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Luv Karen

 

Sam knocked as he entered my office.  “I’m getting too old for this.  I’m thinking of retiring.”  “What’s the problem?” “My fingers are worn out from the keyboards.  I’ll give you three months to find a replacement then I’m gone.”

 

Three months wasn’t long enough.  “Yes well what possibilities are there for advancement to team leader?”  We’re a small family owned company so we don’t run a large number of IT staff.  No one was interested in what was described as a dead end job.  Well we had one, started on the Monday and left on the Wednesday. 

 

I was down in reception picking up a courier package when I saw her.  She frowned at me giving her the once over.  I hovered as she spoke to the receptionist and asked about vacancies.  “If you have ten years experience with computers we have a vacancy otherwise not much.”  “Come up to my office and we can talk.”  “Dr. Henderson has a PhD in Medieval Studies.”  Interjected the receptionist helpfully.  Great one of the over qualified unemployed. 

 

We walked up to my office and I noticed she left the door open behind her, no matter.  “You have work for me?”  “Temporary only I’m afraid.”  She shrugged as if she knew that was about all she was going to get offered.  “Sam’s fingers are growing old and he wants to retire in three months.  I was hoping he’d last out another five years.”  “So what do you want me to do?”  “Persuade him to stay on.”  “Flutter my eyelashes at him.”  “If that what it takes.”  She got up as if to walk out so I told her the monthly salary.  “More than you’d get in researching Medieval Studies.”  “That’s not difficult.”  “I’ll throw in a thousand a month for clothing.”  “You mean I have to dress up?”  “Up to you, you set your own dress code.  I’ll even throw in five thousand a month retention bonus for every month he stays.”  “You sexist bastard.”  I smiled at her “Does that mean you’re turning the job down?”  She glared at me.  “I can’t afford to you bastard.”  I closed the deal.  “Five thousand signing up allowance, repayable if you resign in the first three months.”

 

I guided her down to Sam’s corner.  “Sam, Dr. Henderson is here to make your coffee for you.”  Sam nodded “Just for your information I like it very weak.  Still I’m surprised I didn’t think young ladies made coffee these days.”  She glowered at both of us.  “This one didn’t either until recently.”  “Talked you into it did he?”  She glowered at me.  “If it helps Sam she called me a sexist bastard before accepting the job.  By the way if she’s up to it she can take over from you in time.”  “And you studied?”  “Medieval Studies.”  “Good, that means you know how to communicate, have a basic knowledge of statistics and spreadsheets not a bad start.  You stand a better than a computer science graduate who knows it all and doesn’t think to ask questions.” 

 

I left them to it.  Now where did I start to look to find a replacement.  I had to do something but what.  HR was their normal helpful selves.  “You could train some.”  Train, didn’t they understand the way the world works someone else trains then I hire them for dollar an hour more than they were earning. 

 

Still I had everyone sit an aptitude test, well you never know someone who worked for us already might stay.  There were two who stood out.  One was a student who was working moving boxes in the warehouse over summer.  The other was Laura who worked in the data input area. 

 

I dropped by to Sam’s office only to find Dr. Henderson sitting in his lap and his hands on her boobs.  “Squeeze them gently and massage them.”  This was Dr. Henderson telling Sam to squeeze her boobs.  I stood stunned.  “My new exercise routine, what with Sally doing my typing for me and these new exercises she’s come up with to help my fingers I’m feeling like a new man.”  “He needs to squeeze something soft and to keep his fingers warm.” There was an element of defence in her voice.  “You might make it to four months then?”  Sam grinned  “I might even stay on another year or two.”

 

I talked to the local University about the student.  If the student was willing they could change her course for the last two years to something with more computers in it.  Laura would need to pass a maths test first.  The logic test was just practically the same test as she had sat before.  Maths well how difficult could it be adding one and one together?

