seat.
“Sorry, sorry, thought I was going to hit something.” He blurted while looking out the car for 
whatever had caught his eye just before breaking. 
“It was a rat,” Simone announced while giving Carl a nasty look.
“Bite me it was a rat. It was a cat; it was black and white.”
“No, it was just black.”
“No, don't do that, it wasn't.” He was looking for the creature now as uncertainty hit. More 
to himself he murmured.
“Rats are nocturnal; they aren't going for an afternoon stroll through the local village to get 
the paper are they.”
“Clearly it was, and you nearly killed us for a rat. I told you should have gone the other 
way.” That sentence got his attention, so he paused from glancing about to a very slow 
deliberate turn towards his passenger. 
“Really? Oh Really? That's so helpful.” She, in turn, looked back and stuck her tongue out. 
He was resetting the gears to neutral when he suddenly shouted and pointed randomly to 
the left at nothing. 
“Cat, told ya.” Both women looked but saw only space. 

Carl pulled away with a smirk on his face and no amount of filthy looks from the 
passengers was going to get rid of it. Shortly after Claire called out from the back seat that 
she wanted some new music. Looking in the rear view mirror, Carl could see she was 
starting to chaff at being so squashed by the suitcases full of everything that could be 
needed for three days and nights. 
“Fine, what do you fancy, apart from me obviously?” he got a look of disbelief from both 
ladies before she replied.
“More than poptastic.” was the request accompanied with that wicked smile of hers.
“More than poptastic is the request, let’s see what we can do.” Flicking through the radio 
channels nothing spectacular was on so he pulled out the black CD case and past it over 
to Simone to find the missing ingredient of musical magic. She flicked past the heavy 
metal and the big band jazz. A little “Oh” past her lips as she pulled out a disc and put it 
into the player. A moment’s pause as the disc was being read and then the heavy chords 



on a lead guitar announced the Foo Fighters were going to help finish the journey.    

Chapter 2 

Welcome,Welcome,Welcome

Speed bumps alerted them that they were on the last road that drew up to the small 
holiday site. Then the rumble of gravel announced the arrival of the car. Even though they 
had all taken the day of work to get in early to beat the rush, judging by the amount of the 
vehicles in the main car park, it appeared others had had the same idea. It was just 
coming up to 4 pm, and only the people who had bothered to book the premium chalets 
would have been able to get booked in earlier; everyone else would have to wait for this 
part of the afternoon. 
    
    He recognised a couple of cars from the people who danced round his way, all of 
those he knew were coming, were looking forward to this event as much as he was. 
Deciding to park up as close to main buildings, as they would have to have to move the 
car anyway as soon as they knew the position of the chalet they would be staying in. 
Knowing they would be moving soon, he felt no guilt at all parking in the handicapped 
space. 

    Simone and Carl got out of the car in quick order; Carl stretching his legs out a bit 
as he had been driving for close to three hours all in all. Both turned as Claire yelped when
she landed unceremoniously on the floor as all the bags on the back seat decided to give 
her an extra push to help her out. The other two rushed to her aid, picking her up and 
brushing her off. She swatted off their hands while getting up as the indignation mixed with
embarrassment got a hold of her. 
“You’re going in the back on the way home.“She barked at Simone, who nodded yes in 
return yet somehow still managed to convey that was never going to happen. Carl pushed 
the tipped over bags back into the car and shut the door while trying to hold back the 
laughter.   

    He turned back to his friend placed his hands on her shoulders not bothering to hide
the grin. 
“Are you alright?” she saw the look on his face and pushed him off. 
“Bastard.” She added yet a smile was starting to break out on her face as well. Simone 
moved forward and put her arm around her friend.
“Come on.” She said. “Lets’ go get a drink.”
“Fine, if I have to, but your buying them for making me sit in the back.” and with that the 
situation was promptly forgotten. 

The closest building was the main ballroom, and from experience, they all knew the 
bar would be open in there. Making their way towards the entrance, Carl had a weird 
feeling someone was watching him. Stopping, he turned and looked back expecting to see
someone he knew that just had got in and his brain was just catching up, but no, the car 
park was empty of people or moving cars, so he shook it off as nothing and went to catch 
up with the girls. 

    When he walked in it was clear that nothing had changed since the last visit, to his 
right the large stage, then the square dance floor in front of it. The small tables and chairs 
three rows deep around the dance floor and on the opposite side of the room the bar that 
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took up almost a whole wall. During a busy night, it could hold up to several hundred 
people and presumably during the main holiday season it would be full of families. 

    Right now there were a couple of early birds sitting about having a chat, but tonight 
it would full to the brim of dancers. Which was going be such a sight, a whole room of 
happy people forgetting life’s worries and just having an excellent time. There was some 
background pop music going on at the moment, and the girls were walking through the 
large room in rhythm to the tune. He went to catch up to them purposely made sure he 
wasn’t walking to the beat, it was a thing, he didn’t know why but it was one of his little 
foibles. 

    Once they got to the bar, Carl asked.
“Alright, what do you ladies want?” 
“Vodka.” Was the answer from Simone, even with the quick reply her thick accent was 
unmistakable. 
“Oh yeah, forgot about that.” Was added from the Claire, who seemed to have recovered 
her composure somewhat.
“Three Vodka’s barkeep,” Carl called out to the local villager behind the bar who wasn’t 
being paid enough to smile for that kind of nonsense.
“Add in a pint of Smiths and one for yourself.” Still no smile from the bartender but no one 
cared, this weekend was going to be the best. 

    The drinks were poured and paid for in quick order; Carl handed over the shots to the 
girls. They clicked glasses and with a quick “Mazel Tov” knocked the drinks back with a 
grimace. Carl grabbed his beer to wash down the cheap vodka. When he had taken a 
mouthful; Claire took his pint off him had a sip and gave it back. 
“Cheeky mare,” he said with a grin. She gave him a slap on the arse in the way of a 
response. Carl looked over at Simone and offered her his drink, but she waved it away. 
Instead, she said.
“We need a new tradition; this one is disgusting.” Her accent made the word disgusting 
sound as if it had extra S's involved. Claire countered.
“It was your idea remember, the other option was skinny dipping, and you said a drink to 
start a weekender was the far more civilised way of acting.” Carl nodded sagely at this; he 
had offered the skinny dipping option which still seemed like a good idea.

“We are dancers, not foolish teenagers, besides I only get naked with my lovers, not 
giggling idiots.”
Claire and Carl both looked at each other in mock shock. Claire got in first.
“I can’t believe she just called you a giggling idiot.” 
“I know right! When have I ever giggled.” He pulled a face, she pulled a face right back, 
and they turned to Simone with big grins; she, in turn, was trying not to laugh at them both.
The three of them enjoyed the moment for a few seconds, Carl looked about to see if there
was anything fun going on in the near empty room but alas not, so he asked.
“Fine, right after we get checked in, what’s the plan, food, booze, a kip and then party on 
or what?” 
“Food first and then you get everything from the car while we say hello to everybody,” 
Simone told him, Claire nodded in agreement.
“Wait, what, when did I become your slave, get your own crap out of my car.” 

“You will just going to mope about till the dancing starts anyway, so you might as well do 
something useful first” Simone linked arms with Claire, and they walked off to go to check-
in. 
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He called after them.
“I’m on holiday; I’m allowed to mope if I want.”
Turning to the bartender to try and get some solidarity for put upon men only to find the lad
had gone down the other end of the bar and was texting someone. He stood there for a 
while finishing off his pint, all the time mumbling to himself about the dubious nature of his 
friends. The fact he knew they would push their luck wasn’t helping at all; eventually he 
just said 
“Women.” and followed the ladies out of the closest exit.

    The dance company that hired the site for this event didn’t get to use the main reception
and were housed in a small room in between the canteen and the second largest room on 
site. As they passed it that could see the temporary dance floor had already been installed 
ready. The check-in was pretty quick as it turned out they were the only them queuing up 
through sheer lucky timing. Their names got checked by the happy staff and a plastic 
wristband to prove they were supposed to be here was placed on them. The chalet they 
would be sharing was right in the middle of the site, the furthest point from any parking 
which gave Carl a quick shudder. 

He realised he was going to have to make several trips to and from the car to get 
everything out. All the big heavy junk those two narcissists felt was oh so important and his
own gear. Plus, it was central which meant there would be a lot of people walking past 
when you were trying to get some sleep. The thing about dance weekenders was that you 
could be sleeping at any point of the day or night, so clumpy footsteps going past your 
window waking you up was always an issue. 

    They were given two keys to share for the three of them. While trying to figure out how 
hard it would be to give everyone a key, I mean seriously its like they don't trust us with a 
key each, he followed the ladies into the cafeteria. It looked liked it could probably hold 
about three hundred people at a time. The white and red tablecloths caught the eye as you
walked in. 

Although no food was on offer yet, there were quite a few people were sitting about 
saying hello to the newcomers. He knew the odd face here and there and, of course, the 
girls recognised everyone. Hugs and cheek kisses were in full flow in a flurry of good 
cheer. The banter was light and smiles beamed from all as the joy of just having fun for 
fun’s sake started to build for this, the first weekender of the year. A whole three months 
since the last one. Carl, whose social skills ran out quite quickly after hello was ready to go
after five minutes, but both his companions would be dug in for a good hour, so he went to 
get the stuff out of the car. 

   He took a slow wander round as nothing was going to happen for a couple of hours 
and the place was quite pleasant. Rows of chalets formed into various sized squares and 
each square had a small grass plot in-between. Little bushes or small trees were crammed
in any gap making the place quite green and probably hid quite a lot of disrepair as half the
site a few decades old. There were some new buildings, but most of it looked like it was 
set up in the 60’s and just had surface improvements made over the last few years. If you 
looked hard enough, you could see flaking paintwork all over the place. It wasn't too good 
an idea to look at the window frames to seriously either. Still, it had its charms. 

    As there was no rush, he meandered back towards the car park waving at the odd 
person who walked passed that he recognised. Even though there was a chill breeze in 
the air, he was in just a black t-shirt and black jeans. As he walked about the daydreams of
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the dances that were going to happen later today were alive in his mind, and as always 
every dance was a blend of smiles and light flirting. This, as he had found out the easy 
way was how most of his dances went in real life as well which was why he and everyone 
else enjoyed it so much. 

    Stubbing his toe on a kerb edge brought him out of his fantasy. The pain shot up his
leg as he stumbled. Bringing a quick panic that he might have damaged his foot too badly 
to dance. Fortunately, the hurt quickly washed away and thankfully the alarm fled with it. 
Taking a breath to contemplate on what a complete arse he was, and glancing about to 
see if anyone had seen his silliness. No one was about to witness the trip, so with a 
quicker stride and a hint of embarrassment, he was off. 

        Once, at the car, a few moments were taken up trying to figure out where the best 
place to move the vehicle was. The site was a large square with tracks going around the 
outside, at the far side was a second proper parking area. Although there was some small 
grass verges along the tracks that you could park on in you got in early enough. There 
were a couple of pathway options closest to the chalet that he could park near to, but they 
were all overgrown with the small trees that still needed trimming. As it was too early in the
season and other problems were still the priority for the site.  Or there was just the long 
way round. After looking in the back of the car and seeing how much luggage the girls had 
brought, Carl decided to fight the undergrowth like a true hero would.

Chapter 3

The Hero Prevails.

Bursting through the bush into freedom like a devil possessed he spluttered 
“Bastard” and turned back to the foliage as if it would shirk away in his murderous glare, it 
did nothing of the sort. The bushes just stood there pretending they had done nothing. 
Angry at himself for such a stupid thing to do he span round to walk off when he noticed a 
young woman he didn’t recognise entering the chalet right in front of him. She had stopped
mid stride to looked over at him in his dishevelled state; he returned her gaze and offered. 
“I’ve got nothing funny for this. I was thinking about something to do with Narnia, but the 
joke isn’t coming.” After a brief pause, she turned away into the chalet and closed the door 
quietly behind her. Carl said to the world in general.
“And once again my stunning seduction technique in effect ladies and gentlemen.“
Deciding to let it go he walked off down the row of chalets to where he and the girls would 
be sharing, which it turned out was right in the middle of the row. 

    By the time he reached the door, all the areas of his skin that the bushes had 
scratched were smarting quite happily, he pushed into the room and dropped all the bags 
unceremoniously while he tried to wipe away the pain. Brushing himself down and 
checking out the red lines up his arms, which were just that, the skin was marked but not 
broken. So he decided the girls didn’t need to know what a Muppet he was if there was no 
real evidence to show him up. The chalet was identical to the style they had stayed in last 
year. The communal lounge with cheap plastic furniture, two doors off to the right for the 
bedrooms and a door in the rear that led to the small bathroom. 

    It almost felt like a home from home he had been there that many times when 
something wriggled in his hair causing him to yelp and flinch by slapping his head. He 
leant over and quickly pushed his fingers through his hair hoping to dislodge whatever 
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massive creature was there; only a leaf fell to the floor.  He ran his fingers through his hair 
a few more time just to make sure. Nothing else felt the need to jump out, so he stopped 
mucking about and went back out to get the rest of the bags. 

On the last run from the car to Carl's easy-going good nature was waning as the 
pain from carrying so much had built up substantially this time, mumbling to himself. 
“How much crap do you need to bring to these things, I know I’ll pack everything we've got
just to be sure."
"How do people so small have stuff so heavy, surely the laws of physics apply to their 
world at some point?"
" Why wouldn’t you use a bag with fucking wheels, oh no that’s alright, carry-alls are 
perfect as we know an idiot who will emotionally blackmail to help us out.” He clumped 
through the door, the idea of just hurling it all to the floor was tampered by how much grief 
he would get for smashing up a coffee maker and the ice machine together. So instead 
these were lowered carefully onto the table just before his shoulders felt any need to 
dislocated themselves. 

The sweat was running freely down his bright red face; he wiped it away as all the 
good will left him and he decided to take the bedroom at the rear of the chalet. Both 
bedrooms were identical with two small single beds and a small wardrobe in each; the only
difference would be that people wouldn’t be walking directly past his window so that he 
might get a decent night’s sleep, or days as the plan was to be up all night dancing. That is
what you get for making me carry all the luggage you lazy little mares. 

It didn’t take long to unpack as unlike some people he didn’t feel the overwhelming 
desire to bring everything he owned with him; the laptop came out and the music chosen 
to soothe him was something slow and soulful by Beth Hart. Soon it would be noisy and 
energetic, but for now, a little relaxation was just the ticket. 

    Sitting there, he had nothing to do so he slipped back into his imagination, to the 
majestic dance floor or his devising for a quick boogie, relaxed in the knowledge that he 
wasn’t going to trip over anything in there. Time and space disappeared as the music took 
him, letting him dance with the fantastically delightful Claire, whose smile was as dazzling 
as her dancing. After a while his phoned chirped with a text alert breaking his state of 
mind, it was from Simone, it said one word, Food. Shutting the laptop down and grabbing 
the chalet key he quickly made his way out.

Before he had even walked in the large room, he could hear laughter and could 
pinpoint four different ladies from that noise alone. When entering the cafeteria, the place 
was filling up with about a hundred or so people; all spotted about the large eight-person 
tables. A couple of large groups were sitting at tables next to each other near the kitchen. 
The odd couples were sitting at tables away from the crowd, and some introverts were at 
the tables furthest away from anybody. That last one being where Carl wanted to be as the
next hour would be hard work, but today was the start of Carl the Socialite, and not Carl 
the introvert who actually liked the quiet.

Chapter 4

Hello's and Getting Ready with Hypnosis.

    Walking through the room, waving at the ladies he knew, and head nodding to the 
men he really should know after all the times he had seen them over the years. There was 
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rarely a reason to talk to the men so never did, which seemed to work out for all involved. 
The girls were right in the middle of the noisy group and as always the centre of attention 
with merriment running riot amongst the lot of them. 
    

Checking out what was everyone’s plate and seeing the odd looking meat that could
be anything covered in a version of gravy, he went straight over to the salad bar to fill up. 
Although, not a nutritionist he had a vague idea of what he should be eating over a full 
long weekend of energy sapping dancing. Apparently, none of which mattered as he just 
piled his plate full of whatever was within arms reach. 

Going back to the table and sitting at the space Claire had saved for him. With the 
tablecloth hanging down a good foot he pulled his chair in tentatively. On too many 
occasions he had pulled the chair in to sit down and clattered a hidden table leg. This time 
though there was no drama, he smiled to everyone who hadn’t got one already and tried to
start eating. At which point the first of many questions of the same conversations that were
going to be continuously repeated over the first evening started. 
    
    Are you doing any classes? Don’t know what’s the choice? Might do, might not, 
who’s that teacher? Are they any good? Are you doing the tango? If you are I will go, don’t 
know if I will be up before 11 but if I am, will you go with me? And so on and so on, always 
the same and always important to everyone involved because this was what the whole 
weekend was all about. The mood was high and the smiles bright on everyone’s face, the 
time flew by without a care in the world. 

    Carl, though, the classes were just a bit of fun as he forgot everything as soon as 
the class finished. Never using the new moves as the muscle memory wasn’t there. 
Apparently, this was a usual stage of the dance journey. In this window, it was where you 
get the illusion of becoming a dance instructor and quitting the crap job you had. Carl 
already had the dance venue in Cambridge he wanted to teach from picked out. Trouble 
was he didn’t have the capital, business sense or enough actual teaching experience to do
more than about three classes before reality would come round and have a quiet word with
his bank balance. 

    Coming back to the conversation, he realised his food had disappeared at some 
point to be replaced by coffee. The classes were covered again as new people arrived with
those who are coming past all saying hello. Randomly for a Modern Jive event, the Tango 
classes were going to be the focus for a lot of people as the young teachers involved were 
just absolutely breathtaking to watch dance. Which hopefully meant their years of 
experience could get taught to all in a mere three hours of lessons.

Lost in thought about the dance club he was going to run, he followed the girls back 
to the chalet. When they got back, the girls disappeared into their room with Simone 
declaring she would be first in the shower. Carl went and got a can of beer out of his room 
and sat back down in the lounge area trying to relax. Which didn’t happen as the girls had 
put some music of their own on, which was drowning out his thoughts.

    Listening to the girls thumping about for a few minutes, he decided they were 
probably putting up a new wardrobe to fit all their crap in, which would explain why their 
bags had been so heavy. It was a random thought but really wouldn’t have been that 
surprising. Women be crazy. The door opened, and Simone came out with just a towel 
wrapped around her. Focus Carl, just don’t look at her tits. Eyes, look at the eyes. Simone 
said something that Carl missed which he presumed was an order for something, 
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”Erm. What?” He asked as naughty thoughts flickered. 
“Can you pour me a drink please?” she said in that luscious drawn out accent of hers as 
she walked into the bathroom to take a shower. What drink, am I a mind reader? He put 
his head round the door to see if Claire had something they brought with them only to find 
her in just her underwear. Focus Carl, it's all about the eyes. More naughty thoughts 
flickered.

”Erm. What drink did you bring, her majesty wants one.” She turned her back to him, bent 
down from the waist to grab some bottles out of a bag, he took a quick look because you 
do, then quickly covered his eyes to pretend he hadn't. When she turned back with the 
wine bottles Claire asked if he was alright, he mumbled something about a headache. 
Handing over the bottles she asked.  
“Can you do me one as well please?” 
“Can do!” Carl said as he grabbed the bottles and quickly turned away.

As the red wine poured into the little glasses the chalet stocked, a whimsical 
thought made itself present. Carl went back to his room to put grab some paper umbrellas 
he had brought just for this sort of thing. After a quick rummage for them, he turned to find 
Claire, now back in a T-shirt standing in his way.
“Do me.” She demanded. 
“That’s a fab offer, but we are going out remember.” She slapped him in the chest for his 
response. “You know what I mean; I want a whammy, I need a fix. Hit me.” Ignoring to see 
if there was any answer, she pushed past plonking herself down on the edge of one of the 
beds. With reluctance he moved and sat opposite her, his long legs touching hers in the 
small gap between the beds. He took her hands gently in his and stared into her eyes. 
“This isn’t a drug for you to get a quick fix on. We don’t need to make this an intervention 
do we?” 
“I haven’t danced for months, and I’m worried, please, pretty please.” she fake whimpered.
“You are one of the most graceful women I know; you don’t need me to help make you be 
more than you are.” As he said it, her mouth pouted, and in a mock pleading tone, she 
replied. 
“I’m feeling really fragile, please help me.” 
“Fine but I’m just going to give you a quick blitz that will bump you up alright?” 
“Alright, lets’ do this.” She said with too much enthusiasm; he shook his head in quiet 
resignation. 

Grabbing a couple of his bags and all the pillows in the room, they made a quick 
pile for her to lean back on and get relaxed. Giving her a minute to take a couple of deep 
breaths, he told her to close her eyes and focus on an image. In this case, it was a dried 
up old daisy; she liked daisies. The flower was dried up, withered and dying lying in the 
middle of an empty road. The brown roots all small and twisted up, the petals hanging very
loose but still attached. 

    Then he took her on a long visual journey to restore the flower, how it transported to
a hot sunny beach where she could even feel the warmth beating down on her body. How 
the roots dug into the sand and randomly found fertile soil allowing them to fill with 
nutrients. Then, the way the small flower strengthened and stood tall. All the while he kept 
altering her angle of perspective. From being above, flying in the sky and looking down on 
the little white petals. To being inside the stem and feeling the life of the plant surround her
mind. 

    At some point during his hypnotic portrayal, a nagging feeling crept in. Especially 
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the parts about the stem feeling stronger with all the fibres coming together to create a 
solid wall. Most of the time, when using descriptions for people under, you can go both 
ways of either very specific to obscure. On occasions, like this, it was easy to use a pre-
constructed script to get to the point across without having to work too hard fixing specific 
issues. This time he was using a recently read script about dealing with male erectile 
issues. The memory broke a smile on his face as he tried to keep his voice calm. 

Trying to compose his thoughts as he kept on about a strengthening stem didn’t 
seem to help out, so he moved onto the soft, warm petals. Which, with his mindset as it 
was, didn’t do anybody any favours either. Fortunately, the woman in front of him was in a 
world of her imagination and not paying any attention to the idiot with a daft grin on his 
face. Somehow the time passed, and he managed to get through to an ending without 
bursting into laughter. But because he couldn’t help himself, he finished up with the flower 
being all vigorous and proudly stretching up to the warmth of the sun.  
    
    Considering what had just happened, the imagery was vague enough it could still 
be useful enough for his purpose, so he stopped. Ending a trance should be a tender 
process as it can be disorientating if done too swiftly, so they paused briefly. Then he left a 
command to recall the emotions of completeness for later, as it would be needed when 
she stepped onto the dance floor. Then he told her to let the imagery drift away into mist 
and refocus on her body, focus on her breathing and how relaxed her muscles felt. After 
that he suggested she push her mind out and reform the room around her and feel his 
presence within the space. To hear the shower Simone was using, and listen to the pulsing
music from a couple of doors down that they could faintly hear through the walls. After the 
whole process, he asked her to come back to right now.

Claire opened her eyes feeling intently relaxed. 
“Why are you smiling like that?” she asked. Discretion being the better part of valour, it 
was best not to know what was going on, so instead of saying put the focus back on her. 
“You sweety, just happy for you. OK so when we go out, I’m going to dance with you first 
and just before we start you need to focus on everything from what we have just done. I 
will want you to bring the feeling of strength, the feeling of life, the feeling of completeness 
right to the front of your mind and then we are going to dance the god damned night 
through OK?” 
“OK.” She said with warmth, they stood and gave each other a tight hug.  
“Thank you.” She whispered.  
“No worries. Now go get ready for the best weekend right.” 
“Right! “She said with a smile and almost skipped out of the room to go get ready. 

      As she left, Carl closed the door quietly behind him so she wouldn’t see the grin all 
over his face, his cheeks starting to hurt from the smirk. Leaning against the door, he 
hoped she didn’t spend the entire night thinking about cocks. Moving away to do 
something just to move, he considered that to be fair it might cheer her up after the last 
few months she’d had.

Somehow he and Claire had a big brother, little sister thing going on which was 
quite fun. Even though Carl didn’t put himself out there for people, he had been about 
when Claire's Ex had been pushing his luck at a party and so he had stepped in with an 
alternative, more abrupt solution than most had expected. 
    
    After the party the Ex had buggered off and soon put in for a divorce, Claire had 
taken it hard getting insecure about life as one does. Simone and others had done most of 



the heavy lifting dealing with her on a day to day basis with him just being about for the 
odd occasion. This weekend was going to go a long way to help her out. The whole time 
was going to be a dedication to her with fun and dancing and drinking with an extra dose 
of laughter to balance it all out, hence saying yes to the hypnosis.

Most people didn’t truly get hypnotism as they either thought it was foolish 
nonsense or mystical spookiness that could melt your brain. The truth was it was just a 
way to relax your mind like meditation. Claire had gone for it full tilt and was a fan after he 
had introduced the art into her life. Once you could learn to take a mental time out and 
properly relax, issues you had could get sorted out in a more constructive way. The most 
helpful fact which few seem to realise is nothing was more relaxing than hypnosis. 

Once you got the gist, then it was all about what you could imagine. It was just a 
new way to think about getting to your destination. Like feeling more confident after 
thinking about a flower as most of your mind wasn’t repeatedly going over all your 
problems like a broken record. So with an easy to reach release of stress was in sight she 
had jumped at the chance, and Carl was glad he could help her out in some small way. 

As for the promise of a weekend dedicated to Claire, Carl was almost confident the 
promise was a sound proposal. None of them had anyone on the horizon to break the 
momentum up.  Dance weekenders could be full to the brim without getting the flirt on 
either. However, life always had a funny way of mucking plans up on purpose just to keep 
you on your toes. Still, it all looked like full steam ahead with the weekend of dancy fun for 
the three of them. 

CHAPTER 5. 

First Dance

    The next hour passed with music, wine, showers, perfume and towards the end, 
some swearing from Simone. Her hair straightener leads didn’t stretch from the oddly 
placed plug sockets to a convenient position, like looking in a mirror to do her hair. Carl 
was in his room listening to the French swearing feeling it lacked the energy of most other 
countries swearing. Having heard several nations expletives, French just seemed too 
flowery a language to do it right. OK let’s do the checklist, chalet key, money, check and 
check. Shirt looks ironed check, waistcoat covers the belly and moobs, check. 

He felt energetic and was ready for a night of joyfulness, this weekend was going to 
be too much fun. He stepped out into the lounge area where both the girls were waiting; 
Claire was sat down drinking a glass of wine. With her short blond hair spiky, her top was a
sparkly white vest, and the skirt was a luscious red knee length effort, she looked stunning.

         Simone was still playing with the straighteners and after a second decided she was 
done, she tuned and her long straight natural blone hair fell passed her shoulders. She 
was also wearing white but had an off the shoulder Basque top with tight blue jeans on, 
she looked just as amazing. 
“You two are just so beautiful, you look gorgeous both of you, just gorgeous.” Claire stood 
up and put her hand to his chest and said. 
”You’re looking pretty good there yourself.” She finished her glass and put it down, turned 
to them both. 
”Ready?” she asked. 
”Ready.” they both chirped back. With that, they all grabbed their dance bags and walked 
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out into the night. 

The evening was light, with the earlier breeze done for the day leaving a pleasantly 
cool night. The ladies high heels clicking as they walked down the path with Carl following 
behind them enjoying the site of two beautiful women’s bodies in front of him. For the 
second time that day via a different entrance they entered into the holiday camps main 
ballroom. 

There would be three other rooms in use tonight, one for the dreaded West Coast 
Swing which Carl despised. One for Tango and the second largest in place for the Modern 
Blues. The main room, usually the refuge for the Jivers was where it all started, as the 
other rooms wouldn't be open till later.  When they entered the heat was stifling from a 
room full of people all dressed to impress and already in full swing. The heat, music and 
energy of the place lit something from deep within Carl. I love this, look at all of them, it's a
room full of joy. 

    Most of the seats were already taken up with coats and bags claiming them, the 
people were on the dance floor spinning and twirling away to the pop tune that was on. In 
the mix of dancers were professionals, competent regulars and newbies, all enjoying the 
magical combination of music with the connection to another person. 

        To his right, was the bar that ran most of the length of the wall, on the opposite side 
of the room was the large stage. That would normally have had a full production going on 
for holiday makers whereas today it was just one DJ at a table with his laptop open. The 
leads were running from this to a mixer and then to the speaker system. Most nights the 
stage was the focus, but the dance floor was the most important area of the room right 
now. 

The girls sat down on some empty seats ignoring the coats and were changing their
outdoor shoes to dancing shoes. Carl enjoyed the moment to watch everyone dance; he 
still couldn’t believe this was the delight of his life and was in a room with people who 
thought the same way. 

The tune ended with the dance floor being full of quick hugs, kisses and thanks as 
everyone detached from their current dance partner as the rush started before the next 
dance. The options for the many were to find someone new to play with, keep the partner 
you had, take a break with a drink. Or the hardest of all, try and get a drink and find a new 
partner. 

The dance floor emptied as everyone moved around then just as quickly filled back 
up again making it look like a big episode of Mike Reid’s Run-around, a kids TV show from
the early 80’s. I’m getting old, how many of them in here would get that reference. He 
looked around and decided enough of them would so he didn’t need to feel too old just yet.
The next track started, and the dance went on, new couples making most of the same 
moves as before with a few new variations making it feel all new and shiny every time.

        The girls soon were done, so he swapped places with them to change his trainers 
over for his shiny black dance shoes, they fitted like the proverbial glove which they should
do at the price. Although they weren't essential, they just added something special to the 
whole experience. Changing the dancing from something you did for fun, to something you
were. The shoes did help you dance improve as you moved in a more balanced manner. 
However, that was just part of the package for Carl. Feeling a complete dancer with the felt
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based slipper-like shoes on, the night could start for real. 

With the trainers put away, he chucked his rucksack unceremoniously against the 
nearest wall as so many others had done judging by the pile of bags running along it. 
Looking up, Claire was the closest, and he had promised. So he held his hand out to her, 
she took it sticking her tongue out at Simone in mock competition jest because she got the
first dance, and they walked to the edge of the dance floor.

Stopping at the edge, Carl's tightened his grip around her small delicate hand as he 
spoke to her,
“Breath deep.” Claire followed his advice by deeply inhaling. “Stand tall.” 
Her back straightened in response. 
“Remember how you felt earlier, relaxed and full of potential. I want you to feel the power 
come through the floor and rise through your legs. Feel the power rise passed your 
stomach pushing those butterfly's of doubt out into the night. Feel the power fill your lungs 
with the strength of the gods.” Claire was staring straight, but her body seemed to lift just a
fraction higher to his words. 
“Feel the power swell through you to make you whole.” Happily, she was oblivious to his 
smutty mind and the whole erectile concept, and the grin that was trying to force itself onto
his face. 
“Now my little buddy.” He said as he turned to look at her, she glanced back up at him. 
“You are the most amazing creature in this room. Shall we dance?”

    Her eyes were blazing with energy as she stepped forward to try to find a small 
space for them to start. The edge of the dance floor had enough room for them to play in. 
Modern Jive is a simple dance; the followers moving backwards and forwards in a straight 
format, the men or leads getting out of the way. Just before they moved, he spoke a quietly
as he could in the noisy room. 
“Remember, life, strength and completeness. Remember the heat on your arms from the 
sun.” she took a deep breath and nodded they could start.

Facing each other, holding his left with her right hand they did a quick basic which is
a little forward and back step to get the rhythm and the tension in their grip right. At the 
right moment Carl gently pulled his lady towards him, her paces smooth and silky, he 
sidestepped to let her pass and just as she passed him he lifted her hand to directly above
her head to lead her into a spin which she did with a flourish. Carl stepped back into the 
slot, and the movement started again with the confident movements of practised dancers. 
With him leading her backwards and forwards, alternating the speed, spins and direction, 
as she followed the path shown her and adding to everything with her grace and styling. 

        The music ended too soon, and he got a quick kiss on the lips of thanks off of Claire
for a lovely dance.  
”I want another one before you go off to the Blues Room.” She said. 
”Your wish is my command mistress.” He replied with a bow and a smirk. They both let go 
and turned to find new partners. As Carl turned he almost bumped into a tall, very slim 
women who had been waiting for him to notice her, his face lit up as she did a cute little 
kind of curtsy in response. 
“Hello gorgeous.” He offered as he did a little bow in return. 
“Hello Carl how are you?” she replied, He took her into his arms. 
”Happier now you’re here, you look incredible.” She smiled at the compliment as the 
music, and all the dancers started up once again.



 I really should try and remember her name, Ruth, Rebecca, why and I am I thinking 
about blood and diamonds. The dance ended and Carl got a hug of thanks, and suddenly 
her name came to him. 
“That was yummy, thank you Ruby” she smiled and turned away to find a new partner, Carl
took a moment to enjoy the tight blue spandex trousers that she wore because her bum 
looked spectacular in them. 

He turned away to find someone else to play with; a tall Amazonian goddess stood 
before him with a large smile on her face. 
“Hello gorgeous.” He said in greeting as she moved in for a kiss on the cheek. 
”Hello yourself, how are you?” he looked her up and down, she was wearing halter neck 
long sparkly red dress that looked perfect on her. 
“Falling in love with the most beautiful woman in the room.” He replied with a cheeky smile.
Sarah, Sharon. Have I even actually asked her name? She slapped his arm in mock 
shock. 
“You’re looking very smart yourself in that waistcoat.” He looked down at the metallic blue 
Fleur de Lys design on him. 
“Just trying to keep up with you beautiful ladies, what’s a boy to do?” she placed her hand 
on his chest. 
“Well, you’re doing it right so keep it up.” He smiled at the compliment and then the music 
took over. The dance ended with a hug and promises of future dances. 

An hour disappeared in a blur of smiles, kisses, flirting and even some dancing. Carl
found himself hot and sweaty and in need of a drink, so quickly he took himself off the 
dance floor to get sorted out. After hunting his bag down, he went to get freshened up. The
toilets were full of men doing the same thing with the air thick with sweat and hard to 
breathe with all the deodorant spray. Carl took off his tops, wiped himself down with the 
sweat soaked t-shirt, sprayed deodorant everywhere, got a clean T-shirt out of the bag and
put the damp one away. In a few moments he had a new t-shirt on, the waistcoat back on 
and was back out into the ballroom, he chucked the bag back where he had got it from and
went off to get a drink. 

    The bar was pretty empty as most people just drank water at these things to keep 
hydrated. The bored bar staff didn’t rush over with the one who finally responded also not 
getting paid enough to smile. After being served Carl scanned the crowd again to see if 
there was anyone who he should dance with either because he had already promised or 
just because he remembered they were fun. Searching around, there was no one grabbing
his attention so he enjoyed the break and watched everyone dancing while slowly drinking 
and cooling down a little. 

For some reason, a scuffle between two ladies at the side of the stage caught his 
attention. With the odd dancing body blocking the view as it took a moment to check them 
out. One was a brunette with a tight blue top; the other was a taller blond haired effort with 
a loose blue dress. Both were pulling on what looked like a lilac coloured bag but not for 
long as they rushed out of the room. Although he couldn't see them clearly, the 
combination of the two women ticked a box of recognition within him somewhere. They left
the building together by the same doors Carl and the girls had used earlier in the 
afternoon, the one that led to the car park. Women! Who argues at these things? No-one! 
What’s there to argue about, Who has more fun?

     A tingle on the old Spidey sense caused him to dismiss the pair as the feeling 
someone was watching him touched again. While sipping his drink, he slowly scanned the 
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room trying to find the malevolent presence that was out there. The room was full of 
dancers having fun, so the search seemed fruitless, yet someone was out there, he knew 
it. Over the years he had learnt to trust his instincts. There might not be anyone visible, but
he was someone's target. He didn't have too many enemies in the world, but on 
occasions, someone felt the need to try their luck. Best to keep an eye out for trouble but 
for now he checked his mobile for the time, he realised the Blues room would be opening 
soon for a starter class with the wondrous Tanya and her partner Steve, two of his 
favourites teachers.

Returning to his bag, he swapped the dance shoes over for his trainers and 
prepared to leave but realised he'd promised a second dance to Claire and hadn't even 
danced with Simone yet. She's going to kill me if I leave now. Swearing he changed back 
into the dance shoes and went off to find some of his favourite ladies. He soon spotted 
Simone twirling away in the middle of the floor, in part, he enjoyed the sight of a beautiful 
woman dancing with a bright smile on her face. 

The other part winced as the chances of getting to her before some else did mean it
was going to be two or three more songs before he could get to her. Balls I'm going to 
miss the blues class. Carl turned to the nearest woman standing nearby and asked if 
wanted to join him, which they always did, who in their right mind would say no to a 
dance?

        Taking the ladies hand, he led her onto the floor when the music broke and tried to 
get close to his friend before the recorded started and the floor filled again. He managed to
get within thirty feet so he might be lucky next time, promptly forgetting about Claire he 
focused on the young, tall, attractive woman standing in front of him. Tall, skinny and 
wearing tight trousers and fur boots. Bugger, with that outfit she's going to be a bloody 
West Coaster. 

