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CHAPTER ONE

I’ll never forget the first moment I saw her. My whole world stopped – and changed – in an instant. I felt it. Like the sort of shit people talk about in romance movies. Shit I’d never believed in. But I felt everything inside me change when I locked eyes with Jill McLintock for the first time.

She gazed back at me.

Was she feeling the same thing? Could she?

She smiled.

I was so taken aback. I didn’t expect it. And then I started to smile-

As Jill looked away.

I felt a rush of heat flow from my head all the way down my body as she resumed her conversation with someone else. A guy. A guy who seemed to have her attention. Unwaveringly so. As I stared at her.

I realised I was staring at her, taking in her breath-taking figure in a red swimsuit - à la Baywatch. I threw my eyes to someone else dressed as Doctor Who – sadly, I knew it was from the Tom Baker era – then someone else who was supposed to be Indiana Jones and finally a bald guy in a leather jacket who claimed to be Phil Mitchell from EastEnders, but who later admitted he couldn’t be bothered dressing up and just tried to get away with it. He did. The legend.

“Drink, Matt?” the host, supposedly dressed like Sawyer from Lost, asked.

“I can’t, mate,” I said. “I’m driving.”

He looked at me blankly. “You’re driving? At Halloween? On the night of my party?”

I nodded, regretting the decision already.

“I thought you were supposed to be a wild army guy? Aren’t you guys all nuts?” He tried to adopt the voice to match his costume – which was really just his long mane and desert island stubble. “Son of a bitch!”

I shrugged. “That’s what I’m told, mate.”

A soft hand planted on my shoulder. “Did you say you’re driving, sweetie?”

My pulse thumped so hard I had to remind myself to breathe. “Yes...”

“Jill,” she said, rubbing my shoulder through my yellow top.

“Hi, nice to meet you,” I said.

She looked at my costume. “Who are you supposed to be?” Her eyes lit up. “Wait, don’t tell me! I’ve seen this outfit before.” She seemed to be almost looking through it at my muscles, and then her eyes locked on the insignia over my heart and I knew she wasn’t. “It’s not... Star Wars, is it?”

I shook my nerd head and thanked my fucking stars that at least I hadn’t come as Spock.

“It’s from Star Trek!” yelled Phil Mitchell. “He’s James T Kirk!” And then laughed drunkenly at his own observation.

The blonde beauty with the perfect, tight ass, tan and smaller boobs than Pamela Anderson looked at me with pity I almost mistook for disdain. “At least he tried.” She looked at Phil. “More than can be said for you.” She looked back to me. “I think Kirk’s sexy... That’s William Shatner, right?”

She fancied William Shatner?

“He was so handsome back in the day.”

Yeah – wait, what? - way back in the day.

“I would’ve,” she said, giggling, then took a swig from her drink and looked around the room, no doubt scouting for someone else to talk to.

I felt my hands awkward and out of place in midair. What the fuck did I usually do with my hands? I shoved them into my pockets.

Jill’s mobile beeped. She checked it, rolled her eyes and tutted.

I guessed that meant she’d a boyfriend... And she wasn’t too impressed with something he’d just texted her.

She typed a quick reply.

“Jill!” Indiana Jones called from the kitchen. “Come here a sec... I wanna show you something.”

I was almost relieved to get out of her gaze, feeling out of place even daring to get in the direction of her eyes.

“Hold on,” she said to him. “I’m talking to someone.”

I was someone? I almost nodded my approval. Yet I still couldn’t think of a thing to say to her. I looked at the stash of beer on the table and wondered if I shouldn’t just say fuck it and leave the car outside overnight.

“So,” Jill started, running the tip of her tongue over her lips, “did I hear you say you’re driving?”

I nodded.

“Would that mean you’d be available for a lift home later?”

I nearly came.

She saw my reaction and laughed. She knew I fancied her like crazy.

“Of course,” I insisted, trying to sound like a gentleman and not a predator. “I won’t be touching a drop of alcohol.” Although I fucking wished I didn’t have to sound so fucking lame and boring. “I’m not teetotal. I’m just being sensible tonight.”

She gave me a double-take, as if she’d just heard my life story and hadn’t asked to. “That’s okay. Just gimme a shout before you go... As long as it’s not too early, okay?”

“Jill!” Indiana Jones shouted more forcefully.

“Stay as late as you want,” I said, feigning comfort at being at her disposal. “I’m a night owl.” Had I actually just said that? I sounded 40.

“I never caught your name?” she said, her eyes staying on mine even as she walked towards the kitchen.

“Matt,” I said, and had to swallow the shame at how mediocre I made it sound on my weak-willed, shy, sober tongue.

She smiled, then greeted the guys in the kitchen like they were long-lost friends.

The door closed over behind her.

“Don’t waste your time, mate,” Doctor Who said. “She’s way out of your league... And she always goes for bad guys, anyway.”

“Time?” I asked. “You had to get that in there, didn’t you?”

“Because I’m a Timelord!” He laughed so hard he fell backwards into the fireplace.

I exhaled nasally... This was going to be a long night.


CHAPTER TWO

The party host, dressed as Sawyer, exited the kitchen, shrugging. “She’s on the tequila now.”

A girl next to me tutted. “Why’d you even invite her? I can’t stand her. She’s such a slut.”

The host glanced to me, as if knowingly. “Jill’s easy on the eye.”

“She’s right up her own ass.”

I was still visualising her ass in that red swimsuit.

“I was in the kitchen ten minutes ago,” another of the girls started, “and she was boasting about her sex life to all the guys in there. She has them wrapped ‘round her little finger. I’m not even sure that’s her tequila she’s drinking.”

“It isn’t,” bitched another. “She just turned up without any drink and expects guys to supply her.”

“And they do,” added another.

“Hate her.”

“Slag.”

“Tramp.”

I sipped on a glass of water and said nothing.

“Who the fuck turns up to a Halloween party dressed like that? It just screams desperation.”

A girl dressed in a sexy nurse’s uniform and white stockings nodded in agreement.

As did a French maid.

And a schoolgirl.

“Lighten up,” the host said. “Play nice.”

The girls all crossed their arms and pouted in unison.

“Matt here agreed to give her a lift home later,” Doctor Who said, slapping my back.

“What?” asked a girl.

“Oh, Matt, honey, don’t get your hopes up," said another. “You’d be the last guy she wants to take her home.”

I glared at her.

“Isn’t she still seeing that Cameron guy?” asked the nurse. “Why isn’t he picking her up? He probably can’t be arsed with her when she’s drinking-”

“Or when she’s dressed like a whore,” added the French maid.

“I said I’d wait for her,” I insisted, louder and more passionately than I intended, my voice shaking.

Everyone looked at me as the music changed from one tune to another.

The room was silent for two seconds which seemed to stretch forever.

“And I will,” I said.

The next song started.

“You’re such a cuck, Matt,” Doctor Who said, wrapping his 1970s scarf around his throat.

“Fuck you,” I said angrily.

Everyone laughed.

“Fuck all of you.”

They laughed again.

“She seemed like a nice girl when she spoke to me,” I added.

They were in ruptures now.

“Matt, she’s not interested in you,” the schoolgirl said. “She’s just using you. Don’t make a twat of yourself.”

A twat? I felt my face turn red.

“You’ve no chance with Jill, mate,” the host said.

I was standing before I realised it. “I’ll show you.” I looked towards the kitchen. “I’ll show all of you.” I planted my glass of water down on the table, then stomped my feet towards the next room in search of her.


CHAPTER THREE

The Indiana Jones wannabe was topping Jill’s glass to the brim with tequila when I opened the kitchen door.

She was sandwiched between a tall guy dressed as Superman and a member of the trench coat mafia who was supposed to be Neo from The Matrix. “You guys are hilarious,” she said, laughing, then took a big gulp of her drink.

“I’m not kidding, Jill,” Neo said. “Honestly, this jacket cost me nearly a week’s wages.”

“I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with it.” She looked it up and down again. “It looks the part... But they saw you coming at that price.”

I wasn’t hearing any mention of her sex life.

“You are the one,” Superman said, looking to his friend as he opened another beer.

Indy clocked my entrance.

Jill noticed his reaction, then looked over her shoulder. “Oh, hey, Matt, are you joining us?”

“Do you mind?” I asked. “The conversation in the living room’s a little, uh, dull.”

Jill giggled. “Let me guess, the girls are bitching about me?”

“You asked for it,” Superman said. “You were winding them up deliberately.”

“They’re too good for it,” Jill said. “All I gotta do is say I love a good cock on a Saturday night and they go absolutely mad.”

“You do, though,” Indy said, his eyebrows narrowing in a conspiratorial manner.

The guys all laughed.

“Don’t listen to them, sweetie,” she said, looking to me. “They’re just clutching straws.” She put her hand on her hip and posed seductively. “Y’all can look, but you can’t touch.”

Neo looked like he was feeling the heat under his long jacket.

“It's certainly warm in here,” Jill said, studying her drink. “I wish I’d ice.”

I had the freezer door open immediately. I found the bag of ice, lifted it out and approached her.

“Well, aren’t you just the cutest, Matt?”

I opened the bag. “May I?”

“You may, sweetie.”

I reached my bare hand into the bag and grabbed three ice cubes, dropping them into her drink.

“Thank you, Matt.”

“My pleasure, Jill.” I felt my face redden the moment I said her name for the first time.

Doctor Who was stood in the doorway, shaking his head at me.

My embarrassment magnified, and I was glad to return the ice to the freezer just to get my red cheeks out of her view.