 

I got Dr. Henderson to sit in the interview with the student.  “You want me to sign a contract for five years?”  There was disbelief in her voice.  “In return you get paid for the remaining two years of your course.”  “Studying things I’d no intention of studying.”  “You’ll cover her fees, pay for her books, pay off her student debt, buy her somewhere to live?”  Did I have any choice?  I glared at Dr. Henderson who grinned back at me.  “If I’m buying then she transfers to the local University.  She gets to keep whatever it is after twenty years working for me.  If she quits before then we’ll talk.”  “Pension?”  Bloody hell she’s twenty and interested in a pension.  “All full and part time employees get a defined benefit pension.  We pay 9% of your pay to a maximum of $6,000 a year into the Saskatchewan Pension Plan, you may contribute a further $10,000 a year from your RRSP.  Government run, not exactly transferable but safe.”   They both blinked, well it had been cheaper than setting up our own pension plan and helped retain staff.  God knows they were expensive enough to train anyway.  “Do I get the same offer?”  “No you didn’t score as well in the logic test.”  “How much can I spend on a home?”  I blinked and named a figure.  “He’s a bastard but a generous one.  I could move in with you and we could share the bills?”  I arranged for her to finish her summer with Sam and Dr. Henderson.  One down, a bit more expensive than I would have preferred but whatever.  Still cheaper than no systems. 

 

Silence descended when I walked into the data input area.  “What can I do for you?”  The supervisor asked me.  “I’d like to transfer Laura to another position.”  “You could have my first born instead?”  “No thanks.”  Even I had heard of the number of speeding tickets her first born had managed to acquire.  “Laura the boss man wants you.”  There was a whispering floating round the office.  “I just bet he does.”  “I’ve got better legs.”  A tall blonde stood up and tugged her skirt down a quarter of an inch making her own silent comment.  “Yeah but I give better blow jobs.” Came from a dark haired girl.  “Bet I can make him come faster.”  “Yeah but I know how to tease him longer.”  Even I was beginning to turn pink from the comments. 

 

A tall girl in a short skirt walked up to me and led me outside by my tie.  “Let’s get you out of here before they rape you.”  “They wouldn’t?”  “Ask young Jason.  We all had him.  Well it was his birthday and Sonia was feeling horny.”

 

I led her back to my office “Sign.”  I commanded.  “Why?”  “Because I’d like you to become a trainee?”  “I’m already fully trained.”  I told her what the pay was and that the training would take five years.  “You’ll be working with me for two hours each morning to get you ready for the next step.”  She looked at me “Just you and I alone together in your office every morning for two hours?”  I nodded and she looked at the letter again.  “I get this rate of pay for five years?”  I nodded again “We’ll sort something out at the end of five years.”  “Yeah why not.  When do I start?”  “Tomorrow at 9:30.  That will give me time to sort out anything that crops up.” 

 

The next day she turned up in an even shorter skirt if that was possible.  It rode up at the back when she sat down and I could see the tops of her low cut pale blue sheer knickers below her skirt from behind her.  I pulled out the curriculum that had been suggested and she worked her way through for the first three quarters of an hour.  When she got something wrong or wasn’t sure how to proceed I took her through the problem.  I was rustier than I thought.  Elsie, the tea lady arrived, and we took a break both drinking coffee and munching a bacon sandwich.  Then we tackled the next set of problems.  “Well I guess I’m getting paid for it but it feels like school again.”  I sent her down to the accounts department for the rest of the day. 

 

The Christmas party arrived.  “We’ll give them a good show.”  Laura led me onto the dance floor by my tie.  She signalled to the DJ and a very slow number started to play.  She kissed me deeply on the lips then rubbed her body up against mine.  I couldn’t help myself as I let my hands stray over her body.  Suddenly she stiffened as ran her fingers between us and over my crotch.  She glared at me and her foot started to tap the floor.  “We need to talk, your office right now.”

 

“Right what’s going on?”  She demanded.  “Right now you’re looking annoyed for some reason?”  “Damn right.  I’d worked out you were gay.”  I blinked “But isn’t everyone merry and gay at Christmas?”  “SSA? Same-sex attraction, poofter, bleeding fairy.  The girls all knew how much you paid me to spend two hours a day each morning in your office and everyone thought you were screwing me.  You weren’t and I didn’t mind because if you prefer men to women that’s your choice and I was a smoke screen but it wasn’t was it.  Are you some sort of pervert who enjoys watching me suffer doing them sums and stuff?  And accounts for god’s sake.  Chasing down account numbers that had failed their lousy check digit checks.”  She glared at me.  “This is going to stop right now, either you screw me or you get your perverted kicks torturing someone else.”  “I can’t screw you, you work for me, there such a thing as a position of trust.”  “I don’t trust you so there’s no trust involved.”  She tilted her head “You live by yourself right?”  I nodded in agreement.  “Right then I’ll move in with you that way the boss thing doesn’t matter.” 