“Hi, I'm Carl how are you doing tonight?” 
“Fine.” was the brief response. Crap can't get out of it by talking the dance away, like I can 
hold a conversation anyway. They found a space to start so Carl tried for the basic step, 
and she responded with a triple step version, irritation rose instantly as he thought I hate 
West Coasters. 

The dance quickly became a ball ache; they were dancing two different styles that, 
although were not too far apart they were two different dance styles. Modern Jive being a 
basic one and West Coast being a more technical one which worked off a triple beat and 
not the double Carl was used to. Technically they danced the same moves; unfortunately, 
they were using different timings, so everything got stunted and didn't flow in any way that 
was helpful or pleasant. 

        In theory one day Carl would just go nope, fuck it, not even going to pretend to try for 
you, why aren't you dancing jive in the bloody Jive room. But not today, today he just kept 
his mouth shut and tried not to step on someone who was constantly in the wrong place. 
The dance managed to feel like an eternity yet at the same time finally came to an end, 
they politely disengaged with a brief, polite thank you and went their separate ways. 

His hand was quickly taken up by someone; he turned to gaze into the eyes of the 
Amazonian goddess once more. The smile bloomed on his face and reflected in the 
twinkle of her eye. One day I really must ask her name. The music started, and as if the 
gods were granting his personal wishes it was a slow song, well, slow for the Jive room. 
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He lifted his right arm to make space for her to come into a close embrace which she did 
without hesitation. 

His right thigh was touching her left inner thigh, their chests pressing against each 
other; his right arm wrapped around her back with his fingers gently touching bare skin 
under her right shoulder blade. 
     
    The hold is called intimate close hold, and it was just that, intimate. The music 
started, and any single movement Carl made passed through to her body through all the 
connection they had, making them move almost entirely as one. The movements could 
only be small as you would lose the connection, but grace and beauty didn't need to be big
and brash if anything it was just that reason Carl loved it so. Here in the middle of a room 
filled he could connect to someone else in an unbelievably intimate way that felt like 
nothing else on earth. 

        It was about the connection, two moving as one to the music with nothing but space
and time to melt into as one. Both moving slowly at first with gentle waves of their bodies 
matching the singer’s drawn out chords. As the music built into a stronger frame, her 
shoulder flinched just slightly making Carl smile all the more. Here comes the untameable 
shimmy, it was part of the reason he whimsically believed she was an Amazonian reborn.

Not only was she tall, lithe while being athletic, but she was also possible one of the
most beautiful women he had ever met. The reason he considered her a warrior of legend 
was in part because she would never truly be any man's on the dance floor as her 
independence forced itself out.  Her shoulders started to shiver along to the music; Carl 
lowered his arm from around her back allowing her upper body more freedom, giving her 
shoulders space, she arched her back a little as the shimmy took hold. 

        It worked perfectly with the music as it always did, she came back to reconnect with 
the tighter embrace but instead Carl took a step back to allow space between them. Their 
movements changed to be more in line with the Jive dance but far more de-constructed so
the moves that could take as long as was needed to match the rhythm of the music 
instead of just hitting the beat. Modern Blues at is best as far as he was concerned and 
judging by her smile Joanne’s as well.  Joanne, her names Joanne you moron, look at her 
smile, god damn she's beautiful.

The tune ended far too soon, they hugged and kissed each other’s cheeks with 
quiet thanks; Carl let go of her hand reluctantly but the weekend was young, they would 
get chances for more dances, or so he hoped.  Let the others try and contain her shimmy 
for now. Once free he turned to find his chalet buddy but couldn't see Simone anywhere. 
Wench, where has she gone now? He turned around again to see where she may have 
gone, and there she stood right in front of him with that smile of hers. Wow.  
“Hello you, how’s the night going so far?” he asked. 
“Well, I haven't danced enough with you yet.” 
“Now that is something I can fix.” he replied with a smile and the music rolled over them 
once again.

    When it ended, Carl gave Simone a kiss on the cheek. 
”I'm off to the Blues room now, you coming in later” a small scowl appeared on her face as 
she wasn’t a Blues fan, but the smile broke back through. 
“When this room closes I'll come over.” 
“Alright, see you in a bit.” they hugged, and Carl tried to get off the dance floor quickly 



before he got caught. Within several feet to the carpet, a tap on his shoulder brought him 
up short. Balls. He turned with a polite smile to face whoever had got him and found 
himself looking at an elderly woman with a bit too much collagen in her lips and enormous 
fake breasts. Her hair looked solid as a rock judging the amount of hair spray used could 
likely be dangerous. Fuck me, look at the state of that. 
“Hello, can I ask for a dance?” she asked with a mouth that seemed a bit oddly shaped 
with the huge lips. 
“Absolutely sweetheart, never say no to a beautiful woman, that's my motto.” she smiled in
his response as he patted her wrinkled hand. 

    The dance blew Carl's mind as his new partner was effortlessly graceful and elegant
in all her movements. When his hand touched her back to guide her steps, he found a 
solid wall of muscle under her light dress. She must do a shit load of yoga to be that tight, 
fuck me why can't she be a bit soft and pudgy like me; even the old girls are in better 
shape than I am. He noticed that she had seen him looking a bit pensive, he came back to 
the moment with a bright smile. 
“Sorry, was trying to think and dance at the same time, never a good plan.” and he spun 
her away focusing on every movement for the rest of the dance. 

The song ended, caught up with too much enthusiasm he managed to blurt out.
” You are an excellent dancer. I am in awe, that was just so... you're so graceful; seriously 
that was a fabulous dance, thank you. “She placed her hand on his forearm. 
“That was lovely; you’re a very soft lead, it makes a change in this place, thank you too, 
can we have another one tomorrow? “ 
“Definitely, sweety, definitely” They hugged a goodbye and Carl tried once more to get off 
the floor only, this time, a man stood blocking his way, not aggressively but apparently he 
was going to have a word.

CHAPTER 6

Newbies

“Alright mate?” Carl asked the late fifties, early sixties looking man. 
“Erm yeah, I was, that is I have been sent over to ask if you would dance with my friends.” 
He pointed to the other side of the room in a vague manner. It was a little confusing, so 
Carl had to make sure he had it right.  
“Someone sent you over to get me?” 
“Yeah, is erm, is that alright?” the man looked a bit embarrassed by the situation, but 
everything was fine as far as Carl was concerned.  
“Not a problem matey, let’s meet these friends of yours and I’ll sort them out. Getting you 
to ask people to dance with them, what’s the world coming to?”  They started to make their
way around the room walking down along the bar. Even in a noisy room, the silence 
between them felt a little empty, so Carl asked. 
“So how’s it going so far, had any good dances yet?” 
“I don’t dance.” Was the blunt reply almost shocking Carl to a halt. 
“They brought you to a dance weekender when you don’t dance, and then they make you 
go get people to dance with them, please tell me one of them is hot and you’re getting 
some.” The man just lifted his left hand to show a wedding ring as if that explained 
everything, which, in fairness it did. 

“OK, afterwards if you want some starter moves I can show you a couple of easy things, 
you just let me know.” The man offered his thanks but left it clear he wasn’t going to join in 
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anytime soon as everything was a little intimidating. Not surprising if you’re in a room full of
dancers and you don’t know a thing. They soon came up to the table and Carl understood 
everything instantly. Newbies. Three women in their late fifties with heavy make-up, power 
hair, looking all done up for a night out wearing clothes far too thick for dancing.

It was turning into a regular sight as ladies who used to dance when they were 
young had found their way back after a life of children. With time on their hands again, 
Modern Jive was easy to get into and an easy place to be social. Stuck between being 
beginners and not knowing anyone but old enough to know better, they had managed to 
come out but couldn’t quite work up the confidence to ask people to dance, however, they 
could push the hubby about. Carl met them all with a huge grin.

“Ladies, I hear you’re all after a dance. Who’s first?”  He presumed the dominant one was 
the wife and was first to say yes so he led her onto the floor. After a few seconds, it was 
clear that she was very nervous as her fingers were crushing his. He smiled and smoothly 
pried his fingers free telling her to relax and take a deep calming breath; the music had a 
steady beat, so he moved her very calmly through the six beginner moves that everyone 
got taught when they first started. 

Finding their timing matching up he went through them again, and as she 
recognised them each she visibly relaxed, and everything moved a little smoothly after 
that. The third time he still used the same movements but changed the sequence getting a
smile out of her as she read the leads and didn’t mess anything up.  

        Carl had a fanciful moment of silliness in his head right then. After years of playing 
arcade games as a kid, there was a constant in most games that happened when you 
gained enough experience points. So when he saw the newbies realise they could do it, 
really believed that they could actually get this thing called dancing, right in that moment of
belief, of understanding and the jump in confidence, a deep voice with jangly coin dropping
kinds of sounds effects triggered in his head with the legend. PLAYER 1 HAS LEVELLED 
UP.

He knew it was daft, but moments like these could pass entirely unseen, and it 
needed some recording by someone. Even if it was just him, and only inside his head. It 
had been such an important personal moment in his life that he watched out for it in others
and loved the sight each and every time he saw it. He danced with all three ladies and two 
of them levelled up, which cheered him up no end. 

After returning the last woman back to the table, he told them that they needed to 
get their own men. The room was full of people who wouldn’t say no to dance. Ask, and 
people will say yes, and if they didn’t believe him would have any of them had said no to 
anyone asking them. They all agreed to be a bit more assertive but the truth was they 
might ask a couple of people after some classes tomorrow when they felt a bit more 
confident, Carl made a mental note to try and find them tomorrow as well and help the 
cause along. 

        Deciding that his good deed for the day was all done with, he deserved to go to the 
Blues room and flirt with someone. So with a natural swagger, he made it around the floor 
to get to his bag. As soon as he grabbed the handle, there was a touch on his shoulder. 
For fuck's sake! He turned abruptly to be greeted to a bouncy Simone, all hot and sweaty 
with her long hair now tied up in a bunch. 
”Why aren't you in the blues room already?” she questioned 
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“I'm trying, but people keep asking me to dance.” She lifted his hand gently. 
“Dance with me?” she squeaked with a smile. 

”If I must,” he replied with a fake begrudging look on his face. In return, she playfully 
slapped him on the arm. 
”Silly man.” Then with a devilish grin on her face, she led him back right into the middle of 
the dance floor knowing what that meant. 
“I can't believe you just did that to me, why would you be so cruel, I could die of 
dehydration.” he said realising that he did need to get a drink soon. 
“Shut up and dance.” which they did, the track soon finished but she wouldn't let go of him.
“Would you like another dance?” he questioned. 
“One more yes please.” and the music took over again and he lost himself in those 
incredible blue eyes of hers. 

Simone let him go after that but it still took him three more dances to get off the floor
and far enough away that he could start to feel safe. Although, until he left the room, there 
was always a chance he could get pulled back. Once at the bar again he remembered he 
had left half a pint on the table when he'd asked the west coaster to dance, going back to 
that table and even though the table was full of glasses his drink was still there as no one 
stole your drink in these places. 

A simple thing but something that still he couldn't quite believe was normal. In his 
younger days working as a porter at various holiday camps, they used to call it mine 
sweeping and you couldn't leave a quarter of pint without some toe-rag nicking your drink. 
With the beer found and shoes changed once again; he managed to get as far as the door 
this time before a hand touched his arm. NoNoNoNoNoNoNo, He turned and once more 
Simone was standing in front of him. 

CHAPTER 7

Crime of the Century

“What's up shorty?” he asked a little bluntly. 
“Tom needs your help?” 
“Does he! Lucky me. Who's Tom?” 
”Tom.” looking at him as if he was daft. ”You know Tom. Come on.” she walked away and 
just left him standing there like a Muppet. He contemplated leaving but soon gave in and 
followed her towards the side stage entrance. Simone walked through it like she owned 
the place. Sometimes he was in awe of her confidence, but still, at the same time, it could 
be utterly infuriating. Following her through a curtain like blanket that acted as a doorway 
into a dimly lit musty smelling corridor that went behind the stage; he could still hear the 
music if a little muffled by the backdrop. 

She walked up to a tall bald dishevelled suited man who looked sleep deprived 
already. We've only been going four hours, what on earth's he been doing? 
“Tom, Carl,” she said briskly as if that was a proper introduction. Carl held out to shake 
hands and received the crushing grip of a salesman in return. 
“What can I do for you Tom?” 
“She din't tell you, the slippers have been nabbed." He sounded like a Londoner with an 
east end accent. "They're the prize, and I can't believe it, I paid eighty quid for em, and 
someone's had em away already. You can't trust anyone these days can ya?"” Tom then 
pulled a buzzing mobile out and tisked, pointed at Simone saying.
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"You got this?" Then, before getting a confirmation walked off barking for a Tracy. Carl 
turned slowly back to Simone in the hopes she would fill him in, she just stood there. 

“What's going on Simi?” 
“He just told you, the dance prize slippers have been stolen by someone.” He waited with 
a vague optimism that she would continue and clarify anything, but no, she kept standing 
there looking as if he was going to sort everything out. 
“What slippers and who the fuck is Tom?” Carl snapped pointing at the space recently 
vacated by the mystery man.

She sighed as if life was a struggle. 
“Don't get stroppy with me; I didn't do it. The slippers are the prize for the Jive Competition 
tomorrow night." She waited for his nod of understanding, when none came she continued 
with, "it's in the introductory pamphlet.” Simone waited for him to say something as Carl 
waited for her to continue. The pause went on too long as Carl was struggling with the 
urge to slap her. After he decided she could probably beat him to death without breaking a 
sweat he asked.
”And who is Tom?”
“Tom? Tom is Tom; everyone knows who Tom is.” Carl slowly turned away to maintain 
some decorum and not scream in her face. As he did, he realised the reason they were 
standing where they were.  Beside him was a small stack of cupboards that had been 
behind him when he met the now infamous Tom. 

    It was a single tall stack that had thin doors and little locks that a vigorous sneeze 
could have blown open. In the top cupboard on the top shelve at Carl’s chin level was a 
purple cushion with gold trimming that was clearly there to carry the now missing slippers. 
“I presume they were in here then.” He pointed to the high-tech high-security cupboard of 
wafer thin plywood, which was also in need of a fresh coat of paint. She nodded in reply. 
“And do we know how long they have been missing?” he asked hopefully. 
“He said they were in there yesterday morning.” was the helpful reply.
“So let me get this straight, we have cheap tat stored in a flimsy box with open access to 
anybody who wants to stroll past. With the only clue being that judging by the standards of 
the pillow here, that they have a fetish for god awful slumber wear. And what do you want 
me to do while I’m on my jollies and a paying customer.” 

“Find them!” She demanded. “That is what you do isn't it, find stuff.” He just stared at her 
shaking his head but then because he had to, he said. 
“You really have no idea what I do for a living do you. Four years you’ve known me, and all
you have is that I find stuff.” 
“Well, what do you do then you silly man?” she asked bluntly. Carl kept quiet as technically
that is what he did do for the insurance company, but it just felt so devoid of substance 
when she said it like that. 

“Fine.” He said in defeat and looked about and thought about the crime of the century. 
Passing traffic wasn’t an actual factor, yes you could just walk in here, but you would need 
to know where the slippers were to steal them. So, opportunistic theft was probably at zero
percent. With the door of the cupboard shut you wouldn’t know what was in and the fact 
the other doors were all still locked which made it feel like someone knew what to look for 
and where it was. So who is going to go out of their way to steal this kind of crap? 
Someone out for revenge or on a mission was the overriding thought. 

Considering the dance competition and revenge in the same moment, he asked. 
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“Who’s most likely to win tomorrow?” Knowing that she would know, she knew everybody 
and everything; it made him think she was a spy with that accent. 
“Franklin and Carol, they always win.” His head whipped around at that. 
“Hang on; even I know them, the world champion’s dance in this silly competition, bit unfair
isn’t it.”
”Why?" she countered." They are on holiday; they are not teaching, they like to compete, 
what’s not fair?” Carl opened his mouth to answer but didn’t have an argument to offer.  
“Fair enough, who else wants to win more than Franklin and Carol?” 
“No one, that’s why they are the champions’ silly.” her logic made him smile and then a 
flash of inspiration hit him. Two women, one brunette, one blonde having a thing by the 
curtain before they left together. Could it be that that simple, that obvious, case solved, 
and we can carry on dancing, and no one has to put any effort in whatsoever?

“Missy and Charlotte.” he said to see what the oracle of dancers would think. 
“Oh those two, hmm they might do after last year’s Red-rock fiasco.” Carl waited to see if 
she would tell him what that was but it didn't seem to be forthcoming. Don't ask it will just 
encourage her. Instead, he said;
“I think I saw something earlier so find Tom and get those two's chalet number and we can 
hopefully get this sorted before the night is out.” The look he got was as if he had just 
demanded she was to do manual labour.
“Go on, and we can go for a boogie and I'll go for a look-see in a bit.” Perked up at the 
offer of a dance Simone pulled out her phone and texted a quick message, her nails 
ticking away on the screen. 
“There, he lives on that phone, we will know soon.” 
“Cool, let's go.” He said, taking her hand and going back into the main room. 

While they danced, Carl was keeping an eye out for the two ladies. He managed to 
spot Missy's whiplike headtoss amongst the crowd in the middle of the floor.  At the same 
time, Simone was not telling him she already knew where the girls were staying and got 
two more dances out of him before finally breaking. With a sly smile, she let him know the 
women were in Chalet 58, just two doors down from where they were staying. 

As Carl had spotted Missy twirling away just a moment ago, he decided if one of 
those two was out and about, then the chances were that the other was as well even 
though he couldn't see her. Meaning it would be the perfect point in the evening to have a 
quick snoop, leaving none the wiser if he was wrong. 

Chapter 8

Criminal Activities 

Walking out of the main ballroom into the cold air of the early evening was in itself a 
small pleasure as the constant thumping music turned into peace and quiet. A quick cool 
down while he was off investigating gave him a little tickle of joy a well. He had to go back 
to his chalet first as he needed to go to his car and pick up something. While walking back,
his gaze was always moving trying to take in everything about him, if people were walking 
about, chalets with any activity. Which lights were on and where they cast their shadows. 
Usually, when not doing anything in particular, he could walk about ignoring the world. 
However, as soon as he was in work mode, his mind kicked into full gear taking every 
detail. 

    When he got back to the chalets, he did a quick walk passed the girls door to see if 



Charlotte was about, but the curtains had been pulled closed blocking any light coming in 
or out. No luck there then, going back to his chalet to get his car keys he also had a search
about for the info pack you get when you sign in, to see what the slippers looked like. As 
expected, they were horrendous.  Purple Satin with a dark golden edge rope trimming. £80
quid for these was a crime worse than the theft.

With the state of them clear it was a sure case that they hadn't been stolen for 
pleasure. They were making him wince just looking at a picture. Discarding the pamphlet, 
Carl quickly made his way to the parking area and his car to get some of the tools of his 
trade. Not looking about as the car came into view was a conscious effort. Don't glance 
about looking like your doing something illegal. So many crooks got caught out by this 
small detail. Some passerby remembering the shifty looking idiot who looked so out of 
place that they left a lasting memory.

Be calm and act normal while still staying wary of who could be a future jury witness
was the way. He opened the boot, pulling up the carpet to show the spare wheel, reaching 
into the darkness in the well Carl took out a small black wallet. Moving with ease, he 
closed up the car and went back to the chalet; no one had been about to see his actions. 
Good, no witnesses. 

    Closing the door behind him and checking the phone quickly for any messages just 
in case Simone had sent a warning. The screen was empty of alerts, so he turned the 
phone to vibrate. Then checked himself for loose clothing items that could catch on hooks 
or door latches. Finding nothing, he felt ready to go to work. A small part of his mind was 
wondering if breaking and entering a stranger’s chalet was ethical. However, after years of 
working in a slightly grey area. Where he often searched for hidden insured items by 
breaking into places, he was happy that this wasn’t that bad. It was just a hired room for a 
couple of days and didn’t carry any emotional value. He would be sure not to go through 
their stuff though, that was the line he wouldn’t break, nothing personal. Just a quick look 
about and that would do.

He left the chalet quietly and walked down to the target's door, then knocked gently 
on the window to see if there was a response. The tap hadn’t been too hard as it needed it
to be loud enough for someone active to hear but not enough to wake someone. Time 
seemed to take forever as he waited a few seconds to see if there was any movement. 
No-one felt the need to suddenly appear so after a quick double check of the immediate 
vicinity. He turned and pulled out the black wallet, opening it up quickly to show a set of 
burglar picks. 

    Taking out the wedge and one of the picks was an old smooth habit. Placing the 
wedge, a slightly thicker piece of metal, into the Yale key lock, he twisted it slightly which 
rotated the barrel a fraction. This action placed pressure on the springs within. The hook 
ended pick then went in entirely to the far end of the keyhole, with the hook directed up. 
From this position, he tried to apply pinpoint pressure on the small tumbler blocks that ran 
at the top of the barrel. When you use a key, the tall risers hits all the points at the same 
time pushing the blocks out of the way allowing the barrel to turn, opening the lock. 
Breaking in this way meant you had to hit each block individually, and maintain a constant 
enough pressure to wedge the blocks out of the way if you pushed them clear. 

All in all, it was a very delicate balance of stresses that if done right could get you in 
most doors within seconds, if done wrong, it could take minutes.  Carl was opening the 
door within twenty seconds, twenty long seconds that had imaginary spiders of doubt 
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crawling all over the back of his neck the whole time he worked. 

Entering into a pitch dark room and closing the door behind him silently just in case 
there was a sleeping guest. The only light was coming from the red standby on the TV. 
The small light cast shadows all around distorting reality into a fiendish sensory onslaught. 
Monsters stood silently; a mother troll stood taller than the doors had. It's craggy head 
giving no reference to where its mouth could be.  Three of its children followed in its 
massive wake. A three foot high, seven-foot wide spider tensed ready to pounce. Having 
an imagination didn't help on some occasions. Activating a key chain torch, Carl turned to 
the troll. 

In the blinding light, the wardrobe with a scrunched up duvet resting on the top of it, 
stood still waiting for the chance to scare some other fool. The children were the doorways
to the bedrooms and the bathroom, leaving the giant spider. The small beam of light shone
upon a table and chairs. The chalet was identical to his so he knew what furniture was 
going to be where. It would be extra helpful if his mind would stop going straight to the 
horror section when the shadows caressed the night. 

    Shaking the creepy feeling off, he took a breath and moved smoothly to the 
bedroom doors, choosing the back room first. When close, he could see the door was 
slightly ajar, so inching forward he tried to see inside. Before the torch light lit the space, 
weird shapes loomed in the darkness hiding the truth. Nudging the door fractionally and 
lifting the light, suddenly reality showed up, the outlines of clothes, suitcases and dresses 
all laid about with abandonment cold be seen. Women. Smiling, he moved to the front 
bedroom where the door had been left closed. Gently pushing on the handle, which 
thankfully made no noise as the locked moved. The door opened to show the same 
tornado effect had hit this area of the campsite as well. 
    

Three rooms cleared which just the bathroom. Bloody Bathrooms. For a brief 
moment, with a hand frozen on the door handle. Carl took a shuddering breath. His whole 
back tensed up as a bad memory from an early job flashed blood and silent screams 
through his mind, but he crushed it down ruthlessly. That was never going to happen 
again. Dear God, don't let me find that in here. He moved, the door opened smoothly, the 
room was empty. The torch is showing a stark, empty place. The white of the tub reflecting 
the beam of light in a cruel denial of dread that had been expected. 

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the moment passed. The place was 
empty, so it was time to move. Sweeping the kitchen first, then the bathroom correctly but 
swiftly. Then going back to the bedrooms, and there, on top of one of the wardrobes sat 
the now legendary Slippers of Appalling Taste. Not even hidden, right there in plain sight. 
What is it with criminals these days. If I were the crook, I'd be so much better than this. A 
small part of his mind did acknowledge that he might not be the purest of creatures as he 
was in someone else's room, but everything was relative. Taking the slippers, making sure 
all the doors were in the same position they had been in, it was time to leave. 

    He stood by the door for a few seconds to try and feel if anyone was outside 
walking by, but the immediate area seemed clear, so without a care in the world he opened
the door and left. Moving as if this was what he did all the time, closing one door and 
walking over to another, to calmly enter. To anyone watching it would look like a regular 
occurrence as people were always in and out of other chalets at these events. 

    Once inside and with the adrenalin running down, a clear window of opportunity 



made its space to have a good look at the slippers, they were awful. Who knew what had 
possessed anyone to make these sort of things for a prize. Anyone with a modicum of skill 
should have been ashamed of themselves. Eighty quid, seemed a massively overinflated 
price, may by they had done it on purpose just to see if they could get away with it. The 
more Carl looked at them, the less likely they had been taken in desire. 

Knowing the women in question helped make that conclusion, they were both 
intelligent. Which, in itself wouldn't stop a theft but it would demand more cunning. The 
heist had been witnessed at the time as if no forethought had been involved. Almost no 
one would have registered it in the busy room, but that hadn't been a part of the plan. That 
meant it had been a rushed job. What reason would make two sane people steal a 
pointless bauble? Irritatingly nothing came to mind. Motive, means and opportunity. Two 
out of three wasn't bad, but it also was not good. I want a motive. At work it was simple, 
the idiots just wanted to hide something valuable from the insurance company, or just to 
piss the ex off. A prevailing thought of “This is Mine” was always the answer. Here though, 
in this little dance bubble of gentle pleasure, the crime didn't make sense. 

    The people were one of the greatest things about the dance world. Most of them 
involved are proper adults. They have been through the crucible of life and come out the 
other side fairly unscathed. They know who they are and what they like. Most of life's 
insecurities have been dealt with and here, and at little outings all around the country. You 
have the chance to meet up with other like-minded souls. 

You don't have to like them individually, but you do understand them. They are the 
social gang of your choice. Peer pressure didn't bring you here, we all came here by our 
own violation except that one bloke who's wife forced him to. But still, in general, it was a 
choice made freely. So why would you steal from your fellow dancy buddies? Why would 
you do something that could ruin the fun, open vibe for no discernable reason? 

    Carl could have quickly decided to give the slippers over to Tom and be done with it.
Let the two women get thrown off site and blacklisted from the clubs. They would still be 
able to find independent places that would take them, but the stigma would follow where 
ever they went. Most of the dancers here where Modern Jivers and only did that style, yet 
there were plenty that had several dances in their repertoire. The damage done would go 
wherever they did and they would either have to invent a new dance style and refused to 
let in anyone who could know them or give it up. 

Would anyone give up dancing once they found it? Not willingly, life might cause its 
fun problems, but no one would ever just give this up. So why put yourself in a position 
where it could be taken away from you? There wasn't an answer, and until he got one, he 
wasn't about to end their entire social life, not over a stupid pair of slippers. Not until it 
made sense. 

Carl grabbed a carrier out of his gear and put the slippers in it, then going back to 
the car, slipping in the burglar kit into its hiding space and chucking the slippers in the 
boot. Feeling happy that everything was all going to plan without any issue he made his 
way back to the main ballroom. 

Well clear of the crime, he started relaxing when a regular face popped into view. 
He didn't know her name but then rarely did. They had danced at a couple of events, and 
he liked her dance style. As they were close to walking past each other, he asked with a 
polite smile.
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“You're not done already are you? It's the first night, and we haven't danced together yet.”
She smiled in recognition,
“Hello Carl, no I'm just off to get changed, will you be in the Blues Room then. 
“I will indeed.”
“Good, then I will see you there shortly.”
“Cool, see you in a bit.” With a satisfied nod and daydreamy thoughts of great dances 
ahead, he continued on.

Chapter 9

The Ex's 

    As he turned the last corner to get to the dancing, the shock of someone there 
jerked him back before they bumped into each other. Recognition was instant on both 
sides as was the aggressive response.
“Dave.” He nodded in a barely polite greeting. 
“Carl.” Claire's Ex Husband responded through gritted teeth. Dave was a short, stocky 
man and Carl took a step back to allow him passed. Normally the backwards step would 
have been a note of submission, yet with the glare Dave was getting that wasn't the case. 
This guy was one of the few who he never intended to show his back to again. Carl 
realised this was probably why the spidey sense had triggered; Dave's car must have 
been in the carpark at the start of the weekend and it had registered subconsciously. 

Claire's ex lurched forward to get away from the uncomfortable meeting as quickly 
as possible, snarling in hatred as he made is way passed. The snarled was mirrored on 
Carl's face as the anger rose from within, hands clenching into fists by both men. Watching
carefully just to make sure Dave was leaving Carl waited a few seconds then turned to go 
back into the main ballroom. Because of musing about Dave, he didn’t see the next person
rushing from around the corner and bumped right into, Sandra.

They both recovered quickly, she dropped her glitzy dance bag and jumped in for a 
hug.  She screamed;
“Oh my god, I haven’t seen you for ages.” at him, bouncing them both a little within her 
tight embrace. Carl gave it a moment then disengaged himself; she was like a hyperactive 
Duracell bunny hopping away while they greeted each other. Placing his hands on her 
shoulders to try and get her to calm down a little and asking
“Hello wonderful, how’s the world treating you?” knowing the onslaught it would begin. 
“Oh my god, it’s so good, Denise had a baby and Sarah, that's my eldest got married to 
Tim, and Charlie has decided he wants to learn Spanish. Not because he’s going there but
to chat up a new girl at work. Cindy thought Tom was cheating on her but turns out he was 
learning Tango to try and impress her. What really would have impressed her was if he had
taken her to tango.” 

Carl let this go on for a little while. The fact that he didn’t know any of these people 
didn’t matter as Sandra was a law unto herself. The fact that she talked at a thousand 
miles per hour about strangers wasn’t a problem as it soon became apparent at their first 
meeting that this was just the way she was. Sandra's long blond hair swished about as a 
direct response to all her movement which was slightly hypnotic. At some point, the hair 
had become more entertaining than the verbal abuse when an upturn in her voice alerted 
him she had just asked a question. 

Thankfully she always asked the same one, so he knew the response.



”No, I still haven’t found my true love." To change that subject quickly he responded with a 
counter question. "Where are you off to in such a hurry?” 
“Well never mind, you’ll find someone soon enough. I’m off to the Blues room, why aren’t 
you already there?”
“Reality won’t bend to my will and keeps sodding me about.” She smiled brightly and leant 
in for another hug.
“Well sort it out and hurry over I need a cracking dance to start the weekend off proper.” 
She pulled away before continuing.” Did you see Dave? He really doesn’t like you does 
he? It looks like that's how you feel about him too judging by the look on your face when 
you saw him but, anyway I’m off to the Blues room you hurry up and get in there all right.” 
Sandra grabbed her bag and trotted off into the night leaving him behind without a 
backwards glance. 

The two encounters together had a been a bit of a mental battering so in the now, 
quiet moment Carl took a breath. The ever present base thumping in the background was 
more comforting than intrusive. Before moving on a quick check ensured no-one else was 
about to jump out and make another scene. Deciding the coast was clear he started to 
make his way back to the girls in the main hall to tell them about the slippers, but when he 
got in there, they were both right in the middle of the dance floor having fun without him. 

After everything that had happened so far in the evening, a drink seemed in order 
so off to the bar it was. Still no sign of a smile but the service was quick enough. Sipping 
on a pint and enjoying the spectacle of a room full of dancers, the whisking hair of Missy 
soon started to catch his attention. The now infamous thief spun along to the music, her 
winning smile flashing at her lead after he crowbarred a couple of deep drops into the 
routine to show off. Where was Charlotte though, funny that the tall a six foot plus blonde 
haired woman was the harder of the two to spot? If she wasn't in here, then the chances 
were she was in the Blues room.
  

Deciding he would talk to Charlotte as they had a slightly more talkative 
relationship. He knew both Missy and Charlotte as they danced locally around his area. He
liked dancing with both but for different reasons; Missy was a beautiful, graceful woman 
who felt effortless to dance with as her movement were light and delicate.

Charlotte though due to her stature was an entirely different type of partner. She 
stood taller than Carl, and her shoulders were broader by far. She was also on the 
Amazonian goddess list, and her dancing was much more fun and playful. He liked them 
both and wasn't quite ready to drop them in the deep end without a real reason for this 
silliness. Wanting to win a bargain basement competition didn't feel right even if they were 
competitive; he knew they were both intelligent enough to know stealing the slippers 
wasn't going to make a difference.

Taking a few sips to quickly relax and enjoy the sight of a room full of happy people. 
Just then the track ended, Carl caught sight of Simone in the crowd. In the briefest of 
moments, her faced conveyed the question; well? He responded with a noncommittal 
shrug much to her immediate annoyance. With a smug look and a ta-ta wave he went and 
grabbed his bag from the pile of others. Stepping out into the bright night with his bag over 
one shoulder and beer in hand looking for a woman. He thought with a smile; This is my 
kind of evening.  

Though the cafeteria which even closed and emptied, it was lit up well enough, 
Carl's outdoor shoes squeaked on the smooth surface as he walked through the room. 



Through the empty games rooms into the low lit blues room or Starlight Ballroom, that is 
was called for some bizarre reason. Every holiday camp that did these weekender's on 
always had ridiculously hopeful or random names for everything. The other side of the 
dance floor was a seating area with dark leather sofas and a small bar; the legend in the 
area read the Calypso Bar. Why?  

    Distracted by life's little foibles he absently nodded a greeting to a familiar face, 
George, an ex-boyfriend of one of his own old girlfriends. A few seconds after he heard a 
familiar titter by his side which indicated the woman in question was right beside him. He 
looked left to see her leaning against the wall in a short black lace dress almost matching 
her long black hair. She used her shoulder to push off the wall and came into Carl’s 
embrace kissing him warmly on the lips. She deliberately pushed herself up against him in 
an overt display of sexual dominance. 
“Hello my angel, I see you are as talkative as ever.“  “Hello Sasha,” he replied trying to 
disentangle himself from her, but she wasn’t going to make it easy, so he relaxed into her 
grip. 
“What you saw there Sash, was a bloke conversation. It has everything conveyed in one 
nod. It's a hello, how are? I'm alright, do we need to talk to each other? No, we are good. 
All in one little nod.” Just before she responded he leant forward, so his mouth was right by
her ear and whispered. 
“You look stunning by the way.” She let go of the octopus-like hold and stepped back.     
“Do you really like it?” She asked spinning around showing it off to full effect. The dress 
was tight, showing off her curvy figure, faint designed patterns were just visible in the dim 
light. With her brown skin and luscious long black wavy hair, she truly was a sight. 

“You look beautiful. If I wasn’t already under your spell, I would be smitten right now.” She 
smiled at the compliment and held out her hand. 
“Dance with me.” 
“I need to change my shoes.” he moved quickly and swapped the trainers for the smooth 
felt soled dance shoes. Then was unceremoniously dragged by the lady onto the floor for a
boogie. 

He opened himself up so she could move into the intimate close hold which she did 
eagerly. As he moved so did she, the music flowed around them, they weaved a path of 
pulses and gyrations following the notes along with the singer’s vocals. When the singer 
paused, they moved to match up with the lead guitar and then back to the vocals when 
they returned. 

The tune was a regular one in the blues room, so everyone had danced to it before, 
but each time felt new. Each partner felt different in your arms, and each partner created a 
different emotional connection. Meaning nothing was identical and always new as each 
dance gave you the opportunity to try something different on each occasion. 

        They both had danced on countless occasions before yet with subtle differences from
all those times, this felt like the best time ever. When the music stopped, Carl held Sasha 
tight in the embrace as he didn’t want to lose their connection. The last few minutes had 
been perfect, and nothing was going to ruin it like her running off into the arms of another 
man. Thankfully she didn’t pull away, and the next tune started so the moment continued a
little while longer. Unfortunately, the song was Adele’s Bond theme, and as the tempo built 
and built, he had to release her so that could keep in line with the music. 
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They moved with fast spins and twirls matching the crescendos of the large 
orchestra piece. Then the tone dropped right back down, and the close hold was brought 
back in until the last final drawn out note brought them to a gentle end. 
Sasha stepped back and slapped him firmly on the chest getting an Oof out of him. 
“That was superb you, best dance of the weekend so far.” her smile bloomed with his 
returning it in kind. She pulled his head down and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. 
Releasing him, she said,
“I’m coming back for more of those later OK?” 
“OK.” Was all he managed to say as she skipped off and just left him standing there in a bit
of a happy daze. Too much fun. It took a moment for his brain to catch up and pay 
attention to the dance floor; he decided a drink was required but couldn’t remember if he’d 
had one when he came in so off to the Calypso Bar he jolly well went. 
    
        The tall girl behind the counter was enjoying the music and wiggling about in time. He
got a beer in and said she could have one for herself as well, which earnt a small smile, so
it was money well spent. Turning to watch everyone dancing as always the movement of 
bodies held his attention. To the left of him down near the stage Charlotte was strutting her
funky stuff to the heavy beat of the music.