Jill's phone beeped again. She checked it. She sighed.

“Put that away,” Indy said. “He’s not worth it.”

“Did I say it was Cameron?” she asked.

Fuck. So, she did have a boyfriend.

Indy set his beer down. “I’m going to the toilet.” He walked past me, out of the room to the hall and up the stairs.

Jill’s eyes followed him, then she looked to me. “You sure you’re still okay for a lift home later?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I only live about an hour away.”

I hesitated. “That’s fine, Jill.”

She burst out laughing. “I’m kidding!”

I felt my face redden yet again.

“I wouldn’t be here if I lived an hour away, sweetie.” She stepped across the floor, away from Superman and Neo, and towards me, her eyes staring right into mine.

I felt it again. That feeling that there was something more to this girl. That somehow, against all the odds, she felt it too.

“It’s not far. About a mile. But I don’t like walking at this time of night. At least, not alone. You sure you don’t mind waiting until I’ve finished that?” She was pointing to a bottle of tequila that was at least three quarters full.

“I don’t mind at all,” I said.

She pressed her palm to my cheek. “You’re the sweetest guy.”

I felt the intensity in her touch arouse me from head to toe.

She slid her hand away. “Excuse me,” she said, and stepped past me. “I need the toilet too.”

I was still trying to channel my breathing when it occurred to me that the house only had one toilet. How strange that she hadn’t waited for the other guy to come back down first.

Superman sniggered.

Neo shook his head at me.

Was there something I was missing? Wait, surely she wasn’t inviting me to join her upstairs in the bathroom?

I heard footsteps overhead.

“Mate-”

“I need the toilet too,” I lied, interrupting Neo before he could tell me what I was obviously supposed to do.


CHAPTER FOUR

My heart was pounding in my chest and my palms were clammy as I strutted purposefully down the short hall to the bottom of the stairs. All I could imagine was this beautiful girl stood at the top, ready to pull me into the bathroom and make out with me.

Cutie, I heard her say in my head.

I set my hand on the bannister, my grip almost slipping. I caught it firm. I climbed the stairs.

Sweetie. It was about to happen.

I neared the top and set my eyes on the landing.

It was empty. Jill wasn’t there. Neither was the guy dressed as Indiana Jones.

I looked to the bathroom door. It was closed tight. Surely she wasn’t-

A man groaned on the other side of the door. And then something else. Something sloppy. Wet. And a female moan.

I felt every part of my mood change and my determination dissipate in an instant. Had this been the plan all along? He’d excused himself first. Then she’d waited a minute and followed him. What the fuck had I been thinking to assume she wanted me to join her? And now she was making out with him on the other side of the door.

“Suck it, baby,” he said.

My embarrassment turned swiftly to humiliation.

A slurp. “Don’t tell anyone,” she purred.

He grunted. “Fuck, your mouth feels so good, Jill.”

I was frozen on the spot, fearful of moving on a single floorboard or breathing too heavily. I couldn’t let them know I was out here. I was listening. I was raging. And I was almost ashamed.

“Show me your tits.”

But how could I go back to the kitchen so soon and face the other two?

“Fuck, you’re perfect.”

They’d know I’d stumbled upon something between Jill and that guy if I came back first.

“Touch my nipples,” she said quietly.

I didn’t want them to know. I didn’t want to lose face. To be seen as such a fool. And I couldn’t laugh this off when I was stone cold sober.

“I’m close,” he said.

And I was throbbing in my pants. My erection was aching and harder than it’d ever been before. What the fuck was going on? Didn’t my cock understand her lips were around his? That they weren’t for mine?

“So close, Jill.”

Music and laughter filled the rooms downstairs.

“You ready, baby?”

My mind swivelled to her apparent boyfriend. I’d caught the name Cameron. The guy in the bathroom wasn’t Cameron.

“Do it,” she said.

Was she really the slut everyone said she was?

“I wanna see you cum.”

Why couldn’t I just tear myself away? She was bad news. And I wasn’t the one who should be embarrassed.

Foreskin was flung loudly back and forth on the other side of the door.

She was the type of girl who cheated. And I still wanted her. My cock was aching for her. To be the next one to fill her mouth.

Jill moaned.

I could feel my precum in my pants.

He grunted. Loudly. Louder. Louder. Louder.

I was soaking my underwear.

“Fuck!”

I listened to this prick erupt his load for the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen in my life.

Clothes were suddenly rustled inside the bathroom. A fly was zipped. A belt buckle done up.

I tried to compose myself, anticipating the door opening at any moment.

The toilet flushed.

I was ready. Prepared to make it look like I’d just reached the top of the stairs. I’d give away nothing. Not an inkling of what I knew-

“Matt?” Jill demanded, as she hauled the door open to reveal her and the archaeologist wannabe inside.

I stammered.

“How long have you been standing there?”

“I...”

“You were listening in, you fucking perv,” he said.

“No, I-”

“Don’t breathe a word to anyone about what you heard,” he added, then turned to Jill and wiped her chin.

My face was as flustered as my puerile attempts at speech.

Jill looked down as she steered a path past me. “I need a fucking drink.”

The guy looked me in the eye, dominant. Threatening. Alpha. “Not a word.”


CHAPTER FIVE

I splashed water over my face and looked in the bathroom mirror.

What the hell was wrong with me? I’d been jealous, angry and aroused at the same time – with no right to feel any of these things. And I’d splashed piss all over the rim of the toilet bowl when I tried to urinate with a semi-on.

I looked again at the rim. Leaving the toilet seat up was one crime, but not to clean my own piss. I stepped towards the toilet again, pulled off a few sheets of paper and wiped it off.

I was hating this party.

I was way too sober for it.

And I wished I’d stayed in and watched some shit on the TV like Match of the Day. Even Gary Lineker’s smug face would’ve been more tolerable than this night.

I considered leaving early. I didn’t know this Jill girl. I didn’t owe her anything.

Yet in seconds I was descending the stairs, and I knew I wouldn’t desert her. Even if it looked like she’d be leaving with-

“I love you, baby,” Indiana Jones said.

The girl dressed as a French maid kissed him. “I love you too, but please don’t spend all night in the kitchen.”

He looked up to me. “Me and this guy are talking football.”

She tutted. “Typical.”

He closed the door to the living room behind her, then gave me another glance I took to be a warning.

I didn’t appreciate it.

“Why aren’t you drinking?” he asked me.

“Because I’m keeping fit for work,” I said firmly.

He nodded. “What do you do for a living?”

“I’m in the army.”

“Really?” He looked me over. “You don’t seem the type.”

I watched his eyes focus on my upper body, and then he backed down. “Shouldn’t you join your girl in the living room?”

He fixed his fedora into place. “And risk pissing Jill off?” He shook his head. “C’mon, join us in the kitchen.”

I walked in front of him and entered the kitchen first, my eyes landing immediately on Jill’s ass in her tight swimsuit.

She heard the footsteps and looked over her shoulder.

I felt embarrassed, like I’d done something wrong, when she quickly looked away.

Our resident archaeologist entered the room behind me.

Jill downed a hell of a mouthful of tequila when she saw him.

Superman eyed them both.

Neo pointed to the living room. “Does anyone hear that?” he asked.

We all listened.

Voices were raised.

Indy looked like he’d just shit himself.

I was nearest the door, and pushed it open to see a man in Middle Eastern clothing with a fake beard stood in the centre of living room.

“You’re all a bunch of racists!” he shouted at the four girls sat in front of him.

“How are we racist?” demanded Indy’s girlfriend. “We’re just saying it’s in bad taste for you to come to a Halloween party dressed as Osama bin Laden.”

“Yeah, mate,” Phil Mitchell said. “It’s kinda offensive.”

The Middle Eastern garbed man threw his palms up. “I’m not bin Laden! I’m Moses! I’m in the Bible!”

The girls all looked at each other.

“Are you?” the one dressed as a schoolgirl asked.

Phil Mitchell nodded. “Moses?”

“Of course I am,” the Bin Laden-esque guy insisted. “Look at my beard! And my flip flops!”

“Oh right,” the hot nurse said, looking into the kitchen. “Sorry.”

The guy held his beard as he traipsed past me towards the fridge. “Jesus Christ, they’re sensitive.” He grabbed a beer.

I let the door close behind him again.

Jill looked away from me again as our eyes met.

Moses took a swig of his beer as Neo and Superman broke the silence by engaging Jill in conversation.

Indy joined them.

“Close one," Moses said quietly in my ear. “Clearly, I’m meant to be bin Laden.” He showed me the fake grenade part of his costume, then hid it as best he could. “I’m John.”

“Matt,” I said, showing him my water. “Don’t ask.”

John shrugged. “I’ll try not to judge.”

Jill shot a glance our way, as if she only heard what John had said.

I looked back at her.

She turned away.

I felt at my Captain Kirk tunic, the tension between us raising my body temperature. It was as if my presence outside the bathroom had caused some of rift between us. I wanted to assure her I wasn’t judging her. Even if subconsciously I already had, but, in truth, I was still absolutely crushing on her. She may have just she’d sucked off another guy, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was beautiful. Like, truthfully, absolutely beautiful.

“Who’s she?” John asked quietly.

I waited until someone else spoke loudly before I answered him. “Her name’s Jill.”

“She’s fucking hot.”

I downed more water.

“She single?”

"No,” I said way too quickly. “She has a boyfriend.” And it wasn’t fucking me.

She looked over again.

I tried not to look back for as long as I could. I looked after a second.

