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All characters and terms
including ‘boy’ ‘lad’ and ‘girl’ refer to people age 18 and
over.





(The sequel to this book Mrs Cole & The
Babysitters is now available.)











18-year-old Aaron had been babysitting for Mr
and Mrs Cole. They’d been out on the town. Mr Cole had gone to bed
having had a bit too much to drink, leaving his wife and Aaron
downstairs.

It was one in the morning. Mrs Cole paid
Aaron his babysitting money.

“How were the little brats? Ok?”

“Yeah. No trouble at all, Mrs Cole. They were
in bed by half eight.”

“Nice one. Shall I phone a taxi for you?”

“No, it’s ok, Mrs Cole. I’ll walk. It’s only
a ten minute walk.”

“It’s a bit late though, love, to be walking
the streets by yourself.”

“I can look after myself, Mrs Cole. I’m a big
lad.”

“I’m sure you are.”

There was something funny about the way she
said that.

“What do you mean, Mrs Cole?”

“Eh? Nothing. Do you fancy a can of lager?
I’ve got plenty in the fridge if you fancy a quick one.”

“What? Can of lager?”

“Well what do you think I meant?”

“Oh. Nothing. I…yes please. I’ll have a can
of lager please, Mrs Cole.”

Mrs Cole smiled and went in the kitchen. She
returned with two cans of lager, one for Aaron and one for
herself.

They sat on the [...]
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