 Her long blue flowing dress was hiding a lot of the small movements that was going 
on underneath it. The short man who was trying to lead her with his regular moves stood 
no chance as he hadn't adjusted his style for her size, but God loves a trier. Carl watched 
her in part because half the fun of dancing was watching, everyone knows that. The other 
half was he had just found his target so the games could begin. 

He observed her for a couple more dances just enjoying how two other small men 
tried to keep doing the same old thing that didn’t work with such a tall women, but they 
were too dogged in habit with the same moves and hadn’t altered anything for her. She 
appeared to let it slide without any issue; presumably this sort of thing happened a lot. 

Finally deciding it was time for a spin he put his drink down on a random table and 
prepared himself at the edge of the dance floor, near enough so when the break came, he 
could grab her for a dance. The tune ended, and as Charlotte went to leave the floor 
moving away from him, Carl jogged over and tapped her shoulder to get her attention. She
turned with a smile of recognition gave him a kiss on the cheek and said hello.  

        The music started again and was a lovely slow ballad. Carl opened himself up so 
Charlotte could come into a close intimate hold which she did smoothly. Their bodies were 
touching from knee to shoulder, her head resting against his with a mass of her curly hair 
all over his face which he happily ignored. They started with a very gentle move, matching 
the slow rhythm of the opening chords. It had surprised him this first time that under the 
loose baggy clothing she usually wore there was a very feminine, curvaceous body, fit 
from healthy living. Carl enjoyed the dance and the feel of her body against his for some 
time before deciding he needed to push his luck a bit. 

“I'm surprised to see you in here?” he asked.  
“Why.” was the reluctant answer as conversation broke the spell of the dance.  
“Heard some police were looking for a very tall blonde woman, not many of you about so 
thought they would have spotted you without much of a struggle.” He felt her entire body 
tense up a fraction. Pretty impressively, it was for just a second; she recovered almost 
instantly. So he continued;  



”So what have you been up to, stealing the queen’s jewels was it?”  
“Please darling, as if I would ever wear anything that gaudy.” her voice was thick and rich 
and vibrated through their connection taking his breath away. God, I could die happy in this
woman's bed. Finally, he said.  
“I saw Tom wondering about with a face of thunder on him as well, don't know if it's 
connected but thought I would give you a heads up just in it was you.” This time there was 
a sharp reaction that was too much to ignore, and Charlotte pulled away from him. 

“Have you seen Missy?”  
”She was in the main room.” Carl looked about him conspiratorially, then turned back to 
Charlotte. ”Don't go through the cafe, go out through the bar exit and double back and you 
will probably miss em,” he told her. She leant in and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
”Thanks, babe,” she said and quickly left leaving Carl standing in the middle of a dance 
floor bereft of a partner which wasn't good. Only two reasons a woman leaves a man mid-
dance, he's either a sex pest or a truly awful dancer that's likely to hurt someone. 

    It took just a few quick steps to get off the floor so as not to be noticed by too many 
people; he found his drink and took a moment to think things over. OK, so they will either 
play it cool and stay out dancing, or they will bolt and go for the loot. They don't come 
across as the super criminal mastermind types so give em ten to catch up to each other, 
go back to the chalet. A couple of minute’s disorientation trying to find the shoes and then 
what? 
A tap on the shoulder took Carl's attention. He turned and lost himself in a pair of light 
green eyes of the woman he loved. 

CHAPTER 10

Love and Life

Eleven whole weeks of happiness they had shared before she had left without a 
care, going back to her husband. Although he got on with life there was just no shaking her
off; she had done something to him, possibly witchcraft. Every time he considered the 
situation done with, she would pop up at a dance event and smile at him. 

That was all it took for all the emotions to flood back up leaving him back at step 
one to get over her, all over again. The worst part of it all was he'd fallen for her hard. 
Hook, line and sinker. Any time the walls started to build up, there she was to tear them 
down. The worst part is that it wasn't even on purpose, They'ed had fun, and she had 
moved on leaving a love sick puppy behind. 

With his pulse racing and the blood surging he managed a weak; 
“Hi Luv”. She just smiled a smile that lit her eyes up and giving him a  fraction of a second 
to put his drink down led him onto the dance floor.  The music was slow and sultry, raising 
his arm to allow her into his embrace, he shouldn't have. It would have been ok to just 
dance at arm's length but how could he not hold her tight. 

To make the moment worse or better, it could have been both. She melded into his 
body in what could have only been best described, as the perfect fit. Arms around each 
other, the heat of their bodies building with the connection. Carl took a deep breath before 
leading the first move. With all his attention on her body and how it was touching his. He 
enjoyed it for a part of the dance, but as always with this beautiful lady in his arms 
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matching every sway completely in sync. The combination of music and minds focused 
them both until the room disappeared. 

This kind of dance rarely happens; with the music connecting them almost as much 
as the embrace, it's easy to become completely focused in the moment. With him leading 
intricate, delicate movements, and her following with practised ease it appeared to happen
on every occasion. Then, before Carl could believe it, the track ended, and the world came
back. 

He opened his eyes to an almost too bright room not realising he had closed them. 
This woman who took everything he could offer, stood on her tip toes to be tall enough to 
kiss his cheek. The touch was feather light, and yet sparks should have appeared it 
affected Carl so much. Then with a delicate whisper that took his breath away, he heard 
her say,
“Thank you,” and then she just turned away, after all of that she just turned away leaving 
him standing there all alone. Before Carl could declare Linda his undying love, someone 
grabbed him for a dance and the music took over once again. 

Several dances later while having a five-minute breather, Carl decided he needed to
get his shit together with that woman. Time done fella, we need to move on. She did, and 
seriously, I am surrounded by wonderful women. He looked over the dance floor at plenty 
of couples whose movement he envied for their talent, amongst them were women he 
flirted with all the time. Even with his lack of social skills. There had to be someone in here 
that could take his mind off the one running amok in there. Unconsciously his desire got 
the better of him. 

Linda stood out amongst the crowd as if lit by an inner light shone just for him. She 
moved across the floor with an effortless, grace that made her look like the most amazing 
creature he had ever seen. The memories of her nails scratching down his back and her 
biting his lips came unbidden. 

“Carl.“ someone yelled out. Whoa! Turning to look at Missy who, judging by her look had 
been talking to him for a bit. He quickly looked her up and down because his brain was in 
that place and does that sort of thing. Eyes Carl, Focus on the eyes.  
“Erm, what. Sorry sweety, miles away, what's up?” The look on her face showed her 
disapproval at being ogled like that.  
“You said there were police here, where are they?”  
“What!” Carl said slightly confused because he still had lips nibbling lips on his mind and 
Missy's fabulous body had managed to get involved somewhere along the line. Taking a 
moment to get his head straight, he focused on the moment. 

Realising she had intentionally put him on the back foot, he stood straight. 
”Bite me, I saw something and passed the word along, what’s your malfunction anyway?”  
”Don't you talk to me like that, I know you have them, and you'd better bring them back 
before the classes start tomorrow or I will ruin your world don't you think I won't mister.” At 
which point she turned and stalked off, the look on her face making people shy away 
leaving her a clear path. 

Carl smiled a happy smug smile. I knew those two were too intelligent for this kind 
of nonsense. They knew I was trying to play them right away, all I need to do is figure out 
why they bothered in the first place. Should probably have asked. Ah, I'll do it later. After a 
beer and a dance, no need to get silly about a simple pair of slippers. 



With that, he went off to the bar again. While he was there, The Smile arrived to get a 
drink. She was one of the trio that he had given up trying to dance with as they were just 
too distracting. Her and that gentle smile that seemed to whisper subtle naughtiness. The 
other two being Legs and the worst one one of all, Eyes. The Smile wasn't too bad to be 
fair, he had managed to have one good dance with her at the last weekender before it all 
went wrong. 

Everything had been rocking along quite well up until the moment he noticed that 
shy little smile and then he had been all over the place. The rest of the dance turned 
instantly into an awkward mess. At the end, she had quietly said thank you and walked 
away with a look of disappointment that haunted him. Still, compared to the other two she 
was a walk in the park. He nodded an embarrassed hello and left quickly leaving to sit at 
one of the sofas so he could watch those on the dance floor.

Carl took a sip of his beer and a moment to collect his thoughts. The dancers 
performed all about oblivious to his inner turmoil of trying to figure out the most moronic 
crime of the century. To be fair, he didn't know Missy or Charlotte in the real world, but you 
could tell so much about people when you danced with them.

They were both individuals with active minds and stable personalities, and neither 
came across as needing something to support an overinflated ego like a silly pair of 
slippers. Perhaps there was something between one of them and the Tom fellow, who he 
now presumed was something to do with the weekend event. 

    Charlotte was married if the wedding ring was any clue. He didn't know about Missy
but wouldn't expect her to go for a Muppet like Tom unless she liked a bit of rough. People 
were funny with their choice of partners sometimes, but he couldn't see those two getting 
their freak on together.

Motive, means and opportunity, two out of three isn't bad in most cases, but you 
need to have a motive, that drives everything else. Without that, you were just whistling in 
the wind. With no clear reason coming to mind, Carl thought, Fuck it. Dismissed it all as a 
problem to solve another time, he looked at his phone for the time, 12.30am. Alright, it's 
time to boogie. 

Which is what he managed to do very happily for the next few hours, off and on. 
Sometimes stopping because the music didn't quite work for him as the DJ's had to 
include stuff for the different styles of dancing going on. At times just a breather or for 
another t-shirt change. But for most of the morning, it was dance after dance. Sometimes 
he went looking for the right partner for the right track, other times people came looking for
him. Most of the time you let go of one person and turned to grab the nearest person 
standing next to you, and it all started again.

Every once in a while Linda would spin passed breaking his concentration. Other 
times he couldn't help looking out for her just to see if she was looking for him. It felt like a 
kids crush, but the heart wants what the heart wants regardless of how idiotic you feel. As 
the night went on, he realised she had left at some point. A niggle that she hadn't even 
said goodbye broke the happy vibe.  Perhaps she was doing them both a favour by just 
getting on with her life. 

Sod her then was the following thought. None of which was massively constructive, 
but it's how Carl felt. Fortunately, a dance floor is the best place for a spot of healthy 
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therapy. With the music to lull him back to happiness, the dancing continued for some 
time. 

        Finally, the fact that he wasn't twenty years old caught up with him, and he felt bed 
calling. There was a little spark of defiance against the night, but reality can be a bitch and 
to try to stay young forever is a great way to get her attention. He gave up about four. 

Sneaking into the chalet as he couldn't remember if the girls had said goodnight to 
him or not. The thought that he should have got the burglar kit out again flash past. The 
chances were, both girls were still out there somewhere but it was late, and he wasn't 
going to be the muppet that bangs about and wakes everyone up. Well, not this time 
anyway. Light was showing under the girl's door, but that didn't mean they were in, just that
the light was on. 
 

Sitting on the lounge sofa to rest a bit before going to bed, he managed to get one 
shoe off when a giggle which sounded like Simone came from the room. OK, those two 
are in then. Just before he called out to say goodnight, a laugh from Claire indicated that 
interrupting wasn’t an option. Another very different kind of laugh followed which would 
have been recognised by any amorous adult. Whoa! I need to give those two twenty 
minutes, I don't know what is going on, but that's a thing. When did that start?. The shoe 
went back on, and he was left just as sneakily as he had entered. 

        Standing in the dark trying to decide what to do. With all the aches of a long day, the
body didn't want to dance anymore. The soul did, but then it always wanted more. So, 
checking the mobile screen to see what time it was, he noticed a message alert from 
Sasha. Touching the screen to open it the message, it read. I could really do with a hug if 
you're about, rm 111. As she had only sent it about five minutes ago, he replied asking if 
she was still awake, the yes response pinged back almost immediately. Knowing if she 
said hug she meant a chat and a hug he wasn't expect anything else. Besides, he needed 
a good weeks’ preparation before anything like that happened with her again, she’d nearly 
killed him last time. 

Sasha's chalet wasn’t too far away, and it only took a few minutes to wander over 
to. Her place was a different, smaller design as this was only a double birth. It had a little 
porch for some reason, but Carl had yet to figure out why. He soon arrived at the door and 
tapped gently, getting a response almost  It looked like a sightly done up shed. She 
opened it with a smile and ushered him into a small room which was just big enough for 
the double bed and small set of drawers with a TV on it; another door at the back led off to 
a small bathroom, and that was it. 

        Judging by the smile got Carl thought he might have misunderstood the offer or part
of him might just be hoping so as naughty thoughts flickered, but then she asked if he 
wanted a drink and acted like a hostess making things feel a bit weird. 
“No, I’m good. Are you alright?” She bit her lip as if torn between talking or possibly 
needing the loo. 
 “OK.” he continued.”Your starting to be weird, what’s up?” She motioned for him to sit on 
the bed and she joined him sitting to his left. They just sat there, while she was internally 
arguing with herself about something. The realisation almost shocked him wide awake. 
Out of all the people Carl knew, this woman was one of the most self-assured and seeing 
her be a little insecure started to worry him. He picked up her hand and held it in both of 
his.  
“You can trust me you know that right?” She relaxed a little leaning into him. 
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“I know, it’s just a bit personal.”  
“Well alright, don’t force it. We can do this for a bit.” She lifted his hand up and made him 
put his arm around as she leant in for a hug. 

They sat there for a quite a while and soon Carl’s body started to complain about 
not being fast asleep already. Between throbbing feet, aching ankles, tight calves, sore 
thighs, a twinging back and a new and exciting forearm issue added to the headache of 
general fatigue. It was turning into a physical assault that he was getting too old for, the 
night had taken a toll, his poor aged body was starting to wane fast. 

They were sitting on a bed, and if he could just get her to lean back, they could fall 
into blissful slumber arm in arm. Caught between the moral dilemma of helping a friend, 
and the moment of just blurting out, I need sleep woman, get a grip, Carl sat quietly. Just 
as the land of nod called, Sasha jerked free and sat up straight. 

    She didn’t do anything else, just sat up as if that was her concluded. They sat there 
a little while longer to the point where enough was enough. 
“Alright, what the fuck is going on with you woman?” Carl demanded. 
“I think I might be ill.” She muttered. Sarcastic comments instantly came to mind but 
fluttered off just as fast. 
“How ill?”

She stood up and quickly pulled the dress over her head which pushed Carl's mind 
right off the edge. He was too tired and not keeping up to speed with the situation. Her 
underwear was all black lace and within reach. Pale brown skin smelling of sweat and 
coconut would be perfect to nibble on. Carl’s eyes took in everything as his mental state 
went on a tour down memory lane and the fun they'ed had together before the accident. 

The temptation to lean forward and just take her in his arms, and lift her onto the 
bed was almost too much to bear. The memories of their past had got up to some truly 
entertaining moments that were having a physical effect. Shifting to stay comfortable, he 
somehow stayed where he was waiting for her to explain what was happening. If she was 
ill, then the last thing needed was a quick fondle, probably. 

    After an eternity, she pointed to a small mole on her belly, a little dark mole on her 
stomach. Confusion tugged at arousal until Carl finally got a grip.  
“That’s it? that’s what you're worried about.” She twitched in shock as that wasn’t the 
response expected. Carl noticed and instantly regretted the tone just used.  
“That's not new Sash.” 
“It's changing colour; even I know that's bad.” Seeing the worry so clear he looked again 
while fighting all the other urges going on in his head. Looking more at the skin around the 
mole just in case there was a problem; it hadn’t changed since the last time he had 
focused on her tight stomach, which was now another memory trying to crowbar itself into 
the already full mental gymnastics going on in there. 
“No, it isn't. That's the same skin tone and shape as the last time I saw it.” 
“Is it, are you sure?” 

He stood up slowly with a grunt as every ache tried to get some attention and took 
her by the shoulders.   
“Absolutely, few things in this life will ever match your body my dream cake, and it's just 
the way it has always been. There's nothing wrong with your mole.” She moved forward 
and grabbed him in a grateful hug. 



“I've been so worried!” She pulled out of the hold, opened the door and pushed him out 
saying thank you as he lurched out into the night.

Spinning around just in time for the door to be closed shut in his face, confusion 
decided to take over all functions for a few seconds. Time passed as he stood in the cold 
in front of a closed door. With a tentative decision made, Carl knocked on the door. 
Confusion and tiredness had it out with the conclusion being that whole thing hadn't ended
right. Too tired for this, and we were fantasising a bit much, maybe we missed part of the 
conversation? 

Her voice called out. 
“I have already gone to bed; you can leave now.” 
“Are you sure? That seemed liked we hadn't quite finished.”
“No, it's all good, I feel fine now, you can definitely leave right now.” Pausing at the door, 
torn between trying to figure out what had just happened, needing to go to sleep and 
dealing with the pain of a now firm erection. Finally, he gave up.
“Thanks for the chat Sash, always a pleasure,” he turned away and stepped off the small 
porch. Looking up into the clear starry night raising his hands up in sublimation he 
whispered as not to wake anybody nearby. 
“Oh Lord, why did you make them all fucking nuts? Seriously, it would be good to have an 
answer at some point.”

Nothing happened fast; the night was empty of any response. Then, as if to offer 
something up, a breeze rustled some leaves in a nearby bush. Carl took a moment before 
glancing back up to the sky. 
"That wasn't helpful, you've gone all ambiguous on me dude, and I'm too tired for that. 
Next time, a nice big sign, with the actual answer written in a manner that is 
understandable. OK?" 

CHAPTER 11

For the second time that morning he snuck back into his chalet, thankfully there 
weren't any giggles going as he would have stayed to listen. Going to his room, Carl sat on
the end of the bed in the dark and took a moment to find some calm. Tonight had been a 
full weird evening given everything going on. Even with Sasha's nonsense and his naughty
thoughts of her, his mind kept going back to those green eyes of Linda, eyes that haunted 
his dreams. 

If he didn't see that stunning woman for about two months, then he could forget 
their time together and move on. Then she would sneak up on him at some dance or other
and dazzle him all over again leaving him breathlessly in love like a hopeless teenager. 
They only had to dance once, and every emotion flooded back taking over his mind filling it
up with music and poetry, dancing and lovemaking. Leaving him happy but emotionally 
worn out and pretty much useless for anything else. 

        Other the last few months it suddenly occurred to him that they had hardly said a 
word to each other since the split. But no words had ever felt useful or necessary. She 
would take his hand and lead him onto the dance floor where the world would disappear 
as their bodies combined to create pure harmony with the music. What could words add to
something that felt so complete? What sentence was going to touch such a feeling, “Hi 
how are you, what did you watch on TV last night?” No, nothing else was needed to feel 
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the way he did, and no words would make the situation better. He was a lovesick fool, she 
wasn't coming back to him, and nothing was going to change that anytime soon.

 A spasm twitched in his left calf taking up all his attention as that could quickly 
escalate to a full blown cramp, which could ruin the weekend. Flexing toes and massaging 
the calfs with some vigour to force the blood into the tired muscle. He did this with his left 
hand while trying to find a drink anywhere in the vicinity. His rucksack, which sat at the end
of the other bed, had some cranberry juice just for this sort of thing. Rummaging about half
blind in the darkness he soon found the carton. After a quick drink and another massage to
both legs, the bed was making another call to blissful slumber with hints of naughty 
dreams.

    Checking the mobile one last time, it showed 4.56am, the light of the screen was 
too bright after so much darkness. Too tired to wait for the served breakfast, which started 
in an hour and a halves’ time. All this meant that if he slept now, he wouldn't surface for a 
while. Conclusion, it was a time for chocolate. 

Sitting on the end of the bed, in the dark. Carl enjoyed the melting chocolate 
sensation in his mouth while trying to figure out why all the women in his life had suddenly 
gone daft. Sasha was up to something, but fatigue was blurring the thought process and 
what she could be playing at was lost to confusion. Then there was Missy and Charlotte.  
The theft of those unbelievable pointless slippers wasn't making any more sense, so that 
thought went the same way as the previous. After giving up on both of those things he tried
to figure out why Simone and Claire appeared to have hooked up. That one he hadn't seen
coming, perhaps he had just misread all the giggling. 

At that moment he heard the girls’ door open, and a second or two later Simone 
entered into his room. Even though there wasn't much light, he could see she was wearing
a long white t-shirt. Swallowing down the chocolate, he asked quietly. 
“What's up?” 
“Nothing, I just came to see if you were OK.” she moved in and sat across his legs with her
left side closest, wrapping an arm around him for a hug. Her warm body was pressing 
against his. As the body warmth sank in, various parts of Carls body started to react. He 
quickly warned her;
“I'm knackered and horny so behave otherwise it's all your own fault.“ Somehow he felt the
smile on her face. Then she leant over to breathe warm air gently onto his earlobe while 
racking his chest slowly with her nails. Grabbing her right hand on his chest to stop her 
before the urge to kiss her became too much. 

“Haven't you had enough already?” he asked, Simone paused, he couldn't see her face, 
but he guessed there was a little bit of confusion on it right now.
"I just wanted to say goodnight.” She snuggled up against him. 
“Well, as much as I enjoy this sort of thing I'm far too tired for it.” She leant up, taking his 
head in her hands, kissed him on the lips gently. 
“Me too, I just wanted to push your buttons.” He hugged her tight. 
“Job accomplished sweety; job accomplished with a twenty one gun salute. Now pack it 
in."

That both sat there for a small time just enjoying each others warmth, but before he 
fell asleep still sitting up he asked.
“Did you know Dave was here?” Simone's head popped back.



“As in Degenere Dave?” Carl had never bothered to find out what that meant but had 
always presumed it wasn't pleasant.
”Yep.”
“Merde, Are you going to tell her?” 
“Am I fuck, that's either on you, or my vote is just don't tell her at all. I don't know, but I 
reckon he's here with someone. If we're lucky, he might stay out of the way.”
Simone was quiet for a moment and then replied with, 
“We can deal with this in the morning, I will think about it.” With that, she kissed his cheek 
and got up leaving him to go back to her room. 
All alone, Carl closed his eye, relaxed and fell back into blissful slumber.

Chapter 12

Saturday
Breakfast Time. 

 
Banging on the door woke him up. 

“Alright for fuck's sake, give over,” he shouted when he figured out what was happening. 
His brain guessed it was about 11 am, so he made an effort to get up and slap whoever 
was creating the racket. The motion of standing up gave his feet the chance to complain 
as soon as they touched the cold cheap vinyl floor. Although the chill would probably help 
them as a night of dancing had left them bruised all over. Pulling the door open abruptly he
found Claire holding a plate of toast out for him. His anger instantly dissipated to be 
replaced with a fuzzy feeling for such a wonderful friend. He gently took the plate and gave
Claire a big kiss on the cheek in thanks. 

    Deciding that shutting the door in her face and going back to bed would be bad 
form, he tugged off the waistcoat he still wore and threw it on the bed.  Then followed back
out into the communal area to have breakfast with his chums. Claire sat alone at the table 
just about to take a bite out of some buttered bread. 
“What have you done to her majesty?” he asked. 
“I can hear you, you know,” Simone said as she stepped out of the girl’s room. Both girls 
were wearing long t-shirts. Simone's was plain while Claires had delicate yellow flowers 
trimming the bottom edge. 

While eating the warm toast with melting butter dripping down his fingers, Carl's 
mind was trying to point something out, but his taste buds were running riot with the simple
treat, and the issue was wiped away into dust. When he could manage it, he asked, 
”What time did you two make it till?”  Claire pointed her bread at him.  
”About three, we waved good night remember?” He tried to recall and did find a memory of
them both leaving while he had been dancing. 
”Oh that's what that was about; I thought you were going to buy me a drink.” He smiled at 
the looks he got back from them both. Once again his brain tried to say something, but 
sleep deprivation is a fabulous thing for helping you ignore stuff. 

“Did either of you manage to get up for breakfast?” Claire lifted her loose shirt a little and 
Carl saw a flash of yellow underwear. Naughty thoughts flickered.
”Not like this we didn't, why.” Carl paused trying to get his concentration back as a flash of 
knickers was too much at this time of day. 
“Erm, just wondered if Missy and Charlotte had been about,” Simone responded. 



”About them, did you find anything?” 
“Yeah, they had the slippers alright, but something's wrong with this whole set up. I'm 
going to hunt them down and have a chat at some point."
”If they did it, we should call the police,” Simone stated.
”No yet, not over a stupid pair of slippers.” Simone moved to get her phone which was 
ever present. 
“I should tell Tom, get them thrown off camp.” 
”No!” Carl said again snatching her phone off her. 

There were quite a few moments in Carls life when he had instantly regretted a 
decision. With the phone in his hand, this was one more to add to the list. Nothing in the 
room had changed, but the simple realisation that danger was present had become 
abundantly clear. Very slowly, as if the slightest flinch might set the crazy French bird off, 
he placed the mobile onto the table. Claire sat motionless throughout; her eyes bulged a 
little at the sheer idiocy, but she didn't move a muscle. Trying to continue as if that whole 
snatching the phone thing hadn't just happened, Carl asked;

”Not yet, I'll do it, but something is off about all this, it's too stupid and feels like we walked 
into the middle of something. I want to know what that is before getting them in trouble.” 
Picking up her precious phone with something akin to reverence, and quickly double 
checking no marks had suddenly appeared on the perfect surface. Simone said;
“Well don't take too long, Tom has already left a couple of messages, and he swears a lot, 
not as much as you but still. “ 
”Alright, tell him I have them and will give them to him this afternoon but no naming names 
until I chase those two up, Alright?” He glared at her.
“Fine.” She glared right back before sticking her tongue out at him. Claire decided it was 
safe to breathe again while shaking her head at the foolish man. 

”Cool, what are you kids going to be doing all day?” He asked them both. Claire started 
with,
“Well, lunch in a bit then the Kizomba class first followed by the Tango class, what about 
you?"
“The dips and drop class whenever that's on, might go for a swim as well but other than 
that just dancing wherever I can find some.” 
“And getting those thieves thrown off camp.” Simone prompted. 
“I will sort that out as well. Who's first for a wash?” 
“You are,” Claire said waving a finger at his lap. Carl looked down to see a large brown 
stain down his leg as if he done something unfortunate in the night. Part of his brain went 
finally, can't believe it took you so long to notice while the other half quietly ran through last
night’s events. 
”Calm down, its just chocolate; the incontinence hasn't started quite yet.” That got a 
relieved look from Claire and a disbelieving look from Simone.

After a quick shower as the thought of a swim had seemed a good one. Carl 
swapped with Claire and disappeared into his room just long enough to get some jogging 
bottoms on. Coming back into the room he moved over to sit next to Simone. With his old 
army regiments tattoo on his chest, several small circular scars that were from shrapnel on
his left arm. A large area of burnt skin running up his back to his neck and another bright 
red scar running across his ribs under his right armpit. The sight was a warriors battle worn
body. 
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There had been a time when he had been self-conscious of them all but years of life
and a few sexual encounters due to their existence had altered his perception. Both the 
girls had seen him without a top and had moved on, although Carl always noticed Simone 
glance at the red scar that ran along the ribs. It felt like she was always irritated by its 
presence. He could have asked what was up but where was the fun in that. 

“So, what's the plan then about the mighty minx in there and dopey Dave?” Simone 
flinched as if Claire might hear him but it was clear that wasn't going to be the case over 
the noise of running water. 
“Are you sure that putain is with someone?” Shrugging he replied,
“Makes sense, he's kept his head down so far, and you know if he wanted to he could 
make a scene.” She turned towards him and held her hand aloft
“But you forget yourself Mon champion, saviour of damsels in distress. He won't want to 
fight you again.” the hand came down and slapped him in the chest.
“Owww, you big bully.” that got a smile out of her. Simone pointed to the shower door 
saying.
“She will see him soon enough; it is inevitable.”   
“True, but the later the better otherwise she'll be waiting for the worst and ruin the 
weekend for herself.”
“She'll blame us if anything bad happens.”
“I'm big enough and ugly enough to take the hit, what about you.” As he said that the 
shower stopped so Simone didn't answer right away. Instead, she did turn to him again 
only, this time, placing her hand on his stomach.
“Definitely big enough,” she said with a smile as she shook his belly. The tickle fight started
immediately with screams coming from both until Claire banged open the bathroom door, 
standing there with just a towel wrapped around her. Both on the sofa looked up looking a 
little guilty. 

Chapter 13

    Claire asked Simone,
“What is it with you and tickle fights ?” a very broad grin was on her face as she spoke. 
Carl turned slowly to Simone and followed with,
“Is this a fetish I should know about? Do you need an intervention?”
“le rire est la plus grande joie dans la vie.” Looking at both her friends with a playful smirk, 
“You two need to learn to speak a civilised tongue.” With that, she flicked back her hair got 
up and walked passed Claire closing the shower door behind her. 

 With that she left to go into her bedroom, Carl got up and follow her. As he came 
through the door, she flipped off the towel. Naughty thoughts flickered. He reacted as any 
decent man would do and stood there gawping, then blushed, retreating with haste with 
the words, sorry tumbling out of his mouth. She shouted out,
“Give over; you've seen me naked before.” His embarrassment disappeared with that 
statement as he tried to recall. He'd seen many ladies in various states of undress, even 
these two as he had shared with them before but he couldn't bring to mind seeing Claire in
the buff before. 

“Nope, don't think I have.”



“Sure you have, what about last November at Stacy's fancy dress party?” He considered 
as the night's memory quickly passed through,
“Nope still doesn't ring a bell, we were all in the garden right?” There was a short pause 
before she came out and stood right in front of him. With an angry look on her face which 
almost distracted him from the fact that there was a nude woman less than a foot away. 
Poking her finger hard into his chest glaring up at him.
“You're telling me you were so drunk you don't remember me giving you a sexy dance, up 
in Stacy's bedroom?” Carl looked blankly at her.
 

Her voice dropped a pitch as doubt took over. 
“You was dressed as a gorilla, right?”
“I was," he said slowly."But I wasn't the only one dressed as a gorilla. Stacy's husband was
as well.” They both took a moment. Although Claire's skin was a bit pink from the hot 
shower, he could see the change as the blood rush to her face, to her credit she rallied 
well. 
“It might have been me that was a bit drunk then.” Then a thought came to her, and she 
said more to herself than him.”Oh, that would explain that.” 

Looking back up at him, she smiled brightly, took a step back and opened her arms 
wide, with a little wiggle of her hips she asked.
“Well, you've seen me naked now, any thoughts?” Carl took a moment to enjoy the sight 
before finally lifting his eyes to hers. 
“Plenty,” he said with a nod. Then a thought struck him and it was not a good one. “You're 
a bit perky today, after being all I'm worried about dancing last night, what's got you all 
revved up?”
“Honestly, I don't know, last night I was so horny I almost jumped Simone after she started 
tickling me. I think that why she snuck in to see you last night, just to remember she's not 
gay or anything.”

    Although he was listening, there was a running commentary going on in his head as
panic was setting in. It wasn't me, all we did was talk about flowers, there's no way she got
any link from that, yeah it was about limp lads, but unless she knew that there's not a 
connection, I wonder if she realises she's still starkers? 

She interrupted his thoughts with,
“Do you know what I think it was?”
“Yes,” he replied far too quickly. 
“I had three dances with Sasha leading me last night and oh my god, sploosh” she 
gestured with her hands to indicate a wave coming out of her crotch. “That woman made 
me so wet if ever I was going to turn it's going to be for her, honestly, thought I needed to 
change my knickers, I was swishing about with a soggy gusset for hours.” Which, as it 
turned out was way too much information for Carl, with that he waved her away.
“Enough woman, go get ready for lunch, and put some clothes on for the sake of decency."

Once they made it out with lunch some turning into the usual mess of laughter. The 
food managed to get eaten without any real desire as it was cheap and flavourless but 
there was lots of it. Even with that, the meal itself was perfect as everyone was where they
wanted to be and floating around in a happy glow.

Some dancers had started the day early and were coming in from the classes; while
others were just surfacing ready for another full day of dance. Music could be heard 
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coming from an adjoining room with the base thumping away, like a constant metronome 
just waiting out of the way until you were ready to play again. All around the room, heads 
were nodding in rhythm to the beat. Or in a few cases, slightly out of time in a twitchy kind 
of way by those people who had to hear a beat first before reacting. 

    News around was that the first of the four Tango classes had been a smash; the 
young couple teaching had been magnificent. The lady had used humour to cover complex
matters and break them down for a room full of beginners with her male counterpart 
having the perfect bum. Every woman in the place had agreed, they had taken a vote, and 
it had been unanimous that they could all just bite it right there and then.

It often amazed Carl how, if he, a male of the species were to talk about anything, a 
woman, a duck, even a brick, in such a fashion these days. Then it was possible that the 
walls of reality would come crashing down by the force of his sexism alone. Yet, here he 
sat surrounded by women listening to them talk about this poor lad in such a belittling, 
offensively objectionable manner. With them all deciding it was acceptable. Although to be 
fair the kid did have a great arse.

    Suddenly lunch was done as new classes started, people from all about rushed off 
to continue with the learning. Others sloped off to go back to bed. Carl decided a walk on 
the beach was just the thing; it was a bit on the breezy side, but that would just help him 
wake up. The girls were off to the Kizomba class so he would be on his own for the first 
time consciously since the middle of yesterday. It was going to be just what the doctor 
ordered before the afternoon dancing. He waved goodbye to those left at the table and 
made a quick getaway.

As he was leaving the camp through the main gate his phone started to vibrate, 
pulling it from his pocket, the ID showed it was from work. Shaking his head slightly as he 
triggered it to answer.  
“What, I’m on my jollies.” He made his way across the street to followed a path which led 
down to the beach.  All in all, it would about a ten-minute walk before the dunes of sand 
would appear. 

The colleague on the other end of the call said something stupid just as he came up
behind two women. He stopped mid-step 
“No fuck nuts, you do that, and they'll take all the evidence away.” He voice was a little 
loud; both girls in front of him turned in response. A wave of panic swept through Carl as 
realized who was in front of him. Eyes and The Smile staring back at him. Crap, they know
each other. He waved an apology at them and quickly turned away while he continued 
talking.  
“No, look, just stop talking, we have to process everything fully before you pass it over 
otherwise we don’t get our commission, and if I don’t get my commission, I'm going to slap
the freckles off your freaking face.”  He turned to see that thankfully the ladies were 
walking away but as they did Eyes turned back just briefly. Excellent, she probably thinks I 
am a right muppet. 

Getting his focus back to where it was needed, 
“No, he’s done that after I left knowing if he mentioned this to me, I'd have told him to jog 
on. You’ll notice it isn’t him calling. Just remember he wants out and is trying to get a job 
back in the force, he’s trying to brown nose his way in with this as a sweetener.” With a 
little distance building up it felt safe to follow the women down to the beach and quickly 
enjoyed the view of their well-toned bodies before getting back to the phone call.
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“There isn’t a reason for that, then why didn’t he ask me yesterday?” he stopped again as 
this was just getting to be a pain. 
“Stop, just stop. Tell him I will be in the office on Tuesday, and if he touches my evidence, 
I’ll tell his missus about Berlin.”

Feeling a bit happier he started walking towards the beach again. 
“It doesn’t matter what happened, and add in that the next time he tries to pull this 
nonsense, I’ll tell her anyway. OK Got it? Right so stop calling me and I’ll see you in the 
week. Fine,  I'll see you on.” He hung up feeling like a weight had just been lifted. A call 
about office politics was nothing when it could easily have been for him to come back into 
work to deal with a legal matter. As that wasn’t the case, it meant the weekend was back 
on, and fun was going to be had by all. Walking with a bit of a swagger now, the rest of the 
way to the beach turned out to be a nice little stroll. There was a brief consideration to rush
a bit and gaze upon the ladies, but that would have ruined the walk. 

The path led up to the back of a dune, so the final part was a quick rush up a sliding
wall of sand until you cleared the top. Once you were up, it was all worth the effort. The 
site of the English coastline was suddenly in clear view with the sandy beach running both 
ways for miles. The strong salty east wind hit you full in the face blowing away any leftover
cobwebs of sleep. The smell of the sea always felt like home for no real reason making 
this moment almost spiritual. The dark blue North Sea was reflecting the sun from a 
thousand broken waves. In the distance, the sea fields of wind turbines were just visible as
was the remnants of a disused oil rig. The wind whipped about but was warm enough for it
to be pleasant. A few other people were also about enjoying the sunny day this early in the
season. With a notion of a paddle, he quickly made his way down to the sea's edge. 

With the air rushing about making the whole place feel alive even though there 
weren't that many people close around. The two girls had disappeared to somewhere, and 
no-one seemed close. Even with the wind knocking about, the need for to touch the sea 
was high, even a splash about if nothing else. 

When he was about fifteen foot away, Carl kicked off his trainers feeling that the 
warm sand as his feet sank a little into it. The odd lone gull caught his attention as he 
gazed up at the sky. At this moment, he felt at peace with the world and was going to hold 
on to the feeling. What would help would be swim. It was a perfect idea with the sun, sea, 
and an aching body. The sea would ease his muscles which would help keep him dancing 
for longer. 
    