Jill turned away.

I couldn’t take any more of this. “I’m going back to the living room, John.”

“Okay, mate, nice to meet-”

“Matt,” Jill snapped, as I started towards the living room. “Where are you going?”

I avoided eye contact with her. “The living room-”

“Don’t go,” she said.

What?

“Please.”

Why?”

“Stay here.”

I stopped halfway between the fridge and the door, then reluctantly looked at her, knowing it’d be hard to look away again unless she did first.

Her eyes pleaded as she forced a smile.

I knew the real reason she didn’t want me to go into the other room. She was scared I’d breathe a word to the girl dressed as a French maid about what she and lover boy had done upstairs. If I stayed in her sight, she could make sure I kept quiet. I didn’t want to be used in such a way. I was just about to start towards the door again.

“Matt,” she said, sighing, and walked away from the other guys over to me. “I like your company.” She put her hand on my shoulder. She squeezed. Her expression softened as she felt my muscles tense. “Please don’t make this awkward.”

I saw Indy was watching too. “Okay, I was only going in there for a change of scenery.”

Jill lifted her tequila high in the air with her other hand. “Oh, come on, everyone knows the real party’s always in the kitchen!” She wooed. “Let’s get this started, people!”

Superman, Indy and Neo all downed more drinks.

John looked at me like he understood and smiled sympathetically.

Jill’s hand was still on my arm. “Thank you, Matt.”


CHAPTER SIX

I’d lost count of the number of drinks Jill had consumed by now, not that I was responsible for her.

Yet despite her tipsy state teetering upon drunkenness – and her sexual banter with the group beginning to sound outrageous – she was still by my side. And I couldn’t help but like it. I didn’t know if it was because she was attracted to me – I tried to tell myself not to get my hopes up – or because she felt I wasn’t a threat.

Indy smirked my way every time she threw out another comment. He saw the effect she was having on me. He knew I liked her. And he clearly got off on the fact he’d already had his cock down her throat, while I probably wouldn’t. Ever.

Jill bent over provocatively to retrieve a bottle of beer for Neo from the fridge, giving every man in the room a view of her perfect posterior. “Did you say Carlsberg?” she asked.

“No, Heineken,” he replied.

She took longer to find it.

John’s eyes were fixated on her ass too.

Jill snapped upright with the beer. “Too bad I’m already drinking tequila from a glass.” She made an O with her mouth around the neck of the bottle. “I do like a good bottle to suck on.”

John had to pull his bin Laden beard out from his face to cool himself down.

Neo took the beer from Jill. “Thanks, honey.”

She winked at him, then returned to my side.

I sipped my water, then set the glass down on the counter. “Are you always like this, Jill?” I asked.

She looked almost offended.

John was hovering close by.

The party host glided into the kitchen from the hall, hesitated when he saw Jill, then grabbed four cans of beer and walked into the living room.

“What d’you mean by that comment, Matt?” she asked.

“The drinking, the innuendos?” I said softly, trying not to provoke her.

She exhaled loudly, then ran her hand through her long blonde locks, letting them cascade down her shoulders. “My drinking leads me to make bad decisions...” She glanced at Indiana Jones. “I usually regret in the morning.”

Indy set his beer down loudly on the counter, then walked past us into the living room.

Jill slipped her arm around mine.

My heart started to beat faster.

“Don’t leave my side, Matt, please...”

I spied Superman eyeing her up.

She smiled at him. “So I don’t make any more bad decisions.”

I cleared my throat. “You got it.”

“I feel safe around you.”

“I won’t leave your side.”

“You’re such a sweetie, Matt,” she said, setting down her drink and blinking under the bright fluorescent light of the kitchen.

I hoped she was thinking it was time to leave.

She unlinked our arms. “I need the toilet.”

My eyes instinctively went to Superman as she walked out of the room.

Her high heels set on the stairs, echoing down the hallway.

I was watching the red S on his chest like a hawk.

He seemed somewhat aware as he chatted to Neo.

I felt it was awkward, but I couldn’t let another man to do her what’d already happened earlier.

Footsteps fell in the hall.

I swivelled and saw John turning to take the stairs. My pulse pounded. My body erupted in sweat. In anxiety. In feelings of inadequacy.

The door from the living room opened into the kitchen, and Doctor Who and Phil Mitchell entered.

“Where’s John?” Phil asked.

Neo pointed upstairs.

“With Jill?”

Neo nodded.

Doctor Who giggled. “She really is the party slut,” he said, then looked to me. “I told you she was out of your league, and you wouldn’t listen to me.”

“He’s been stuck to her like glue for the last hour,” Superman said, his perfect teeth gleaming under the light.

“I wonder will we all get a turn tonight,” Phil Mitchell said. “Maybe we can pass her around in the basement.”

I felt my face redden.

“I’m game,” Superman said. “And she knows it-”

The girl in the nurse’s uniform walked in on the conversation and centred her stare on Superman. “What the fuck did I just interrupt?”

“Nothing, baby,” he insisted.

She adjusted one of her stockings, then took a beer from the fridge. “I’m keeping an eye on you,” she said, pointing to him.

“Baby, I’m just talking to the lads.”

I was imagining Jill dropping to her knees already.

“Where’s Jill?” she demanded.

“Upstairs with Osama bin two tablets,” Phil said, laughing.

The hot nurse hesitated. “I don’t get that, but I doubt it’s remotely funny.” She looked over to Superman again. “You’ve been warned, baby. Stay away from Jill.”

My mind swirled with images of her taking another cock between her lips.

The nurse walked back into the living room. “The slut’s upstairs with John...” The door shut behind her and the music inside drowned out the rest of her words.

“That was close,” Phil Mitchell said to Superman.

“Yeah, mate. Do me a favour and keep my missus company, would you? I’d rather die than sit in that living room with her and her friends.”

“Sure, pal.” Phil tapped Doctor Who. “You coming?”

The two of them returned to the living room with more drinks.

I heard high heels on the stairs. They were descending! Jill was coming back! And so soon! Maybe nothing happened between her and John in the bathroom!

Neo and Superman started talking to each other again, arguing about Manchester United and Liverpool.

Jill walked into the kitchen and slid right up beside me.

“You okay?” I asked, desperate for an innocent explanation.

She pursed her lips.

“Jill?”

She nodded. “Yeah.” She grabbed her tequila and took a swig. “Your mate in the Moses outfit tried it on with me.”

He wasn’t my mate; I’d never met him before tonight!

“I turned him down, but he was persistent. I didn’t like it, Matt. He made me feel cheap.” She pressed her chest against my arm. “Next time I need to go, will you come with me?”

“Of course.”

“Thank you, Matt. I feel like I can trust you.”

Did she really like me too?

“You’re sober, after all.”

I got a sinking feeling in my chest.

“What’d I miss anyway?” she asked.

Superman shot me a glance.

I wasn’t going to mention the comments about the basement, but I knew an opportunity when I saw one. “His girl, the one in the nurse’s uniform, she warned him she was watching him.”

Jill grinned. “Really?” She took a huge gulp of tequila.

“She told him to stay away from you.”

Her grin widened. “The girls all feel threatened by me.”

The toilet upstairs flushed.

“They think I’ll steal their boyfriends.”

“But you wouldn't,” I said. “Right?”

“Oh, but I would,” she said quietly, turning to look me right in the eye. “And you already know it.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

My concern grew as I watched Jill tank more tequila.

John was back in the room, talking to Neo and Superman. He couldn’t even look at Jill, which convinced me she was telling the truth about rejecting his advances upstairs.

I needed to find a way to engage her – as much to curb her drinking as to provoke her interest in me.

“What time is it?” she asked.

I checked my phone. “Just after half eleven.”

“Still early.”

Not according to my body clock.

She seemed to gauge my reaction for a moment. “Oh, Matt, don’t tell me...” Jill pressed her hands to her face. “You don’t think I need my beauty sleep, do you? I’m not looking haggard, am I?”

I shook my head. “You look perfect, Jill.”

Her eyes lit up. “You think I look perfect?”

I blushed.

“You’re so sweet... I wish I’d met you at a better time in my life.”

Did she mean she wished she was single?

“But, then again, Matt, sometimes we need friends most when we’re at our worst.”

I leaned back against the counter, propping myself up with my elbows. “What’s your story then, Jill? What do you do? What do you want to do?”

“Truthfully, Matt, I’ve always had an interest in acting. I’ve done stage stuff, just amateur dramatics, but I’d love to pursue it professionally.”

I nodded. “You’ve definitely got the right look.”

She smiled. “I worry I’ve left it too late. I should’ve been doing it in my teens or earlier. I’m twenty-five now.”

I gulped. She was three years older than me, but I wouldn’t have guessed it. She was confident, yes, but I’d already put that down to her beauty.

“I’ve done voluntary work, and I really enjoy that. Unfortunately, I’ve got bills just like everyone else. Recently, I started a new job. It’s in an office. It bores me, but it pays well. The boss’ son is a prick, though. I can’t stand him. Like, I think I literally hate him, Matt.”

My eyes strayed to her midriff as she looked to the hall. “Have you any family?”

“Just my mum, my sister and my stepdad.”

No children.

She looked vacant for a moment. “They mean everything to me.” Jill looked back to me. “And I let them down all the time. I’m not a good person, Matt. Trust me, if you knew my secrets, you wouldn’t be standing here right now. You’d run an absolute mile.”

“You think I’ve never done anything I don’t regret, Jill?”