 

She moved in that afternoon and dragged me off shopping.  Why she needed new clothes I’d no idea but shopping we went.  One of the shop assistants gave me a knowing look as Laura lifted garments off the rack for my inspection.  “Why are you asking me what I think.  Surely you’d be more comfortable in quality things you like?  All those straps and things can’t be comfortable.”  She looked at me and tilted her head.  “Do you mean that?”  “Well yes.”  We left and went to a different store.  The prices were higher but the garments looked as if they might survive more than one wash.  She looked pleased with her haul and gave me a fashion parade when we returned home. 

 

We barely got through half the garments before I carried her off giggling to bed saying “We can leave some for tomorrow.”  She stroked my face and ran her hands over my body then let me struggle with  the way the nightdress fastened before giving a little shrug and I watched it pool to the floor.  We had a battle of wits with her urging me on to lose control and me fighting to keep it.  Somehow I got pulled inside her and remembered enough about the sex act to complete it.  I was satisfied but sensed she wasn’t completely sated.  We lay in each other’s arms and I expressed my fears. “Never mind I have you and that’s enough for now.” 

 

It was a Tuesday morning when she was snuggled up to me after taking advantage of my morning hard on as she put it when she asked.  “Why do I need to do all these sums?  Are they important?”  “Yes.” and I started to explain.  “Get dressed we’ll go and visit my old school.”  

 

Laura spoke into the doorway.  “It’s Laura with my boss.”  The door buzzed and we were in.  She led the way past rows of lockers and into a classroom where the teacher looked on helplessly as the class sat round chatting away to each other.  “Shut up you lot and back to your seats.”  They looked round “Mohammed shut it now or I’ll shut you up my way.”  The class settled down more from shock than anything else.  “Right guys with Mr. Simmonds’s permission I want you to listen to my boss and remember a maths tutor earns $60 an hour.” 

 

Well I could talk to them but would I get through?  That was the question.  So I explained how we used maths in business how we calculated risk from probabilities to decide what was the optimum thing to do.  “Yeah if you have a fancy degree it makes sense but for us?”  “Most of us won’t even get a job.” 

 

I turned to Mr. Simmonds “Are these guys capable of getting the maths grades to go to university?”  He shrugged “Well yes all they really need is the motivation.”  “OK guys here’s the deal you get the grades and in two years time I’ll hire you on minimum wage for four years guaranteed.”  “Big deal.”  “I’ll pay your fees for those four years to attend University.”  “Fuck man you’re crazy.”

 

“It’s just an offer you don’t have to accept it but the deal is all of you need to get the grades.  One failure and I keep the money.”  Laura spoke up “It’s your life guys make up your mind.”  “Girls can’t do maths.”  That comment came from Mohammed.  I took the white board marker from the teacher’s hand and wrote up the problem I’d worked through with Laura yesterday.  “OK guy let’s see you work that one out please.”  Mr. Simmonds started to smile as he looked at the problem.

 

“No way guy can that be done.”  “Laura.”  Laura started to scribble.  The class was entranced.  She got to the solution and looked towards Mr. Simmonds who picked up a red marker and put a tick on the end.  The class went silent.  This was fashionable Laura who they all knew had been here two years ago.  “He might be a bastard but his word can be trusted.  Get the grades and you get put through college.”  Laura looked at me and I stepped towards the door.  We left the well behaved class quietly listening to Mr. Simmonds.

 

“I think my money is safe don’t you?”  “Not a chance, the guys have just been shamed by a girl and the girls will work hard to keep up.” Oh well Sam had been telling me that software was important for years now so we’d end up with a few extra programmers. 

 

January rolled round and Laura set off to the local university.  She came home accompanied by a fellow student who was elegantly dressed.  “This is my bitch Beatrice.”  Bitch I was puzzled by the term.  “Her dad over reached himself so now Beatrice has her fees paid for the year but no money to live on.  I thought she could have a sleeping bag on the floor and I could pay her fees for the rest of the course in return she becomes my bitch and will do anything I say.  Right bitch?”   Beatrice looked down at the floor and mumbled something.  “Louder.”  “Yes Mistress.”  I went to add a few more sausages to the Instant Pot for our guest.   