    Although, in track bottoms and a t-shirt he wasn’t quite prepared to just run into the 
sea. The idea of skinny dipping briefly fluttered through his mind and to be honest; he 
didn’t think anyone would be bothered. Plus, no one was close about but just in case. 
Taking off his top which he dropped onto his trainers, emptying his pockets of the chalet 
keys, which also went onto the little pile. His torso, now bare to the world was covered in 
scars. There had been a time when he had been self-conscious of them all but years of life
and a few sexual encounters due to them had altered his perception to a positive. 
    
    With all his scars, it was the sight was a warriors battle worn body. Looking down at 
the belly, Carl revised that to a wobbly warriors body. Well, now a lover's wobbly body, but 
at heart, the warrior was still within. Double checking the chalet key was in his shoes,  the 
wobbly warrior went to brave the cold dark, unforgiving sea. Walking into the sea with his 
track bottoms on, every step into the water took the freezing touch up his legs and force 
the air out of his lungs. The waves slapped against his legs splashing icy spots up his 



chest, taking deep breaths he pushed on. Stopping just before the water reached his groin,
he took a moment to compose, and then bent his knees to dunk the lads in one smooth 
motion. 
    
    The pain was exquisite, filling his body as the icy cold water surged over warm 
flesh. Filling the track bottoms, blowing air bubbles, splashing against his chest, rushing up
his back. Breaths came quick and noisy while he struggled to control the body’s response 
to an overload of physical stimulus. Taking more steps into the water to get a bit of a 
momentum he stood back up and dived forward under the surface completing the cycle of 
breath taking moments. The cold enveloped his head and shoulders making his skull ache 
in the process. 

Breaking the surface as he lunged up gasping as all the air in his lungs got pushed 
out as a response to the dive. He thought he might look like a whale breaching, so Carl 
flung his hands up in the air fell over and splashed back into the surface.   
    
    The water was like ice, with his body was quickly becoming used to it, even so, he 
would only stay in for about five minutes as the low temperature was cutting. Taking some 
bearings, he swam a while parallel to the beach. His broad shoulders were working hard 
as he front crawled for about fifty meters. The quick blast of energy was to stretch out his 
muscles fully before pulling up and rolling over to bob about on his back. 

Looking up at the blue sky, he lay there doing as little as possible just to float so that
he could enjoy the quiet. With his ears covered and no one near almost no noise was 
coming in, the sky had a light smattering of broken cloud with a single airplane contrail 
scoring a line in direct contrast to nature's touch. Time stood still as he found peace 
bobbing about in the water, the only irritant was the odd wave that slapped up against his 
face splashing water in his mouth.

After a while, the ache of the temperature affecting his body brought him back to the
moment and the realisation that it was time to leave. Pulling his knees up to his chest the 
balance of his body changed letting him sit up slightly, lowering his feet to stand up he 
dipped under the surface when his feet didn’t touch the ground. He flicked his legs to get 
back above the surface and saw that the tide had carried him down the beach quite a 
ways and a little further out. As he trod water getting his bearings to his trainers, the long 
black hair of Sasha waving about like a banner caught his eye. She hadn’t seen him and 
was more interested in something behind her judging by the glances back she kept taking. 

    Carl could see the whole beach from his position, and a quick sweep didn’t offer any
results. Nothing or no one was doing anything to warrant her actions however the situation
was becoming clearer. She thought someone was following her; he could recognise the 
uncertainty, which with some thinking would explain last night. The whole thing with the 
mole had been for a show for some unseen agent. Feeling the cold seeping into his bones 
and slightly upset that Sasha hadn't confided in him, enough was enough, so he swam 
back to shore. 
    
        
Chapter 14

The walk back felt like an eternity. Soaking wet and walking in the brisk cold wind was not 
the most intelligent plan but it was happening. He had taken the most direct route back 
which was the touristy part. Irritation was at the fore as Sasha's lack of trust had hit a 
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nerve. Trying to speed up Carl looked to cross the road to the camp side, with a couple of 
cars coming and a couple in front of him, the move was aborted. The street wasn’t busy; it 
was just timing, soon he would be back in the warmth of the chalet. The noises of the 
arcades filled the air as he continued down the path with constant cascading notes and 
flashing lights to entice the holidaymakers.

        On the other side of the road, there was an enormous mini golf set-up which was 
more his kind of thing. What with preferring a bit of skill for more fun. He glanced over to 
the other side seeing the kids playing when a club head came into view above head 
height. Some moron on was going to thwack it.
"Four." Came the squeaky shout as the club swung down. A blue ball whizzed through the 
air to hit the arcade signage with a crack right above Carl's head. The rebound sent it 
straight down into the face of the man standing directly in Carl’s path. The man went down 
instantly falling towards the road, in front of an oncoming car. 

Carl reached out and snatched at the falling man’s arm to halt the sudden drop. 
Although the dead weight pulled him off balance, he still managed to change the direction 
of the fall, so the limp man’s body turned enough to collapse out of harm's way.

The car was already breaking having seen the collapsing figure. A small screech 
announced its final loss of momentum. While Carl was focusing on the fallen man, he 
missed the look on the other person's face. Not seeing the ball hit and only seeing 
stranger dragging her husband down, with righteous fury the wife attacked her husband's 
mugger. 

    Trying to check the unconscious victim suddenly turned into a barrage of slaps and 
screams as the wife went hell for leather. Carl managed to get up without taking too much 
of a beating, waving off the crazy attacker. Taking a step back to prepare a more 
aggressive response just as the woman clamped a hand down onto his right forearm.

        People from the arcades suddenly turned up to help out. Some had seen the man 
collapse with Carl pulling him out of the cars way, some hadn’t seen anything and saw a 
woman defending her man. Their need to help her without knowing what had happened 
overriding any doubt. She needed help and was going to get it. Hands reached in as 
several people took to control the situation. 

While Carl got pushed and pulled off from his apparent attack, the woman’s nails 
dug in as she felt him move away. Pain exploded as the skin on his arm was ripped off. By 
the feel of it, ripping down to the bone. Anger pulsed to life as the shout that the fallen man
was coming around passed through the ruckus. Carl shrugged off a hand placed on his 
shoulder giving the would-be defender a furious glare. The man visibly paled at the look 
and took a step back.

The wife, torn between her partner and attacker saw Carl loose and went for him 
with a yell. She was blocked by the crowd but still screamed out. 
"What did you do, what did you do to him?" Carl’s displeasure burst out. 
"He got hit by a golf ball you silly cow." Voices piped up to defend him; others questioned 
the situation. On the other side of the road, three teenagers were quickly making their 
escape before the consequences caught up with them. 

Carl watched them go with irritation and a hint of weariness. He had been like that 
at their age, so he couldn’t blame them for buggering off. As an adult, he still wanted to 



smack the little sods around the back of the head for being so irresponsible though. The 
moment came back with someone shouting as the fallen husband was recovering enough 
to stand. With all focus off him, Carl took his cue from the kids and made a quiet escape. 

    No one challenged him as he left the area. Try and help someone and what do you 
get? Why be a good Samaritan if that was the response. Bloody women! An odd crawling 
sensation down his right arm brought him out of the fuming. Looking, he saw blood 
dripping freely from one of the deep scratches the wife had made. Five lines scoring the 
forearm were all vivid. The crazy mare must have some serious talons to have left this 
much damage. The blood was only coming from one cut and would heal soon enough. 
Still, he clamped his left hand over the marks to help stop the flow. The walk back to the 
chalet got lost in the fog of an internal rant. 

All he had tried to do was help, and as always he was tagged as the villain, the 
party to blame. It wasn't as if he was looking for recognition; the act had been involuntary. 
He had just grabbed the guy, but just once a thank you would be bloody lovely. Oh no, not 
in this reality, here, he just gets nutters screaming and ripping his arm to pieces. Bloody 
women. 

Soon he was at his car but couldn't figure out why he had gone there. Looking at his
arm and all the blood got the thought process running again, he quickly hunted down the 
first aid kit and went back to the chalet. 

Opening the door and going into the quiet chalet was like a recheck of his feelings. 
As always, the camp site was just too pleasant. It was a simple thing, the dancers and 
their little world just seemed to be relaxed and at ease with life. Each time at the 
weekenders it felt like a release of stress from everything with the chalets being the final 
part of that equation. Not good enough to be awe inspiring, not bad enough to be a bother.

Thankfully it was empty, not that the girl's company wasn’t great but not while he 
was in such a foul mood. He would bring them down which in turn would come back to bite
him, as he would then feel guilty for doing that to them both. A quick shower was called for,
in part to warm up from the swim and to clean scratches just in case the nut job had crud 
under her nails. The days worries drained away with the light red blood and white soapy 
bubbles. Feeling the muscles relax properly was a bonus to the day and gave him an idea 
for afterwards.

    Washing down and cleaning off was done quickly, as was the dressing of his new 
wounds. Old habits took over, and the antiseptic and bandage were soon applied. He put a
long-sleeved top on to hide the offending marks as the girls didn’t need to know about the 
altercation. It would only lead to questions and more aggravation, which was always to be 
avoided for the sake of sanity. With that in mind, Carl finished getting dressed, then sat 
down and made himself as comfortable as possible.

    He didn't often meditate and probably didn't do it very well, but it did calm the mind 
down so he could think a bit clearer. The body also recovered a little faster if you did it well
and although a quick hit here wasn't going to cure cancer, a bit was better than nothing at 
all. With his mind racing and his Zen lost, a quick fix now would be welcomed before going
back out for some dancing. 

   Focusing on his breathing first and bringing that to a steady pace, feeling the breath
pass through his body and hearing the actions, in and out, in and out, slowly taking the 
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time to draw them into a more relaxed pattern of in and pause two three, out and pause 
two three. Using the exercise to find a comfortable level of calm, then the next stage was 
to create an image. It was from a book he had liked, the picture of the Sword of Truth 
laying on a background of a black and white checked flag came into being.

Focused on the whole picture without picking up one piece was a challenge in itself,
but needed to be done before the next stage. The shiny metal sword blade had been 
engraved with the letters TRUTH down its core. After finding a new level of tranquillity, Carl
changed the scale of the image to zoom in, so all he could see in his mind's eye was the 
letter T. The texture of the metal was thousands of precise overlapping plates of slightly 
different shades that created the whole. 

    After a space of time, Carl once again changed the scale of the image so all he 
focused on just one of these plates, which was one even color. So everything within the 
mind's eye was now a blank slate with no image and nothing to pull your thoughts towards 
any longer. A genuine moment where the mind can find peace and in a subtle way, to 
discard everything that filled it from the world of over stimulation. 

    Music brought him back to the moment; he didn't rush out of the sensation as that 
can be incredibly disorientating, so he slowly allowed reality to fill his senses. The smell of 
the room, the weight of his body and the texture of the bed against his skin, the light 
breeze that was coming through the closed windows and was tickling his neck. The clunks 
in the distance of someone walking about on concrete with high heeled shoes and again 
the music coming from somewhere nearby. 

    Finally, he opened his eyes taking a long deep breath. Enjoying the moment of 
peace, he took another long breath. The music was reminding him of where he was and 
what he was doing here, he took one more long breath in and decided it was time to move 
before he missed out on all of the fun of a dance weekender.

Half the day had passed, and the need to dance was stronger than ever, so double-
checking on the chalet key, which he had, the dance floor called. The Blue Lagoon was the
meeting place for daytime dancing; it was hot and sweaty and alive with energy. All the 
four dance styles Tango, Jive, Blues and West Coast, were in play. The music was varied 
and complicated to account for this. Most of the dancers themselves had two or three 
working dances in their repertoire. So most could work with the mixing of styles, making 
the dances a mash up of everything which just added to the fun. 

    The dance floor was small and over full with a packed crowd around it either trying 
to cool down or waiting for the room to open up for them to get a dance. Fortunately, with 
the heat of the place, everyone took a lot of breathers making the room was a fluid mass 
of fun, dancing, and smiles.

    Simone and Claire were not about so presumably they were in a class somewhere. 
Changing his shoes over quickly so not to miss another moment, Carl looked out for 
someone with a wiggle, a lady whose desire to dance was just forcing her hips to bounce 
about to the steady beat. He spotted a woman seated on her with her hands in her lap and
legs crossed doing the shoulder bop thing, her head tilting in time to the music. 

Her frame was all defensive positioning with the crossed limbs, but the heart desire 
explicitly said I want to move, so he jogged over sliding to a stop in front of her with his 
hand held out and a silly grin on his face.  



“Fancy a boogie?” to which she gave a shy smile and said yes please. 

    They hit the floor with Carl asked her how long she had been dancing to which the 
reply was three weeks. As he led her through the basics, it was evident she was a lot 
better than a true newbie. So what else did she do and it turned out that the lady used to 
do Salsa a couple of years ago, much like West Coast, they covered a lot of the same 
moves but with different timings and slants to styling. Salsa being a lot faster with smaller 
steps to deal with the speed of the French Caribbean music used. 

    The tune soon ended before they had managed to get going, so they stayed 
together for the next track. The mass on the floor was rolling around to add fresh dancer 
into the mix. The track started with a thumping bass, and they were all off again. Carl 
racked up the level of his moves to test his new little buddy to find her equal to the 
challenge; the fast thumping beat was suiting her down to a tee. By the end of the dance, 
he knew two things; she was a better dancer than he was and the last few minutes had 
been outstanding. 

        Leading her back to her table and thanking her for the dance, he promised to find 
her again for another one over the weekend, he got a quick kiss on the cheek in thanks 
and left to find his next willing victim. Then he made the worst mistake he could have ever 
done; his hand stretched out to a shoulder of a lady by his side who was looking away 
from him as he prepared to ask her to dance. Before she had fully turned panic ran 
through him, EYES. Don’t panic! Don’t panic! Don’t panic! The gentle lady stood before 
him, and he finally managed to force a sentence out while his brain screamed at him to 
abort.

”Would you like a dance?” he asked.  What have you done you Muppet? She replied with 
a yes, so they moved to stand amongst the mass in quiet silence. The music started with a
gentle piano chord; he gave a gentle twist of his wrist to lead her into a sway; her shoulder 
dropped, and her movement perfectly matched what he had envisioned, he couldn’t quite 
believe he had actually managed to convey that in such a small movement. 

Continuing on he then led her into some body rolls, his movement somewhat 
matching hers however she was a stunning woman whose body moved with a grace he 
could only dream of having. The music swelled as he led her into some slow arches, she 
followed effortlessly, and Carl’s confidence jumped in joy. He was in awe of her, literally in 
awe of this woman and in this hot, sweaty mess of a room he was keeping up with this 
unbelievable talented lady. 

They twisted and swapped places with move after move. A smile had bloomed on 
her small round face as his slow style was genuinely different to most and that difference 
suited the music perfectly. Carl's head was buzzing; he was doing it, he was keeping up 
with her, it was going to be awesome, it was going to be the best dance of the weekend. 

Then the smile spread across her face and finally reached those mesmerising eyes 
of hers, those stunning black eyes of hers. BANG went his brain! He lost it completely as 
every insecurity he had ever had about dancing seemed to jump to the front of his mind at 
the same time. He lost focus, his timing and the voice screaming in his head was almost 
deafening. He stood tall and physically had to take a deep breath to get control. The rest of
the dance was the most beginner steps Carl knew just to try and get to the end of the 
dance which thankfully came sooner rather than later. He apologised several times all 



within a fraction of a second and got the hell out of there leaving a bemused woman in his 
wake.  

Pushing his way out of the fire exit and standing still to try and get some 
composure; he didn’t walk off to release the pent up frustration as the dance shoes cost a 
bomb but if he could have run he would have. Get your shit together you fucking loon; 
she’s a beautiful woman, and you lost your shit again, Every damn time you dance with 
her, what the fuck is wrong with you? 

“Alright Carl, how ya going?” Carl got pulled out of his self-torment by a small elderly man 
of around seventy, shuffling past. 
“Jasper, dude. Me, well I’m awesome, verging on spectacular with a hint of groovy, how’s 
the world treating you?” 
“Well, there’s blood in my stool and the last piss I took smelt like vinegar, so looking pretty 
good I think.” The old man shuffled past leaving Carl trying to decide if he should throw up 
or not. 
”You should probably see a doctor about that.” He said to the back of the senior man’s 
head. 
”Fuck im, he’s an idiot.” Was the abrupt reply.  “What’s he going to tell me, I’m getting old.” 
The old man waved the idea off and continued on his journey to wherever he was going.

    The brief meeting had taken Carl’s mind of his childish issues making him feel a lot 
more composed. He went back into the room noisy, hot room, found his drink, grabbed his 
bag and made to leave for the afternoon. One car crash per dance session was the rule to 
keep sane and the way his day had been going he needed to keep his Zen. Changing 
back to outdoor shoes and going back to the chalet he made a point to knock at 58 to let 
them know he wasn’t going to name them when he returned the slippers to Tom. The 
curtains were still closed with no way to see in; a slight unease settled in Carl's stomach, 
but not enough to trigger some action quite yet. So he left to come back later and went to 
get ready for tonight. 

Chapter 15

Simone and Claire came in just after he had changed so they didn't see the 
bandaged arm, with Claire sorting drinks out for all of them.  The rest of the next few hours
were full of showers, perfume and several glasses's of wine just for good measure. The 
classes the girls took were discussed and picked apart, both girls talking about different 
men they intended to catch up and dance with later. Carl completed glossed over the 
dance of doom and the golf ball incident, instead, asking questions to keep the girls taking.
He didn't want to bring the girls energy down for any reason, they were here to have fun, 
and nothing he was going to do was going to ruin that. 

Tonight was fancy dress, the theme for the evening was monsters and myths, a 
perfect opportunity for most people to over indulge and dress up in clothing completely 
inappropriate for a long night of dancing. 
    
    Carl, who lacked the whole dressing up gene, had gone for a simple Vampire look 
which was east enough, he frequently wore black shirt sand trousers with waistcoats, so a 
long black coat and some fangs were all he needed to complete the task.



 Meanwhile, the girls had gone full tilt. Claire was in a sparkly green outfit with light 
green tights and small delicate fairy wings; she looked glorious and was furiously adding 
final touches to her make-up with sparkling eye shadow and green lipstick. 

Simone had gone the other way and had added some white and black streaks in 
her hair; the make-up was all white body paint with black eye shadow. The outfit was a 
skimpy nurse, and the zombie look was ringing a happy bell in Carl’s mind somewhere.  

 As well as the fancy dress, tonight in the main ballroom was the Modern Jive 
Competition; the whole thing would be a quick affair with everybody piling on the floor for 
one song with judges pulling out three or four couples to dance to a second tune, and then
the crowd cheered for their favourites. Quick, simple and a bit of fun for most with the odd 
few always taking it far too serious for what it was. 

As the preparations were coming to a close, Carl remembered the slippers; he 
popped out quickly to get them from the car. The carpark was empty of people, and in the 
darkness, he went hunting in the boot of the car. Pulling up the carpet to reveal the spare 
tire, he reached in and felt for the carrier bag with the slippers. Pulling the bag out it caught
on something, probably the wheel jack. Without thought, he gave a tug and heard the 
mistakable noise of material tearing. Fuck me no!

Trying to look in the bag to see how bad it was or what he had caught them on 
didn’t work as it was too dark to see. Looking about to see if anyone had witnessed his 
idiocy, the gentle thump of the baseline was coming out of the nearby venues. It's funny 
how more and more of my nonsense is getting a backing track these days. With a shake of
his head, he took the bag back to the chalet to view the damage. 

Once back, moving quickly to his room. He could see the rip along the bag, yanking 
out the slippers with a brief exclamation of how gaudy they were. A long tear was right 
down the side of one of them along the seam. The mishap wasn't going to be fixed with 
some quick bodged job, unfortunately. It wasn’t going to be dealt with anytime soon either. 
Stupid pair of slippers. At a quick judge, a seamstress needed to do some proper work to 
get this done. 

Carl quickly considered the options and promptly decided to blame someone else. 
Not Charlotte and Missy, as that was a secret still to be resolved but someone. Simone 
called out to say that they were ready to go. So, shoving the slippers back into the bag, 
and squashing that into his coats inner pockets so the girls wouldn't see or think about 
them, he moved to leave the chalet once again. 

He quickly knocked again at Charlotte and Missy's door as they should be about at 
this time. The fact they weren’t was starting to get a little worrying. With no answer, he 
hoped they had already left for the night. Catching up with Claire and Simone, they walked
to the main ballroom in a happy little bubble which grew when they got to the entrance. 

The place was heaving, and everyone had put in an incredible effort, it looked 
smashing. There were balloons everywhere, and tinsel covered a lot of surfaces; the odd 
plastic gravestone was about here and there. On the stage, a wobbly 10ft blow-up 
skeleton finished it all off nicely. Somehow, the cheap, tacky half Christmas decorations 
were the perfect fit for the evening.



The dance floor was awash with vampires and witches, comfortable outfits that 
were suitable for dancing in. Then there were those that always went a too far with huge 
wings or full head masks that would either injure other people or themselves; they did look 
good, but sometimes you just had to wonder at people. Waving the girls off, Carl went 
backstage to deal with the mega crime of the century. 

Going past the blanket doorway, he walked past a few confused looks from people 
who were trying to judge if he was one of the entertainers. He soon came upon Tom, who 
was wearing one of those very tight Lycra second skin outfits, this one was a skeleton 
design. Fortunately, without the head mask to hide his face. Unfortunately, he wasn't 
wearing underwear leaving the lads below in full view juggling about with every movement.

    Carl walked up to him trying very hard not to look down; suddenly the damage 
slippers didn't seem that important. Tom saw him coming. 
“Bout fricken time, thought we were going to have to call the whole thing off. Did you get 
the buggers for doing this?” 
”Err yeah, scared the shit out of em, seems they were just trying to be funny, and it didn’t 
quite go to plan.” Tom seemed happy with that as an explanation, clearly had other things 
to worry about so Carl continued. 

“Unfortunately, there's an issue; the slippers got damaged in the tussle.” Pulling out the 
floppy purple things, Tom snatched them up and quickly checked them over. 
“Balls and bollocks, I don't need this.” the man said and walked off leaving Carl all alone 
without any indication that he was returning. 
“Nice outfit,” Carl whispered as he walked off to get away from this randomness.

Chapter 16

The night seemed to disappear quickly in a flurry of dances. Simone and Claire had 
merged into the crowd on the floor, and with all the costumes Carl couldn’t quickly identify 
them. So he went for a quick look to see if there was anybody he wanted to dance with just
randomly hanging about waiting for him to rock up miraculously. Unsurprisingly, everyone 
was having fun with no one pining for his strong masculine arms to embrace them. 

So instead, he picked a stray off the sidelines to join in with the fun.  The lady he 
had asked had dressed as the mad hatter; the outfit was well done, with a pink and green 
striped tailored jacket showing off her curves very well. With black leggings going down to 
her dance shoes, where she had applied fake buckles too. She had natural black curly hair
so with the tall hat on she cut quite the figure. 

    As soon as they started to move, Carl knew the dance was going to go pear 
shaped. He had led a basic step, just to get started and to judge her style quickly. Her style
was old school with a hint of drunk. When modern jive first started, it was a lot more 
energetic and closer to the bouncy lindy hop and jitterbug that it had been born from. Since
then, over the last fifteen or twenty years, the style had changed to become much 
smoother and gentler. You could tell when some people first started by how bouncy they 
were. 

Apparently that was about thirty years ago and she was full of vigour. In itself, this 
wouldn’t have been too bad as everybody can adapt a little. But with the hat on, this meant
quite a lot of moves Carl used were not going to work. If he tried, he would just knock her 



hat off. Add to this she was tipsy, not completely hammered as you can’t dance in that 
state, but she was going to be hard work.

The music kicked in, and she was off. Not waiting for a lead and taking herself into a
spin without any support, almost tripping over her own feet in the process. After that, it got 
worse. With spins also out of the mix, Carl only had a few places to go, a couple of walk 
byes to keep it going, do the twist for a little bit, some more walk byes and with nothing 
else coming to mind he opened himself to go into close hold. 

Not the intimate close hold but the arm’s length version. The mad loon ignored what
he'd been aiming for and latched on like a limpet. A slightly horny aggressive limpet, with a
timing issue. Between the clamp-like grip and the bouncing motion, Carl started to get a 
little sea sick as she wobbled him about all over the place.  

    Trying to get some control back was making the dance more like a wrestling match, 
so Carl just let he get on with it. Thankfully the music stopped. She stayed where she was,
but he was not hanging around about for seconds. As if by magic, his favorite Amazonian 
dressed as a Greek goddess walked up beside them and smiled a stunning smile. Carl 
struggled to untangle himself from the mad hatter while trying to explain that he had 
already promised the next dance to the goddess. The mad hatter didn’t believe a word of it
but had to relent; she walked off giving them both a dirty look as she went. 

Carl turned to Carol, or Anne, he really did need to try and remember people's 
names. 
“Thank you so much; it feels like you literally came down from heavens to save me from a 
monster.” She replied with, 
“Figuratively, not literally. “ At that moment he decided she must be a school teacher. 
“Anyway,” he said with a smile. ”Thank you and Wow.” Pointing at her outfit was all white 
loose gauze and linens that made look like a kind of Toga, a delicate gold headband 
completed the outfit. She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever met, and each
time he saw her she was more dazzling than the last. He got a nod of thanks as she 
asked, 
“Are you supposed to be Dr. Crippen?” he looked down and realised his outfit did look a bit
formal with the waistcoat and long coat. Holding up a finger as to make her wait a sec, he 
reached into a pocket to pull out his fangs. 
Once he finally crammed them in he managed a muffled “Ampir,” as an explanation. 
“The teeth don’t work.” She told him. He pulled them out and put them away. 
“I know right, but they are supposed to be the linchpin that pulls it all together. To give it a 
certain je ne sais quoi as it were.” She moved in, and he opened himself up to go into the 
intimate close hold. 
“Trust me when I tell you that is not what they do.”  

They stood there for a few seconds as the music started up again, it was fast and 
heavy on the beats. It wasn't a tune they could slow dance to, but with the position they 
were in Carl tried a couple of quick paced latin kizomba style moves. With the steps being 
led from the thigh, their position was close enough to work with. She went with it all 
seamlessly for the first few seconds before Carl broke the connection, extending out to 
take them back into the modern jive he knew a lot better. The rest of the dance was a 
mixture of jive, with the fast paced steps thrown in when it worked with the music. 

        The dance ended with a flurry leaving them both breathless. Carl leaned in for a hug
and received a kiss on the cheek in return. With a smile, she turned away to find her next 



partner while Carl decided he needed to go and get a drink. As everyone played the 
runaround game once more, the brief silence was broken by a microphone getting tapped. 
The room looked to the stage to see Tom in his fun new outfit trying to get everyone's 
attention. With every action creating a swing of his genitals bouncing off the material like a 
rat trying to get out of a tent, that wasn't going to be difficult. 

    The crowd shushed with a few laughs coming from somewhere.
“Welcome everyone, thank you for coming out tonight and thank you for putting in such a 
magnificent effort for the fancy dress, I think I can say without a doubt that this is so much 
better than the poor turnout you made last year.” Carl heard the statement and took a 
second to look about to see how everyone responded to being told off, but no one else 
seemed to care. Tom continued.
“And just a couple of announcements before the dance competition.” At which point Carl 
went to the bar. In the few years of dancing and coming to weekenders. The "just a few" 
announcements were always five times longer than they should be, he could understand 
that yes, the company had to advertise itself but not bang in the middle of a fun night.

While he was getting served, Carl thought about when they could do it. Proper 
banners in the doorway that was the key, you didn't need to kill the energy of the evening 
by talking about stuff. Tom was still telling people about the winter cruise, that was going to
take place late November. Carl took out his phone and checked the dates to see if there 
was anything else going on around that time. Winter Cruises, sounds cool. Now, back to 
what I would do, posters in the doorways and some leaflets on all the tables. 
    
    During Carl's daydreaming and Tom selling the next four dance weekenders, time 
went by, and all the people were starting to get fidgety, they had been dancing, and the 
last thing they needed was to stand still. As the room was getting a little bored, Tom could 
see the faces and decided to wrap everything up. Finally, after several more minutes, he 
proclaimed it was time for the dance competition. The whole crowd seemed to move to this
command with partners ready for the off. Everyone who wanted to try out grabbed partners
and got onto the floor, plenty did, about half didn't, and just like that the room was buzzing 
again. 

    There were some judges, but nothing was offered as to who they were and what 
they did to be worthy of the task. The track started, and they were off, those will real ability 
started pumping out the technical moves while everyone else just showed off a little. From 
the sidelines, Carl could see Franklin and Carol gliding up and down the edge of the floor 
pulling intricate moves and working the crowd for all they were worth. The two champions 
looked so relaxed and enjoying the moment. In the mix were other dancers that caught 
your eye but to many people crisscrossing each other kind of blocked the view for a good 
watch.

    A judge quickly came over and told Franklin and Carol they were through to the next
round so they could stop and please make their way up to the stage. Finally, three other 
couples also got picked and the music was turned off. Everybody clapped for those that 
had tried and those that had got through to the next round. The four couples were held 
back as the floor cleared for the final. 

    Tom came out and thanked everyone for trying. Now it was time for the final. It was 
going to be the four couples for the length of one track. At the end of the track, the crowd 
would get to choose the winner, and they would win a free weekend to the next weekender
back at this site in September. The prize announcement got a brief ooh from the audience.



The four couples walked onto the floor to general applause, giving each other plenty of 
space with Franklin and Carol coming back to the same spot they had just left. They knew 
how to work a crowd with waves to all to build up the repour. Carl recognised Tony and 
Rachel from some of his local freestyles; they seemed to like big aerial lifts and power 
moves which were a bit excessive for half the places they danced, but their talent was 
exceptional. 

    The other two couples look vaguely familiar but just as faces in the crowd type of 
way. Tom waved to the DJ to start now the couples were set. The music was a thumpy 
heavy beat pop track which everyone had heard a thousand times before. The Champs 
and Tony and Rachel danced as everyone who knew them would have expected. Smooth 
and intricate for the professionals, big and bold for Tony and Rachel. The other two 
couples were pleasant enough, running mostly standard moves with the odd technical one 
thrown in. Neither were real contenders for the throne. 

The next few minutes were enjoyable for all, those watching and those showing off 
with the tune soon coming to a close. Everybody cheered for the competitors as Tom 
gathered them in. 
“Right, nice and straightforward.” He said to the assembled crowd.
“I will hold my hand above the couple, and you lot cheer for your favorite, is that OK?” he 
paused, then went a little bit panto with,
“I can't hear you, Is that OK.” everyone cheered again. Tom stood behind Franklin and 
Carol; the room exploded, cheers were full of whoops, clapping hands and stomping feet, 
the couple looked genuine please and waved their thanks to everyone. 

Tom moved behind Tony and Rachel, with the crowd whooping and hollering again. 
The noise was almost matching as much as before but just not quite the same number 
cheering. Rachel looked calm; Tony looked as if he was due every clap and cheer. The 
other two couples did OK, but the noise level was markedly less than the first two, so they 
were out. 

Tom asked the two losing couples to leave the floor asking for a round of applause 
for giving it a go. Then he got to tell his best joke, which showed the caliber of the rest of 
his range. 
"And if you feel the need to complain," he said the losers were walking away, "the number 
you need to contact is 0800 won nothing won nothing." 

This got a polite titter of response from the odd person. Tom then repositioned the 
final two couples and once again repeated the procedure pointing to the couples in turn. 
Franklin and Carol got a loud cheer, Tony and Rachel got almost the same response until 
Tony egged the crowd on and the cheer rose up. Tom pointed to the right for Franklin and 
Carol, the crowd hollered, to the left for Tony and Rachel, the crowd roared, to the right, 
woops of joy, to the left, feet stamping. Finally, he waved the audience down for a bit of 
hush. 

“OK, OK listen up people this I just too much for me to decide so here's what we are going 
to do. Let's do this again tomorrow night with just these two couples and see if we can pick
a winner then?” The crowd cheered once more and added in a decent amount of clapping 
of appreciation. Carl breathed a quick sigh of relief, which he hadn't recognised he had 
been worrying until that point. Tom, realising the slippers were truly knackered had decided
to stall, good lad. 



Franklin and Carol acted as if they had expected it, nothing was going to shake their
perfect smiles. Rachel still looked calm, but Tony looked as if the smile he was forcing onto
his face was so painful that he might just bite his face off. Carl flinched seeing that look. 
Bat shit crazy; that guy looks bat shit crazy.

Tom thanked everyone and asked the four to remove themselves from the floor as it
was now time for the Dance Weekender Showcase. The showcases generally went with 
the usual format, the dance teachers showing off first, then some comical dancing which 
some people liked and then finally some group dancing with the punters getting involved. 
Carl had seen it all once, and that had been enough for him, so he made to leave the main
room to go to the blues room. 

He was fighting against the flow as those from the other rooms were now piling in to
see the cabaret. Meaning the blues room was going to be light of people, however, Carl 
knew someone who would be there. Smiling like a silly teen, he changed his shoes and 
went out into the early evening. 

Chapter 17.
Last Dance.  

 When he got there, the place was almost empty, only eight or so people had stayed 
behind. Most of them seated, chatting away, the DJ looked bored as playing to an empty 
floor is so frustrating.  The person Carl knew would be there was sat alone lost in thought. 
Making his way over to the couch Linda was sitting on; his oncoming shadow broke her 
contemplation. She greeted him with a tired smile. Sitting down next to her, he leaned in to
give her a gentle kiss on the cheek as a hello. 

She hadn't bothered with any fancy dress as that wasn't her thing, tonights outfit 
was a simple white summer dress that hung on her frame loosely.
“Hi Luv, how's the world treating you?” He asked while changing over the street shoes 
back to the dance shoes. He hadn't seen her face when he'd asked the question, but her 
words brought him right back to the moment instantly. 
“I'm moving to Canada soon.” 

No, don't leave me, he thought as a crushing weight pulled him into the seat. He said 
aloud.
“Canada, that sounds far away, what's brought that on then.”
A pause hung in the air, this wasn't the conversation either wanted to be having. 
“George's work, they offered him a promotion, and we decided it was worth a chance.” 
With dark eyes, Linda turned and looked straight into his soul. 
“It's going to be a fresh start for both of us, away from all the distractions of the past.”

The moment dragged out; she moved her head to look down into her lap. Carl sat 
frozen, in a room full of music the silence was deafening. He had always known deep 
down that she wasn't going to come back, the time they had managed to carve out for 
each other was never enough to break her marriage apart. They had been happy as far as
could see when reality had kicked back in. He had come home to find a taxi outside, her 
bags already packed up. The argument that followed had been brief and to the point. She 
was going back to he husband; it wasn't him, she was sorry. 



Carl had fantasised ever since about chasing the taxi down the road, pulling her out 
the car and kissing her into staying. The hope that she would come to her senses and 
come back had played itself out. Time after time they had bumped into each other on a 
dance floor. Their brief time together firing off every emotion Carl could feel making it 
impossible to say the words that needed to be said. 

One day he would have said them and the dream could have continued, but he'd 
left it too late, and here she sat, telling him that was never going to be. Too many emotions
were trying to surface until she spoke.
“Would you like to dance?”
“Yes, yes I would,” was the quick absent-minded reply. Carl finished changing his shoes 
over, stood up and held out a hand to the woman who's touch electrified him. 

    The second she touched him his mind cleared, she might not love him, but there 
was a part of her was always going to be his. It wasn't enough, but then no one said life 
was fair. The music was mid-song and too fast for Carl to get to grips with, but he wasn't 
focused enough to worry about it. They danced but were just going through the motions, 
both of them slightly distracted and neither wanting to discuss what needed to be.

 As the tune faded, Carl had a moment of clarity. Here he was with the woman he 
loved on an empty dance floor. A place that he normally had to create with boundless 
imagination for the fantasy of the perfect dance. And here as if the walls of reality had 
merged with his subconscious, it was here and now, the time to let her know what she was
leaving behind.

    As if the gods of pain were watching and knew what this meant, Beth Harts voice 
sang out clear as a bell from the speakers, this was his go-to track for a fantasy boogie. 
He knew it in and out, he had imagined this moment too many times not to have a routine 
prepared. He opened up so she could come into the close hold, which after a brief pause 
of reluctance she did. Their bodies touching from knee to head, on purpose he took a 
breath to make his match hers. He then took a few seconds to focus, to find the perfect 
moment to start, and then did. 

It started with a gentle body roll which took almost no pressure to lead; her body 
matched him completely. Then their torso's twisted slightly to add an extra degree of 
movement into the flow. Carl's focus was entirely taken up with directing her body in 
intricate patterns, hers, in turn, was locked on his every lead that she could follow as 
smoothly as possible. 