She swallowed what seemed like a lump in her throat.

“Don’t be so hard on yourself.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said. “You don’t know what I’ve done.”

I wasn’t going to remind her I knew exactly what she’d done earlier.

“Listen to me, going on about myself. Tell me a bit about your life, Matt. What do you do for a living?”

“I’m in the army,” I said quietly, careful the wrong person didn’t overhear me.

“Really?”

“Yes...” I got this all the time. “Really.”

She looked at my arms. “That’s kinda hot.”

I was dying to tell her so was she, but without alcohol the words never came out. I wanted desperately to flirt with her. To show her how interested I was in becoming more than friends. To show her-

“Cameron’s a deadbeat,” she said.

“Cameron?”

“Technically, he’s my boyfriend.” She lifted her drink from beside me.

I watched her eyes drift over to Superman.

He smiled to her.

She smiled back, her eyes lingering on him for several seconds.

I felt my jealousy surge. “I won’t leave your side, Jill.”

“What?”

“You asked me to stay by your side, remember?”

She seemed momentarily confused.

Had she consumed so much alcohol she’d already forgotten? “You said next time you need to go to the bathroom you want me to go with you.” I subtly gestured over to John. “Because of him.”

“Yes, that’s right...” She looked to Superman again. “I did say that about him.”

“I think you should give acting a proper go,” I said. “If that’s your dream, you owe it to yourself to give it a go. I wanted to be in the army from I can remember. Everyone told me I wasn’t the type. That I was too soft. But I’ve proven myself. I’m a soldier.”

She studied my features. “Do you have a girlfriend, Matt?”

“Not right now,” I said, overjoyed to be giving her the answer I wanted her to hear.

“I see,” she replied, her whole demeanour appearing to change to disinterest.

I was irked. What the fuck was it about being single that was such a turn-off to her? Did I come across needy? Desperate? Did I, did I? “Your boyfriend, Jill... What is it that makes him only technically your boyfriend?”

“It’s complicated.”

“Really?” I asked and thought of her swallowing another guy’s cum in the bathroom.

“Don’t judge me, Matt.” Her eyes were alight with drunken rage. “You don’t know a thing about me!”

The other guys in the kitchen all looked at us.

I put my palms up. “Hey, I’m not judging you, honestly.”

“You are. Don’t lie to me. I can see it in your eyes. You’ve no idea what my life’s like or what I’ve been through. So, don’t judge me. Ever. Okay?”

I looked down and said nothing.

She sighed. “I know you’re sober and that sounded harsh, but it needed said. I won’t apologise.”

“I’d never ask you to apologise for anything, Jill,” I said, looking up again into her beautiful eyes.

She ran her teeth over her lips, as if surveying me for signs of insincerity.

“I mean it.”

“Okay, I believe you.” She gave my arm a squeeze. “Did anyone ever tell you you’re a great guy?”

“Yeah.” And every one of them were women I’d never slept with.

“Well, I think you and I are going to become good friends...”

Friends? Fuck.

“Maybe mo-”

“Is everything alright here?” Superman interrupted, trying to place himself between us.

Jill stepped back on her high heels to allow him more room. “Yes, of course.” Her eyes were all over him. “My hero to the rescue, just in case.”

He turned his back right on me.

I was seething.

“Just say the word, Jill, and I’ll throw him out.”

“He’s fine,” she insisted. “We were just talking.”

He put his hand on her arm.

Her chest heaved.

“I wanna talk to you,” he said. “Upstairs. Can we go now?”

She bit her lip, then nodded. “Yes, I’d like that.”

He placed his palms on her midriff, then turned her towards the hall.

I couldn’t believe it. She was just going to go with him like that? And leave me behind in the process? Had our time together meant so little to her?

Jill and Superman headed to the stairs.

My heart sank. I wanted to leave altogether. To get out of there and never see that girl again for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER EIGHT

I clutched the car keys in my pocket and watched Jill and the guy in the cape round the bottom of the stairs; his hands still set possessively on her midriff. I willed the living room door to open and for the hot nurse to catch them before they could do anything.

Jill looked at me for a split-second, then started up the stairs.

I was surrendering to fate, letting her go.

Superman looked through me as he began the climb behind her.

I released my grip on my keys, found a surge of strength from somewhere deep within and marched out of the kitchen, setting my own foot on the bottom stair and following them as they neared the top.

Superman’s palms were already on her ass, leaving me in no doubt of his intentions.

They reached the landing and Jill pushed open the door to the bathroom.

He turned suddenly when he heard a stair creak under my step. “You?” he said.

I looked past him to Jill.

“Matt?” she said.

I stopped on the stair before the landing.

“What’re you-”

“You told me to come with you, Jill,” I insisted.

She giggled, then took hold of Superman’s arm and pulled him into the bathroom. “That’s not necessary, Matt. I don’t need you this time.”

Superman grinned.

“Jill, you don’t need to do this.”

“Do what?” he asked. “Jill and I are just going to have a private chat.”

“It’s okay.” She put her palm on his crotch. “Matt knows.”

“He knows?”

She squeezed his cock through his pants. “Yeah.”

His brow furrowed. “You didn’t suck him off, did you?”

“Nope.”

“Jill,” I started, almost pleading, “you said it was the tequila. You said it makes you make bad decisions.”

“No, Matt, I want to do this.”

I breathed out heavily, my eyes fixated on her hand making him hard through his costume.

“Go back downstairs, mate,” Superman said. “She’s not interested in you. Take a hint.”

I looked at him like I wanted to kill him.

“No, Matt, don’t go,” Jill said.

I felt hope blossom within. She was coming to her senses.

“What?” he demanded.

“It’s good he’s here,” she said, stretching the waistband of his outfit. “He can be our lookout.”

What?

He started to grin. “Yeah, you can keep watch, mate. Warn us if anyone comes out of the living room.”

I...

“Please, Matt,” Jill said, and started to close the door over.

He grabbed it, hauling it back open. “No, keep the door open. I don’t trust him.”

She pulled out his erect cock. “Oh, wow.” She squeezed it.

He groaned.

She took every inch of it into her mouth in one swoop.

I was staring.

She moaned around his member.

I was disgusted.

She started to slide from the base to the tip, coating him in her saliva.

I was distraught.

Her eyes flicked up to his face.

I was painfully erect in my underwear.

He drove himself between her lips.

I was pathetic.

She glanced sideways to me.

I froze.

Her gaze lowered to my crotch. She half-grinned around his cock.

He grabbed hold of her hair with his right hand, shielding her eyes from my view, and began to force her faster on his length. “Fuck, you’re incredible, Jill. You’re always incredible.” He looked to me. “You’re fucking watching?”

I shot my eyes to the stairs.

“Don’t fucking look away,” he snapped. “Watch how she sucks a real man’s cock.”

I was seeping precum into my boxers.

“I said look!”

Music pumped loudly from the living room, as I turned and watched Jill furiously fling her face back and forth on his shaft.

“Yeah, I bet you wish you were me.”

Jill groaned, then sucked her saliva from his foreskin and grabbed his ass to haul herself to the hilt on his hard-on.

“Wanna see her tits?” he asked.

I wasn’t going to answer him.

“Of course you do.” He reached down with his free hand and slid the straps of her red swimsuit off her shoulders. “Let him see, Jill.”

She shimmied until her costume fell to her midriff, exposing her pert breasts.

I gazed lustfully at her nipples.

“They’re perfect, aren’t they?” he said, then took hold of one of them and tweaked it.

Jill sucked him faster.

“I bet you’d love to feel them too.”

I could feel sweat erupting all over my body.

He looked past me. “Keep watch. Don’t let anyone up those stairs. I mean it. Whatever you have to do to stop them, you fucking do it.” He let go of her hair and pulled his cock out of her mouth. “Tell him, Jill.”

“Please, Matt,” she said hoarsely, saliva trailing from her lips to his shaft.

My eyes met hers. I was using every skill I’d ever honed to hide the hurt inside.

“For me.” She let her stare linger on mine as she took him between her lips again. For a few seconds, she gently sucked on his head. Then she closed her eyes and threw herself back into her lustful onslaught.

“Fuck!”

I looked down the stairs. There wasn’t a hint of movement. How could she get so close to me all night, then do this? Again? Why was I letting her use me? She didn’t want me. She wasn’t remotely interested in me as anything more than a lookout and a lift home. I was nothing to her. Worse than nothing, I was a tool.

She lifted his tool from her lips and rubbed it around her pretty face. “Fuck, your cock is amazing.”

I wanted someone to walk out of the living room. His girlfriend, the hot nurse, especially. I wouldn’t say a word to warn them. I’d let them be masters of their own fate. Then watch the sparks fly.

“Don’t tease me, Jill. Suck on it. Make me cum.”

She took him all the way inside her again, then tried to fill her throat with it, fighting for more as she nuzzled her nose into his abundance of pubic hair.

He grabbed the door to steady himself.

I gazed at her chest.

Jill started to pull her swimsuit up.

I quickly looked away, ashamed.

“No,” he said firmly. “Leave it down, honey. I’ve plans for your tits.”

She slurped at his dick and felt at his balls. “Hurry up, I’m hungry for you.”

Bottles clinked downstairs.

Goosebumps erupted over my body as she dragged her mouth to his base again, as if trying to choke herself on his length.

“Fuck, I’m close,” he rasped.

I heard the music get noticeably louder for a moment.

They didn’t notice.

