This was written as part of a series of workshops on building a character (Character Building according to Louise!). First we each found a portrait photo cutting and from that imagined some characteristics of our character. Then we went on to write a short dialogue, to hear their voice. We started our story with a Hook, something that had happened in the recent past that would get the reader interested in the character’s situation/predicament. This is my attempt to develop the situation and maybe the character…

NO HOLDING BACK?
Kate was tired of looking out at beautiful manicured Cotswold hills and hedgerows. They were beautiful, she now realised after sinking her savings into this monster of a house, but deadly dull. And she was now well past forty, even if this was something she rarely shared with anyone, and her present life was, well, uneventful. The excitement of the Japanese juicer arriving was over now. Juicing another persimmon just for something to do had been her wake-up call.
Her past life was passed she realised, but future plans? That was for tomorrow. Maybe. More comforting to relive her glory days in the FireStormers where she had been, with her fiery red hair, lead singer and founder. She had loved performing and the limelight, visiting places in Europe she had never been before, drinking in the vibe from sizeable crowds. Okay it was middle of the road hard rock, attracting mainly middle of the road middle aged fans, but it had more than paid the bills. Until the Ike thing had happened in Eindhoven after the gig.
It had all been too much for Jos the bass guitar. He had been depending on the earnings from that Belgium and Holland tour for him and Moira to settle down and have kids. A bit late in the day perhaps but a worthwhile dream that haunted him through the subsequent descent into consolatory drinking. Poor Moira, who had managed to keep him straight in the FireStormers, lost control of him after that. Ike, their po-faced accountant turned manager, had walked off with the lot. The last time she had heard he was still living in some tax haven. 
It had hurt to be doubly betrayed. Not the man she had taken him for clearly. But then for her at least things had taken a turn for the better. The others had returned to former occupations like teachers and social workers, but she had been noticed by someone in LaLaLand. This talent scout had seen some videos of the band and immediately saw Kate had what she was looking for in a new TV miniseries. Single ticket business class, a shared condo in the hills and an allowance for clothes more than matching her previous earnings as a performer. Kate soon realised that being one of a group sassy female wrestlers wasn’t her dream role, but she had held her own, worn the skimpy outfits and developed  biceps. Unfortunately after episode 6 there was no second series. 
She had quite quickly decided to leave LA. Everyone there was so damned positive. So it had been a relief to find this house, move right in even with hardly any furniture, and sit morosely on a cushion as the rain skittered on the conservatory roof. She just needed a dog, her ohso disapproving neighbour had remarked, if she wanted to go down to the Shearer’s Arms for a pint. Maybe a toddler-substitute would cure her awful boredom and sense of isolation. But not for this week. The one advantage of this house was it was only 20 minutes from a station that was 90 minutes from Paddington. She needed to meet up with Moira.
Kate decided on The Dolphin mid-afternoon, when the restaurant would be quiet if they wanted a Thai snack. Would she recognise Moira she wondered. That last time, before leaving for LA, was after Moira had been locked out by Jos who was high on something. Most of the night was spent trying to comfort her. But Moira was instantly recognisable, now in command of her life again in her understated way.
The conversation was quite strained to start off, but a couple of Californian-style cocktails made Moira almost ready to unburden. She showed only polite interest in the Cotswolds and Kate’s new craze for juicing. Gradually Kate realised that, instead of steaming ahead with more of her news, now was the time to see if her friend had anything to say. And she did.
‘Well, Kate, what have you heard about Ike?’
-Nothing in the last five years. Is he still living it up on our money?
‘Fat chance. That would all have gone some time ago. No, he wants to contact you.’
-Moy, does he really believe I’d want meet him again? He must be mad.’
‘Listen, he wants to meet all of us, Jos too. One at a time. You see He needs to make amends...’