The whole world became each other's bodies with the soundtrack overlapping in 
their minds, directing the dance. The energy of the music rose and fell; their moves 
matched every contour the tune had. Move after move of two people totally focused 
working in harmony flowed seamlessly from one to another. From close hold out into full 
extension, coming back in when the track demanded it, moving back out when they had to.
His arms and frame leading arches, sways and full movements, her body responding to 
every single ounce of pressure applied. 

Both were breathing a lot harder now it had come to an end. Carl's mind was blank; 
he had used everything he had to make that the best he could. Leaning back a little so he 
could look into her eyes, those incredible eyes, he saw it had been worth it. She was 
looking back at him with such intensity he felt she was looking directly into his soul. Their 
attention got broken by a splattering of applause from three people sitting on the sofas at 



the edge where they had witnessed everything. Both dancers looked over, getting a little 
embarrassed by the situation. 

    They couldn't stay dancing, not after that, so Carl did something almost physically 
painful and released his arm to let her go. As she stepped back he gently took her hand up
and led his lady off the dance floor. They walked back to where she had been sitting. At 
any other time, this would have been where they had a quick peck on the cheek, promised
to save another dance for later and that would be it. At any other time that is what would 
have happened. 

He gazed down into those enchanting eyes, all he wanted to do was to hold her 
tight and never let go. She gazed up at him then she reached up, tilted his chin down, 
stood up on her tiptoes and kissed him delicately on the lips. Whispered a thank you and 
turned, picked up her dance bag and walked off around the dance floor to the Calypso bar 
lounge area where George was sitting watching something on the TV. He couldn't believe 
it; she'd walked off without a backward glance. Everyone knew about the backward glance,
the unintentional giveaway that they fancied you, but not today, not here and now. It felt 
like the night's sky started to fall around him.
“Carl.” Carl looked around to see who had spoken to find Claire standing next to him. 
“Oh right hi, you alright?” he asked distractedly.
“Fine.” was the blunt response, as she punched him in the stomach. 

    Chapter

It wasn’t the most devastating blow he had ever taken, but it had been unexpected. 
Anger flared, fists tensed.
“What’s your malfunction blondie?” he demanded.
“You!” She replied equally as agitated. “What is wrong with you?”
“Me. What?”
“Why didn’t you go after her?” she pleaded, Carl relaxed now as he now got it, women! He 
looked over at the special lady that held a part of him wherever she went and then looked 
back down at Claire.
“She chose him.” Claire slapped his waist.
“You’re supposed to go after her you fool.”
“They’re going to Canada.” Claire gazed around the room at the couple, then back to Carl. 
“If you saw the way she was just looking at you then you’d know she doesn't want to 
leave.”
Leaning down to put his forehead close to hers and slowly to emphasize the words, he 
replied.
“They are moving to Canada in a couple of weeks.”
He saw the slap coming and for some reason let it land. The clap on his face managed to 
echo in the room loud enough to get the few people who were about to turn and look, 
including Linda.

“Why won’t you fight for this, why do you keep letting her walk away?”
Carl felt the energy leave him as the weight of the world jumped aboard, taking a moment 
to sit down while rubbing the sore cheek, he looked up at the small woman he considered 
his little sister. Then the image of her parading around naked popped into his mind, and he
revised that from sister to friend. 
“Because I’m just her mistake.” Claires face told a short story as she heard the words, 
understood them all individually but not the sentence as a whole, then the thought process
caught up with a question.



“What does that mean?”

“It means I could have been anyone, she left him, and we just hooked up. Then she went 
back to him after realising I was a mistake.” Claire sat down next to him, staring at the side
of his head with irritation she said.
“You’re a moron, do you know that? She left him because she was miserable, you made 
her happy. She only went back because his mum was ill.”
“Huh?” he said with a bit of hope but mostly confusion in his voice.
“How did you not know that?” Claire’s tone changed completely as that small piece of 
news changed everything. “Gracie passed away about five weeks back I think; my aunt 
went to the funeral, turns out she knew her from work. She said it was a nice send-off 
apart from the bit with the doves.”  

Carl’s mind was reeling with the fact that his fantasy might not be a lost cause yet. 
Perhaps the whole, not talking to each other when dancing hadn’t been the best plan. He 
was a man of action after all.  Distracted, he only caught the end of the sentence and 
asked.
“What?” 
“They did a whole thing with releasing doves; you know, all symbolical and stuff, here.” 
Claire pulled out a mobile from her shoe bag, flicked the screen to life, then started 
scrolling through some pictures before finding the right one and then showed him. Carl 
looked at the screen still half distracted looking at pictures of what looked more like a 
garden party than a funeral. 

Claire swiped a couple of shots that showed George releasing some doves from a 
wicker basket. Then a couple of shots showing everyone flinching away from low-flying 
doves, and she finished it off with a picture of a fat black cat that had a white feather in its 
mouth. She looked up to see if it had got the response it deserved but her friend wasn’t 
paying attention.   

Carl’s mind was buzzing like busy bees, he had all but given up on the dream of him and 
Linda, but with one sentence the world had flipped over. This was something he could fix, 
if she had only gone back because of family ties then maybe, just maybe there was still a 
chance. He needed to do something; he needed to move. Standing up hoping for a 
release of some sort, but the room was devoid of people and energy. Leaning down to 
Claire he gently kissed her on the cheek.
“Thank you; I need to get out of here for a bit.” Quickly he went to get his rucksack leaving 
her behind without a backward glance. Which was a shame as he would have seen a 
pained look that showed how Claire thought about him.

    Thoughts ploughed through Carl’s mind as he walked out into the night. From the 
absurd, to deadly and back to silly. What to do first, kill George and stand on his broken, 
bloody corpse to claim his woman by right of conquest? It didn’t sound like a real option, 
but it did keep lighting up neurons during the quieter moments of his walk. Running over to
her and making a scene right now was also tickling in there but that wasn’t his style. 
Finding a weak spot and slamming a wedge into it to force the issue? Could he just talk to 
her and find out her thoughts on this? No that was a stupid idea, who on earth does that.   

    He walked right around the entire campsite at a brisk paced as the ideas churning. 
He hadn't been paying much attention to the surroundings until he found himself standing 
in front of Charlotte and Missy’s chalet. The cold number 58 staring back at him felt like a 
slap in the face when the realisation of where he was standing came to focus. 



He was here for a reason, this was important, both women were outgoing, active 
people and they should have come a knocking by now. The silent chalet glared accusingly,
there was no one here, and that was his doing. The spirit of fun should be roaring through 
this space, and only silence screamed into the night.  But what about his love life? That 
would have to wait for now and besides, a plan of action had started to form for that 
special lady. 

Carl banged on the door with a fist loud enough to wake the whole row let alone 
those just in the chalet. The door rattled under the force but somehow managed to hold on
to the frame. 
“Charlotte!” he called out as worry started to creep into his thoughts. It was just a simple 
pair of stupid slippers but Missy had come straight at him when they knew who had taken 
them. It had looked like anger at the time, but perhaps she had been scared. Fear does 
make you do stupid things, but no matter how hard Carl thought about it, the slippers just 
made no sense at all. 

With the curtains still shut tight, and he knew deep down that no one was in the 
building. Something was off here, and he didn’t know what it was or what to do. Breaking 
in again would be a waste of time, no one was here, and they weren’t in the clubhouses. If 
they were, they would have come and had a word. As neither lady was shy about coming 
forward, that would have been an event for all to enjoy.

 Which left what as an option? If they were dead would he know, wouldn’t someone 
have said something? Corpses lying about on a holiday camp should get some 
recognition. If there were something online, then Claire or Simi would have seen it, both 
spent all day checking everyone's status updates. So, no dead bodies, no living bodies 
either and no gossip. What the fuck was going on around here? Spinning about to see if 
anything would spark a blast of inspiration to figure out reality, nothing happened fast. 

    Needing to do something, needing to move soon, there was an urgent need to act, 
but what to do, oh lord what to do? Carl had too many problems and not enough 
information. Charlotte and Missy were one, Sasha was two, Linda was three and Dave 
was four. Dave could be dismissed to a point, as long as he decided to keep a low profile, 
then that would be an issue for another time. 

Claire hadn’t seen him yet and if the gods were willing she wouldn’t. Of all the things
he didn’t need was a meltdown by her, Dave had been a right vicious bastard at the end 
and to be honest, she was only just keeping it all together. Carl’s fists had clenched just at 
the thought of that shit, the idea of punching in more of his teeth flickered, and for a 
moment he felt the anger rise as his muscles flexed priming for action once more.

Taking a deep breath to retake control while trying to figure out what to do about the
others. Linda, his beautiful Linda, with those eyes that lit up the nights. Knowing he was 
smitten didn’t help, and so far no amount of trying to forget had done any good either. 
When she had said she was leaving it had felt like a hammer blow taking his breath away, 
but now there was a chance, realistically it was a very slim one but God loves a trier. 

She had a habit of taking a midnight swim in the sea whenever she was at a 
weekender, Carl didn’t know why it had started but had enjoyed it when he 'd joined in. So,
if he caught her on the way out or the way back the chances are laughing boy wouldn’t be 



with her, and they could have a proper conversation. It was hopeful, but it was the only 
thing that he could right away that didn’t involve a fight to the death with her other half.

    Then there was Sasha; something had her spooked her pretty badly if she had 
thought using Carl as a decoy was a good idea. She was kind of brilliant so that move 
would have been a considered. The logical conclusion would be that it was some guy who 
couldn't take a hint. And yet that didn’t feel quite right. Sasha had a habit of using sex like 
a bulldozer, and dealing with men comes as part and parcel of her antics. But again, he 
didn’t have enough information to work with; still, Sash was a bright spark and should be 
able to look after herself. However, it might be worth having a look about to make sure she
didn't need help with a backup plan.   

    And finally, there were the girls and those bloody silly slippers. Nothing about that 
made sense, why they would take them in the first place, why they would need them for 
the first class and why they had both disappeared. With all his other problems Carl 
seemed to know this was the one that needed to be dealt with right away. 
While he stood outside their door the idea that he had inadvertently fucked up started to 
weigh on his conscience. 

It might all be a coincidence; one of women could be going through the change and 
become a klepto. They needed to get the slippers back and knew there was a window of 
opportunity around 10am and suddenly there was a family emergency that meant they left 
leaving behind all of their possessions. That must be it, all you needed was a bit of logic 
and Bob’s your uncle, a solution had become clear. 

For some reason that didn't like the correct answer and the silence of the chalet 
was starting to give him the creeps. It was time to do something; he needed information on
everything, and there wasn’t any out here. Time to get his dance shoes back on and go to 
work, first was to find all his ladies. With that decision made he started back to the blues 
room as the cabaret might still be on and no one needs that. As he got close the need for 
the loo made itself present, his chalet was way behind so he changed course towards the 
closest available one which was in the games room. 

He entered through an open fire exit; the place was quiet with just a dull beat 
coming through the walls from the Blues room music. The area was large and filled with 
six working snooker tables. Each had a low hanging table light offering the only 
illuminations. He walked passed those to get to the small toilets at the back of the room. 
There was a male and female one; together they were smaller than the bathroom of his 
flat. You had to walk through the doorway, turn a corner to enter a tiny space with just the 
bare essentials. Fortunately, they were a little out of the way for the dancers and not often 
in use. 

        Just at the entrance, Carl had to pull back in surprise as Dave turned the corner to 
come out. Both reacted the same, as the anger within rose with recognition of who was 
standing before them. Dave moved forward to shoulder his way past, but Carl smoothly 
side stepped out of the way. Dave continued just to walk away and get out of proximity, but
Carl needed to get a dig in so that scum could just walk off.
“Didn’t hear the hand dryer going, don’t you bother to wash your pissed stained hands 
before touching other people?” Dave paused a few steps away; he didn’t turn, he just 
stood there clenching his fists. Carl was unable to stop himself continuing as the irritations 
of the day collided with a physical presence of a person he loathed.



“Although I suppose that’s the least the women around here can expect from you.” Dave 
turned this time, the look on his face said that he just needed a nudge for this to escalate 
real fast. 
“Why are you here Dave? You must have known we were coming as this is her favorite 
event.”
“Fuck you and the high and mighty one. I'm not letting you two push me around. I have just
as much right to be here, and nothing you do can stop me." The words were wrong; Carl 
knew it even as he stepped forward to respond to the challenge. Dave was a smarmy 
animal; his patter worked on the unexpecting but here stood a witness to his true nature. 

Dave wiped his mouth with the back of his hand as some spittle had come out. 
Then he said.
“Think you’re so special don’t ya, pushing everyone about, making sure we are all in our 
place so you can do what you want."
Carl paused, what the fuck was Dave talking about? 
"All I wanted was to do was try and build a life with that woman until you came into our 
lives. You ruined everything, and what's worse is that you think you have the right." 

Suddenly Dave stepped forward right into Carl's face and whispered, "She was a 
whore who didn't know her place. Next time I'm going to..."
Carl's left hand instantly clamped around the smaller man's throat. Then, pushing the little 
shit backwards and sideways Carl got the satisfaction of slamming the fool into a wall. The
thud felt so good to hear. It felt good to feel. You often heard people say that violence 
doesn't solve anything, it might not work in the long run, but by god, it felt good in the 
moment. With almost joyful abandon the hand around Dave's throat tightened. Carl leaned
in and said,
"There's no-one here to drag me off you this time, so let's have some fun shall we." Carl 
took a breath. It should have been the primer for an explosion of violence against the 
creature before him, but as the moment took hold, Dave somehow managed to smiled as 
the world went black. 

Chapter 

Carl opened his eyes in confusion and dizziness. Pain ballooned and echoed in his 
skull and yet was pinpointed to the right side of his head, but something was wrong with 
the room. That and the pain held most of his dazed attention. Hands waved about to try 
and stabilise the dizzyness somehow, yet as they moved it became clear they might not be
his. Legs moved, seemingly on their own accord doing nothing helpful while they did, and 
the pain, the pain was immense, taking too much of his effort to focus. A hand came up to 
the side of his head to touch the stinging, perhaps make sense of what was going on. As 
soon as fingers reached the area, the staggering ache intensified immediately causing his 
body to spasm, taking him back into darkness. 

    Carl opened his eyes again, blinking repeatedly, he tried to clarify what the hell was 
going on as the odd half-dark, half-light view suddenly turned into understanding, he was 
lying on the floor. Once that fact has solidified, the pain doubled its effect, causing him to 
moan in discomfort. The floor smelt quite horrific in this position making him feel nauseous,
or adding to it, one or the other. The need to stand up took over; he might make it up if he 
tried. The memory of the sergeant from his youth was screaming at him to get up; 
"You lay down to die, now get up you fool before they come back." With his memory 
helping, he fought against the disorientation to try and stand.  



    Moving one way and then reeling the other made the process quite an event. 
Reaching out for support, he finally managed to grab a leg of one of the snooker tables. As
his weight adjusted to the assistance, there was a moment when Carl thought he had it 
under control before his legs gave out bringing him back down with a thump. Nausea and 
pain both flared just in case he had forgotten about them at which point he felt the need to 
have a breather, the sarge be damned. 

Taking in his surroundings, which were still a little off as everything seemed to be 
tilted slightly. His hand reached out to the floor for stability when it touched something 
smooth that moved, flinching away he looked at what had spooked him. A cue stick lay 
there trying very hard to look entirely innocent. Checking around again trying to evaluate 
everything, even groggy, he came back with the conclusion that someone had just hit him 
with a bloody cue stick.  

    Anger welled up as did the need to rise up and slap someone; Dave’s face came 
instantly to mind. But it hadn’t been him, not that Carl could recall too cleanly. No, he’d had
that creep by the throat. Or that’s what he thought; perhaps the guy had learned kung fu 
since their last fight. Kung Fu, is that still a thing? Probably be Thai Boxing or MMA. Pain 
flared again just to remind him to pay attention to it. However, it wasn’t the first whack 
around the head he had ever taken. So even still a bit dizzy,  it was time to try and get up, 
so with the aid of the table he once again struggled to a standing position.

Letting the panic and anger drain away to leave his body shaking a little with 
adrenaline withdraw. Carl stood tall and went to walk it off only to lean heavily on the 
snooker table as his legs started to give way again. The jolt caused a quick blast of agony 
throughout his body making him wince in response. Leaning on the table trying not to be 
sick. Carl was sucking in deep breaths to get some control quite unsuccessfully. The need 
to vomit triggered at the back of his throat and instinctively he tried to rush to the toilet. 

    The physical onslaught made the rushed trip a mini adventure of stumbling and 
bouncing off walls. The sick spurted out of his mouth and nose fractionally before being in 
the right position. Most of what came up just beer and it was splattered off the wall and 
toilet seat. Carl used the stall walls to support himself as the convulsions reduced and as 
the thumping pain in his head increased. In the background he could hear the beat of the 
music, with the beating going on in his head, it was too much, and another spasm fired off 
a second bout of vomiting.  

    Dropping to his knees as the fresh waves of pain swelled through him. The moans 
just left him; he hadn't got enough control to deal with everything. The background noise 
faded to nothing, and all he could hear was the beating of his heart. Whoever had used the
cue had done a number on him, the idea of a concussion started to be a concern. 
Although, that was only going to be if he survived. Time disappeared as once again the 
pain and nausea took over. 

The sudden realisation that he was sitting in a puddle of something awakened Carl 
from the void. The cold, wet material of his trousers took the focus for a few seconds long 
enough to get him to move. Once he started, then the next step of standing up seemed 
appropriate. Taking the time to make sure this was viable, he used the stall door frame for 
leverage and managed to get out of the sick puddle. It didn't smell that bad yet but the time
would come; however, like so many things were a problem for the future. He was up and 
no longer throwing up. Things were getting better already. His ear and head were still 
throbbing like a boss, but the stunning pain had eased off to a tolerable ache. All the 



contents of his stomach had long left the building so when a small spasm twitched, the 
stomach muscle just tensed a little. That was going to become sore soon. OK, we're still 
alive, now, do I clean the mess up?

    Looking about at the state of the place, to be fair it wasn't horrific. Mostly it had 
been liquid that had come up, most of that had hit the target. Granted, some of it had hit 
the rim, the side panels and was all over the wall and floor. But still, not too bad, his 
trousers had soaked up some off the floor which depending on your view could be 
considered helpful. After a few seconds of indecision, guilt made him stay; god knows 
why? He had found toilets much worse than this before where the previous occupier had 
decided that it was someone else problem to clean up their mess.  

    Grabbing some toilet roll from the dispenser and doing a half-arsed job wiping down
vertical things within reach, he then dropped several pieces to the floor and with his foot 
quickly ran them over the wet patches. After a good twenty seconds worth of effort he 
leaned down with a groan to pick the soggy wad up, everything went into the bowl and was
away with a flush. Checking his work, which was slap dash at best, the place was almost 
presentable. The next person was going to need to check where he was standing and 
make sure not to touch anything. However, for most men that wouldn't be unusual. Pub 
loo's on the weekends were quite often in this kind of state. 
    

Stopping briefly to rinse off his hands, which he then wiped on his trousers, then 
went and washed his hands again. Carl set off into the night. Possible to have a lie-down, 
coming out of the toilet back into the snooker room. He picked up the innocent looking 
snooker cue to put back on the table as apparently while cleaning up, he had also turned 
into health and safety man. 

While he stood and the tables side, the scene of the crime ran through his mind. 
Someone had to have walked out of the ladies toilet, saw him with numbnuts by the throat,
they had picked up the first weapon they saw and took a swing at him. Checking the 
weight of the cue, which was substantial and could have done some real damage; he was 
pretty lucky to be standing at all. 

Then the dross that Dave had been saying suddenly made sense, he hadn't been 
talking to Carl at all, he had been playing it up for a hidden audience. That person heard 
Dave profess his innocence and had Carl looked like the aggressor. The whispered 
comment had triggered Carl off like the thoughtless idiot he was, and the scene had 
worked flawlessly in the little shits favour. Arse. Not only did Carl look like a fool but some 
poor unsuspecting woman thought that gob shite was a victim. Double Arse.

    The pulsing pain from his ear chimed in at this point just to make sure it was due 
some attention. He flinched and covered the ear with some hopes it may minimise the 
agony. Looking up he realised a woman was coming towards him, so Carl stood up 
straight to give the impression he wasn't a drunk lout hanging out near the ladies toilets. 
The woman dressed as a sexy vampire walked directly up to Carl looking at him as if he 
was a freak of some sort. Sasha asked.
What's up with you? 
“Someone just hit me with a pool cue? He replied. Carl gazed back down into hers dark 
eyes looking for some empathy or sympathy or any kind of pathy only to see nothing. 
She took a quick look around and followed with,
Wouldn't that be a snooker cue?
“I don't care woman; someone's just hit me with a bloody lump of wood.”



With a hmm, she checked him over. As Sasha was doing this Carl realised she was 
wearing her game face. She was a school teacher in the real world, teaching troubled kids.
Presumably, there was more than a few incidents between them all, so if she got involved, 
it didn't do to overreact. The kids were usually from abusive families, used to living around 
volatile tempers, so they were primed for reading body language and facial signals as a 
form of self-defense. Trying to get through to them was a battle in itself. The first part was 
not reacting in the way they expected to outbursts as part of the healing process.

    And here she was with the work face on, not showing him any reaction to the 
situation. Which instantly pissed him off. 
“I'm alright OK.” He said abruptly waving her off.
“Really? Any blurred vision or anything I should know about?” He briefly considered telling 
her that he had blacked out, but the would be a red flag for her. 
“No, I'm just bruised and battered, whoever did it ran off straight away.” 
“I saw Dave run out of here with someone about ten minutes ago, was that you? Carl 
quickly did the maths, between throwing up and struggling to get up it looked like he was 
out a for a couple of minutes. 

That might not be right, but he knew it wasn't excellent for any loss of 
consciousness.  It would get any doctor all twitchy with excitement wanting to scan your 
head for brain damage. Looking back to Sasha who had been watching him think he 
thought it might best to confess. 

“Did you see who was with him and I may have been unconscious for a little while.”
“May have?” she said with sarcasm in her voice. “and no, I didn't. What do you mean may 
have, you either did or didn't black out, which is it?”
“I had Dave by the throat and was then I was laying on the floor. It's all a bit blurry; I'm not 
a hundred percent sure on anything.” And before she said it, he indicated to her with a 
pointed finger and added: “I'm not going to the hospital, it's just a bump.”
“Famous last words to live by, at least come back to mine for a sit-down, you look awful.” 

As soon as Sasha made the offer, Carl's body reacted by feeling even worse, 
forcing a groan out of him. Sasha put one of his arms over her shoulder and walked him 
out the building. They walked in silence to Sasha’s chalet; both lost in their own thoughts. 
Once there,
“Sit.” She told him, Carl sat down on the bed gratefully, he was feeling less dizzy, but the 
constant thumping in his head was taking a toll. Sasha stood in front of him and took his 
head in her hands while the examination took place. Then she tilted his head up. 
“Look at the light.” Carl did what she asked while she reached behind her and turned the 
light off, waited for a second and then turned it back on. She was staring intently into his 
eyes when the light flooded the room again.   
“What are you doing?” He asked. 
“Checking to see if you have a concussion.” 
“Really?” he asked with suspicion.
“Yes, your eyes have trouble dilating; it’s a thing, now shush.” Carl unconsciously smiled, it
wasn’t often you got told to shush these days. He liked the word.
“Really? Are you sure, that sounds like something you saw on ER back in the 90’s and 
haven’t double checked on.” Carl was only teasing for effect, but it did sound slightly right. 
Sasha stopped dead and pulled his face up by the chin to make sure he was paying 
attention. 



“I work with violent little shits all day, trust me, I know how to check on head wounds.” He 
nodded in submission. 

    After checking on the damage, she walked off into the little toilet area.
“What’s the diagnosis doc?” Carl called out to her as he lay down on the bed.
He heard the tap running for a few seconds before she returned with a wet flannel.
“Here, put this on your ear and sit up, I don’t want you dripping water everywhere.”
“Yes ma’am.” Taking the wet cloth offered he put it to his ear lightly as the cold against the 
heat of a bruised ear made him twitch reflectively. Sasha’s hand clamped over his as she 
pushed the lot together none too gently. 
“Ow.” Carl tried to pull his head out of her grip, but she was having none of it. 
“Just do it, you big baby.”

 “This how you treat your kids is it?” Too tired to pamper the big lump Sasha let go and sat 
down next to him. Carl looked at her properly for the first time that night; she did seem a bit
tired. Which wasn’t too unusual for a dance weekender, but still, it was a bit early to start 
showing symptoms.
“You alright?” He asked with a little worry.

    She tilted over to bump shoulders with him but didn’t reply. As the conversation 
didn’t appear to be forthcoming Carl let the silence wash over them. He didn’t need to talk 
much, and Sasha was one of the few who didn’t feel the need to fill the void with empty 
waffle. The pulse thumping through his ear started to ease up under the cold touch of the 
cloth, but that was short-lived as the heat coming off him soon dried the flannel out. 

He got up and re-soaked the cloth and returned to his position next to his friend. 
The quiet went on, and even for Carl, it seemed a bit too long. Thinking back over what 
had happened so far this weekend, he suddenly realised that with the nonsense with 
David, and those pointless slippers he hadn’t been a good friend to this lady. The fact she 
had a problem was evident but was she going to share it with him?

“You know you can trust me right,” he told her gently. The statement didn’t get the required
response needed to ease his mind. 
“I saw you on the beach today.” She double blinked at that. “Looked like you thought 
someone was following you.” She took a deep breath. 
“And that silliness with your mole last night, I presume that was a show for some muppets 
benefit.”
“I was worried about it.” the whispered response was made without any conviction. 
“OK, well, just know you can talk to me, I’m a good listener.” The air burst out of her at that
remark making a phisst noise.

“You.” She turned to stare at him. “A good listener! You’re the worst listener in the history of
listeners. I consider myself lucky you know what we’re discussing right now.” 
“Which is what makes me so good.” He replied defensively. ”You can tell me anything; I’m 
not paying attention.” He finished the sentence with a cheeky grin, which lost something 
with the wet flannel dripping onto his shoulder. Sasha shook her head a little in resignation.
“You can’t help anyway.” The words came out of her mouth, but the look on her face 
betrayed the fact she hadn’t meant to say anything. Pushing his luck, Carl asked,
“Oh yeah, why not.”
“Because you’re as subtle as a megadeath concert.”
“I’m going to take that as a compliment.”



“You know what I mean. If I tell you, then you will get involved like the lump you are and 
just make matters worse.”
“I’m a man of occasional action, I except that can be a problem now and then, but I can 
just listen. Look!” He held up his spare hand and did the scouts three finger salute. “Scouts
honour, that I won’t thump anybody unless you give me clear leave to do so.”   

Looking deep into his eyes to see if there was any duplicitous about him, she saw 
none. Although half the time she rarely saw intelligence there either as it was hidden so 
well.
“Fine, no names though, I’m not aiming you at anyone by accident.”     
“Not a problem, just lay down the situation and let me guide you with my sage advice.” The
smile was smug which almost earnt him a slap. Sasha slouched where she was in defeat, 
she did need to talk to someone but this lump next to her, would he be helpful or would he 
do exactly what she was expecting like the white knight idiot he was. With a pause to 
quickly consider, the lady made a decision. 

“I asked someone to be my dance partner, just a dance partner mind, nothing else. I want 
to learn to Tango properly, and everyone says its best to get a partner. He lives close to me
and is a good lead so it made sense. He said no as he already had a dance partner, which
was news to me. I asked, he said no, all done. But they are both here, and she is pissed 
like an angry mother bear with a sore tooth chewing on a brick.” She looked up to him to 
emphasise the words.

“I mean over the top, fucknuts crazy looney tunes woohoo loolar pissed.”
“You asked, he said no, and that’s it?”
“Yep.” Was the defensive reply.
“No funny business?”
“Nope.”
“And now we have looney tunes running amok, amok, amok?”
“Yep.”
“Hmm.” 
“Hmmm indeed. So what’s your advice then oh sage one?” Instead of answering he 
countered with,
“How crazy is she?”

Sasha moved to her shoe bag to grab her phone out, with her long black hair trying 
to help her out as she quickly searched for it. Flicking her hair back and then looking at the
phone, she purposely turned herself towards Carl so he would not be able to see the 
screen as she went through the texts. 
“This is one of.” She quickly scanned the phone. ”One of twelve she has sent today. 
Making sure only the text was visible without any identities, she span the phone around so 
Carl could read it. It took a few moments to grasp the full effect of vile expletives and vivid 
imagery used."

“Wow, that a special kind of fan you have there.”
“Thanks, that’s helpful.” Sasha laid down on the bed, her short dress riding up her thighs. 
Carl looked at those delicious tanned legs of hers as naughty thoughts of touching her 
perfect skin tickled in the back of his mind somewhere. 
“And how is that helping?” she asked, the sarcasm almost dripping. Carl looked up to her 
eyes and realised he had twisted to look down on her. He didn’t move immediately as the 
answer, 
“Well, my ear isn’t hurting anymore.” Came out of his mouth. 



“You’re supposed to be helping me.”
“Well, I could do this.” He took the flannel off his ear, squashed it to get it to dribble some 
cold water onto her thighs. It was still chilled enough to get a reaction as the water trickled 
down between her legs. 

Squealing, she bolted upright, her left hand coming up with pace to catch him a 
perfect slap to the back of the head. Pain exploded in Carl head and there seemed nothing
he could to stop it. He had started to delude himself it wasn’t too bad an injury but the 
blinding misery showed off how wrong he was. Doubled over in pain he mumbled 
something about the vicious nature of cruel hearted women.  

“Bastard.” Sasha wiped the water off her legs, looking down at the idiot sage she asked.
” Are you crying on me?”
“No.” was the too quick response. 
“You’ve been shot, stabbed and set on fire but this is what makes you cry.”   
Carl wiped his eyes, sat up and looked at the women with intensity; 
“I cried when you stabbed me; you would have noticed if you hadn’t been screaming so 
much abuse.”
The old argument came quickly to her lips. 
“Oh please, you got a bit of a scratch and bled all over me.”
“You impaled me and then got stroppy about blood on your dress, and you think that bird 
texting you is fucknuts crazy, she’s not the only one.” Her eyebrows shot up at that insult.

“The doctor said nothing important was damaged; you only had a couple of stitches.”
“Thirty-two is not a couple; you scarred me for life.” He started to pull at this t-shirt to show 
off the battle scar. She, in turn, slapped his hands down to stop that. 
“You're covered in scars, you great big Neanderthal.” 
“From defending queen and country.” He pleaded.
“Oh bite me you adrenalin junkie, if you think you’re going to sell that queen and country 
balls on me, then you got brain damaged in that beating you took.”
“Not a beating.” He said defensively holding up a finger for enthuses. “It’s not a beating if 
they only hit you once.”  

Sasha stared at the idiot. Carl couldn’t read her mind, but he didn’t need to while 
her eyes were burning into him like that. She wants me. The room was quiet for a few 
seconds while Carl waved his finger at her to prove his honour was still intact. All his 
wishful desires turned into dust when she grabbed her bag up and pulled out some car 
keys. 
“Nooo, what are you doing?”
“I’m taking you to the A and E.”
“What, no, there’s nothing wrong with me.” Even though he was a mess, the burn of desire
was still ever hopeful. Sasha leaned in and looked at him with care and concern.
“I didn’t hit you that hard, you’re in a lot worse state than you're telling me, you need to see
a doctor.”
“Balls, I thought we were going to get hot and sweaty then.” The rush of excitement quickly
faded as Carl accepted that he was in a state and he’d always trust her judgement. 

He stood to take the cloth back to the bathroom. In the close quarters, the move put
them right in front of each other. While meeting his gaze, she placed her hand over the 
scar they made together and whispered. 
“Did you really think you could keep up with me?” Carl looked into those eyes of fire as his 
heart skipped a beat. He whispered back. 



“I’ve never been able to keep up with you.” Sasha moved her hand back then punched him
in the stomach hard enough to get a grunt out of him. Sarcastically she said,
“Tell me about it.” As then she turned and left the small apartment expecting him to follow.

Getting the car and making it off-site wasn’t an issue as no-one else was about, 
they all had the good sense to be dancing. Sasha’s car was a sleek black BMW. The 
interior was light brown and luxurious. Carl instantly wanted just to curl up and snooze only
his host wasn’t having it. 
“Oh, no sleeping till the doc clears you,” she said as a hand whipped out to slap at his arm.
“Fine, whatever.” He said in a mock teenage strop. ”You need to keep me awake then.” 
They soon pulled out into the empty dark streets of the village. 

“You’re supposed to be helping me with my stalker problem remember?” She replied. “I’m 
only keeping you alive long enough to accomplish that.”  
“Oh that, yeah right, erm, well time to be dazzled by my sageness, you should tell the 
bloke.” Carl amused himself pushing some buttons till Sash slapped him again.
“That’s it is it, just tell him and all my problems go away.” Carl looked up and over at her 
with complete seriousness.
“Oh god no, you’ve triggered off a nutter, telling him is a stalling tactic at best. If you didn’t 
live anywhere close to them or wasn’t as stunningly hot as you are.” That got a look from 
her. 
“Please, you know you are.” He told her off. “Anyway, if you weren’t going to be a regular 
fixture then telling him might be enough, but with you popping up at every dance event like
a permanent reminder, she is going to go for you at some point.”  

    They drove in silence for some time as the several miles to the hospital in Great 
Yarmouth flew past the window. The car handled like a dream, and in Carl’s mind, it 
sounded like a giant purring jaguar. Which was an odd concept countered by the thumping
pain in his head. A flicker of jealousy passed through his mind. He had walked into the fires
of hell to face death, and his friend here had only dealt with shitty teenagers. But she had 
the car, the penthouse flat and a life he envied.   

“Do you really think so?” Sasha asked breaking his maudlin thinking. He snapped out of it 
with a quick; no-one ever said life was fair sonny Jim. Realising he had no idea what she 
was on about, he asked.
“Do I mean what?” Sasha gave him a quick confused look trying to figure out why he didn’t
know what it was he had just said.  
“You just said she is going to go for me at some point, do you really think so?”  
“Oh yeah that, probably.” He sat up a bit straighter. “You know each other, she’s making 
threats that you could easily take to the police, and she doesn’t seem to care. If she were 
just a nameless muppet on twitter or something then I’d say she was full of it, but it’s 
personal, so the chances are it will just keep escalating like Dave and me. If you’re lucky, 
then the bloke can shove a wrench in her thinking and stop her, but I wouldn’t hold your 
breath.”

    The streets were getting more and more lit up with street lamps as they got closer to
the city centre; Sasha wasn’t checking directions and hadn’t activated the cars sat nav.
“How do you know where you’re going? There haven’t been any signs for a hospital that 
I’ve seen.”
Without a blink, she replied with,
“This will be the third time I’ve been there today.” Sash looked over at him. “Because of 
what happened to Charlotte.” Carl’s brain froze as the sensation of dread washed over 



him. Spiders of fear started the crawl up his spine. The unease that he hadn't been able to 
shake all day rose up like a monolith of accusation. You did this. 

Chapter 

Trying to sound casual and failing utterly, he quietly asked.
“What happened to Charlotte?” Sasha’s double take at him made it clear she thought he 
already knew. 
“She was hit by a car this morning, how do you not know that?” but he wasn’t listening as 
his mind started with the commentary. You did this; this is your fault. All you had to do was 
give back those stupid slippers. 
“Carl!” 
“Huh, what?”
“Are you alright, you spaced out on me.” She placed her hand on his thigh as a sign of 
how worried she was. “We’ll be at the hospital soon; you’re going to be alright, just stay 
with me.” She thinks I’m concussed. He placed his hand on top of hers in the way of 
returned thanks. The pair of them spent the rest of the journey in silence, lost in thought, 
both for different reasons.  

The bright lights of the hospital entrance soon appeared, and Sasha pulled up 
smoothly right to the door to let Carl out, she had no intention of going in there, and he 
knew that. The fact she had been here twice today already was no small thing in itself, the 
woman was petrified of the places. Carl hadn't questioned her about the car accident as 
he was feeling guilty about it enough without getting details. She in return hadn't talked 
about the hospital; they couldn’t have dragged her into that building unless she was dying 
herself and all she had done was give a few people a lift.

He un-clicked the seat belt then turned to her.
“Thank you; I really appreciate this.” He leaned over, and they gave each other cheek 
kisses in goodbye. Getting out of the car in quick order, Carl thought about the last time 
the two of them had arrived at an emergency door. With him soaked in blood being walked
in with the help of a nurse and her just standing mute in the doorway watching.

    Snapping out of it, he turned to make sure he gave the lady some serious help with 
her problem. Crouching down to talk to he said.
“When you tell this mystery dancer of yours about the woman in question, make sure she 
isn’t close by or that will be it for you. You’re the enemy, and he’s the target. Don’t forget 
that, and if they are going to be about all weekend, then I suggest you get some backup or
at the very least mingle.” The fire flared in her eyes. 
“Thanks but I can handle myself.”
“I mean it Sash, don’t do this alone, that’s a stupid move.”
“You always go off alone.” 
The smile bloomed on Carl’s face.
“Exactly.” He stood, a little slowly as the knees weren’t as young as they once were, but he
finally made it up all the way. 