Then it was back to normal volume, as if indicating someone had exited the living room. I said nothing. Then I envisioned the hot nurse clawing at Jill’s eyes, smearing blood across her pretty face and ruining her looks forever. “Guys,” I said swiftly. “Movement.” I pointed down.

He grabbed the back of Jill’s head and pulled her to his tip.

She looked. She listened. She licked the slit of his cock.

“Are you sure?” he asked frantically.

I nodded, leaning over the bannister and looking below. “I don’t see anyone,” I said quietly, as if surrendering her to his impending sperm.

“Fuck's sake.” He grabbed Jill and pulled her back onto his cock.

My own member was throbbing, painfully unaware none of this erotic display was for me.

She grabbed the waistband of his pants and dragged them down to his knees, unleashing every part of his cock and balls into clear sight.

My face reddened, confronted with my own inferiority in comparison.

Jill looked at me, the corner of her mouth curling into the subtlest of smirks around his shaft. She’d read my reaction. She knew I was smaller.

I gripped the bannister in frustration, wishing I could somehow wank myself off without either of them seeing.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “You perfect, little slut. You’re gonna make me cum.”

She was encouraged by his words, wantonly sucking him with even more vigour.

My jealousy was tearing at my insides. I wanted to be in his place. I wanted that magnificent mouth around my member. I’d never seen a girl suck cock like that before in my life. She was absolutely possessed, thriving on every moan she made him elicit.

His fingers clawed at her hair.

She wasn’t stopping for no one.

My knuckles whitened.

“Jesus Christ, Jill,” he groaned.

Her blonde hair flashed forward and back even faster.

“I’m gonna cum.”

She wanted every drop.

“Here... It... Comes.” He held her hair in a bunch and hauled her back from his shaft. “Fuck!” He grabbed his cock with his free hand and pummelled it in his palm. “Now!” He ejaculated a huge glob of spunk on her chest, right between both breasts.

She jutted her upper body towards him to take more. “Oh, baby, yes.”

He masturbated with ferocity and sent several more loads over her, coating both her boobs in his semen.

Her eyes were alight, her gaze fixed on his.

He squeezed the last volley onto her, his calves sending vibrations into the floor. “Fucking hell. Fuck. You get better every time.”

What the fuck had I just witnessed? Who were these people?

He stepped back, then reached down to pull up his pants, stuffing his cock back inside and fixing his red trunks into place. He turned to check himself in the mirror. “I look okay, right? There’s no giveaways?”

“No,” Jill said, still on her knees and covered in his cum. “You’re all drained without a stain.”

“I need to get back downstairs.” He thudded his feet out of the bathroom, past me and onto the stairs.

I tried not to look at Jill.

“Matt?” she said.

Fuck.

“Could you pass me some toilet roll?”

She wanted me to help her clean herself?

“Please?”

I reluctantly stepped into the bathroom, reached for several plies of toilet paper and ripped them off, setting them in her hand.

She took them and started to wipe his sperm from her chest.

I didn’t know where to look, nor what to do or say.

“I told you not to judge me,” she said firmly.

“I’m not,” I lied. “I just don’t know where to...”

She feigned a giggle. “You can look at my tits, if you want. You’ve seen them already.”

I gulped as I watched her smear another man’s cum into her sensitive flesh, one glob meeting another on her nipple.

She glanced to my erection poking through my clothing.

I said nothing as she finished cleaning herself.

She tossed the tissues into the toilet. “Help me up,” she said, and reached her hands out.

I hesitated.

She sighed loudly, then forced herself off one knee and onto one foot.

I grabbed her hand and pulled her the rest of the way up.

“Thanks,” she said, so close I could smell the cock on her breath – even stronger than the tequila.

I turned away, embarrassed at my arousal.

She pushed her little fingers into the small of my back. “Let’s go.”

I started down the stairs as I heard raised voices emanating from the kitchen.

“I know where the fuck you were!” yelled a girl. “Do you think I’m fucking stupid? You were upstairs with Jill! What the fuck did you do with that slut?”


CHAPTER NINE

“I wasn’t with her!” Superman snapped, plagiarising innocence in his tone. “You can ask that Matt guy!”

“Who?” demanded the girl.

Jill took my hand at the bottom of the stairs.

“He’s John’s friend,” Superman said quickly.

“I don’t really know him,” John said.

Jill led me towards the kitchen. “What’s going on in here?” she asked.

The girl dressed as a nurse shot daggers at her, her gaze softening when she saw me hand-in-hand with her.

“Matt,” Superman started, “can you put my girl’s mind at rest? I was just up in the bathroom with you, doing coke, wasn’t I?”

Jill squeezed my hand.

“Yes,” I said reluctantly.

His girlfriend studied me. “You’re on coke?”

I half-shrugged. “Just a little.”

“Yeah,” Jill said. “He’s driving.”

The nurse looked at me, then Jill and finally her boyfriend. “So, the three of you were up there together, doing coke in the bathroom?”

Jill nodded.

“Yes,” I said.

“I told you, baby,” Superman insisted. “You don’t need to get so uptight about it.”

She steeled her teeth together, as she looked at Jill’s thumb caressing mine. “And you’re with him, Jill?”

I felt the disdain. The lack of belief. The absolutely absurdity of the possibility. Then I saw Jill’s buttocks noticeably clench around the rear of her swimsuit. She didn’t even buy it.

“Yes, I am,” she said. “Why?”

John and Neo tried to act like they weren’t watching, but there was nothing else to look at.

“What about Cameron?” the nurse asked.

Jill tutted.

“So, you’re still with him and you’re leading this guy on?”

No one spoke.

“It’s Matt, yeah?” the nurse said. “This girl you’re with; she has a boyfriend.”

Superman stepped in front of his partner. “C’mon, baby, let's go sit in the living room.”

“Oh, so now you want to join me, when I’m causing a scene, but not all night?” She pushed his arm out of her way. “I might believe your bullshit story this time, Jill, but I’m onto you and so’s everyone else. Matt, you seem like a nice guy, do yourself a favour and stay away from her.”

“Can we just go in the other room?” Superman pleaded.

“Yes, okay.”

I felt Jill’s fingers ease their grasp on mine.

“Wait,” the hot nurse said, leaning closer to Jill’s chest. “What’s that smell?”

Oh fuck.

“Tequila?” her boyfriend said.

Everyone in the room knew he’d just told one lie too many.

“That’s fucking spunk!”

Jill’s nails dug into the back of my hand.

“That smells like my boyfriend’s spunk!”

“Baby, please-”

The hot nurse punched her man in the face and sent him sprawling to the floor, clutching his nose.

Jill swivelled and stepped her high heels out of the kitchen, pulling me with her.

“You lying piece of shit!”

“Baby, you’ve got it all wrong! It’s not mine! It must be Matt’s!”

“I’d know your stench anywhere, you fucking bastard!”

Phil Mitchell and Doctor Who flew out from the living room to see what was happening.

“Can we get out of here?” Jill asked, grabbing her jacket and bag by the door. “Quickly?”

I pulled out my car keys. “Yeah, let’s go.”

The nurse punched her boyfriend again as he lay on the floor. “Cheating fucking bastard!”

I quietly closed the front door behind us and pointed to the car at the end of the drive. “That’s mine right there.”


CHAPTER TEN

Jill tightened her seat belt. “Go, Matt, please. Before she comes looking for me.”

“Where to?” I asked.

“Just drive.”

I started the engine, an old Radiohead CD began to play, and I reached to turn down the volume.

“Leave that up,” she said. “I love them.”

I hoped she even knew who them were.

She tapped her fingers in rhythm with the music as I slid the car away from the party.

After a minute or so of driving aimlessly in awkward silence, other than the stereo, I caught the unmistakeable whiff of dried cum on her chest, made worse by the confines of the car. “You mind if I put the windows down a little?”

Jill ran her fingers through her hair. “Yeah, go ahead. I’m feeling the heat.”

I let the windows down a couple of inches, then tweaked the volume lower too. “Jill, whereabouts-”

“Matt, I’m sorry.”

I said nothing.

“Listen to me, please. Apologising doesn’t come easy to me.”

I got the impression a lot of things came easy to Jill regardless.

“It was wrong of me to get you to pretend I was with you. Holding your hand like that, I took advantage of you... Of your good nature.”

I wondered if she realised I was practically driving in circles.

“I can tell you like me.”

I sighed. “Jill, all I care about right now is getting you home safe.”

She crossed her legs. “You’re angry with me.”

“Where am I going?”

“That’s understandable,” she said.

“Jill, where do you live?”

She put her head in her hands.

I really wasn’t in the mood for the waterworks.

“I think I need to eat before I go home, Matt. I’m hungry. Are you hungry?”

My stomach rumbled.

“Can we get a McDonald’s?” She gestured to her attire. “A drive-thru? I can’t go into the place dressed like this.”

I indicated in the direction of McDonald’s, then turned right.

“You’re the sweetest.” She gently placed her palm over mine on the gearstick. “Please don’t be mad with me.”

“I’m not mad, Jill. I’m just tired. It’s late and I’ve had a long night of people drinking around me.”

“I’m sorry.” She squeezed my hand. “Am I really drunk?”

She’d just sucked off two different guys at a party – both of whom had girlfriends. “You are a bit.”

“I’m safe with you, though, right?”

“Yes, Jill.”

“I feel safe with you.”

“I’ll get you something to eat, and then I’ll get you home.”

“I’m not eating alone!” she cried, taking her hand from mine. “I’m buying you a meal too. It’s the least I can do after what I put you through tonight.”

