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‘Hey, Arsey-Darcy, show us your koalas!’ 

A boorish roar went up behind her, accompanied by a couple of
wolf-whistles. Emitting a heavy sigh, she turned from the
photocopier and plastered a wicked grin on her pretty features.
‘Yeah Jim, sure. As long as you show me your didgeridoo!’

After a slight hesitation, another encouraging cry rose up from
the group of men. The idiots hadn’t a clue what a didgeridoo was,
but as long as it sounded saucy they were happy. She collected the
sheets of paper from the copier out-tray and took a glance at the
nicotine-stained wall-clock. She had half an hour until she
finished, though judging by the booze her colleagues were knocking
back, anyone would have thought clocking-off time was hours
ago.

She returned to the desk at the corner of the open-plan office,
mindful not to get too close to her tipsy colleagues. The smell of
booze could be overpowering in such a small space. Of course, Darcy
liked a little tipple now and again, but usually after work and in
a pub. On the whole, they were harmless enough, but now and again,
they’d be a little too “hands-on” for her liking. A tight grip of
their little British balls usually did the trick, but she had a
nasty feeling they were beginning to enjoy that. Now, she tended to
just stay out of their way as much as she could.

Marc Bolan was to blame. If she hadn’t fallen in love with him
back when in her impressionable teenage years, the thought about
setting foot in England would have never have crossed her mind. But
it had. As fate would have it, though, the very year she made the
trip across to England, the singer had died in a car crash. 16th
September 1977, she'd remember that date forever.

It was also the year she’d clinched the job as Junior Reporter
for the newspaper. Well, that had been the official title.
Tea-maker/cleaner, was more like it. Not that she knew that then.
It was so pleasing to have a job after months of looking. She'd
stopped at an off-license to buy a bottle of wine to celebrate, and
got a disapproving look from the man behind the counter. Who gives
a shit, mate? she’d said, exaggerating her Brisbane accent to full
effect.She’d found, pretty quickly, that once people realised you
weren’t a native, things you did were more tolerated. She’s from
Australia, many of her friends had said by way of an excuse, when
she landed herself in trouble.

Putting the paper on her desk, she paused by her seat. Her
cigarettes were calling to her and she knew there were at least
three left in her handbag. She grabbed a Marlboro and her lighter.
‘Just going out for a smoke,’ she hollered over to the men
currently in deep discussion about football. Darcy wasn’t a sports
fan, music being more her thing. Her colleagues stopped chatting
and turned their attention on her. Again, it was Jim - the editor
of the paper - who piped up: ‘Want me to keep you warm out there?
It’s a bit cold out. I know you aussies are used to the heat.’

‘Yeah, you like wearing little bikinis, don’t you?’ Cyril, a
little weedy man who spoke through his nose, added leering at her
as usual.

‘Anytime you want to wear one of those bikini things, you feel
free,’ smirked Clive. He was the political journalist for the
newspaper,  spending most of his days propping up the bars in
Westminster alongside many famous politicans and Lords. 

Darcy had made a monumental fuck-up of sleeping with Clive in
her first week. They’d gone out to celebrate some award the paper
had received - though how anyone would even think about giving the
paper any sort of recognition was beyond Darcy - and she’d got
pissed with the rest of them. Clive, who lived a couple of streets
away from her, had offered to walk her home. Stumble home, more
like it. One thing had led to another and, through her drunken
haze, saw Marc Bolan standing before her, feather-boa round his
neck like a playful snake, instead of a colleague with the
personality of a pig. 

Ignoring the increasingly sexist remarks coming from the main
cluster of tables, she went out into the chilly English autumn, and
lit up. She could have easily smoked in the office, everyone else
did, but this was the only time she got any peace and quiet so she
grabbed it with both hands. 

The front of the office led straight out into a quiet alleyway. The
sky was darkening but the light from inside nearby buildings
emitted some light. Not that there was much to see, just rows of
large dustbins, full of crap. 

The door to the office led straight out into the side of a quiet
alleyway. It was getting dark but the nearby buildings gave her
some light to see. Not that there was much to see, just lines of
large dustbins, full of crap. A bit like some of the men she’d met
since coming across to London.