Going to close the door he stopped as a thought ran passed, he leaned back and 
looked at Sasha.
“I haven’t said anything that you haven’t already thought, have I?” The smile bloomed on 
her face an equal to what his had just been; she shook her head.
“No, but it’s nice to know my military genius agrees with what I’m thinking.” With a resigned
smile, he finished off with,



“Watch your six, sweety.” 
“Always do babe, now go let a doctor have a look at you.” Carl closed the car door and 
waved her off, the car purring away as it soon vanished around a corner.

Turning to walk into the overly bright reception, worry for one friend switched to 
another. Somewhere in this building was a woman that might be injured because he 
couldn’t stop himself from playing detective. A simple pair of slippers, just a couple of 
fucking slippers and it had all gone tits up. And what made it worse what was starting to 
grate was. However he looked at the situation, there wasn’t an actual theory that made 
sense. Charlotte and Missy weren't retarded, and their actions didn't seem logical. The 
whole thing irked Carl as this was his thing, his job, his raison d'etre. I solve puzzles 
therefore I am baby, but with this, I haven’t got a Scooby Doo. 

The smell hit as soon as the doors swished open, a cross between chemically clean
with a hint of sweetness. The temperature was slightly warmer than outside, so it felt a bit 
chilly but not too bad. Spying the receptionist, he walked over and fully intended to ask 
about Charlotte but couldn't recall her surname. It would probably be frowned upon asking 
to see bed-ridden women in hospitals without a name. 

To be fair, she had been hit by a car in a camp-site, which might help identify her 
unless that was a regular occurrence. Part of him tried to do the maths; Great Yarmouth 
and Norfolk have sites all along the coastline, lots of people running around in small 
spaces with cars all doing tight, sharp manoeuvres. He looked up at the ceiling imagining 
floor after floor full of people who were all from accidents from car parks in campsites. 
There could be hundreds of them.     

    The receptionist glanced up at the man standing in front of her. The swelling was 
apparent on the right side of his face, his shirt and trousers were wet down the right side 
as if he had been sick all over himself and he was starring up into space. Drug addict she 
thought to herself. 
“Can I help you love?” she asked with the worn tones of someone who was fed up and 
needed a break. Carl snapped back to reality realizing what he must look like and being a 
little embarrassed. The heat of a blush started almost immediately with the extra blood 
restarting the thumping in his ear.

“Hi, yes, sorry, erm miles away. Erm, yes sorry, I took a hard hit to the head and passed 
out briefly. My friend.” He said pointing at fresh air. The lady checked to see who else was 
there, spying no-one she gave him a look that screamed in no uncertain terms, you're out 
to lunch aren't you luv. The blush grew an extra shade darker. Valiantly trying to recover he
carried on. “My friend who has just dropped me off, wanted a doctor to check me out.”

Preoccupied with trying to judge how much of an idiot he was coming across, when 
the lady sitting before him looked past where he was standing, her eyebrows shot up as 
her faced passed from boredom to shock. A high pitched Eee noise was approaching from 
behind, and in that instant Carl knew, as every man on the planet learns that alarming 
sound in pure self-defence, a furious woman was coming in fast.

    Spinning to meet the attacker with less than a second to raise his arms to a 
defending position. Seeing a flicker of fists and blonde hair he also ducked, taking most of 
the onslaught to the back of his head and shoulders. Missy lashed out at him, slapping and
punching in a wild attack while screaming bastard, bastard, bastard. The blows weren’t 



heavy enough to cause a real issue, but the constant flurry of fists and nails were hard to 
keep track of. 

Missy's momentum took her forward causing Carl to bump back into the desk which
made him lower his guard. His arm only dropped for a brief gap to appear, which was just 
enough for a quick hand to whip in, scratching the leftt side of his face. The pain exploded 
across the cheek; anger boiled as he rose and snatched both her wrists with a grip that 
was clear with intent. 

The beast of rage screamed for battle; this was the straw that broke the camels 
back, the last insult to his manhood. At the same time, his mind tried to keep control. She 
wouldn’t last more than a few seconds if the chains holding back the anger fell away. 
Missy, whose fury was a ball of righteous wrath, was oblivious to the possible fate. With his
focus torn between the burning desire for violence and the unassailable fact that he could 
not unleash the darkness within. All Carl could do was lock his grip and breathe while the 
internal struggle took place.

Missy composure returned first as all the energy she had left after an exhausting, 
scary day quickly drained away. She tried to pull her hands away, but there were trapped 
in cuffs of steel, the immediate thought was to kick him in the balls, but the look on Carl’s 
face froze her still. 

Everyone knew he was ex-army; the rumours about the scars on his body had got 
to a somewhat legendary status amongst the gossips. With bullet wounds and burn marks 
from war marking him out as different from the usual office, factory-based dancer. They all 
knew him to be a gentle lead, which tended to identify the man's character but was there a
killer standing here. The anger in his eyes was like a clarion of fury; one wrong move could
be the trigger for a tragic ending. She took a breath, and with the conviction of womanhood
and quiet determination, threw the dice of destiny with one individual, solitary word.  

 

Chapter 

“Bastard” 
The word resonated in his mind and was the perfect sentiment to shatter the lust for blood.
With everything that had happened today this was a fresh reminder that life is a funny old 
game. The screaming beast hushed up and went back into the night without contest. In a 
voice full of emotion he managed to croak.
“Yeah, I get that a lot.” 

The need to relax flickered through his now shaking body, with adrenaline no longer
poring through his system. Muscles had to dispel the pent-up energy somehow. Opening 
the death grips, Missy snatched her hands out, Carl instantly tensed ready for the counter-
attack, but thankfully Missy was also finished with the encounter. The moment was gone, 
as she rubbed her wrists and walked back to the waiting area leaving him in front of a 
slightly scared woman sat behind a counter.

    Carl looked at the receptionist whose hand still hovered over the phone ready to call
security. To try and put her at ease, he said.
“It’s alright I know her.” The look he got in response said categorically, really, that’s a 
shocker. Noticing her name tag he continued.



“Sarah, can I call you Sarah?” A minimal nod was all he got in reply to his question.
“Her friend was hit by a car today; she’s just scared and blames me.” Anger flashed in 
Sarah’s eyes.
“No, no, no, it wasn’t me.” Carl’s hands were up in front of him in a defensive manner 
trying to block the silent accusation. 
“I wasn’t driving, nothing like that, circumstances leading up to it. Well, it’s complicated; I’m
just the wrong face for Missy to see right now.” 

Sarah took her hand away from the phone after making a decision and started the 
process for him to be seen and get the drug addict away from her as fast as possible, she 
didn't get paid nearly enough for this sort of thing. 
“Name?” she asked. 
“Charlotte,” Carl responded with as he thought about everything going on. “But I don’t 
know her surname.”
“Your name.” the sarcasm burnt him as much as the blush that was returning. 
The rest of the signing in procedure felt like it took forever even though he only had to 
answer a few questions. Trying to remember his national insurance number was a pain as 
he always forgot the last letter, and that was on a good day. Two attacks in the same 
evening had left Carl’s head thumping and not ideal for a questionnaire. At some point, 
they got through it all, and Sarah told him to go to the waiting area. 

Although the place wasn’t too busy there didn’t seem to be a lot of staff running 
around either, so the chances were good that he was in for a long wait. His average was 
three hours which was under the average level for A&E's, so a long wait was due at some 
point. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be tonight. Walking over and sat down next to Missy as she 
was a familiar face and it felt like it was time they had a proper conversation. 

The filthy look that he got almost made it feel like the worst decision this weekend, 
but with the maths quickly checked over; Carl figured it was quite low on the list, right after 
coming to the bloody dance weekender in the first place.   

    With only the thrum of lights and the odd sniffle from somewhere, the open space 
was quiet. Looking about at the other inmates, Carl could see a cut hand, two head 
wounds, with several more unidentifiable ailments. Most of them were looking down at 
their mobiles trying to ignore the boredom of waiting.
“So how are you doing?” he asked expecting the dirty look he received, but he was done 
worrying about her attitude after she had just attacked him. “Seriously, how are you 
doing?”

Missy huffed and turned her back to him, it looked like she was just about to cry. Aw 
crap. While he was deciding if it was too late to move chairs, she span back to face him> 
With the looked of someone all pent up and in need to talk to someone, even if it was him. 
The words burst from her mouth. 
”You’re a bastard, you know that.” 
”Yeah, so you said, do you want to talk or carry on for round two?” Instead of the slap he 
thought was coming, she blurted out. "I don't know what's going on anymore, he tried to kill
her, she’s in surgery now cos of that shit.”
“Who did?” Carl asked still a little perplexed by the whole turn of events. 
“Tony, of course, that psycho has been threatening us since he arrived. He has a gun Carl,
a fucking gun, I’ve never been so scared.” 
Wait, what? Carl thought but kept his mouth shut; she dabbed at her eyes as the tears that
were starting to flow.  



“She was stunning; I was so proud, she stood up to that little shit after you took the 
slippers and forced him to back off. Walked away like the little shit he is.”
“Tony? The little crazy looking dude from Letchworth? Rachel's partner? What, Why? I 
don’t get why?” Missy looked at him as if he was an alien. 
“To win the dance competition of course, he’s desperate, like a man possessed; he blames
us for what happened at Red-rock and wants revenge or something like that. Do you know
what that vile creature did there?” 
“I only got told you lost control of a lift and collided...” He was going to continue.
”That little shit, that’s what he posted all over the place, he walked Rachel right into us 
mid-lift. Mid-Lift Carl! Charlotte bless her, is built like a tank, she couldn’t drop me if even if 
you paid her, but that fuck didn't half try, and then had the gall to blame us.” She looked 
into his eyes as if to make it clear she was telling the truth. 

”That competition was ours; we owned that dance floor.  We had the moves, the grace and
both me and Lottie looked good in matching outfits. Him and Rachel looked like a couple 
of newbies trying too hard when that snivelling little shit sabotaged us." With an angry tilt, 
she added. "But he got his just deserts, Rachel refused to dance with him and no-one else
would either, he got banned from Tanya’s Place, and from all the companies who deal with
her, that little shit was blacklisted. Here, was the only thing he could compete in, and now 
he’s ruined this as well.”

She paused then said. “I say that, he didn’t win did he?”  
“Oh no, I tore the slippers by accident, so Tom delayed the final till tonight, it’s going to be 
a dance-off between them and the champs, Franklin and Carol." They both took a moment
to collect their thoughts. 
"Why did Tony get you to steal the slippers in the first place, that doesn’t make any 
sense?” 
“God knows, he isn’t thinking straight, he was ranting that Franklin and Carol were just 
trophy hunters, get rid of the trophy, and they wouldn’t bother getting involved. Doesn’t 
sound right to me either but he isn’t acting normal.” 

After a pause Carl suddenly realised something. 
“Hang on, if Charlotte faced off against him and he left how did she end up in here?” 
“It was so stupid; we were in the carpark when she’d forced him to back off, he was 
leaving when she threatened to dance in the competition as well, you know, just to piss 
him off. He went nuts, screaming and shouting that we stole his chance, then he got in his 
car and reversed out of the space." 

With a shudder of recollection, "He caught her pulling out, I don’t know if he did it on
purpose, but he just left her lying on the ground. She was so still, I stood there and couldn't
do anything." The tears as she then curled over to sob. With nothing else to do Carl 
rubbed her back in some hope that the contact offered some solace.

“So how’s Charlotte doing, is her old man here yet or do you need me to go call him?” 
“Oh no, he’s been here for ages, they took her into surgery earlier because she’s got a 
broken femur and the break was pushing up against the artery, they didn’t want to wait. It 
took him about ten minutes to drive eighty miles getting here. He’s with her now.”
“Why aren’t you?” Carl asked before he could stop and knew it was a mistake as soon as 
the words touched. With tears dripping down her face as she mournfully said. 



“I couldn’t stand it anymore with him pacing about. I had to come down for a cigarette and 
can’t quite manage to get back up there.” Missy went silent then and seemed to shrink into
herself a little.
To try and ease her pain Carl thought he should say something but what? 

“The waiting is the worst part.” He started with, the next words meant to follow had been, it
will be alright, but because of the day he'd had a memory came to the surface. He stared 
into the distance thinking about the past. 
“I had a mate get hit by shrapnel back in 03, went right through his body armour into his 
chest. We were in the middle of a firefight at the time so we could only just patch him up. 
There was no support coming in; we had to bunker down and deal with it. He spent most 
of the time delirious in agony. Half the time screaming about aardvarks and god knows 
what else. The other half he was silent, and you thought that’s it, he's gone and thank god 
his pain had ended, then he’d start screaming again. 

Between the odd shot being fired and watching him get worse; it was torture for all 
of us. Rushing into battle is one thing but stuck in a hole waiting for your friend to die is 
just. Well, it sucks.”   
Carl swallowed back some of the tension.
“Then the enemy retreated to regroup for another attack further along the range, so we 
pulled up sticks and legged it. All the while trying to keep this poor sod from bleeding out 
but hoping it would just stop so we didn’t have to listen to his screaming anymore." There 
was a pause; he could still hear them now. Of all the things that had followed him out of 
that hell, the screams were the worst.  

"We called him Tigger, cos he used to bounce about when he was excited. His name was 
Jack Miller from Tankersley up by Barnsley, he was married to Tess.” Jack’s blood soaked 
body was all Carl could recall about the lad right then. There were happier memories in 
there somewhere but right now the darkness was reliving the past.    

“He got taken to the medics while we went back out for another push, all of us expecting 
the message to come through that he hadn’t made. Two days later we got back and there 
he is looking real fucked up but alive and kicking. Out of the three days, while we were all 
trying to keep our shit together, he didn’t remember anything other than Aardvarks trying to
sell him car insurance.” 

The memory faded and he let the image of his battle-brother on his deathbed go. 
Looking about as the bright waiting room that was a world apart from a wet, cold Army 
base; he turned to Missy who was watching him closely. Slightly embarrassed he 
continued.
 “Just saying, she’s asleep, got a bunch of doctors looking after her, drugged up to her 
eyeballs and doesn't know which way is up. You’ve just got me.” He smiled as he said it, 
trying to ease the moment pass; she smiled back and leant in for a hug. They stayed there
for quite some time, both of them lost in thought. 

After that the time passed slowly, sometimes Carl got up and walked about, 
sometimes Missy did. He went off to get a coffee; she went off for a cigarette. The time 
passed slower and slower as the chairs became more and more uncomfortable. A couple 
of hours later a nurse came into the waiting area and called out for Mr Diamond. Carl, who 
had forgotten he was here for himself and not for Missy jerked up at the reminder. The 
headache that had threatened to rip open his skull earlier had at some point faded into 
acceptable background pain. 



“Here.” He held up his hand as well for some reason, in the instant he did it he thought the 
nurse wouldn’t have guessed already with the fully grown adult calling out here, now 
you’re waving your hand about like a special kid at class. Put it down, you idiot. Slightly 
embarrassed yet again, he dutifully followed the male nurse into a cubical. Pulling the 
curtain around them the nurse then silently checked him over, the bruising from two 
attacks openly visible in the harsh lighting. 
“Been in the wars tonight have you?”
“You could say that, I was supposed to be dancing all night long with women in my arms, 
but instead I’m all battered and bruised.” Carl added, “How’s your night going?”

The young man, they were all starting to look young these days. Turned and sleepily said;
“We had a bit of worry early in the day with a golf ball injury but since then nothing to write 
home about, so what happened to you then?”
Nah, couldn't be, Carl thought while the scratches on his arms twinged in joy. Carl pointed 
at the right side of his head. 
“Had a snooker cue wrapped around my head.” He pointed to the left side of his face. “A 
woman in the waiting area attacked me.” The nurse’s eyes rose at that part. Carl 
continued. He rolled back his sleeve to show a bedraggled bloody bandage cover the 
marks left for the women scratching him from the morning's excitement. 

“Another woman attacked me earlier in the day because she thought I attacked her 
husband when he'd been hit by a mini golf ball.”
“Nooooo, shut up. Where was that?” 
“Up by some arcade in Hemsby.”
Nooo, shut up.” The nurse said with excitement. “That's who came in earlier; they didn't 
mention you though?”
"Hardly surprising, look what the wife did to me." He took off the bandage to show off the 
marks. Although they were bloody, the lines didn't look horrific enough to be bragging 
about. 
“The scratches I can cope with, but I passed out briefly with this one, so I got told to get it 
checked out.” He pointed back to the right side of his head. The man grunted 
acknowledgement. 

"Do you have any idea how long you were out?”
“Honestly, I think a couple of seconds, but it could have been anything up to five minutes.“ 
The nurse titled Carl’s head up to look at his eyes a bit clearer.                                             
“In that case, I’ll have to get a doctor to look at you, how long ago was this?” The look he 
got in response showed him that this might be a bit vague.                                                   
“Midnight-ish?” The ish ended as a question. More for Carl’s sake as he tried to recall what
had happened and when. “Possibly about half eleven-ish.” The nurse checked his watch 
and pulled out a chart from off a table, making some notes. Looking back up, he said in a 
cheerful tone. “You look OK so to speak. I can't see any symptoms, but I’ll have to get the 
resident to give you a once over just to make sure. Stay here and someone will be with 
you shortly.” The nurse left pulling the divider curtain back around Carl to give him the 
perception of privacy. 

    Minutes passed quietly with nothing to focus on, thoughts of Tony the dancer from 
Letchworth being a criminal mastermind did start to roll around. But the gun, that didn't 
make sense. Before he could get into it, the curtain swished back as a tall woman in a 
doctors white coat walked in and pulled up his chart.



With the accent of the highly educated, she started,
"Morning Mr, er.” she paused and rechecked the notes “Diamond?” A thought flicked, she 
continued. “I knew a Jenny Diamond from university; she went into surgery at Kingsbrook, 
any relation?” Carl looked up at this, everyone from university seemed to know someone 
with his surname. Which confused Carl no end, the grandad had changed the family name
by depol back in the seventies, and there weren't that many relations. 

“No, she's not one mine."
“Oh well, never mind.“ With the back to work mode in her mind switched back on she gave
him a quick look over. “We appear to be having a fun evening, do tell me about it,” Carl 
recalled the evening again for her, she interrupted a couple of times checking for some 
details. Throughout it all Carl kept thinking she would have made a good copper with the 
inquisitive mind she had. Finishing with the questioning, she put on some blue latex gloves
and started with the physical. 

Fingers of iron clamped around his chin, she tilted his head this way and that while 
asking.
”Any neck pain?” He replied with a negative. The doctor then pulled out a small flashlight 
from her coat pocket and proceeded to blind him. The light flashed between the eyes 
getting them to dilate. She pulled the torch back. 
“Without moving your head follow the light please.” Carl followed the pattern which 
seemed random swishy movement till a part of him went, did she just spell out “Loser” at 
me? His eyes went from the light to her eyes where a flicker of mirth waved back. Doctors!
Realising the joke had been caught she moved on. “Stand up on one foot please.”Which 
he did although reluctantly as he concentrated on catching this sly little minx the next time 
she tried to be funny. 

They stood silently for a few seconds looking at each other. 
“OK, That's looking good, stand properly for a second.” She positioned her hands either 
side of his head holding up a finger on each. “When I move my hand back , if you can tell 
me when you know longer see them.”  As she moved Carl said now, when they 
disappeared from his peripheral view. “And coming back into view.” To which he responded
when the hands appeared again. 

“Well Mr Diamond, you don't appear to have a concussion. So, I will get the nurse to come 
back in and dress your wounds, any other symptoms I need to know about, backache, 
numbness that sort of thing, anything that is worrying you?” Carl said no and thanked her 
for her time. The curtain swished as she promptly left. Minutes passed quietly and again 
with nothing to focus on Carl's mind turned back to Sasha's legs while she had been laying
down on the bed. They were so smooth and chocolaty brown and always tasted of coconut
from the moisturiser she used. The moment was rudely interrupted by the nurse returning. 
Damn this place was efficient once they got going. The nurse took some time around the 
ear as the tear was a bit of a mess, but it cleaned up nicely, as did the scratches on Carl's 
face and arm. Everything got a nice dollop of antiseptic well rubbed in.  

Then, to add a particular kind of finality to the experience, the young man 
proceeded to wrap gauze around his ear and bandage his head. Before tying it off, the 
young nurse said. “I know it looks a bit silly, but you need to leave it on until morning at 
least OK, your ear needs some recovery time so let it be and come back here or visit your 
local GP in a couple of days if it gets infected OK?”
“OK?” Carl nodded agreement and silently promised not to take it off instantly or while he 
was still in the hospital. 



The nurse tidied up all the wrappings and pulled back the curtain to let the patient 
out. Carl did think about leaving right away, but couldn’t go while Missy was sitting all 
alone for something that was partly his fault. He did know it wasn’t his fault; it was Tony the
bat shit crazy dancers, but still.  If he had acted somewhat differently this might not be 
happening at all, so Carl made his way back to the waiting area to keep her company. 
Sitting down next to her, she glanced over with a questioning look at the head bandage. 
"Don't ask," he said. Missy went back daydreaming, then without any preamble, Missy 
turned to him and said. 
“Can I ask you something personal?” There was a little glint of devilishness in her eyes as 
if she was doing something naughty. Slightly intrigued Carl nodded to go ahead.                 
“Did Sasha really try to kill you?” Her eyes were wide with interest in his reaction, the one 
she got wasn’t the one expected. His barking laughter rang through the silent corridors, the
few people all looked up at the intrusion into the quiet. 

Pain flooded Carl's head at the sudden energy level reminding him that he wasn't 
here for fun. Sarah had popped up from behind the reception desk to make sure he wasn’t 
doing anything untoward. Once she could see everything was OK, she sank down giving 
him a glare slowly disappearing once again from view. 

With mirth all over his face, Carl tried to rein it in, but the idea that all the women he 
knew were daft was delightful. How long had they all been gossiping and yet no one had 
asked him before about it now. Bouncing up out of the chair, he walked about for a couple 
of steps to try and compose a response, then turned back to Missy. Pulling up his t-shirt, 
he showed her the long jagged scar covering the right side of his ribs. Realising he was 
creating a little scene; he displayed it to the assembled few in the waiting area as well.    

“We were fooling about at a garden centre.” speaking to the crowd with confidence. “We 
were in a fancy shed for some reason, you know, a kind of showpiece. Just mucking about
as it were when in the heat of passion, she slammed me up against some shelves. What 
she didn’t see were the shears left there.” Turning and reaching round to give everyone the
best view. 
“I would have been impaled there.” He was now using his finger to show the entry point; a 
couple of the audience leant forward to get a better sight at the nasty red scar “Lucky for 
me though it hit my ribs here and scraped along them ripping all the skin apart.” He 
dragged his finger along the scar sparking all the memories. The explosion of pain, 
Sasha’s screaming, his screaming, the blood pouring through his fingers. Snapping 
himself back to the moment, ” That’s why the scar is so red, all the muscle and blood 
vessels under the skin were damaged as it tore along the rib, when they patched me back 
together there was only so much they could do.” 

The temptation to show off the rest of the scars covering his body was high but the 
look on Missy’s stopped that, instead he pulled the t-shirt down, nodded to all in the 
waiting room and sat back down. The room quieted back down as everyone went back to 
their mobiles or introspection.
“So, to answer your question, technically she did nearly kill me, but she didn’t try to.” Just 
then a door down a corridor opened, Missy responded as if it was a signal and stood up. 
“It’s Charlotte's husband, Charlie.”
Carl thought a child was coming from somewhere when he realised it was a man. Fuck off 
he thought! 



“Fuck off, " he said. "She's married to a midget!” The words were just blurting out of his 
mouth without a filter. Missy gave him a telling off glare and shushed him as she went to 
meet the husband. Missy stepped forward and greeted him with a hand on the shoulder in 
support, but he pushed in for a full hug around her waist which with his height looked 
slightly inappropriate. 

She wasn’t reacting like that was the case, so Carl presumed that was just him 
being unused to the sight. 
“How’s it all going?” she asked him gently. He stepped back saying. 
“The doctor said it’s going well, they will probably be another hour or so, but everything is 
going as well as expected. I had to get out for a breather.” He looked up at her for support 
as if he had just declared he was deserting his wife. 

The small man looked as if the shock of everything was just about to hit him now 
that he had stepped back from the situation. Carl took the opportunity to butt in with a 
quick word which felt instinctively wrong once he started turning the meeting into an 
embarrassing mess.  
“Hello, I’m a friend of the girls, Carl, sorry to hear about all this and I just wanted to check 
on everyone, sorry to intrude I’ll come back later.” The worried man nodded along but 
wasn’t really focused enough to respond with anything. Carl decided he wasn't required 
anymore as Charlie and Missy would be in it together from now on, making him surplus to 
requirements. 

As he went to leave, Missy excused herself from Charlie to follow him out the main 
entrance. They exited the building together to just outside the door where Missy asked. 
“What are you going to do?”  
“Don’t know, I’m still reeling from Charlotte and her other half, their sex life must be 
hysterical.” Missy slapped his arm in protest, but a smile did light her face up as the image 
broke through her misery. The first one he’d seen all night, so he might be doing 
something right.
“She does tell me some stuff; apparently he’s magnificent.” They both paused as if to let 
the image run through their heads. 

“OK, now I’m jealous, horny and confused.” Carl declared. Missy slapped him again.
“Whatever, what are you going to do now?”. 
“Dunno." Now they were outside the hospital, the events of what and how they had ended 
up here suddenly came to the fore. 
"Go back and try and sort this nonsense out with Tony I suppose.” He had a quick thought 
and asked. “Why didn’t you two call the police?”  
“I don’t know, we were too scared before, and then this happened.” She motioned towards 
the hospital. “I haven’t even considered it since, what do you think we should do?” Then, 
judging by her eyes opening wide, an idea had popped into her head and came straight 
out her mouth with urgency. 
“You need to warn Franklin and Carol at the very least. He tried to get rid of them by 
getting rid of the slippers, now that hasn’t worked I don’t think he’ll leave it to chance, it's 
an obsession for him, he’s going to win one way or the other.” 

“Fine." He said putting his hand on her shoulder to convince her he would sort it out." I will 
get them to hide out or something.” He thought about getting the competition cancelled but
wanted Tony focused on the final so he had time to move. There was still a gun in play, but



until Carl saw it, he was working on the basis that is was a mistake and the girls had just 
overreacted.

“It’s not a problem I’ll sort it out, don’t worry about it, you just focus on Charlotte and I’ll get 
it sorted.” He went to leave when Missy pulled him into a tight embrace of goodbye. She 
thinks I’m going to get killed. Shit, I might! So he pulled her away and kissed her on the 
lips and then walked away into the dark to find a taxi like some idiot off a movie, only with 
a silly grin leaving a slightly shocked Missy in the hospital doorway.  
 
    Hunting down a taxi was easier than expected as there was a taxi rank just off the 
hospital premises. The trip back to the holiday camp was uneventful if a bit brighter then 
expected. Neither he or the Taxi driver were in the mood for a chat. Dawn had broken 
early, so the sun was up. The sky was a cloudless bright blue, the trees waving in the early
sea breeze. It was going to be a wonderful if windy day. There was a little bit of faff at the 
end of credit the ride as the driver didn’t take cards. Fortunately, there was a co-op near 
the site with a cash point, so it was just a simple matter to sort out. 

Walking into the site, there was still a faint thump of bass coming out of the main 
structure as the Blues room would still be open. Checking the time it was nearly five am. 
Dear god, it's nearly Five AM What the hell am I still doing up at this time of day? The sea 
breeze was refreshing but only to a point. Carl had been up for almost twenty-four fun-
filled fun-packed hours now and was feeling every minute. His feet calves and hips were 
sore from dancing; his back and shoulders were tight from everything. The headache was 
enjoying a resurgence with the breaking dawn as well. As he walked towards the Blues 
room flashes of too much sun reflected off the windows into his eyes making Carl repeated
flinch. These extra jolts of needle like pain merged with the rest of his woes, souring his 
mood with every step. 
    
    On the drive back he had tried to formulate a proper plan of action, but here in the 
early morning, it was devolving into ‘find someone and thump them.’ The idea of the gun 
did keep surfacing, and yet it wouldn’t stick enough for him to count it as real. The dance 
world was too fluffy, full of middle-aged, middle class, happy go lucky people just glad that 
the kids had grown up and finally buggered off so they could have fun again. The fact that 
someone had the forethought to bring a gun to win a holiday dance competition didn’t fit 
with that lifestyle. Tony didn’t even sound like he was thinking things through, he seemed 
like he was on edge and responding to everything. It might make him dangerous and 
unpredictable; it didn't make him organised.

In Carl’s job, which mainly involved hunting down hidden valuable objects in 
insurance fraud cases, he came across disorganised people quite a lot. They had a half-
arsed plan to start with, and as soon as everything went tits up, which inevitably it did,  
they just bounced from one stupid idea to the next until either he or more likely, the police 
pulled them up on it. It was about the path of least resistance; it was a survival instinct for 
fleeing or frightened animals. 

When the brain goes into flight mode, instead of stopping to gather information, the 
urge is to keep moving is overwhelming. In the good old days when you were being hunted
by a bloody great saber-tooth tiger that might be workable, it isn’t when you’re trying to get 
valuables out of the country. It starts off easy enough, but the momentum of each step 
stops taking you away from your problem and starts pushing you in directions you wouldn't
usually consider. Which is where all the mistakes get made, and you get caught or eaten. 



    Carl could see what had happened with Tony once he had the time to think about it. 
Tony would come to a small holiday camp and win the dance competition. He had been 
pinning away at home with nothing but fantasies to keep him going ever since the Red 
Rock event last year. Every time he would have dreamt about winning the competition, the 
idea of losing would have got slimmer and slimmer. The reality that there might have been 
somebody to challenge him would have disappeared some time ago. The fantasy keeps 
building and building, getting further from the truth. Depending on Tony's state of mind at 
the time, this delusion may have overwhelmed him entirely.  

Then he walked through the door to find a pair of world champions standing there 
being all-world championy. Reality popped the bubble his mind had happily been living in. 
The fantasy that he had created shattered, panic triggered with the flight mode kicking in 
as a result. At which point the need to do something to get the fantasy back overwhelmed 
his rational thinking. The idea to take the trophy now made sense. It was still a stupid idea,
but it made a simple, stupid kind of sense. Get rid of the prize to get rid of prize winners. 

Everyone in the trade of finding or hunting people soon learn a simple truth. People 
running will do the most incredibly moronically dangerous things because they are not 
thinking, they are reacting. Anything that can make the situation they are in stop is viable. 
This point is the moment when sane, reasonable folk turn into killers. They don't want to 
be; the motivations are not evil, they just need to make the situation stop. 

Half the trick of a good hunter is to force the panic mode to trigger as that's where 
mistakes happen, but to always keep control of the pace. If the prey runs too hard, then 
you could lose control and lose the prey. If they get the pace wrong and there is too much 
time to think, then there is always a chance the creature you're hunting will turn around 
and charge. Whether it be man or beast, the trick is to control the pace. 

However, in this case, no-one is chasing Tony! He is reacting to a situation of his 
own making. He isn't in control, and neither is anyone else. He is bouncing about, hoping 
the next thing he tries will get everything to work out the way he has been dreaming up. 
Each plan fails as reality refuses to participate, and the next reaction ends up escalating to
a more chaotic level. Meaning the longer this goes on, the more dangerous he could 
become.   

Using Missy and Charlotte to get the slippers had been quite clever; it would have 
been easier to take them himself. The urge to snatch would have been strong, so using 
the girls was a point in his favour. It might have been a chance encounter where Tony just 
saw them and blustered about having a gun, finger in the coat pocket kind of thing 
pretending he had one. 

Would the girls have fallen for a finger in the pocket kind of trick? 
In honestly Carl didn’t believe that. The sight of Tony would have made both of them angry
after the Red Rock Incident. They would have made him show them something before 
doing anything. Did he really have a gun? 

That thought bounced about as he entered the building, the music instantly became 
louder and heavy with percussion beats. Without the cold wind, the heat was a pleasant 
change while his eyes adjusted to the dark room.  

Looking around, he could see just three couples on the dance floor. At loss count, 
the sofas around the floor had close to twenty-four people chatting on them. No-one is 



sight were his girls or the target. Taking a quick look about the whole area just to make 
sure no-one was missed, even popping his head into the loo’s just to be sure. There were 
no stragglers; this was it. Everyone else was smart enough to be in bed, or so he hoped.   

Before jumping on everyone to see if they knew anything, he decided to stop and 
just think. Making his way over to the bar, where a very weary looking youngster stood 
ready to serve those still daft enough to be up this early. Thankfully there was a cheap 
coffee machine at hand, so Carl asked for an espresso, might as well try and stay focused 
enough for something. Grabbing five sugars to go with it, he nodding thanks and took 
himself off away from the floor. The last thing needed was for people to start asking him for
a dance. 

    A now lone couple on the dance floor caught his eye and held him. The track that 
had just started was a simple love song, a woman’s voice alone singing the joy of 
happiness. The couple, probably an actual couple judging by how well they danced 
together in the intimate close hold, were moving in rhythm to the singer's melody. They 
swayed together as one, connected by more than just their bodies. The song altered with a
slow drum beat adding into the mix, the dancers adjusted their style and separated slightly 
to allow for more upper body movement. 

Moving into a combination of body rolls and twists, they matched pace with the track
perfectly. The singer's voice lead into a long delicate chord of longing, where the taller 
male lead led his partner to arch her back and took her head and shoulders into a slow 
rotating circle.  He took her head away from his left shoulder, drew her round in a slow 
motion to bring her head back up by his right shoulder. As the lady was coming back up 
into a fully upright her lips brushed his for just a fleeting touch. Lovers on the dance floor. 
Was there anything better? 
    

The move seemed to affect the man as his lead lost focus for a few seconds before 
picking up again to resume the musicality. Far too soon the track ended with the couple 
standing together in a gentle embrace. A smattering of applause came from some of the 
closer sofas by all those watching; Carl felt the inclination to join in the praise but calmed it
down. Let them have their moment; it had been private even though it had been front of 
others. They wouldn’t have been aware of anyone else for those precious minutes. The 
couple blinked shyly at the clapping and hurried off into the recesses somewhere out of 
view.

Back in the moment, Carl decided on a plan. To go back to his chalet, check on the 
girls, get Tony’s chalet number, kick the git's door in and beat the living crap of the dude. 
As the idea of a gun flickered and the thought altered slightly. So he changed the plan to 
get Tony’s chalet number, then sneak sneakily in and beat the living crap of the shit. That 
seemed like a plan, not the most concise one but what was the alternative, call the police. 
If there was a gun, and Carl still couldn’t quite believe there was. But if there was then, he 
still had the upper hand. He knew the site, the layout, the people, how to deal with guns, 
was a pretty good judge of people and was prepared to defend his friends. 

    If the police came, then they would be coming from a light criminal area, so if they 
had a gun unit, the chances were they would be more likely to shot themselves. If they 
didn’t have a gun unit, then the chances of a proper warrior amongst them were going to 
be slim.  They would find Tony quicker though; Carl didn’t have a clue. But with all things 
considered, getting info about Tony shouldn’t be too much of an issue. As long as Carl had



the element of surprise on his side, then he could make the takedown with minimal fuss. 
Rational logic run and concluded, Carl knocked back the steaming hot coffee and moved. 

CHAPTER

Haste had forced him almost to jogging back to the room, Carl entered and went 
straight to the girl's door. Please be here. The door opened silently into a dark empty 
room; Carl's guts twisted up. Fuck. What to do what to do, he checked his phone again, 
nothing. Move, move, move, but to where? Where? Where? The noise of him punching the
wall shocked him out of his thoughts. Without realising how tense he got or how scared he 
was getting, the sound had given him a start. Get a grip numbnuts. He checked his phone 
again 5.12am, no messages. Do something, don’t just stand here. Do what? I need 
information. Go get information. 

    Leaving the chalet, he returned to the Blues room. The way back had felt 
oppressive as the urge to open every door he passed kept clawing. Managing to get back 
to the building without tearing any doors off there hinges was finally completed. There 
seemed to be a few more people than when he left, but he had been expecting that. Some
people just get up real early anyway; others like to come out at this time so they can get 
mentioned at the Breakfast Club. 

The Breakfast Club. The name of those few who had managed to dance all night 
long. It still amazed Carl that some people would go to bed, to wake up extra early so that 
they could come back out. Just to be there when the DJ turned off the decks to 
congratulate everyone for beating the night. Some places took a picture of the real addicts,
which would explain some of the notions for coming back out, but seriously, cheating at 
this. What kind of pointless loser would even consider that?