“You don’t have to do that, Jill-”

“I’m doing it, sweetie. Let me. Please.”

I let out a controlled exhalation. “Okay.” I didn’t have the will to argue with her.

“And then we can park somewhere and eat... And...”

I took my eyes off the road to look at her.

“Chat.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Mayonnaise slid from the corner of her lips. Jill caught it with her thumb and licked it. “You probably think I’m a heartless bitch, Matt.”

“I don’t,” I insisted.

She breathed out nasally. “Y'see, Matt, this is where you and I would always clash. You say one thing, while thinking another.”

“Jill, I’m not thinking another thing. I’m not thinking you’re heartless or a bitch. Yes, you’ve made some questionable choices tonight. I don’t know how much you can blame on alcohol, I’m guessing there’s a lot of shit deep down. Not to be judgemental, but there’s obviously a lot of issues there.”

She gave a single laugh. “No shit, Sherlock.”

I chewed on my burger.

“No bones about it, Matt, you know I sucked off two guys tonight. That’s fucking brutal. It’s slutty as fuck. Good girls don’t do that.”

I reluctantly nodded.

“But I had my reasons.”

I said nothing, figuring she was more likely to tell me if I gave her space.

“Their girlfriends are such bitches to me, like, all the time. They make comments about me, mostly behind my back, but sometimes passive aggressively to my face. I bet you heard some of them tonight when you arrived.”

“I did.”

She dipped her fries in her milkshake. “I was bullied in school, Matt. A lot. They called me skinny. Now they hate me because I’ve blossomed. I can’t win...” She looked at me. “Until I can.”

“Jill, you don’t have to suck their boyfriends’ cocks to get back at them.”

“It works for me.”

“Those guys are just using you. You see that, right? They don’t care about you.”

She smiled. “I’m not wrong, am I?”

“About what?” I asked.

“You like me.”

I dared run my eyes over her beautiful body in a way I was usually too shy and reserved to do, taking in her gorgeous legs, the exposure of her high hips in the red swimsuit, her tight midriff and her chest under her denim jacket. “Any man would fancy you, Jill.”

“That’s not what I mean, Matt. I’m not asking you If you're attracted to me. I’m asking if you like me.”

I took longer than necessary to chew. “I like you, Jill.”

“You deserve so much better than me. I’m not for you, no offence. I don’t have love to give.”

“That’s a cop-out.”

She shook her head vehemently. “It’s not. Matt. I’ve been obsessed with someone before. Like, absolutely obsessed to the point where I’d have died to fulfil his desires. But I’ve never truly been in what you’d call love. Sometimes I think I’d love that more than anything, to love someone back who loves me, but I believe love’s a myth. A fairytale. A fantasy people convince themselves of to make their miserable lives feel better.”

I looked at her, my face set in a grimace.

“Don’t look at me like you feel sorry for me, Matt. I’m not looking sympathy.”

“I believe love’s real-”

“Are you a fool or have you ever actually been in love?”

I shook my head.

“See, it’s just a fantasy. There’s fucking, there’s emotional fucking and there’s power fucking-”

I threw the wrapper of my burger into the brown bag it’d come in. “Jill, you’re exactly the kind of girl I could fall in love with.”

“Could?”

I hesitated. “Would.”

Her chest heaved under her jacket as she looked at me, studying my features as if for deception.

I wanted her despite everything about her which didn’t add up.

Her phone beeped in her bag. “Hang on.” She pulled it out, read a text and looked over the dashboard for several seconds.

“Your boyfriend?” I asked.

“No, it's my sister's ex... Husband.”

My eyebrows narrowed, as I wondered if her sister was half as gorgeous as she was.

“Don't ask,” she said, and set about replying to him.

I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel, trying to figure out whether she wanted me to make a move.

She slid her mobile into her bag. “What’s on your mind, sweetie?”

“You.”

“Me?” She smiled. “What about me? Are you thinking about me sucking off another guy while you watched earlier?”

“Jill, no-”

“You got hard.”

I breathed heavily.

“It’s okay, I saw it. You got an erection from watching me pleasure another man, from giving him oral sex.” She uncrossed her legs. “You’re really deluded enough to think that’s the sort of girl you could love?”

I moved my hand slowly towards her.

“What’re you doing?”

I dared land my fingertips on her knee.

“Matt?”

I gently caressed her.

“I didn’t say you could do that.”

I stroked the inside of her knee.

She parted her legs ever so slightly. “This isn’t what I want.”

I slowly ran my hand higher, easing her legs open.

“You’re not my type.”

My fingers felt the smooth flesh of her inner thigh.

“This isn’t who you are, Matt.”

The delicious heat of her pussy was so close I could feel it.

“Stop.”

I froze.

She placed her palm on the back of my hand. “You can’t touch me between my legs,” she whispered. “I have a boyfriend. I already told you that.” Jill lifted my hand away from her and placed it on my own groin. She squeezed my fingers around my own cock. “When I was on my knees, sucking cock, and you were hard as a rock... I wouldn’t have minded if you’d got this out and jerked it off.”

I hardened under our hands.

“You’re hard now, aren’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“Can I see it?”

I felt heat rush to my head. My heart pounded. This was really happening.

“I just want to see what you’re packing.”

“Okay,” I said quietly.

Jill took her hand away, released her seatbelt and shifted her whole body to face me.

I unbuckled my belt with unsteady hands, then unzipped my fly and reached inside. I pulled my erection over my boxers.

“Take your jeans all the way down. Let me have a good look at you, sweetie.”

I lifted my ass off the seat, then slid my jeans and boxers down to my ankles, convinced she'd take me into her mouth.

Her eyes centred on my cock, then dipped beneath to survey my balls.

I didn’t know where to put my hands. They felt awkward and out of place. I planted them, palms down, on my thighs.

Jill pursed her lips, then she sighed. “My boyfriend’s is bigger... Shame.”

I reacted angrily, hurrying my hands down to my ankles to pull my jeans back up.

“No, sweetie,” she said, grabbing my wrist. “Don’t put it away yet.”

“Why not?”

She ran her lips seductively over her lips. “Would you show me how you pleasure yourself when you’re at home?”

I could already feel my erection waning, crushed by her comment about her boyfriend’s superiority. “No, Jill, I’m not gonna have a wank in front of you.”

She stroked my arm through my tunic. “Please, babe... For me.”

My balls tensed.

“Don’t be shy, I wanna see.”

My cock hardened.

Her eyes lit up. “It’d really turn me on to watch you.”

“Really?”

She took my right hand and wrapped my own fingers around my cock.

I almost smiled. “I actually use my left hand when I do this.”

Jill squeezed. “Would you like me to guide you then?”

I throbbed at the prospect.

She motioned her palm around mine, up at first, then down.

I groaned.

“See, it can be good with the other hand.”

I looked outside the car, suddenly aware that anyone could be walking through the park at this time of night.

“You’ll be fine,” she insisted, and moved her hand faster over mine.

There was a light overhead which cast through the window onto my lap.

“Do it on your own.” She released her grip suddenly, then moved her hand to my thigh, caressing me.

I began to fling my hand up and down.

“Good boy.”

“It feels weird with this hand.”

“Don't switch. I forbid it.”

My cock pulsated at the tone of her command. I looked to her legs.

She opened them. “You can look, sweetie, but don’t touch.”

My gaze centred on the thin red fabric which covered her slit.

Jill took hold of the crotch of her swimsuit with her free hand and pulled it tighter, emphasising the outline of her folds. “Do you like what you see, Matt?”

“Yes,” I said, grimacing as I masturbated faster with the wrong hand. “Can I touch you?”

She shook her head.

“Please.”

She shushed me. “I’ve told you I have a boyfriend.”

My fist thundered faster.

“Would you ask me if he was here?”

I said nothing.

“Then don’t ask me now.”

I felt suddenly vulnerable in my exposure. “Do you want me to stop?”

She grazed my scrotum with her little finger as she moved her hand to my other thigh. “No.”

I looked out of the car again.

“Are you scared of being caught?” she asked.

“I could lose my job, Jill.”

“Then wank harder, Matt.” She released her hold of her swimsuit.

I swallowed saliva. “Why don’t you touch yourself?”

She crossed her legs. “I’d rather know what’s going through your head right now.” She pinched the skin of my thigh. “Tell me.”

I was frantically thinking of the police catching me pleasuring myself in my car and my career in the military being over in an instant.

“Are you thinking of me sucking those cocks earlier?”

What? No! “Well,” I started reluctantly, as the images cascaded through my mind, “I am now.”

“It turned you on, didn’t it?”

“It was you, Jill. I was turned on by you.”

She dragged her fingernails along my thigh to my hip, then across my midriff and above my groomed pubic hair. “Do you think I give good blowjobs, Matt?”

My cock was aching for release, my right hand only serving to funnel further frustration to it. “Yes.”

“Do you wanna know what I did to the first guy while you were outside the bathroom?” She ran her fingernails into my pubic hair. “He has big bountiful balls. I took them in my mouth, Matt. I sucked them hard. I was determined to drain them.” She leaned her mouth closer to my neck, breathing her warm breath over my skin. “I did to him what you’re doing to yourself. I wanked him hard with my right hand as I took both his balls in turn between my lips.”

“Fuck, Jill. I wish it was your hand doing this to me right now.”

She planted the softest kiss on my neck. “Are you thinking of me sucking his balls?”

“Yes.”

“I sucked his cock as well. I made him cum... I swallowed it.”

My knee jerked and hit the bottom of the steering wheel.