 

When I came back Beatrice had reluctantly taken off her coat and hung it in the hall.  “Now bitch take off the rest so he can see how decorative you are.”  The rest came off very slowly.  One article at a time with lots of trying to keep her breasts covered up.  “Hands in the air.”  Reluctantly they moved themselves higher.   Beatrice was red with embarrassment.  “Get use to showing your body off around the house bitch.”  Laura threw her a skirt, well a wide belt really.  Beatrice quickly pulled it up over her knickers then tugged the hem down until it dawned on her that her hipster knickers were showing over the waistband. Then she gave up the struggle.  It showed off her legs very nicely.  

 

I served supper, strange that when you think about it normally cooking is thought of as women’s work but when I raised the question with Laura she looked a me “If you really have a cast iron stomach then I’ll cook else let’s just say your cooking is better than mine.” 

 

“Where did you meet her?”  “At school, years ago she was one of the in crowd.  She wasn’t nice to some of my friends.  She took a year off to tour Europe first class.”  “Remind me why we are feeding her?”  “Oh easy she’s my bitch. I could get her to do the washing up.”  Suddenly it made sense.  Neither of us really enjoyed washing up.   

 

“Let’s show her upstairs.”  Laura led the way to our bedroom and the double bed.  She took off her clothes, “This is where she starts to earn her keep. If you’d like to get undressed.”  I lay back on the bed.  “Now bitch get carpet munching.”  I was confused at the mention of carpets?  So was Beatrice.  “Lie down down put your head between my thighs.”   Beatrice looked horrified.  “You want me to to perform oral sex on you?”  “Just stick your tongue out and wiggle it around.”  I was fascinated as Beatrice tentatively put her tongue out and Laura guided Beatrice’s head so her mouth covered Laura’s private parts.  “Lick bitch.”   Beatrice licked and I watched Laura slowly started to glow round her neckline and the flush descended on to her chest.  “Enough, now I want you in me now.”  She looked directly at me.  I covered her with my body and she guided me in.  She’d started when I entered the wrong hole by mistake once, I mean anyone could make a simple mistake once.  She was far more aroused and lubricated than I’d ever known her to be. I felt her come as I entered the first time, I could feel her response on each thrust.  Beatrice just sat there watching us totally embarrassed. 

 

Afterwards we lay in each other’s arms.  “See I knew it would work. It takes time to get me going and if Beatrice eats me out first that really gets me going.” “What about Beatrice.”  “Time to lick him clean bitch.”   Beatrice looked puzzled “Your tongue on his dick and lick off all my juices and his sperm.”   Beatrice’s horrified look came back but she was good and started to slurp me dick which grew firmer under her administrations.  “Take the end in your mouth and do the tip.”  That was too much for me and I spurted into her mouth.  Beatrice had an odd expression on her face and went to get a tissue.  “No.”  Laura kissed her then opened her mouth to show some of my sperm in her mouth.  “Now swallow like this.”  Beatrice swallowed.  “You don’t think she deserves a bit of satisfaction herself?”  I aked innocently.  Laura wrinkled her nose up at me before rolling over and burying her head between Beatrice’s thighs much to Beatrice’s shock and started licking.  Then she raised her head, “Give her a kiss with lots of tongue and grope her boobies.”  Between us Beatrice soon came.  I scooped her up as she cried sobbing in my arms.  “I’m not like that.  I’m not a lesbian.  I’m not gay.”  Laura shrugged and got me hard once more with a blow job.  Then she started eating Beatrice out once more until she was almost there.  “Tell him what you want in you Beatrice.”  There was a whisper.  “He can’t hear you. Louder.”  “I want it in me, please.”  Laura tugged so Beatrice was over me then guided me into her as she sat on me.  This time it was Beatrice who was controlling the timing of the thrusts but her body was demanding satisfaction. 

 

All three of us lay back on the bed.  “So what has your dad done?”  “The bank has called in his loan for tomorrow at the end of the day which means we lose the house and everything.  Something about a building permit took longer than he’d hoped for the new expansion.”  “Call him I’ll get Martha to go over his books tomorrow and if they look OK I’ll buy into his company.”  I gave Martha a ring at home to give her a heads up and told her to book herself four hours pay for the disturbance. 

 

Laura let Beatrice sleep in the small spare room, I hadn’t got round to buying a bed for it so she was on the floor in a sleeping bag.  Still she was young.