    Whatever the reasoning, it was somewhat fortuitous for Carl as it meant more 
people were about for him to question. Pulling up a picture of Simone on his phone, Carl 
stepped forward and started asking all about his lost friends. He'd tried to keep it casual, 
just asking about Simone, as a friend was in the hospital and he was trying to get hold of 
her. A couple of people recognised him and tried to get a conversation going, but his 
urgent demeanour stopped them in their tracks. 

Going all around the dance floor and talking to all the people in it, even on 
occasions waiting for dancers to finish dancing and then quickly interrupting them before 
the next dance started. After clearing the whole room, he came back with absolutely 
nothing. No one had seen anything. On the plus side no one had seen Tony, but then they 
hadn’t seen the champions since the competition either.

    The light of the day was creeping in, the mood of the room was slightly altering with 
Carl’s blunt intrusion. The sun signified a new day of dancing would be coming even as it 
signalled the end of this one. The breakfast club was nearly done and already thinking 
about breakfast, Carl moved to check out the restaurant area just in case some early birds 
were in there, but that too was empty. 

He pulled out and checked his phone again. 5.34am. No messages. Do something, 
don’t just stand here idiot. Do what? Looking about desperately for inspiration, the quiet 
room offered none. The wind left his sails. He pulled out a chair from under the closest 
table and sat down dejected as the weight of the evening hammered home. 



The long list of aches of tiredness mixed with the night's abuses made his shoulders
sag and head lull forward. His eyes felt so heavy that if he just let go, he'd fall asleep 
where he sat. Snapping up, he forced his body to sit up straight. Looking about to see if 
anyone had seen the moment of weakness, fortunately he didn’t spy a soul. Do 
something! His mind screamed at him but there was no direction to go. Not one person 
who could help was about; he didn’t know where to push to get a reaction. 

    Taking a deep breath to get some focus, Carl went back over the plan. Find the 
girls, and get Tony’s chalet number, sneak in then thump away. If that was the plan, then 
he was going to need his burglar kit to sneak into anywhere. This small spark of 
momentum perked up the flagging spirits, add to that, the brief walk to the car might help 
him wake up a bit. On top of that, every minute taken up would be beneficial as more 
people were likely to be getting up for breakfast. Which would improve his chances of 
getting the critical information that would start the search for his friends. Lurching up as the
knees had begun to seize up, Carl got going.

Walking back out into the blinding light was slightly disorientating, especially as the 
birds cheeping and tweets were in the wind. The leaves of all the bushes were rustling in 
the breeze that had been gentle when he'd had walked in, which was now starting to pick 
up as the morning progressed. A bit of something flicked off his forehead making him blink 
in groggy reaction. Wiping his face of more than just dust, he walked off to find the car.

Of all the possible routes about the place open to him, for some reason, he decided 
on the longest. It would only add a few minutes as the whole site wasn’t that big, but 
perhaps he would slow down enough to keep his thinking in check. He had to avoid 
rushing; he didn’t want to turn into Tony, making silly decisions because he wasn’t thinking 
things through. He still had time for now. Wait for the place to wake up and then find the 
information about all his targets. After that, then it would be time to react and let instinct 
run riot.  

    The path he was on took him around the main complex towards the main gate; from
there he would follow a track fully around the site to his vehicle. The blue sky with the few 
white clouds above on any other day could have been enjoyed, but today it was just 
grating as the light was glaring. The green of the grass that was struggling to grow in the 
gravel roads seemed bright as well. The wind was getting cold and a bit too frisky to be 
fun.

With mother nature taking it's time out of a busy day to irritate one person. Carl's 
mind was elsewhere, so he missed who was walking directly towards him until it was too 
late. Reality hit hard as eyes of hatred burned into him. Carls' body instinctively readied for
battle; he relaxed into a fighter's stance.

    George, Linda's bastard husband, stood before him, rage and anger clear on his 
pale face. His eyebrows deeply furrowed which sent alarms going off in Carl’s head. That 
is the look of a man about to commit murder. What the fuck does he have to be angry 
about?The skinny man's tight vest and shorts of a runner kind of felt the situation was a bit
dislocated. Who, at an exhausting dance weekender would still be getting up for a jog? 

Carl’s eyes flicked down to George’s hands to find clenched fists, another bad sign. 
With everything else going on, this was the last person that needed to stand in front of 
Carl; this was the man taking his woman away, this was the man emotionally blackmailing 



his woman away. This was the creature he wanted to hurt, to bloody, to crush and break 
most of all.  

    Wrath fired off within Carl as the flood of adrenaline surged through him once again.
His muscles tried to stay relaxed ready for battle, but the tiredness of a long day pushed 
back. His body started to shake with exhaustion. Anger followed wrath as Carl's body 
betrayed him by showing weakness in front of an enemy.  
“Fuck do you want George?” Carl’s voice was full of emotion,mainly the darker ones.

George’s rage was pent-up, he wasn't a man use to anger and didn't know how to 
deal with energy. The realism of suddenly standing in front of the hulking beast was all too 
much. Instead of attacking the brutal man he pointed a finger instead.

“You stay away for her you hear, she doesn’t want you alright, you stay away from her.” His
small finger was waving with anger and fear, any effect of manliness he'd wanted to 
impose got lost in the moment as his hand flopped around.  An unbidden snarl came from 
Carl; this thing was who was taking his mate, this half man. He felt the tightness of his face
as his eyebrows narrowed together. His chest was swelling as a deep breath filled his 
lungs. 

    A fraction of a second before Carl launched himself; he saw Linda jogging up 
behind George. He couldn't kill George in front of her; she'd never forgive that. Trying to 
release the tension of the oncoming attack made Carl wobble in place, muscles cried out 
as the force of energy was suddenly gone. A wash of dizziness passed through him as all 
the blood that was filling his muscles discharged throughout the rest of his body. Slightly 
off balance and unfocused, he met the woman who rocked his world, in this case quite 
literally.

Linda ran up to her men, the rough and the smooth. The concern was writ clear on 
her face as she expected Carl was just about to do something stupid. Carl watched as the 
lady he wanted, placed a gentle hand on the fool’s shoulder. Rage flared, George saw the 
look and took a step back in fear, Linda saw and took a step forward.  
“Don’t you dare!” she barked out loud. Reality came back to Carl as her voice broke 
through. His entire body had slightly crouched ready to charge straight at the creature that 
was stealing his woman away. 

    Instead, he looked down at the petite female who dared to face off against him. If he
moved, he could crush her; she would be swept away in the glorious rage. It would take 
him less than a second to get past her to the fool. The weak fool who would die screaming 
as Carl’s fists smashed into his face again and again. The desire for burning blood 
splattering over Carl's skin was painful, but those blue eyes held him tight, he didn’t move, 
caught in the incredible feeling of love for this tiny lady who had affected him so much. 
How could he possibly hurt her? He couldn’t. 

    The only action left was to retreat, taking a step back to make some space he threw
his hand out at her in outrage. 
“Why?” the cry full of pain went out. “Why would you leave me for this? Look at him, he’s.” 
No words followed as nothing could describe how pointless and pathetic and devoid of 
anything Carl would consider good enough for her, stood before them. ”Look at him.” He 
repeated as if she would suddenly see what he did. With the strong desire to shake the 
stupid out of her. 



Carl span away before he did something truly reckless. He took a couple of steps 
before turning back and walking straight to her, the agony of losing her written in bold 
letters across his face. He stopped right in front her, lowing his head towards her so they 
were almost touching. George hadn’t moved, neither had Linda.
“Why?” he asked without passion, the word coming out in a monotone.”I never seen you 
smile when you're with him, I’ve never heard you laugh when you are together. There's no 
joy at all between you two. There’s no love; he just doesn’t want you to be free. Why would
you choose him?” They both stood, looking desperately into each other’s eyes, both 
looking for answers. 
“He needs me.” The quiet words crushed any hope that had Carl had dredged up.

That was it, all the pain that had come from between them and that was all she had 
to offer. Through gritted teeth. 
“What do you need?” Energy poured through Carl as he stepped back to throw out his 
arms in exacerbation. “What about us, what do we need? Why should this pointless fuck 
get what he wants, and we suffer? I know life’s not fair love, but why can't we be happy? 

    At being called a pointless, George perked up as he sensed he was in a position to 
win the argument. At the same time, he wanted to make sure Carl knew who was 
conquering whom. George stepped forward to point at the Neanderthal and bludgeon the 
man with an intellectual victory. 

What happened next was mostly muscle memory for Carl, as his body responded to
an attack he'd so desperately hoped would come. Fortunately for everyone involved, the 
throat punch which would have killed the accountant was controlled enough that it just 
debilitated the poor man. 

    Linda had been brushed aside with ease as Carl's body had twisted towards his foe.
She had struggled to maintain her balance while George was going down. Carl stood over 
his fallen rival like a warrior god revelling in the power of war. The foolish man was 
clutching at his throat, making horrible noises as he tried to force air into his lungs.  

Linda barged Carl away shouting.
“Get off him you big lump.” The energy roaring through Carl's blood vanished at the touch. 
What had he just done? Dear God, what had he just done? In just a few moments, where 
George had got a fraction of what the twit deserved, Carl had truly messed everything up. 
Any dream of keeping her vanished into self-recrimination. All he'd had to do was keep it 
together for one fucking conversation. One! Less than thirty fucking seconds. What is 
wrong with you, you mindless fucking idiot. Fuck!

Carl was stunned into inaction as the woman who had brought so much joy into his 
life, however briefly, picked up the loser and walked off holding the pathetic thing up. 
Letting them go, because what else could he do? Carl felt the weight of the universe crash 
down on top of him hard. 

With no sleep and constant adrenaline surges, his body was a shattered mess. He 
still hadn't recovered from last nights attack; he'd been continuously pushing on through 
the night with guilt and fear. All of it leading up to this moment when he'd destroyed the 
fantasy of love. With all this turmoil going on, his body finally decided a reckoning was due.

Pain flourished unbound; he needed sleep, he needed to stop and think. He needed
to have a moment and gather his thoughts. Muscle cramp kicked off in both calves. Bone 



ache felt the need to join in; the hips started up, then knees chimed in to but were out-
done by the already cramping legs. The neck and shoulders felt it was time for their joint 
issues as well. 

While Carl was wallowing in misery, a memory popped open. It was of the first time 
Linda had excitedly bounced over to ask him to dance. The white lace dress she had been
wearing at the time had made it feel like summertime. The smell of her perfume mixed with
the sweat of dancing came to mind. He remembered their first kiss, the first time and the 
last time they made love. The taste of her in the morning, the feel of her skin whenever 
they touched, and always how incredible he felt when she smiled at him. Every smile 
made his heart race just a touch; there was a physical reaction every time, and every time 
it felt like the first time. 

A twinge in the right ear brought him back to the now. Happy memories now tainted 
with the look on her face when she'd rushed in to protect the fool. Carl had taken a fragile 
promise of wishful thinking and punched it in the throat. Total genius, your mum would be 
proud, you dozy smeghead. 

He had just watched his lady walk away with a weaker man, conceivably never to 
see her again. A large piece of him wanted to just drop to the floor and curl up into a ball; it
would have been easy. Just give up and let go, let the world wash over him and carry the 
misery away in the tide of life. Waves of small trembles sent a shiver through him. His 
body was suffering from total exhaustion and needed to stop. He wanted to stay where he 
was, what harm come if he just laid down.

Simone and Claire, if I forgot about them, those two small details in the grand 
scheme of things. In a hundred years no one would even remember their names. What did
it matter if I left them to their fate on this sunny morning? The sea was nearby, the most 
magnificent beast of all. I could just walk in and let the world disappear as the darkness 
enveloped the future into nothing. 

Or I could go get some breakfast and sort my shit out. You might have lost the 
battle numbnuts, but the war for love is eternal is it not. Finding that sense of connection to
another is worth every scar you have, real or emotional. You have been searching for it all 
your life; today is but one more set back and tomorrow is another day. 

 Yes, for the next couple of days she might be all about George, the poxy 
accountant. She left him last time because she doesn't love him, the idiot woman might 
stay out of guilt or whatever, but she doesn't love him. You never know, she might not 
even leave. 

    With that individual thread of hope whipping about loose in the wind, Carl stood 
taller. A little bit of joy swished about as the sensation of punching George in the throat 
tickled in the back of his mind. Next time he wouldn’t pull the punch, next time he would let
loose and listen to the fool suffocate to death. 

A spark of thought went off about an idiot with a gun, he still had shit to do and this 
private moment wasn’t going to help anybody. Forcing his body to move forward, Carl 
walked off towards the car. Oblivious that a couple of dancers, who had taken a quick 
break had seen the whole incident.  



    The car appeared from nowhere; he had been lost in thought and then was 
suddenly standing next to his car. Reality hit home about what needed to get done and 
wishing for Linda wasn’t going to get anything sorted out. Pulling out the burglar kit from its
spot was a little harder than expected as there was a tire iron close to hand. Did he want to
take that as well? 

If he did, then the chances of actually killing someone jumped up significantly, not 
playing about. Not a light brush with danger but actual death and killing. If Tony had a gun, 
it wasn’t going to do anything, but it would make it easier to hurt the man. With everything 
going on in Carl’s head, the idea stuck fast with the urge to do real violence to someone 
getting harder to push back down. But as always, the voice of sanity came through, not 
again, never again.

Snatching the kit and slamming the boot down with a finality that eased something 
within, he made his way back to the Blues room. Checking his phone on the pathway, it 
showed 5.47am. There were no new messages. His stride increased, the time for more 
action was coming and even with the entire world playing silly buggers a part of him was 
looking forward to it. A problem to solve, a challenge to fix. A bad guy has been messing 
with his friends, and this was something that would have a definite conclusion. 

    Walking back into the dark from the bright sunny morning meant a small pause to 
allow the eyes to adjust. The room had a lot more people now that from however long he'd 
been out. Some were there giving it the I danced all night nonsense. Although even in the 
low light, Carl could see quite a few had just put something on to be decent enough so 
they could come get breakfast. 

The body clock took a back seat over the weekenders; these early risers were here 
to eat before sleeping. Not the best idea in the world but better than missing out on 
dancing later.  At a rough count, it looked like about twenty or so more folks were milling 
around. 

Pulling up Simone’s picture on the phone again, 5.49am. Carl started to have a 
word with those closest to him. New faces meant he had to start again with the lie; he 
knew from before that he needed to bring it down a notch or two but the need to find the 
girls were beginning to grow. As he went around the edges of the dance floor again, 
stopping here and there to speak to all in the room, the sense that something was off, 
tickled. 

Everyone was polite enough but not friendly. Not genuinely unusual in the real world
but dancers at a dance event. Even shattered, they had a general air of goodwill about 
them. That’s what the dancing did. It gave you a sense of connection. So all the people 
being a bit funny, not much, but a little was setting his spidey sense off. 

Perhaps he wasn't coming across very well, understandable given the night so far. 
So Carl decided to take a moment, catch a breath and compose himself. Recognizing a 
face in the shadows, he moved over to talk to the old man Jasper. 

Jasper was sitting next to the lady Carl had danced with on when was it now? Time 
seemed to mean nothing here. The first night he had danced with an elderly lady who had 
too much plastic surgery but danced like a seasoned professional. The heat of her body 
against his was still a memory. Somehow, the lady and Jasper, the pair of them did not 
seem to match up in any way, but here they sat in the early morning together. 



Perking up a bit as the old man was his kind of crazy. 
“Jasper you old dog, how’s the world treating you.”
“Like I’m a king.” He replied taking hold of the lady's hand in a rough grasp. Carl and the 
lady both nodded hello to each other. 
“Hear you’ve been causing trouble again.” The old man said with mirth. 
“What?” Carl responded completely confused. 
“Just kicked the crap out of someone did ya, at least that’s what we’ve all just been told by 
Dorothy. She’s a right little shit stirrer that one.” 
“It was a misunderstanding was all.” Carl started to lie easily, but the righteous anger slid 
past the block. “He thought he was right and I showed him what a useless snivelling idiot 
he is, hardly touched him to be honest.” He held up a finger. “One punch was all.” 

    Jasper looked disappointed at the answer.
“Shame, I like a good kicking, did he bleed?” The lady hushed him down, so the old man 
relented.  
“No, just whimpered off.” With the need to get back on topic, Carl pulled up his phone 
5.58am. “Have either of you seen Simone?” Jasper should recognise her at least but who 
knew about the lady. Both waved him off as neither had their glasses with them. It turns 
out they were pretty useless past a few inches.  
“Why, what’s up?” she asked. 
“Honestly, I think someone’s holding her till I come and get her, there is something idiotic 
going on at this site this weekend.” Both the elderly couple looked blankly back at him. 
“Don’t suppose either of you knows where Franklin and Carol, the champions are staying 
do you?”
This question got shakes of the head from both this time. The disappointment was almost 
tangible. 

Just before Carl decided to move on, the music stopped. The main hall lights came 
up, and the exhausted looking DJ behind the decks stood to congratulate everyone for 
making the Breakfast Club. A loose shackle of cheers returned her declaration. Then the 
DJ continued with;
“The Blues room is now closed until this afternoon.” Some boos came from the dance floor
to that part. The DJ nodded accordingly to the few she knew to acknowledge them.
“But the good news is that the cafeteria is now open for Breakfast.” She got a couple of 
cheers and some clapping for that sentence. Waving everyone away, the DJ then sat back 
down to turn all her gear off. The crowd slowly started to make its way towards the now 
emanating smell of bacon. 

    Carl offered a hand to the lady to help her up off the sofa; this was slapped away by
Jasper. Who in turn struggled up, then provided his wrinkled hand out to his lady.  She 
took it, with this, a little tug of war took place, He tried to counterbalance her weight with no
strength while she wanted to allow him to help her up out of politeness.

After a few seconds of back and forth, she’d had enough, pulled her hand free and 
got up under quite easily her own steam. Then she walked off leaving both of them 
standing there in her wake, they both looked at each other and gave each other the nod of 
all men that said, well, we tried. 

Every few minutes new people came into the building, some waved to others in the 
area, and some ignored all to focus on the crucial matter of food. No-one took the muesli 
option; one woman pondered shortly on the healthy choice but only lasted about four 



seconds before going to the counter for hash browns and lashings of baked beans on top 
greasy eggs and toast.  Each of these was questioned accordingly, the rooms’ atmosphere
getting slightly darker each time in tune with Carl’s attitude. 

Every time he came away empty-handed, his faced showed the strain. With each 
circuit, the whispers followed.  Each new person got a slightly more abrupt questioning; it 
was all starting to get a touch sinister as all in the cafeteria kept an eye on him. Carl was 
by the coffee machines glaring at everyone when a door to the side of the room opened 
catching his eye. An elderly couple he didn’t know came through. As he pushed off to meet
them a third person came into view; EYES! 

Even at this early hour, her eyes were bright; she did look worn down but not beaten
by the ungodly hour. She moved gracefully through the room, she scanned most of the 
room taking the sight of him into account. Her attention went back to the couple in front as 
they were discussing where to sit. After that, the couple went to the counter to get their 
breakfast. Eyes instead aimed towards Carl, making clear eye contact as she walked 
passed to the coffee machines and got six cups ready. Carl sidled over in an unconvincing 
forced relaxed manner. 

“Hi.” He said coming up beside her, suddenly nervous. She gazed over and said,
“Hi.” back to him. Nothing happened as Carls mind jumped about indecisively till finally, he 
blurted out;
“I’m looking for my friends; I was wondering if you could help?” Eyes stopped, turned to 
face him hitting him entirely with her full attention. 

“And whom are you looking for?” the question although was reasonable, it still sounded 
like he was some stalker like creature looking for prey. Carl pulled out his phone and 
showed her the pictures. He described Simone and her accent and attitude; then 
described Claire and her habits. He made it clear he knew these people and while he was 
talking saw all the indicators that she knew of them too. 
“And why are you looking for them?” Again, it sounded more like an accusation than a 
general response. For some reason the lie didn’t come out of Carls mouth, this lady wasn’t
biting like the others, she was interrogating him. 

    Seeing the hesitation, Eyes gave him a disapproving look and then spoke briskly.
“I don’t think I can help you.” She then turned back to the coffees. Realising that he had 
lost control of the situation and feeling out of sorts, Carl's hand clamped down on her 
shoulder to turn her back round. 

The split second his hand touched her he knew it was a mistake, that he'd gone too 
far. He had let the night get to him, and now he had crossed the line. But instead of tensing
as most people would have, Eyes relaxed. Carl snatched his hand away and took a step 
back ready for the attack. All he got was a glance with a brief smile flickered on the lady's 
lips before she carried on with her chore.

She’s a warrior; she’s a freaking warrior! Regular folk tense up as the whole fight or 
flight instincts kick in, but those with training are taught to relax first to make them better 
prepared. Carl then realised she’d scanned the room when entering the room, checking 
the exits as a priority. He recognised the pattern because he did it himself. 

He re-checked her physic and clocked the Y shape of her body, the slim waist rising
to broad shoulders, which were well formed with muscle. Then the images of their dancing 



came back. The reason she was such a good follow was that she was so focused, it was 
the reason her eyes drew him in so much. Possibly the reason he fancied her so much as 
well, she was dangerous and not Sasha dangerous. The woman standing with her back to 
him was a trained fighter. 

     In a slightly stunned way, Carl let the lady finish her task and watched her walk off 
with a tray full of hot drinks. Did she know anything, anyone that observant would have to 
know something, right? She did engage in the conversation, that doesn't mean she knows 
something, but at the very least she might be able to help. 

 Taking a moment to collect himself and to give Eyes time to settle, took a turn for 
the worse as his reflection off the front of the coffee machine metaphorically waved back. 
The fuck do I look like! Reality took a moment and allowed the sensation of the bandage to
touch his mind. A hand raised up and felt the soft material. He looked down at the torn and 
sick covered shirt. 

A quick trip to the toilets was now an urgent requirement as Carl enjoyed the 
distressing sense of self-disapproval. He knew better than to try and get information from 
people looking like this. Pushing through the doors into a brightly lit room with a wall-length
mirror allowed the full force of the dishevelled state that he had become. 

The bandage was bloodied over the right ear, not by much but enough to add a 
certain panache. The hair was sticking up in a crazed scientist manner. The face was too 
pale to be healthy with scabbing scratches on the left cheek. The shirt was missing buttons
and stained in the worst way, with the aroma of stale alcohol just noticeable. The trousers 
had that look about them as well with the bonus of being torn at the knees. When did that 
happen?

The looks that he had been getting all morning now made perfect sense. Between 
the outfit and his mood, it would have made quite an impression. The subtle chats he'd 
been trying to have all night suddenly took on a sinister tone. Everyone I spoke to tonight 
must have thought I was off my meds. No wonder he hadn't got any information. Why 
hasn't anyone mentioned it to me? 

Moving over to the sink and getting a close up didn't help, so he tried to clean 
himself up. Taking the bandage off and washing his face with ice cold water helped him 
feel better. Soaking down the hair improved the look a little. With an afterthought, he went 
into the stalls and pulled a big wad of toilet paper off the reel. Coming back to the sink, he 
soaked it and tried to wipe up the sick off his shirt and trousers. 

Technically it worked as the sick stain vanished under the disintegrating toilet roll 
that was now sticking all over him like chronic dandruff. Trying to wipe it off didn't help as 
everything was now wet. Looking around for inspiration and clocking the wall mounted 
hand dryers, he moved. The dryer was chest height. If he squatted a tad, he could get the 
air to blow down most of his chest and legs. Slapping the button to start it off, the cold air 
soon became too hot to be comfortable. 

He forced himself to bear the heat so the materials would dry off. The silent chant 
of; please no one come in and see me doing this, started off as the noise of the motor 
drowned out all else. With the aid of the gods, no-one saw. Within a minute or two most of 
the shirt was dry, the toilet paper had disappeared and the the trousers looked slightly 
better. Taking another look in the mirror to see how he look now.  The view screamed 



barely functioning alcoholic, but was in some small way better than when he had entered 
the room. Time to go back to work. 

With new resolve, the intrepid hero surged back into the cafeteria with focus. 
Heading straight over to the table, Carl pulled out a chair and sat down next to the latest 
enigma in his life. Eyes ignored the new member on the breakfast table while the elderly 
couple were confused by his presence although the lady. Could be her mum? Said 
helpfully; 
"You need to let her have her coffee sweety; she's a right bitch straight out of the gate."

Caught off guard by this statement Carl gave Eyes a look. Eyes gave the mum a 
look. The mum stuck her tongue out at the pair of them and started eating her breakfast. At
which point the dad piped in with;
"She's not much better afterwards, but you know how it goes." He too began to eat, then 
had a second thought. Waving an egg yoked covered knife towards Carl he added; “but 
she does like a well dressed man.”

"Will you two fuck right off?" Eyes told the now smirking couple. She turned back to Carl, 
her look showed any patience that had come in with her had left the building and taken the
sense of humour with it. So, knowing it was his only hope, Carl, against his better nature 
tried the truth. 
“My friends might be in real trouble and I need some help.” Eyes started to eat some 
overly greasy eggs without any response to him, presuming this was consent to continue 
he kept going. 
“There's a guy on this site who may have had a psychotic break, and I think he has my 
friends. I am getting desperate and running out of time. I think you know something and I 
don't have any other leads.”

The woman made a sigh just before she told him where to go, but the mum nudged 
her and pointed to his scratched arm while mumbling with a full mouth. 
"See if he's Sasha's army guy?"
Eyes quickly re-evaluated the mess of a person sitting next to her. Between the bruising, 
scratches, the torn clothes and the smell, he was in quite a state. The look on her face 
read as if a change of mind was close but still not keen on getting involved. 
“Tell me how you go the claw marks?” 
"What?"
“Tell me how you go the marks on your arm, and I will let you try and persuade me to 
help.” 

Carl looked about for help and received nothing in return from those at the table. 
With exasperation;
"Fine, erm, I was down by the arcades, walking back from the beach. Some bloke in front 
of me got clobbered by a golf ball off the miniature golf course. The kids there were fucking
about. He was going to fall into the road in front of a car; I grabbed him. His Mrs went 
mental thinking I was doing something. It was a thing, what do you want from me?"

Eyes looked to the couple, the lady shrugged. The man shooed her to get on with it and 
help. 
“Tell me.” Eyes demanded and then returned to the bacon and eggs. Carl gave the couple 
a quick look which all three of them caught.



“My parents can be completely trusted.” She’s got to be military. The parents gave nods as
if they already knew they could be trusted, and then returned to pretending they weren’t 
there. 

“Fair enough, did you see the dance competition last night? The second couple who tied 
with Champs, do you know who I mean.” Carl watched as Eyes recalled the dance and 
identified who he was discussing. 
“She was wearing a long Blue gown?” Carl nodded a yes. “He looked like he was in pain.” 
“That’s the puppy, Tony. He’s been deluding himself that this is the start of his international 
dancing career or something and then he came up against real professional dancers. 
Something has snapped in that lad's head, and he is acting out. The hit and run in the car 
park yesterday, did you hear?” All three of them nodded to that, “That was him, I’m pretty 
sure it was accidental, but he’s lashing out, and now my girls are not where they are 
supposed to be.”

    Eyes took another bite of her meal still undecided; Carl let it play out as the parents 
had started to look at each other as if they knew something. If Eye’s didn’t offer something,
he was pretty sure they would. As the seconds past Carl’s body started to tense up with 
anticipation, then Eyes asked the one question he didn't want to answer.

“Why don't you involve the police if you know all this? They could be here quick enough 
and have all this sorted out before long.”  Carl winced; he didn’t want to mention the gun. It
might not be real, and if it were, it would change everything. Looking about as if to find 
some alternative to offer or an exit, he wasn’t quite sure which, he turned back to find three
people looking at him. 

“There might be a gun.” He held out his hands to forestall any reaction which to be fair; he 
didn’t receive much. She’s got to be military; even the folks didn’t freak out at that. “I can’t 
confirm that but we are out in the sticks, and the local Bobbies aren’t going to be well 
trained. I don’t trust the police not to steam in and make matters worse."

 "I can do this quietly, a quick takedown and when it’s all sorted, we can call them in.” He 
quickly pulled out the burglar kit and opened it up for her to see all the picks. 
“All sneaky like no muss no fuss, a stealth takedown with no commotion.” 

Time ticked past.
“How good is your intel?” she asked while buttering a slice of toast.
“Solid as a rock, he forced a couple to steal something earlier, they saw the gun, and it’s 
one of them he hit with the car. I was at the hospital most of the night with them.”

    Eyes sighed again; she didn’t want to do this for some reason, it looked like it wasn’t
going to happen when the dad leant over and whispered into her ear. With a quick 
resigned nod in agreement she said.
“Chalet 55.” 
Carl almost bounced out of the seat with pent-up energy. He pushed the chair back and 
was nearly ready to run off when a question mark fired off in his head. He sat back down 
with a thud and asked. 
“Who’s in Chalet 55?”
“Tony is, it’s the same row we are in.” 

All the force he had saved needed a release, and now he was aimed in the right 
direction  But to make sure he didn’t look like a nut job he calmly stood up, pushed the 



chair back under the table and went to leave, taking a step away then turned back and 
leant over. Quietly he said thank you to those present. Taking another step away then 
returned, bent over by Eyes and asked.
“Do you want to come?” She glanced at the couple and then to him, with a wry smile 
shook her head in a no.
“I will stay here, but thanks for asking.” He didn’t wait for a reason and was soon outside. 

Chapter

The suns light felt like it was making every crystal clear. All the birds were chirping 
away; the wind was picking up but still felt refreshing. The grass was green; the sky was a 
light blue with fluffy clouds. Birds chirped away in innocence from the dark sight below. 

Carl force-marched through the site, arms and legs pumping away in a ground-
eating stride. His mind buzzing with attention to everything. All the noises near him were 
registered and ticked off against good sounds and bad. His brain was fizzing, and he felt 
alive, ready for war. 

    The need for haste fought against years of practised patience. Knowing that he 
needed to bring that energy level down as sneaking about is challenging enough without 
being wired to the max. Carl consciously made his steps slower. Concentrating on the 
environment took a lot of work, but losing self-control didn’t help anyone. Even with the 
slower pace, the set of chalets he was looking for, soon appeared. 

Unlike most of the site, these were set up as a square around a small green. With a fence 
surrounding them to maintain a minimal semblance of privacy. The path cut diagonally 
from corner to corner straight through the garden. Stealthily checking out the closest doors
for numbers. Carl could determine that Tony’s was on the opposite side. So, he had two 
options, A, walk through the middle of the green and bang on the door, or B go around the 
back. 

Option B won out, and soon he was quietly walking around the area. No-one was about 
which was thankful. Most would be out for the count, not likely to care what was happening
outside of their beds. Any few that were up would probably be out of the way at breakfast.

    Getting to the far side of the buildings took no time at all and once there, the decision to 
break in was firmly entrenched. Tight up against a wall; Carl had a quick peek into the 
square for any movement, there was no movement. Good, now let's check the six. 

Trying to get to the back of the chalets was a bit of a pain as there was tall bush placed 
between the chalets and fencing, to stop this exact sort of thing. Thankfully the bush was 
young enough and bent as he pushed past it. Nothing snapped, no birds flew out of it 
screeching. The blasted thing did manage to exact some revenge on the intrusion. Any 
bare skin that touched it was scratched. Pain flared on the back of Carls hands.  

After the titanic battle, he crouched down to let his abused body get over the newest
wounds. Once the raging pain had calmed to a seething level, he moved away silently. 
Counting down the windows to scoot down next to the one that should be Tony’s. Taking a 
quick peek he could see the curtains which were the same the whole site over, were 
drawn. The thick, ugly things were designed to block the sun out completely. 



But as a night owl, Carl knew by experience that there was always a crack that 
would let in light. Checking the bottom corners first he saw exactly what he needed. The 
curtain had been bunched up on top of the window seal and had created a little tunnel of 
squashed material which would let him see in if the gods were willing. 

Hoping no-one was up and standing near the window, likely to catch the blocked out
ray of sunlight, he popped up and tried to look in. All he got was reflected light and the 
noise of his heart thumping. Dropping down again he took off his top so he could use it as 
a sort of sunblock, catching his breath he stood up and tried again. Using the coat like a 
kind of cape, he lifted it above his head to try and block out as much light as possible. 

Seeing in was difficult, there was only a couple of millimetres wide gap to see in, 
and the room was dark. But if Carl moved about slightly, it did give a clear view of the 
room. The room was the same design as his chalet, and his perspective was from down by
the kitchen sink. Slowly the darkness took shape, the edges and curves of objects that 
reflected some light, started to make sense. 

A horizontal bar of light turned into the back rest of a chair. A diagonal line with 
texture turned into the reflection off a TV screen. Silently the room seemed to appear like a
magic eye picture. 

His brain was actively searching for what would be in the area and what it would 
look at this angle. Soon enough most of it made sense apart from an area just under the 
front of the room’s window. All he could see was touches of light on an uneven surface 
which he couldn’t figure out till a curved edge moved. 

Twitching with excitement and fear, Carl lost all view of the room. Trying to resettle 
while his heart hammered loudly was a task. Getting a grip on his breathing and taking 
control, soon the thumping slowed to a steady level. Resetting to get back to the angle 
where the room was visible again, took a few seconds, but finale the dark space re-
emerged. 

Concentrating of the curved surface at the far end of a room was easier as now he 
could see the sleeping form of someone. The curved area was now a smooth cheek, 
which meant the darkness at one edge was the ear. Suddenly Carl realised he was looking
straight at Claire. Shock caused his body to spasm; he lost the view and desperately tried 
to find it again. His mind was buzzing from one horrific scenario to the next. Every muscle 
wanted to move, to smash in the window and charge. Anger took over with the idea of 
doing damage being fierce. Carl slammed down on the emotions that wanted to cry havoc 
and let slip the dogs of war.

Get a grip, she was just sleeping. You need to get the gun first.  Get the gun first, 
get the gun first. The chant helped a little, but Carl's body was primed for conflict once 
more. Adrenaline surged, muscles relaxed and tensed as the magical elixir flooded 
through the body. With heavy breaths he tried to get the view back to make sure of 
everything, but it wouldn’t come, he needed to act, he needed to move.   

    Getting back past the bush as quietly as possible, which in his state sounded like an
unbelievable racket. His every nerve jangling to every scrape and rustle. Once that 
obstacle had passed he dealt with the next. Stopping to control the anger and fear. This 
turned into a steely resolve to do anything to protect his girls, his friends. The chant, get 
the gun first, get the gun first, was repeating over like a mantra to stop him going off on a 



tangent. Now focused on the most significant issue, he stepped out into plan site and 
moved.

It only took seconds to let the scene run, but the results were always the same. 
From turmoil to peace calmed Carl down. It was only a quick fix, but it would last long 
enough. The picks slid into the door lock with ease. Precious seconds ticked passed as 
the pressure of the picks pushed against the various components within the lock. Not 
taking a breath to keep the noise level down was countered by the loud thumping beat of 
Carls' heart. The small internal clicks of the springs were almost silent yet today it felt like 
cracking ice to one person's ears. With the spiders of fear crawling all over the back of his 
neck, Carl took a breath as the lock released. He moved silently into the room. 

Quickly scanning the dark room, ready for the attack, none came. The room 
seemed devoid of motion. Bodies lay over the floor. Not bodies, people, just people 
sleeping. The bright light from the open door was causing some to flinch. Apart from those 
small gestures, the chalet was not awake and on full alert, so the plan was still in effect. 
Get the Gun. Closing the door, Carl went looking for a gun.

By closing the door, closing off the light. A thought waved as it went past; you've just
closed the only exit numbnuts. Carl put the catch on so the door wasn't locked. Checking 
out the people laying about he saw Claire and Simone next to each other. A shuddering 
intake went through him as the worry released, they were alive. The other bodies included 
Tom, who was on his side spooning someone with long black hair covering her face. Even 
asleep Tom looked like he was a creep. 

Stop fucking about and find the weapon. With two closed doors to his right, both 
leading to bedrooms there was only one thing to do. Open them and walk in. Stepping past
the slumbering figures to stand before the doors, he chose left. Taking a breath, he surged 
into the unknown. The door opened soundlessly to an incredible sight Carl would never 
forget for as long as he lived.

Hundreds of shiny grey strips going all over the place held two people on the wall. 
Two people had been duct tape to the wall. On the wall, hung two people. Carl stood in 
awe at the sheer bizarreness of the moment. The fact that someone had done this was 
surreal yet amazing. How had they got them off the ground? How had they had time to do 
this? Who cut up hundreds of strips to do this?

The couple were both in a sort of X position, only their eyes and noses had been left
clear. The metallic sticky strips covered every other part of them. Only tufts of hair and 
small bits of skin showed between the pieces as if they were naked under it all. They're 
naked, someone did this and made them be naked as well. Sweet Jesus why?

As Carl stood in the doorway enjoying the site, the world kept turning. He realised 
the couple a male and a female. Her hair was blond by the looks of it. A light bulb moment 
flickered. Are these the modern jive champions of the world duct taped to a wall? How, 
what and why are they staring at me? 