“Oh, good boy, you’re getting close. It turns you on to watch me with other men more than you realise, Matt.”

My head was spinning, confused by the most convoluted of thoughts.

“Did you know you liked watching other people commit sexual acts in front of you before tonight?”

“Jill, I... Don’t say that... You make me sound perverted.”

She cackled. “I bet I can make you do anything I want.”

I looked down at my cock in my right hand. My left hand felt redundant. I was desperate to switch.

“Would you like to watch me do that to someone else again?”

I gritted my teeth. “No.”

“Liar,” she snapped.

I turned my head to hers. “I don’t want to watch you with someone else, Jill. I want you to suck my cock... Will you... Will you suck my cock?” I let go of my shaft. “Here. Now. Please.”

She grabbed my hand and wrapped it right around my cock again. “I’m not sucking off three guys in one night, babe.”

I began to masturbate again.

She lifted my tunic over my stomach, revealing my toned physique. “No matter how attractive I find you.”

“I want you so bad, Jill.”

“Don’t tell me,” she said. “Show me.”

“Isn’t that what I’m doing?”

She moaned into my ear. “I’ll believe you when you make yourself cum for me.”

I glanced to her. “Will you swallow it?”

“No!”

My motion slowed.

“I'm not touching your cum, Matt.”

“Not tonight?”

She slapped my thigh. “Not ever... I’m not for you.”

“Why not? Because you have a boyfriend?”

She shook her head. “Because I’m into real men. Bad boys. Guys who don’t ask, who just take.” She stroked my arm. “That’s not you, and I wouldn’t want you to change for the world, never mind me. You’ll make somebody very happy someday... Just not me.”

“I want you, Jill.”

She giggled. “You wanna fuck me.”

“I wanna go out with you.”

She laughed. “I can’t understand why you’d be remotely interested in going out with me, Matt. You know I sucked two guys off tonight. You know I won’t suck you. I’m not the kind of girl you belong with. I'd destroy you. And I don’t want that on my conscience.”

“What a way to go, though.”

She leaned her lips closer to mine. “You are sweet... And I am tempted.”

“I’d treat you good,” I said. “I’d treat you right.”

She took her hands away and leaned back in her seat. “Oh, Matt, I know you would. You’re the sweetest guy.”

I stopped masturbating. “Give me a chance, Jill.”

Her eyes searched mine. “I can’t.”

“Why, what’s wrong with me?”

“Absolutely nothing,” she whispered. “But I have a boyfriend. I’m not single, Matt.”

I let go of my hard cock. “If you were?”

She looked at me for the longest time, saying nothing, just surveying my face, my features, my expression... My longing. “Aren’t you gonna finish yourself off?”

I almost smiled. “I can’t make myself cum with my right hand.”

“You’d cum if you really wanted me.”

I felt anguish within. That wasn’t fair. It wasn’t right. I-

Jill slid her seatbelt back on. “Take me home, Matt. My mum and stepdad are probably wondering why I’m so late.”

“You sure?”

“Yes, pull your jeans back up... I’ve seen enough.”


CHAPTER TWELVE

Jill yawned as I drove in awkward silence.

I indicated to turn left.

“Take a left here,” she advised me anyway.

I drove into the housing estate, slowing for a speed bump. The suspension took the bump gently.

“Hey, you’re going too fast.”

I wasn’t, yet I slowed even more for the next one, then indicated right.

“Right here,” she said.

“I know where I’m going, Jill.”

Her eyes set on me for several seconds. “You’re really pissed off with me, aren’t you?”

“No.” I sighed. “I’m just tired.”

She looked ahead, setting her eyes on her house. “Tara’s still up.”

“Tara?”

“My sister... I hope Lee hasn’t been calling her.”

“Her ex?”

Jill nodded. “Her narcissist ex-husband.”

I pulled the car over to the side of the street.

Jill released her seat belt and lifted her bag from the floor. “Thanks for the lift, Matt.” She reached for the door handle.

“Wait.”

She stopped.

“Can I get your number?”

“Matt, we’ve been through this. You’re too good for me. And I’m not even single.”

“I’d still like to get your number.”

“Matt, you want more than a one-night stand. What do you possibly see in me? A relationship? A future? You think I’d be girlfriend material? Please, I’m no good.”

I gazed at her. “I think you’re beautiful.”

She stared back, opening her mouth coyly. “I’m not giving you my number.”

“Why not?”

“You really think I want some guy I met at a party texting me tomorrow when I’m with my boyfriend?”

“Then...” I took my phone out of my pocket. “Would you take my number?”

She blinked and her lashes blinked with her.

“If you never want to hear from me again, you won’t. But if you wake up tomorrow and decide you do, you can text me.”

She took her phone from her bag and went to add contacts. “I won’t call you.”

I read my number out.

She added it. “Or text.”

I didn’t think she ever would, but knowing she could was enough.

Jill slipped her phone away, then started to open the door.

“Your boyfriend?” I said. “What's his name again?”

“Cameron.”

“Do you love him?”

“Fuck no! He's a piece of shit.”

“Then why are you with him? Don't you think you deserve better?”

Jill threw out her legs out of the car. “Not me, sweet pea. I'm no good.”

I watched as she closed the door, then walked towards her house. My eyes were fixated on her perfect rump, just visible beneath her jacket.

She glanced over her shoulder when she reached the front door. She smiled, giving a slight wave, then stepped inside.

My gut instinct ached, telling me I’d never see her again.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

I woke up the next morning with my usual relentless erection and with Jill on my mind.

I couldn’t resist stroking myself, with my more familiar left hand, as I recalled all the crazy things that’d happened the night before. How she’d convinced me to masturbate for her in the car, how she’d embarrassed me by stopping me when I couldn’t cum and how she’d fellated another guy right in front of me in the bathroom.

My own shame at my part as a spectator only intensified my arousal and I came flooding into a tissue.

I sat up, set my feet on the floor and disposed of it in my bin.

Who the fuck was this girl and why couldn’t I stop thinking about her? I tried to use my post-nut clarity to set my mind in a proper rhythm. She was crazy. She was bad news. She wasn’t a good person. Perhaps all points she’d tried so hard to convince me of, one way or another, herself. And yet I was lusting for her again before I’d even stepped into the shower.

I masturbated again onto my feet.

My second round of clarity only clarified my certainty I’d never see her again.

I tried to avoid my parents for as much of the day as I could, yet my father wanted help in the garden, and my mother had somehow forgotten how to use the remote to turn the TV on. I helped them both, and of course when the TV came on the channel had an old clip of Baywatch with Pamela Anderson in her red swimsuit.

I was determined not to have a third wank before dinner.

The Formula 1 passed a bit of time in the afternoon, followed by a 0-0 draw in the Premier League.

I was drumming my fingers on my thigh during the news.

“You’re very restless, son,” my father said. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“You were late home last night. Have fun at the Halloween party?”

I felt my face start to burn red. “It was okay.”

He didn’t see. He was watching the weathergirl, a blonde.

“Matthew,” my mother started, “did you meet a girl last night?”

“What?” How the fuck did mothers always know? “No.”

“Matthew?”

“Well, there were girls at the party.”

She smiled. “And?”

“They all had boyfriends.” I wasn’t lying.

“Is she nice?” she asked. “When are we going to meet her?”

Well, mum, she sucked off two other guys last night and she wouldn’t suck me, plus she has some piece of shit boyfriend – her words – who she won’t leave, so probably never. “I dunno, mum,” I said, and stood up.

“Where are you going, Matthew?”

I felt like going to the pub. “I’m going upstairs.” For a wank. “I wanna make sure my uniform’s okay, in case I get the-”

“Your uniform’s fine, son,” my father interrupted. “Your mother ironed it last night when you were out partying.”

Partying? I hadn’t even had a drink.

“Why don’t you stay downstairs and watch Heartbeat with us?” he said, yet his tone was more of a command than a request.

I lifted my mobile out of my pocket and set it on the arm of the sofa.

My mother tapped my father with her elbow. “He’s waiting on a girl,” she whispered. “Must be the new girlfriend.”

“Aye,” he said.

I spent the entirety of Heartbeat trying not to draw attention to the fact I was checking my phone every couple of minutes, willing it to vibrate. If she’d just think of me for a fraction of the time I’d spent thinking of her... But I knew it wasn’t going to happen. I’d given her no reason to. Least of all the fact she’d seen my cock and commented how it was smaller than her boyfriend’s. And probably the cocks she’d sucked last night as well.

Heartbeat finished.

“I’m going to bed,” I said, and stood again.

“Really?” my mother asked. “This early?”

“Yeah, I’m tired after last night.”

My father half-grinned.

“Night,” I said, my cock aching for another wank over Jill as I closed the living room door behind me.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

I tried to tell myself she wasn’t that beautiful, as I got ready for bed, but she’d consumed my every thought since I’d met her. I wanted her so much, despite every doubt she’d given me. I saw the trouble in her life, and I wanted to save her. From herself, as much as anyone else. I wanted to care for her. To protect her.

I placed my mobile on my bedside table and slipped under the covers, my hand finding my semi-erect cock.

Jill’s ass.

I smiled as I gave myself my first stroke.

Jill’s mouth around another guy’s shaft.

My dick pulsated in my palm. Why was that image continuing to arouse me so much?

My mobile vibrated suddenly.

I grabbed the phone. It was her! She was calling me! My heart leapt into palpitations.

Jill. Her name looked so sexy on my screen.

“Hello?” I said, the shakiness in my voice doing little to hide either my anxiety or my arousal.