That was quite a surprise. Moira then said she could help to arrange it: might take some of the heat out of the situation. Kate dismissed the idea out of hand, but then on the train back to Moreton she realised she was only spiting herself. Moira said something about Ike becoming a reformed character, a 12-step programme and Step Number 9. He was ‘making direct amends wherever possible to all the people he’d harmed’. That’s me, Kate thought. I should be at the head of his queue. She called Moira and asked her to arrange it after all. She would make quite sure that Ike made his fair share of amends.
*  *  *
It didn’t start off well. Moira suggested meeting up in her basement flat near King’s Cross. As she approached the steps down she could see Ike sitting on the edge of a chair, elbows on knees, head in both hands, staring straight ahead. No doubt he was rehearsing another pretty speech, Kate thought. This time though she wouldn’t be taken in.
‘Hi Kate. Long time. You look well.’
She was about to give a tart reply involving the words No and You, but she was shocked by how he had aged. He was some five years older than she was but with deep-set eyes and poor posture Ike now looked well into his 50s. He had clearly gone through hell, she could see, but then he had made the rest of the band go there too. 
-Well, Ike, this is a surprise. Moy tells me you want to provide some sort of compensation.
‘Not really, Kate. It’s amends I’d like to achieve, all part of my 12 Steps and trying to be at peace with myself.’
-And The FireStormers. Will they get some of this peace?
‘Well, I’ve tried to do my best for Jos. I’ve used the last of the money to pay for two weeks in rehab.’
Kate looked around for Moy to provide confirmation, but she seemed to have slipped away.
-So it’s all gone then. I suppose that would have been just too much to hope for.
‘Come on, Kate. You knew I was being divorced by Cath and she needed money to bring up Eilidh. The two of us was the last straw, so don’t play the innocent party.’
-You asked me for 25 grand as I recall. And I said I’d discuss it with the others.
‘Moira says you never did, in her hearing anyway. You were using it as a sword dangling above my head. You could have well afforded it. By then I’d had enough anyway. You were very controlling and I felt I was being exploited. So… well, you know the rest.’
-You seem to have got all your ducks in a row, Ike. What you did was fraud and it ruined the lives of at least four people. You’re lucky we didn’t set the law on you. And now you’re looking for forgiveness it seems.
‘Hang on a second, Kate. The separation ruined my life too. Cath made life very difficult and I had to stay in Jersey at first. Then it was the gambling and drugs, but that’s all in the past. I wouldn’t have said that you ended up exactly ruined anyway.’
-Do you want a list of what I lost then?
‘I’ve heard you live in a rather fancy house in the Cotswolds wealth belt. Certainly fancier than the room I rent.’
-I earned the money to buy that. All my savings have gone into it. That’s the start of my new life.
‘Not quite what I found out when I looked up the filed accounts for the Phwoah! film production company. It made practically nothing from that awful miniseries and you were all paid off with a minimum. Barely enough for your air fare back from California.
-Oh yes? So how come I found a million for the Moreton property? Money doesn’t grow on trees around here and I couldn’t find a mortgage this side of the moon.
‘Yes, but you didn’t pay anything like a million. You struck a hard bargain with that poor American woman who had just lost her husband and was so desperate to return to Sacramento, and you could pay her in dollars too.’
-So where did the dollars come from then?

She tried to brazen it out, but Ike had known where to look. He’d found out about her winnings on the Californian State Lottery Powerball. After they had been told there was no second series in desperation she and Jolene her flatmate had bought a ticket together and had on their second try scooped almost 4 million dollars. And thank you California. Both their names were in the public domain so it wasn’t too difficult for him to find out about her stroke of luck. In fact it was one of several pieces of luck that had actually come her way since Ike’s fraud. Not that she had ever intended telling him or anyone else about them.   They were meant to be her little secret.
  				*  *  *
Was I going to change my mind? Sure as hell not. He’d lied through his teeth to all of us and made no attempt to explain his actions until now. But apparently Cath had been pursuing him for the house and most of his assets after she found out about our affair. It put a slightly different complexion on the matter, but to my mind he was still a rat. So why have I even agreed to the meeting and all his new age talk about amends and psychic decluttering (as if he’d been the one living in the valley)? And why am I driving to the station to pick him up and take him back to my monstermansion for a cosy chat?
I’ve had a few days to think things over I suppose. It was very strange seeing him again. I have been thinking about him repeatedly since returning from LA. Our relationship was short but I haven’t forgotten it. Ike had brought me down to earth, made me try to think beyond the band and make some plans. I had thought he was safe and predictable, so I would probably have dumped him quite soon anyway. Left with just his spreadsheets. Who had turned out the total sucker? Maybe that ruthless streak in some strange way had made him more appealing.
Then there was truth in his remark that I’d been lucky. How did Gloria the talent scout get to see the video and make contact? I never did find out. Then there was the state lottery ticket. That was all Jolene’s idea. The house purchase went so smoothly when poor Mrs Delillo was keen to sell at just about any price, particularly for cash in dollars. And then there was my impulse to contact Moira and Jos. But I was due the roll of the dice, goddammit, after the way Ike treated me. Now it’s time for my payback. I think so.
He had shown her pictures of Eilidh, and she was a cute wee poppet. By now she would be finishing primary in Cath’s new house somewhere north of London. Kate couldn’t stop herself imagining custody weekends with the three of them in the monster house and maybe a frisky pony in the paddock…. Hold on, she told herself, gripping the wheel tighter. Think with your head not your heart. Now she’d set up the juicer before coming out, put in the powder and planned every last detail just like Ike used to say to her. 
So just do it, Kate hissed as she spotted him waiting at the far end of the station car park.
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