Moments passed, silence pressed as the questions that wanted answer was going 
to have to wait. Except for one. Why are they looking at me? Because they are awake, you
silly sod.  Behind the masks of metallic tape, shocked eyes stared back at him. Here on 
the wall were people stuck and fully aware of their predicament. Caught between wanting 
to act and having no idea where to start Carl stood frozen in the doorway.



His brain running through all the ways this would have had to happen, the logistics 
to start with were impressive. A muffled hmmph came from the would be wall extension. 
Time sped up as the warning, and panicked looks indicated that Carls plan had just gone 
to shit. 

Air pressure behind Carl altered just fractionally but enough for instinct to kick in. 
Carl ducked and turned. A furious Tony was swinging something red at Carl's head. Before
it could land home, the large cannister thundered into the door frame cracking splinters in 
all directions. The fire extinguisher continued towards Carl with momentum. The weight of 
it was still enough to hammer into his outstretched arms. The energy punched Carl 
backwards down to the floor. As he went down the voice of his old Drill Sargent screamed 
at him to get up. You lay down to die, get up and fight you bloody fool. The echoes of his 
former life always present.

Tony moved in finish the fight; Carl kicked out with a foot. It wasn't precise, more of 
a wild last ditch attempt. But contact was made as Tony's knee twisted under the attack. 
Tony fell with a scream and lost control of the heavy weapon. The extinguisher dropped 
from his hands with a heavy clunk. Tony clung to the door frame to stay up. Carl again 
lashed out with his foot, this time aiming for the side of Tony's face. Blood spurted as 
Tony's head was kicked into the wall. 

A wail of pain and anguish left his battered mouth. With a hand to his nose, the man
glared daggers at Carl and then pulled himself up to stagger out of the chalet into the 
blinding sun. Carl was up and ready to follow but the need to release the hostages 
hammered at him. Looking back at the two people stuck on the wall, he realised that 
helping them would take too long. The urge to take a quick selfie said a brief hello before 
being thoroughly ignored. 

Moving back into the main room, he checked on his now fully awake friends. All 
looked a bit dishevelled but whole. Claire and Simone had sat up. He moved to the closest
which was Simone, he released the gag and undid her zip-tied hands quickly. How did 
people not know how easy it was to get out of these things. She looked as if she was in 
shock, but moved to give him a quick hug. Carl asked her;
“Can you get everyone undone?”
“Oui, Je le ferai.” she said quietly but with passion. Carl only knew Oui meant yes, so took 
it as good to go.

Looking about to make sure he was ok to leave, he saw the toilet door was open. 
Tony had been in the loo when he'd snuck in. He should have checked it first. Should of, 
could of, would of. He hadn't but he wasn't perfect, and shit had worked out. Next time he 
broke in somewhere he would check the loo out first just in case. 

The lady with the long black hair moved to cause all sorts of emotions and sexual 
thoughts to get involved. Don't tell her you didn't recognise her; she'll go ape. Sasha 
glared around the room daring the world to say something smart. Tom had managed to 
wake up and shuffle a distance from the crazed looking lady, showing that he wasn't as 
stupid as he looked. 

Carl presumed Sash had been near Claire and Simone getting caught up in this 
mess. Her dark eyes were on fire, so he felt compelled to get the fuck out of that room. 
She was going to kill someone, and he didn't want to have to try and stop her. 



 Carl walked to the now open front door, glancing back at his ladies to reassure 
himself. They were ok; they were safe. He'd done it, found them and saved them. His 
white knight delusion was happy as was he. Now it was time to get the bad guy. 

A leg was all Carl saw as it disappeared around the corner of the far side of the 
chalet block. Instinct kicked in, and he moved. The hunt was on. Adrenaline pulsed 
through his veins like a wave of pure energy as he seemed to fly across the grass in 
pursuit. Eyes wide to catch any sight that might help with the hunt. 

Using momentum and an outstretched hand to grab at walls. Carl came round the 
corner fast just in time to see Tony vanish between two small chalets. Tony was making his
way to the main buildings and not towards the car park. How was he planning to escape? 
Carl didn't care and rushed to the gap, the pain of tired muscles starting to tingle in his 
thighs and chest. The effects of the late night were calling in their dues. 

    Bursting through the gap, Carl had to stop and check all the directions just in case. 
Nothing said "Tony went this way," so he kept going down the track towards the buildings. 
The energy required to get back up to speed was a little slower in coming. His breathing 
was starting to get heavier, but nothing was going to stop him getting Tony. Another gap 
and stop, another check, nothing, keep moving. 

Close-by, a door crashed open, glassed smashed and Tony voice echoed out in 
frustration. Carl surged as he knew where the quarry had gone. A twinge fired off in Carls 
hamstring but wasn't important enough for worry right now. The hero of the hour rushed 
into the large room. Scanned the room, then scanned it again as Tony wasn't about 
anywhere. The room was all tables and chairs, with confused-looking dinners. Each face 
told a story, yet none of them was; I'm running away.  Taking deep breaths and looking 
about, the words, 
“Where the fuck did he go?” finally escaped Carls burning lungs. 

Those sitting closest hesitantly pointed across the room. Carl looked about to find 
no sign of movement. Focusing out the windows that side of the room, he rechecked just 
in case the little sod had made it that far. Seeing nothing and being mystified, he took a 
moment to use the back of a chair to lean on and rest He turned back to the patrons with a
face that asked what? 

They were still pointing and now slightly tilting their heads to the side. Still breathing 
hard as the run had taken its toll, I may be too old for this shit. The pain was spreading 
across his chest telling his body it was time to go back down the gym. Carl looked back 
again tilting his head in the same manner. At which point realisation got involved. 
Bemusement and irritation blended with anger as he said in a tight voice.  
“He's under a table?” 

As the words came out, a dull thud, a chink of cutlery and the word fuck happened 
in quick succession.  All the people in the room looked at the table when the noise 
occurred. The whole place fell silent to see what would transpire next. Still feeling a touch 
light headed, the defender of the lost and dazed walked over to the table. His legs hinted 
that kneeling down wasn't a proper option, so instead, he knocked three times on the table
top. Thunk, thunk, thunk went the table as everyone waited patiently. 
“You in then Tony, or what?” A void of noise was the only reply. The urge to tip over the 
table nearly got its way, but instead, Carl continued with;



“Stop fucking about and get out of there will you.” 

Once again, the villain of the holiday camp chose to stay put and hope the problem 
went away.  With his anger, Carl leant down, pulling the tablecloth up as he did to find 
himself staring down the barrel of a gun. His body had a quick moment of shock. Tony's 
face was screwed up in pain as he scrambled out from under the table. 

It was a small pistol, but enough people close enough recognised it for what it was 
and gasps escaped from the few. Carl's moment was over, the shot he expected end him 
hadn't come. A breath he hadn't realised he was holding forced its way out. Guns had 
been pointed at him before with each time feeling unique depending on who was the other 
end. 

In this case, the person holding it was judging by his glazed eyes,  trapped in a 
world of his own making. Tony shouted at him. 
“You don't know what it's like!” Carl didn't care what it was like, all he knew was that he 
had to get the gun. Had to make sure no one got hurt, this was his situation to control. It 
had to happen soon before Tony lost the plot and just started shooting. 

 Carl's eyes kept flicking from Tony's eyes, back to the gun, eyes to the gun, eyes to 
the gun. For when his enemy was fractionally distracted enough that Carl could lunge and 
save the day. The window of opportunity could happen anytime. The moment could come 
instantly. Carl suddenly stopped preparing. His subconscious mind had realised something
before his conscious one had, and decided that he could relax. A deep breath filled his 
lungs as the stress released from his body. 

Carl was calm; Tony had lost his control without even knowing. The rest of the room
hadn't noticed either. Tonys rant was still ongoing; It wasn't his fault, none of this was 
supposed to happen, if they had only listened.  Carl took a glance to see if Eyes was there 
so she could see his moment of glory. With surprise, he found her seat empty. Had she 
run?

The older couple were still there with their worried looks following her. Eyes had 
risen and was silently creeping up behind Tony. As calmly as a trained assassin she was 
moving into position to take the gunman down. Carl's mind lept with joy at meeting such a 
person. Who would have had the presence of mind to do what she was doing? She was 
going to act when no other was. She was going to be the hero; she was going to steal his 
thunder. She was going to rob him of his moment, what a bitch, fuck that. 

“Tony mate,  I have something in my pocket you really need to see.” Tony looked shocked 
that he'd been interrupted. Eyes paused too as the situation altered. Tony looked slightly at
a loss he glanced down towards Carl's trouser pocket. Carl reached in and pulled out his 
car keys letting Tony focus on them. Right at the moment confusion past over Tony's face, 
Carl flicked the keys directly at his eyes. 

    Tony reacted with instinct and flinched his gun arm up to protect his face. As quickly 
as that happened, a fist followed the keys to come crashing into the side of his face. Carl 
had used every ounce of strength left in his legs to surge forward. The punch landed first, 
and then the rest of Carl slammed into the smaller man. 



The momentum took them both over the table which tipped over throwing them both
off the other side. The noise of the table and cutlery falling filled the room. Gasps could be 
heard all around as the room waited to see who emerged from the battle victoriously. 

Carl bounced up like a juiced up jack in the box ready for anything. Carl did a little 
jig in the spirit of the Mohammed Ali waiting for Tony to react so he could carry on with the 
arse whooping, but his opponent was out cold. One punch and the fight was already over. 
Carl bounced around a little more just in case, but Tony was unconscious and going 
nowhere. 

With the fun now lost he stopped and looked about for the weapon which hadn't 
landed too far away. Picking up the gun with a flinch, Carl had a proper look at it before 
aiming it down at the unconscious figure before him.
“I really don't like it when people point guns at me.” To gasps all around, Carl pulled the 
trigger.  

    The arc of water left the gun and splashed over Tony's Crotch as Carl made it 
looked like the unconscious man had urinated himself. Small pleasures. Then he realised 
what it might have looked like to the shocked crowd. 
“It's a toy, just a water pistol. “He said as he waved it about towards the onlookers. He 
scanned the room to make sure nothing else was going wrong or needed dealing with. 

Across the room, Eyes was looking back at him with an expression Carl couldn't 
quite read at this distance. With a bit of luck, it was impressed verging on lust with a dash 
of hero worship. With all the excitement Carl just realised that Jasper was sitting on the 
table right next to him. To Jaspers side sat the lady with big boobs and too much collagen 
whom Carl had danced with on the first night, how long ago did that feel right now?
“Alright Jasper, how's it going?” Jasper took a moment to finish a mouthful and responded 
with, 
”Something burst on my back last night, smelt so bad we had to leave the bedroom.” 
Reality, who needs it Carl thought but smiled, nothing was going to ruin his mood for a 
while even this foul cantankerous old git. Carl realised he was rubbing his wrist as a 
recognizable ache had crept in. 

    Then Jasper asked. 
“How's it going with you? Looks like the day started off with a bit of a to do.”  
Carl pointed in his direction with the gun. 
“Well, I got some awesome dances in.” He then pointed to the man lying on the floor with 
his left hand.  
“Beat the fuck out of a nut job kidnapper, and I think I might get laid later on.” He 
inadvertently glanced towards a certain lady as he said that. With a thoughtful pause, he 
added. "Although I think I broke something hitting that tool.” They both look down at the 
limp body. 
“So it’s tilting towards best weekender ever I reckon,” a silly smile was writ all over his 
face. 

“Who'd he kidnap?” Jasper queried. 
“Oh what, oh err Franklin and Carol, oh my god you should have seen it. Duct taped them 
to the fucking wall; it was fucking spectacular. I have never seen anything as funny as that 
in forever. I was thinking of taking a selfie but the moment wasn't right.” With his arms 
waving about in excitement Carl realised he didn't look very professional waving a toy gun 



around. Carl saw Eyes was walking towards him; he turned to face her as he deserved 
some sort of reward. Heroics was an exhausting task, but someone had to do it.  

She got close, looked him in the eyes, then down at Tony and back to him, his 
broad grin greeting her. 
“This your idea of subtle is it?” she said with a raised eyebrow. Panic lurched its head up 
with full effect. 
“Well erm well, erm sort of, well no not exactly but no one got hurt.” The path to freedom 
made it way clear. “That's the important bit right, I saved the day, and no-one got hurt.” 
They both looked down to Tony. 
“Cept for him obviously,” Carl mentioned slightly sheepishly. 

Eyes nodded a slight agreement, and a little smile touched her lips as she turned 
and started to walk out. 
“Still, you’re not getting laid tonight.” Carl's eyebrows rose in alarm as not only had she'd 
heard that and then had just said that it out loud. But it was said with a smile, and God 
loves a trier.
“Oh come on he had a gun.” he pleaded with his arms opened wide. 
“It was a water pistol,” she replied over her shoulder. 
“I didn't know that. Jasper, Jasper tell her I didn't know that.” 

Carl sat in the corner of the room with his arm in a sling. The ambulance crew were 
going to take him to the hospital soon as he let them. However, he wasn’t going anywhere 
until he'd seen the girls were safe and sound. The police standing with him accepted that 
as the whole event needed unravelling and they were happy enough to wait for now. They 
all waited patiently; there was time to kill as interviews were going on in the chalets. Plus 
cutting the champs down was going to be hysterical. The time past slowly as the police 
were kept busy and most of the campsite was still quiet this early on in the day. 

After a full weekend of fun, the constant adrenaline bursts had run their course 
leaving Carl far beyond sleepy. The worry about the girls with an arm that wouldn’t quit 
was out racking the tiredness for now. However, that debt was going to be paid for in full 
real soon. 

The ambulance staff didn’t want to pump him full of drugs just in case he had to go 
into surgery, or that’s what they told him anyway. So he just sat in the corner of the 
cafeteria with a couple of coppers guarding him nearby, as he watched the doors for his 
friends, hoping they were all OK.  

A door opened catching his attention as a policewoman walked through. Eyes had 
disappeared before the police had arrived which no-one else seemed to have noticed, he 
wasn’t going to drop her in it. If she wanted to avoid them she probably had a good 
reason. To be honest, Carl had wished he’d managed to pull a vanishing act himself.

 Still, it was a little more than intriguing, and at some point, he would take a proper 
interest in what that lady was all about. Off the top of his head he was going with assassin 
or bounty hunter or possibly a mercenary. She might just be a shop assistant with a bit of 
training in martial arts, but what was the point of a fantasy if you ruin it with realism. 

Finally, after a lot of paper filling and endless waits, they told him of sod off. He also 
needed to contact his local police station when he returned home so they could all keep in 
touch. With the drugs wearing off and the pain of a full weekend behind him, Carls temper 



had almost popped a couple of times in the process, but the lure of a bed back at the 
camp held him back. 

The taxi ride back to the camp turned into an exercise in control as the urge to sleep
grew and grew the longer the ride continued. The driver shaking him out of a slumber 
when they arrived. He woke quickly at this point as the driver didn't have any change and 
didn't accept credit cards. 

Carl only had a twenty on him and wasn't going to give a four-pound tip so he 
quickly had to run to the camp shop to buy something so he could get some change. This 
turned into a thing as the shop till was low on change and Carol had to bring some in from 
the bar, but she didn't have the keys to the safe, so off she went leaving Carl to ponder the
ways of the world and the opportunity to steal a Mars bar for his troubles.   

By the time had got back, the taxi's meter had gone over the twenty-pound mark. 
Carl didn't bother to swear, the look he gave the driver was enough for the man to except 
the nineteen pound twenty-six pence offered with grace. With that joyful experience out of 
the way, bed called. 

Bed then waved goodbye as a security guard magically appeared to inform him with
heavy emphasis, that the management would appreciate it if he buggered off. As he 
packed his bags up in the now empty chalet, Carl was torn between leaving for a quiet life 
and missing out on a whole day and a half of dancing. Tony had a lot to answer for, and 
the next time he saw the man, hopefully behind the glass of a criminal courtroom getting 
sentenced. He was going to add his pennies worth about the ruining a perfectly good 
weekend. 

Although probably that wouldn't happen, the thought was a good one though. He 
played with the idea throughout the repeated trips while packing the car up of what he 
would say if he ever did meet the little git again. Chapter 

Carl sat in his car trying to work out how far he was going to get before life made 
him pull over. The arm was one thing, trying to drive one handed was going to be a 
challenge, especially when changing gears. It was do-able, but also his mental state due 
to exhaustion which was going to add pleasures all of its own. Between not being able to 
and not wanting to,  either this was going to be a long ass trip, or he was going to crash 
into the first tree he saw. 

Convincing the girls to go, suddenly didn’t feel like an epically sensible idea. 
Although neither could drive, their company would have helped. A tapping on his window 
brought back to the moment. A healthy cleavage met his gaze. The edge of the red bra he 
could see was a bit lacy and the white blouse unbuttoned down to the stomach was sheer 
enough that Carl could make out a thin waist within the light cotton fabric.

All in all, it was a pleasant moment for his sleepy mind. The command to look at the lady's 
eyes and stop looking at her boobs took some time to filter in. Finally, Carl looked up to 
see a face he wasn't expecting at all. 
Rachel? Tony's woman?

“Erm, Hello what are you doing about?” he said as he lowered the window, thankfully with 
a button on the centre dash. Rachel bent down to learn on the window frame allowing her 



blouse to drop enough for a good view. Eyes Carl, focus on the eyes. She's doing this on 
purpose, stop falling for it. Carls mind took all the information on offer and decided if this 
beautiful lady wanted to display herself then who was he to complain. The manipulative 
look on her face kind of ruined the moment but the tired brain let it pass. 

“I’m kind of stuck as Tony was my lift. I thought we could help each other out." Pointing to 
his plastered wrist, "I'd be happy to drive; I know you're closer to my house than this place 
is and getting back from there will be easier.” 
“I’m Cambridge way, does that work?” He asked trying hard now not to look down her top. 
He knew she was playing him, but if she was going to do the driving, he could get some 
bloody sleep. To Sleep, perchance to dream, the chance would be a bloody fine thing.  

”Oh yes that would work; I’m in Chigwell, North London and that's a train straight down, so 
do you want to swap seats?” Carl almost bounced over now that the idea of hours of 
agony-ridden driving disappeared. The wistful daydream of a long sleep was now making 
its presence felt. He went to open the back doors to allow her to put in her luggage but she
closed it quickly and soon settled herself for the drive home. Carl presumed the police had 
seized it all when they had gone looking for Tony. 

The car was soon flying down the back roads of Norfolk. Not literally, but a bit 
speedy for Carls liking, to make him feel better he said.
“So the coppers didn’t keep you long then.” Cracking way to start a conversation, well-
done muppet. 
“Yes, well, they were so focused on Tony, and well, to be honest, I was scared of him, and 
he did most of these things when I wasn’t present so I could only offer so much."

As Rachel overtook a car on a blind corner, Carl woke up a tad. The racing line she 
was taking wasn't the calming lift home he'd been expecting. Rachel continued with,
"They intend to get me to go back in at a later date, to make a fuller statement." 
Somewhere in a tired mind, a nagging thought started rattling about, it was being kept 
down by a hint of panic and the need for sleep, but it wasn't going to go away.  Coconut 
came to mind.

They soon came off the B roads and finally got to a duel carriage way that would 
carry them most of the way back to Cambridge. As it was mostly one road home it would 
be an easy drive if a long one, but plenty of services could break the journey up a bit. 
Once on a clear section of road,Rachel put her foot down as apparently she wanted to get 
home quickly. understandable, she’s probably had just a bad a time as anyone, hang on 
do I get points if she’s driving poorly or is it seatbelts I need to worry about? Carl decided 
to let it slide as everyone does a bit of speeding these days, although she was shifting it a 
bit. 

Still, even with her speedy driving, the lull of the open road took Carl to the lazy 
world of slumber. Real sleep wasn't coming as that nagging thought was hanging on like a 
goodun. 
"Sasha!" he blurted out as the realisation that he hadn't seen her yet came to roost. Sasha 
hadn't come into the cafeteria, and he had gone to the hospital without even thinking about
her. 

Yes, he had been worried about Simone and Claire, but still, even a fool like him 
should have thought about her before now. She could handle herself and all but, pangs of 



guilt started to take hold. 
"What was that?" Rachel asked. There was an angry tilt to her question, but Carl was to 
busy with self-recriminations to pay attention to it. 
"Sasha, my friend Sasha. She was at Tony's chalet with everyone else, and I've completely
forgotten to check if she's ok." The smooth process of trying to get the phone out of his 
squashed trouser pocket when it was on the opposite side of your good arm went as well 
as could be expected. 

He'd have to wait until they stopped somewhere before he could send her a 
message. 
"Oh she's alright, nothing ever goes wrong for that one." Carl only heard what he wanted 
too.
"She's alright, thank the gods. I mean I know she would be but thanks for letting me know."
"Some people might think she's charmed, doing what she likes."

Even half dozing Carl caught that, Whoosh, bit of the green monster creeping in 
there. Glancing over, he looked her up and down. The blouse was fluttering a bit with the 
breeze showing off her torso. The boobs were good, no real tummy bump to talk about. 
Doubtful she's had kids with that body although it's hard to tell on the fit ones. Her body 
was solid, and she was decent enough to look at. Granted she didn't have Sasha's 
gravitas, but then most people don't. Carl couldn't see what she was jealous about and 
tried going back to sleep while thoughts of white skin and red bras floated through his 
mind. 

Carl woke with a thump as his head bounced off the door window. Must have done 
it sleeping he thought. A car horn blew in the distance. Feeling no better and a headache 
was now kicking in. Need some painkillers, where are they? Nowhere came to mind, so he
tried to be sociable and asked; 
"So, what do reckon wrong with Tony then? Has he always been mental?" A twitch on 
Rachels' eye fired off and the car speed up a fraction. 

"And can you slow down a bit, or are you trying to break the land speed record or 
something." Rachel turned and glared at him. He raised a hand in defence. "I'm only 
saying, it's been a crap weekend, and I liked to get home in one piece." He looked at his 
plastered arm. "Well, you know what I mean."

"Been a crap weekend has it? Has it really?" Carl caught every word even though 
Rachel had muttered them. Dozy mare, what's her malfunction? Rachel had turned back 
to concentrate on the road, but something was off. Carl still hadn't quite caught up so 
thought to try and break the tension with a bit more of a conversation. 

"What did the police say to you then? I got a telling off but nothing too much, mostly 
a waste of my time."
"Waste of your time! Didn't you leave Tony unconscious on the floor?" The tone of her 
voice should have sent alarm bells off, but Carl was reliving the moment. 
"Fuck him, anyone, who does all that are off their meds and deserve what's coming to 
them. I still don't get how you missed it all." Her top lip lifted at one side a little as he said 
that, just the echo of a sneer. 

Carl saw it and woke up quite fast. Still not entirely on the ball to figure it out but 
enough to know something was off. The car was still going too fast, and the need to slow 
the vehicle down now felt necessary. Stuff was happening, and the situation was getting 



out of his control. So he repeated his question and made sure he was paying all his 
attention to the woman driving his car this time. 

"So, what did the police say to you?" Again the sneer flickered. 
"Nothing much," her tone was too relaxed. "I'm just a defenceless little girl to them. What 
could I do? She turned, her eyes too intense for comfort's sake. 
"Do you think you killed him?" Feeling that it had got suddenly a bit tense in the car, Carl 
tried to defuse the moment. 
"I doubt it; it wasn't my intention. I was just reacting to the gun. He didn't hit his head on 
the way down so I just reckon he's out for the count and will wake up soon enough." Then 
for a positive note, he added. "If he hasn't woken up already, probably all hunky dory as 
we speak."
"I don't know; he was recovering from a fall already. He's not very strong."
"Oh, I didn't know, something a while back was it?"
"No." she paused for a bit then said. "He fell down some stairs last month. Weak man, 
always hurting himself." The tone was dismissive.

As the words left her mouth, Carl realised he was in trouble. Real trouble, not just 
haven't got the money for bills trouble. The effects of sleep deprivation had worn off 
enough for the brain to activate. Instinctively he looked for a way out. They were going to 
fast for that. Could he stop the car by force? There didn't seem like a safe way, so he tried 
his luck with some charm. 

“Still it’s all over now, everything will calm down and go back to normal.” There was 
a flicker on her face. Don’t say Normal idiot. 
"You know what I mean; you might have a bit more luck in competitions now." The words 
wouldn't stop coming out of his mouth; they knew they weren't helping, he knew they 
weren't helping, but they just kept going. " I mean after red rock as well; it will be nice to 
have a stable partner who you can have fun with."

Her silence did nothing for the ambience, so he kept on talking. At the same time, 
he was trying to shut up. This wasn't going to end well, and all the options available were 
shit. "I mean just going out for fun; the competitions would be for fun instead of ..." She 
broke him off which was just as well.

“Do you know what he said after we got banned from Red-rock, do you do you 
know what that loser said to me, Me.” she was looking forward, but she didn't see the 
road. 
“Something to do with calming happy thoughts?” she ignored that which he had expected. 
“He said he was glad, glad and relieved that my cheating had got caught out. He said if he 
couldn’t win fair and square it wasn’t real.” She turned to him, and at that moment Carl saw
death coming. Somehow he had always know it was going to be at the hands of a woman.
“So I broke his arm, talking to me like that, that snivelling little bitch. It wasn’t real, what 
kind of bullshit is that.”

That poor sod, Carl thought.
"So I told him, I told him that this was his last chance. I wouldn't let him drag me down any 
more." And so the ballad of poor Tony would go, beaten down by the crazy bitch until he 
shattered. No wonder he hadn't woken up yet, probably the first bit of peace he'd had in 
god knows how long. 
"I told him, I was fed up having to haul him up to my level every day. Ungrateful little sod, 
always making it worse, always ruining everything.” The car picked up speed.



Everything that poor Tony had done now made sense. Fear was the missing motive 
Carl had wanted. Fear was the driving force that made Tony do such stupid things. From 
the outside world, he would have looked like the abuser because that's the usual way of 
things. But no, he like so many others had walked into a relationship that had gone dark, 
and he hadn't been able to get out. 

However, he was tucked up in bed. Here and now Carl was in fucked up central with
no clear path. He needed to stop the car, and it didn't look like Rachel was up for a loo 
break anytime soon. He couldn't reach the keys; it would be impossible to lunge at them 
with his broken arm. Pull the handbrake? That would work but didn't sound safe. At this 
speed, they would slide and could go anywhere; the choices were into the trees at the side
of the road or oncoming traffic. 

Violence, that was always a choice. One he'd had a lot of success with most of the 
time. The notion to punch her in the throat did try and take hold.  But the fact he was sat 
next to her hitting with his weaker arm at such a poor angle meant it would be a poor 
decision. If you needed to hurt someone badly, then your first hit had to be the decider 
right off the bat. 

"And then we get here, and his little bitch is here waiting. She thought she could shove her
tits in his face and take him away from me when he's mine." Her words had filled with 
anger as she went on. The car had swerved around other cars as they had gone on, the 
tires finding it harder and harder to keep a grip. 

He had to ask, he already knew the answer but still had to ask.
"Who's the little bitch then?" the question hung there for a second before she spat the 
name out. 
"Sasha, that whore Sasha!" 

Several things happened at the same time, Rachel had turned to face Carl while 
she cursed his friend name. The road was clear of traffic. Carl found a moment of peace 
that comes with acceptance. She was going to kill them both if he didn't do something and 
there wasn't going to be another chance. 

Carl's right elbow slammed up into Rachels' chin snapping her head back. Carls left 
hand tried to grab the handbrake while he brought his right hand back down to grab the 
steering wheel and take control. It took less than a second to act out, and halfway through 
Carl had known it hadn't worked. Rachels' hands had instinctively tried to defend herself 
pulling the steering wheel with them. The car turned sharply and flipped.

 17) Happy Place

 Chapter 

Carl stepped on to the dance floor; the Blackpool ballrooms dance floor. As he’d 
seen it on Strictly except it was now empty and fully lit, showing off the grand balconies 
and chairs. He calmly walked to the centre of the perfect floor, as he arrived, the lights 
went out taking the whole room into darkness. A clunk sounded, and a spotlight from 
directly above him fired into life lighting up a small circle around him. 



The rest of the room was invisible behind the darkness. He held out his hand, palm 
up waiting for his partner to join him. The click click click of her heels echoed around the 
vast space. Into the light she walked gently placing her hand on top of his, her wedding 
and engagement rings reflecting sparkles of light everywhere. Linda wore a simple white 
summer dress, the one he had first seen her in. 

She looked up at him with those beautiful green eyes of hers, a place where he 
always felt complete. Even here or especially here in his imagination, those eyes 
captivated him. He would have let the moment last forever, but as always, she wasn’t 
going to give him the opportunity. 

“You need to stop bringing me here you know.” Even as she said the words she moved 
into the intimate close hold. As always, her body fitted perfectly against his. 
“I know but one more dance.” He said as his right arm moved up to hold her tightly.
“It isn’t healthy; you need to let me go.” Her head delicately came forward to touch the side
of his chin. He was grinning like a fool as even here, where everything was in his control, 
the woman he was fantasising about was so real she was telling him off for being 
whimsical. 
“I don’t want to; I enjoy this too much.” He traced his left hand down her right arm until their
fingers touched and they clasped hands loosely. 
“You know you need to move on right.” He took a deep breath to prepare to start dancing, 
just before the music started he whispered.
“I know.”

The tune was his favourite, Beth Harts Baddest Blues. It starts with six slow notes 
on a piano which is repeated before the singers powerful; soulful voice joins with a 
mournful intro. The dancers moved as one in complete harmony, twisting and turning in-
line with every note that flowed around them. They drift apart to create larger movements 
then came back together spinning as the song demanded. Matching with every nuance. 
Time meant nothing here. He could lose himself in her embrace if he allowed it. 

However, even in his own constructed little universe, the women in his life were as 
real as he could make them because he didn’t want them to be anything less than they 
were. The final note faded into nothing, they held each other for some time in the silence 
and then the breath he was holding escaped breaking the moment.  

    She pushed up onto her toes so she could kiss him tenderly on the lips.
“Perfect.” She said.
“Always is with you.” She lifted her hand to touch his cheek in goodbye, turned and walked
out of the spotlight into the darkness leaving him alone. The noise from her clicking shoes 
lasting for several steps before the room went silent. 

He held out his hand, palm up waiting for his new partner to join him. The click click 
click of her heels echoed around the vast space only these were slower steps, spread 
apart. Sasha didn’t walk into the light; she swayed into it.  Her hips were driving every 
movement of her body; she had the walk of a predator searching for prey. 

Clamping on to his hand, Sasha pulled herself into his body, her right hand snaking 
around the back of his head. She gripped his hair and pulled him down onto her luscious 
lips to kiss him passionately. When she broke them apart with a glint in her eyes, she said.
“Hello Lover. Try and keep up alright.”



    He had intended to offer a reply, but music kicked in with thundering fierce drum 
beats causing him to react and start the dance. They moved fast, back and forward 
swapping places to the drumming that forced the rapid pace. He took dramatic poses, she 
in return flicked her red dress in flamenco style swishes. They span fast, with power. 

He forced the direction and moves, she countered by sabotaging those, creating 
new movements, which in turn forced him to counter against her. The dance was a 
graceful battle as they each fought for control. As the joy of the dance washed over Carl, 
he let his imagination loose. 

    The floor turned red underneath them and then burst into flames, all without heat. 
They moved against each other, pushed away and allowed space between them. Prowling
slowly to stalk each other, slowly they turned and span through the flames. The beat 
pounded into a crescendo as they came together, Carl took Sasha's hands into a solid grip
as he twisted out of her path spinning her body allowing him to drop her down towards the 
floor. 

The music beat thumped to a halt as her head stopped just before hitting the floor. 
The inferno blazed around her face as she looked up the flames reflecting in her eyes. He 
held her in place before pulling her back up to a standing position where she slammed her 
hand into his chest before racking her long nails down his chest. The smile on her face 
was fierce and looked magnificent. With grace, she turned and walked into the darkness 
with her eyes alight with passion. The dance floor returned once more, so he held out his 
hand, palm up, waiting for his new partner to join him. 

A loud Oeuwl noise filled the space and Carl inwardly groaned. 
“Nooooooo, go away you stupid cat.” Oeuwl came the noise again with an accompanying 
gentle head butt against his face. The animals fur scratching against stubble as it moved 
across his chin. Carl opened his eyes to the stark truth of reality. 

Back to the bedroom he had been cooped up in for over two weeks now. His aches 
flooded back with a wallop causing him to tense and breath slow to deal with the pain. The
patient tilted his head slightly to look at Thumper; the grey coated Persian cat sat staring at
him waiting for something. The cats’ breath was tickling he face causing him to scrunch his
nose up.

“I hate you so much right now.” He told the feline who in return started to purr. Taking a 
moment to prepare for the joys of inactivity, Carl rolled slightly onto his side. Stabbing 
pains from all over a battered bruised and broken body caused a whoosh of breath to 
escape. He would be up and running in no time, or so the physio kept telling him, the lier.   

Time was going slowly, daydreaming was getting him so far, and Thumper was 
proving to be useless as a nurse. He had been stuck in hospital for a while but chose to 
get out of there as soon as possible. Home recuperation was less suitable, but no one was
going to argue. They needed the bed space, and if he didn't do anything strenuous, he 
should recover over time. 

 Time, the magic word of the month. It had been weeks since the crash, which he 
didn't have any memory of yet but that wasn't unusual. He wasn't too stressed about the 
lack of memory as even he couldn't imagine they would be good. All he had was vague 
recollections of speed and danger. The police said they had been going over ninety. 



So, here he was, waiting to heal from the various damage caused to his body. The 
bruising was still visible with some dark patches over his chest from the seat belt. He had 
lost three teeth to the airbag. However, the real problem was his left ankle. It was in a 
protective boot for now; the surgery had gone well as far as the doctors were concerned. 
However, until the injury had time to heal, it was too early to say how the recovery would 
proceed. 

The doctors had been very positive as is their job, and Suzi, the narcissist physio 
had been adamant that he would dance again. These ailments were all on top of the 
broken wrist which Carl had had before getting in the bloody car. In fairness, he was still 
upbeat about his lot. Once again the spectre of death had gazed his way and left him 
alone. So, having a timeout to get back to fighting fitness was a fair trade. 

Although he did think he was going to go a bit stir crazy soon, as one does. You can
only meditate, daydream and masturbate for so long before you needed some outside 
stimulus.  Watching tv and reading were getting it done for now, but soon he would need 
more. He was too tired to do much else.

Thumper butted him again for more attention; she did have her uses for distraction. 
He happily gave her a scratch behind the ears to her delight. They both heard the key turn 
in the front door causing Thumper to flinch off the bed and rush out of the room. Simone 
called out.
“Are you in?” 
“Wasn’t funny the first time you said it,” he shouted back instantly regretting as the now 
ever present headache didn’t like loud voices. 

    He listened to her moving around the house, opening and closing cupboards and a 
few more clumps of noise which he didn’t recognise. Simone was in her element; she 
loved to mother people, and a trapped soul was right up her street. She had visited most 
days and brought in shopping if he asked. Most stuff he'd managed to get via online 
shopping, but there was always something you forgot. 

He did call the line at her cleaning him and such. The pain of getting about to the 
loo was a price he was happy to pay to avoid that. It hadn't come up, but he needed a 
good hosing down after staying in bed for so long, and she would happily hold the pipe if it 
came to it. 

Thumper ran back into the room finding a handy space between the wall and the 
wardrobe to hide. I really need to ask what she does to the cat to get that reaction.  
Walking in, Simone flinched as she always did these days. How bad must I look? Simone 
looked at the smelly ape hoping that sooner than later he would clean himself up. 
"Bonjour mon doux âne." was her greeting. 
“Hi yourself, what's happening in the world?” 
“You're having an intervention on Friday?” she told him as she sat down on a clean part of 
the bed. “People keep asking me about one and when is it suitable, so that's when it is 
happening."

Deciding the corner of the bed she had sat down on, wasn't as clean as she'ed 
hoped, Simone stood and considered cleaning the room. The rest of the flat was OK as he
hadn't managed to get that far, but the bedroom was turning into a fetid swamp. 
"You need to clean up this up before they come, and have a shower too, you stink." With 



that she left the room, a few seconds later Carl heard the kettle go on. 

Intervention, me, what the fuck for? I saved them all, and this is how they are going to 
thank me, where's my street parade. Fucking cheek. Simone strode back into the room.
"I'm going to cook as you need to eat better than the terrible food you order in." Still a bit 
miffed about the intervention Carls response was not as polite as it could have been. 

"Misérable gazon, here, maybe this will cheer you up." Simone passed over her phone to 
him. He held it as if it was going to attack as it was no longer in its master's possession. 
She snatched it back and clicked the screen on, turning it towards him. The screen was 
too small to read, and he said so.
"Its a surprise for you, I booked tickets to the Winter Weekender for us all. Give you 
something to look forward to."
"Thanks." He said bluntly. "Now tell me who's coming on Friday?"

 



     

    
          