Her last boyfriend, Carl, had been dumped weeks before.
Originally from Melbourne, the ten years he’d been in Britain had
given him a jaded view of his adopted country. 

‘We’ve got to stick together, baby,’ he’d said, one evening in
the local pub. ‘Against these pommy bastards, y’know?’

It was then she’d decided to end it. She didn’t really have
feelings for him, but the sex was reasonably good. But, jesus, he
was having a laugh. Stick together? She’d left Australia to get
away from arseholes like him. He hadn’t seem too bothered when she
had given the old ‘it’s not you, it’s me’ bull. In fact, she could
have sworn he’d been sucking the face of some poor blonde thing
when she’d finally decided to leave the pub.

She watched as blue wisps rose from her mouth up into the
night’s sky. That was another thing she had to thank Mr. Bolan for.
During her formative years, she’d never had much interest in
smoking, despite it being all the rage at high school. That was
until she’d seen Marc puffing away, on various interviews, looking
all elegant and sexy. Of course, being a silly, sycophantic teenage
girl, she and her friends had put their money together and bought a
pack of cheap cigs. They’d gone to the park that very day and taken
one each. All of them had coughed up their guts, of course. But
they’d all stuck with it, thinking they looked cool. Ha! She
wondered if any of them still smoked.

The cigarette butt fell to the floor and Darcy squished it under
her brown heel. She sighed. Time to get back to the grind. Her
watch read four-thiry seven. Oh, for the want of a time machine.
She turned to go back but a door to one of the buildings looking
onto the alleyway was thrown open. A man rushed out, gasping for
breath.

Darcy watched as he ran, almost stumbling, her way. ‘You all
right, mate?’ she asked, not wary enough to run back inside the
office. As the man approached, she could see he was injured. His
large hands clutched a bloody patch on his shirt; his green kipper
tie was dangling down as he leaned over. Christ, was he going to
die right in front of her?

 

 

++ Thanks for reading this sample, you can find the rest of the
story at -

 


http://www.amazon.com/dp/B005M2NTD6

 


http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B005M2NTD6

 

http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/79902
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	The
Shoemaker's Son (2011)
++ A short story ++

1807. As a young boy, Brogan O'Malley encounters the strange and
enigmatic Darcy, on the streets of Edinburgh. Ten years pass and
Brogan, a now a petty thief, meets her once again and is surprised
to see she has not aged one day.

A further ten years on, it's 1827 and Brogan's life has taken a
turn for the worse. About to become involved with unscrupulous
bodysnatchers William Burke and William Hare, the reappearance of
the ageless Darcy sees Brogan discover a secret that will change
his life forever.

++ 14,258 words (approx) ++



	


Three
French Hens - A Christmas Collection (2011)
Three French Hens is a collection of short stories based on
titles of well-known christmas carols, ditties and hit singles.

Includes -

"All I Want For Christmas Is My Two Fang Teeth" - a vampire get
a bit more than he bargained for when prowling the streets in
search of food.

"Hark! The Herald Angels Sing" - X Factor-type singing
competition featuring some contestants who are hiding a secret.

"Santa Claus Is Coming To Town" - a woman meets the real Santa
Claus but soon regrets inviting him for a drink and some
nibbles.

++ Includes some adult language ++

++ 8961 words (approx) ++



	


The
Whispering Tombs (A Quality Times Novella) (2012)
Meet Quality Times, just your average 21st century woman who
happens to own a shrinkable time machine. Along on her
intergalactic adventures is Tim, a self-confessed sci-fi geek who
takes everything in his stride.

In 'The Whispering Tombs', Quality and Tim are residing at the
luxurious Baala Haven Resort, on an unpronounceable planet, when
they're invited on a quest to find ancient hidden treasure by a
wealthy alien archaeologist. Reaching the caves of Azrokaran,
however, loyalties are tested to the very limits as those within
the group reveal their true colours.

A light-hearted mix of science fiction, adventure and
humour.
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