 

Martha called and said the books looked fine so I gave her the go ahead to buy 51% of the company for a dollar and to cover the loans plus whatever else she thought was needed.  She called back saying Beatrice’s dad didn’t want to deal with underlings.  “I read that as female boss.”  I was busy watching an embarrassed Beatrice masturbating in front of me egged on by Laura. “Tell him he gets less of the company if I have to speak to him. Put him on maybe Beatrice can speak some sense into him.”   Beatrice talked but you could tell she wasn’t getting through. 

 

She handed the phone back to me.  “Finally I get to talk to the decision maker.”  His voice came through loudly over the phone.  “No that was Martha.  Now the deal is you get 10% of the company wasn’t it?”  “Martha offered me 49%.  I mean ten percent, profits are forecast to go up by a factor of ten with the new expansion.  The company is worth tens of millions once it’s expanded.”  “So if I offer you 20% you’ll get twice as much money then?”  “I want 90%.”  He growled.  “My understanding is you get nothing and lose the house unless you can come up with a way to pay off the bank loans by the end of the day.”  “My daughter talks too much.”  “Sounds like you’d have nothing at all if she hadn’t mentioned it.  24% and that’s as high as I’ll go and it doesn’t bother me one way or the other what you decide. Oh by the way you’ll be on salary, no dividends will be paid for the next five years.  Martha will sort you out a rate of pay.  Just let her know your decision.”  I put the phone down as he was calling me a bastard. 

 

“Do you think he’s mad at me for telling you?” “At the moment yes but he’ll calm down in time.  Oh by the way if Laura is happy with you for the next four years I’ll sign over 25% of the company to you.”  “Oh god he’s not going to like that.  I don’t know what to say.”  “You don’t need to say anything just put up with being Laura’s bitch for a few years.”  “Life isn’t fair she gets millions and I get nothing?”  “Well you could become my bitch in four years time, or someone not a hundred miles away gets twice as many shares as I do remember?”  The two girls exchanged a look and disappeared into the kitchen. 

 

I hate public speaking so what on earth I was doing in their canteen surrounded by their staff I didn’t know.  I was flanked by Dr. Henderson and Laura on one side and Martha on the other.

 

“Good morning I’m the new majority shareholder or your new boss.  Basically the company will continue to be run with your old boss in charge of the day to day running. We do things a little differently so you will be asked to adjust.  For example you will not be issued with new pencils unless you can produce the old stub.” Their faces were priceless.  Unfortunately Laura spoke up.  “As always management is behind the times, that rule has been scrapped.  Besides you get issued with propelling pencils these days.”  I looked at her well if she was happy to speak, I passed her my notes as prepared by Martha.  She looked down at them.  “The big changes are you’ll get charged for parking but get issued with free transit passes that includes family members who live with you.”  There was a murmuring round the room.  “You get to pay union membership, or you may donate the equivalent to a designated charity.”  More murmurings ran round the room.  “I don’t want to have to pay union fees, I want to be able to speak directly to the boss.”  “Well I’d prefer to talk to your union representative rather than have three hundred conversations.  Let them filter your input and save my time.” 

 

Laura reached the next bullet point.  “Your payroll costs are 10% less than ours would be but your average pay is 5% greater than we pay for the same work.  We use published pay scales by the way and your jobs will be assessed and placed on a pay scale.  Your pay will be red lined so it won’t drop but you’ll get no increases until your point on the pay scale reaches your pay.” There were more grumblings about that. 

 

Laura pulled up a slide showing the different rates of pay for the same job.  “Now I’ll segregate them by sex.  As you can see the average female is payed 30% less than the average male.  Now it could be that the female staff are less experienced and their pay reflects that but I doubt it.   The new pay scales will even this out over time.”  The room was full of indigent females and some uncomfortable looking males.  “Any questions?”  “You said your payroll costs would be 10% higher, why?”  “Ours includes a 9% payment into the pension fund, plus our benefits such as sick pay etc are more generous.”  “The company was about to go under.  What makes you any different?”  Martha took the question.  “It’s all a matter of paperwork.  There was a delay in obtaining a permit and that cascaded into the bank demanding its money back.  Other than that it’s up to you.  I suspect some members of staff facing the idea of years before they get another pay raise will leave but in general they will have been paid more than the average wage so that will bring the wage bill down.”  “What’s this about testing everyone?”  I let Laura take that one.  “He’s looking for people with a certain aptitude.  You don’t need to take the test but two of us who did and scored well are being put through University at company expense.”  “You train people?”  There was a note of disbelief in the voice.  I shrugged “It’s cheaper to train than not to train.” 

 

When we got home Laura was especially affectionate.  “You saved three hundred jobs even if some didn’t thank you.”  She gave me a hug.  Then she went on the internet and found a few outfits for Beatrice to wear round the house.  

 

“You can’t expect me to wear these.  There’s a hole between my legs?”  Beatrice held up a pair of knickers with a butterfly motif except the wings separated over her crotch.  “Put them on bitch. You can wear jeans over the top.”  I thought they looked rather inviting myself as they slid up Beatrice’s legs leaving her exposed.  Beatrice was bright red. Then Laura passed her the jeans.  Well yes they were jeans and they were tight but the crotch had been cut out of them. I couldn’t wait to see what they’d look like on.  For a moment or two I thought  Beatrice was going to balk.  “Think of your 25% of the shares that are only yours if I say you’ve behaved yourself bitch.”  The look Beatrice threw Laura and then myself didn’t seem to be full of love and understanding.  She tugged the tight jeans up her legs and had difficulty doing the zip up so I gave her a hand and smoothed the flap down over the zip afterwards. 

 

Laura opened a box and dragged out some pink looking mound with a tail. She picked up a bottle of lubricant and covered the mouse thingy.  “No, please.”   Beatrice pleaded to no avail.  In it went leaving the pink tail hanging down from her pussy.  “A special present for you.  A game for you to play with.”  Laura handed me her smartphone.  “Just touch the squares.”  A Rubik's cube variation?  Why was Beatrice looking apprehensive? I touched the first square.  Nothing seemed to happen, well Beatrice gave a small shudder.  I mean it couldn’t be connected could it?  “It’s a remote control.”  I pointed it towards the 55 inch screen on the wall and pressed another square “It doesn’t seem to be working.”  “Oh yes it bloody is.” That came from Beatrice, odd really it was the first time I’d heard her swear.  Then it clicked somehow the smartphone was remotely controlling the pink thing stuck up inside her.  I had fun pressing the squares and wiggling my finger and watching Beatrice writhe. Well until she collapsed moaning on the floor.  I handed the smartphone back to Laura.  “That was definitely fun.  Can we do it again sometime?”  Beatrice glared at me.  “Whenever you wish.”  Laura smiled at me, Beatrice glared even harder at Laura. 

 

The French maid outfits were outstanding, well the short flared sheer skirts stood out over the petticoats.  I wasn’t sure at first when I saw the cost of European silk stockings but the way they showed off Beatrice’s legs made me think they were worth every penny.  The secretary outfits, the short skirted school girls outfits, I was shocked to see both Laura and Beatrice wearing school girl’s outfits with matching ties.  I recognised the tie from my old boys school.  Life was interesting to say the least.  Then the girls went shopping at IKEA and came back with matching curtains, bedding and other things that transformed my house in some way. 

 

Changing the corporate culture is dangerous, but the new company would be absorbed one way or another into our company.  We dropped their consultant run IT section and replaced it with something Sam came up with and I never did find out where our servers where but was assured they were safe.  HR again we absorbed and charged them back.  They had different peak times than we did so we did a certain amount of shuffling of tasks around.  The expansion went well.  Martha was especially useful in keeping track of things.

 

Two years on and Beatrice was curled up in my lap wearing not very much.  My hand was gently caressing her breast and she was stroking my face.  “So have you thought what happens in two years time when Laura finishes her course?”  She distracted me by teasing my lips apart with her tongue then exploring my mouth.  She’d definitely become much more comfortable in her roll as Laura’s bitch and my plaything.  The phone beeped a new email had come in from Simmonds.  The damn class had all passed their exams.  Oh well Beatrice’s dad’s company was bringing the cash hand over fist.  Certainly enough to cover thirty students through university and you never know I might even get a few programmers out of them.  “I could afford to have her as my bitch you know.”  I looked at her.  I couldn’t really imagine life without Laura these days.  “So do I get to be bridesmaid then?  I could organise a hen party she’ll definitely remember.” 
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