“Hi, sweetie,” she said back. “I know I said I wouldn’t call, but I tried writing a big, long text and it just sounded lame.”

I politely laughed, hoping to set her at ease. “I’m glad to hear from you.”

“Really? I was so drunk last night, and I was worried I’d pissed you off. I’m so embarrassed, Matt.”

“Don’t be, honestly.”

She said nothing.

“I still can’t believe you called.”

“I felt a bit cowardly texting an apology, so I wanted to speak to you instead. I am sorry, Matt. About everything.”

I heard someone on the stairs. Self-conscious, I lowered my voice when I spoke. “You don’t owe me an apology, Jill. I enjoyed your company last night. So much.” And I liked the fact I now had her number too.

“Well, as long as you’re okay... With me.”

I sensed the call was about to come to an end. I had to say something to keep her talking. To make a connection. “Jill, I had fun.”

She breathed heavily.

“I liked hanging out with you.”

She giggled. “I made you hang it all out last night.”

I felt my face turn crimson. “I should apologise for that. I shouldn’t have done that. I was sober, so no excuse.”

She let silence make my embarrassment worse.

“I hope you don’t think I was taking advantage.”

“Shush, sweetie. I’d come ‘round a good bit by the time we’d eaten in your car. I knew what I was doing to you.”

“I’m sorry, Jill.”

She giggled again. “You’re so sweet... So innocent.”

I took my left hand away from my cock. “So, did you have a lazy day today? Were you suffering?”

“I spent the day with my boyfriend.”

I cringed, jealousy callousing my every vein. “Oh.”

“Sorry, but you asked.”

“It’s fine," I lied.

“I know you like me, Matt.”

I had to lighten the mood before this got awkward. “I think we established that last night.”

She laughed again. “Oh, Matt, you don’t understand. He’s everything you’re not.”

I felt so small. Like nothing. And I couldn’t even begin to formulate a sentence in response to that.

“He’s an asshole.”

I suppressed a gasp laced with hope.

“He was off with me from the minute I went ‘round because I was hungover. Then I really pissed him off when I said I didn’t want to have sex.”

I silently punched the air in delight.

“I only gave in to stop him moaning...”

My body rocked with the bombshell.

“And then he fucked off with his mates to watch the match.”

I hoped it was the same 0-0 borefest I’d sat through.

“He’s probably drunk now.”

I felt my mouth dry.

“Oh, I wish last night had been different, Matt. I wish I’d kissed you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’d feel so much better today if I’d just kissed you and done nothing with anyone else. I don’t think I’d regret it.”

I was walking a proverbial tightrope of hope. “I would’ve liked that.”

“I hate myself when I do things like that. I’m no angel, Matt. I’ve been with my fair share of guys when I’m sober, but I hate when I get drunk and just throw myself at someone else. You were right what you said, I don’t need to let those guys use me just to get back at their girlfriends. I should have more respect for myself.”

“I don’t think I put it like that, Jill.”

“No, you didn’t. You’re too nice to put it like that. But it’s still true. I behaved like a slut last night, and for the life of me I can’t fathom why you’re remotely interested in me. You’re a good guy. I see that. You could get a good girl. A loyal girl. A faithful girl. Why would you even consider me when you know every time your back’s turned, you’d be wondering if I’m cheating on you?”

“Jill, let me put it like this, I took one look at you last night and I knew my life would never be the same again.”

“That’s such a line, Matt!”

“It's not, honestly. I felt something as soon as I first saw you.”

“Was it in your pants?” she asked, giggling.

I laughed as well. “Maybe there too. Seriously, though, I know there’s something there with you. I can feel it. I'd love you to give me a chance.”

“Even after everything I did last night?”

“Yes, Jill.”

“What if I fucked it up? Be honest with yourself, Matt... Wouldn’t you hate me?”

“I don’t think I could ever hate you, Jill.”

She breathed heavily again.

“Are you thinking of breaking up with Cameron?”

“I don't know,” she said, her voice weary. “The thought of it scares me. He’s a dick, but I know where I stand with him... And he lets me away with anything.”

I swallowed. “He knows you... Suck off other guys behind his back?”

“What? No, Matt!”

Shit. I’d said too much and probably revealed my own disdain at her actions.

“I mean my mood swings, my selfishness, my partying, my expensive tastes... You name it, he accepts it, even if it costs him half his wages. He pays when I go to the hairdressers, the beauty salon, even when I go shopping for clothes.”

I was running out of things to say. Nothing would come to mind. How could I show her I could make her happier than him? Happier than she’d ever been?

“What are you doing, anyway, Matt?”

“I’m just lying in bed.”

“Me too.”

A silence erupted between us, stretching on for several agonising seconds.

“Wish you were with me?” she asked.

“There’s nowhere I’d rather be on the whole planet, Jill.”

She breathed even heavier, then a slight moan escaped her lips. “What would you do to me?”

My chest heaved. Was she touching herself?

“Tell me, Matt.”

“I’d kiss you,” I said, careful in case I was wrong.

“Where?”

“Everywhere, Jill.”

She groaned. “Be specific.”

“I’d start with your lips, then your cheek, your neck, your shoulders...”

“Keep going, babe.”

“I’d slide your top down to your midriff, exposing your pert breasts, then I’d take hold of them-”

“Would you be rough?” she asked.

“I’d be firm.”

She moaned amorously.

“I’d feast on your nipples, sucking them in turn.”

“Oh, Matt.”

I started to stroke my cock. “Are you wearing panties?”

“I’m wearing a G-string.”

“Take it off, just like I would if I was there.”

“Okay.” Sheets rustled. “It’s off, Matt... And my top’s 'round my tummy, just like you said you’d have it.”

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Are you wearing anything else?”

“Just my jewellery.”

“Rub your clit, Jill. Imagine it’s me.”

“Oh fuck,” she cried. “Oh, Matt, I’m so sensitive.”

“Are you imagining it’s me?”

“Yes, baby.”

“If I was there, Jill, it’d be my tongue on it.”

“Fuck!” Her breathing was more rampant. “Wank your cock for me.”

“I am.”

“Which hand?”

“My left hand,” I said firmly. “And I’m not switching.”

She was panting. “Would you fuck me?”

“I'd bring you to the point of cumming with my mouth and fingers, then I’d grab your hips and pull you down the bed until your pussy was right at my cock. I’d savour the moment, rubbing my head over your lips, smearing my precum and your juices over your folds.”

“Fuck, Matt, I feel so empty. I want your cock.”

I had to squeeze my shaft mid-stroke to suppress my impending climax, my grunts echoing in my bedroom, as the bathroom toilet was flushed on the other side of my wall.

“I lied to you earlier. I didn’t fuck Cameron. I was trying to make you jealous.”

The onrush of my approaching orgasm intensified. I clamped my hand harder, determined to last. “It worked,” I said through gritted teeth.

“I’m finger-fucking myself so hard. I need fucked now, baby. I really do.”

I shot my first volley of spunk into the underside of my duvet.

“Are you cumming?”

I couldn’t answer. I was seeing stars, and my head was spinning. Yet more cum was flying out of me.

“You are! I can hear you! I wanna cum with you! I’m so fucking close!”

“Cum for me,” I said, my voice trailing off.

Jill fucked herself loudly on the other end of the phone.

I was trying to find something to wipe my cock with.

“Oh, Matt, I wish it was your cock inside me instead of my fingers,” she cried. “Talk dirty to me. Talk-” She cut herself off, gasping, panting, heaving, her breathing more ragged. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

I leaked more sperm, my balls tingling long after I’d usually expect.

Her end of the phone rustled. “You still there?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Oh, Matt, you really know how to talk a good fuck.” She giggled. “These sheets are soaking... Thank you.”

“No, Jill, thank you.”

She wheezed.

“Are your parents and sister out?” I asked, wondering how the hell she could yell such obscenities so loudly.

She hesitated. “I'm not at home.”

My heart started to sink.

“I’m at my boyfriend’s.”

It fell into the pit of my stomach as reality sank in.

“I’m sorry, Matt. I wasn’t lying about seeing him earlier. And he did go out with his mates. He just left me here on my own and I’m too tired to go home after all that drinking last night.”

I wiped my dick on the sheets.

“But I promise you I genuinely didn’t fuck him.”

“Can I see you sometime?” I asked.

She didn’t answer.

“Jill?”

She breathed down the line. “Yes, Matt. I’d like that. I want to see you too.”

My cock throbbed again.

“There’s a movie I want to see. It’s called Saw. Cameron won’t go. Will you take me?”

“Yes!”

She laughed. “Your enthusiasm wins you brownie points, sweetie. But listen, it’ll have to be out of town and midweek. Less chance of us being seen together.”

“We’ll go this week,” I insisted.

“You’re okay with that?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Matt, thank you.... Maybe you won’t be a bad decision I'm making for once.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

It was about an hour before the film was due to start when I truly learned Jill’s boyfriend was going to be more of an obstacle than I’d given him credit for. I was counting down the minutes until it was time to go pick her up when she started texting.

JILL – I'm having second thoughts x

ME – Oh shit, really?

JILL – Yeah. This is stupid. It’s not worth the risk x

ME – Okay. Sorry. Hope you’re okay x

JILL – It’s not your fault, it’s nothing you did wrong x

I looked up to the ceiling of the kitchen. Really? She was using the old it’s not you, it’s me?

JILL – It's Cameron. I’m terrified he’ll find out some guy picked me up in his car. And then if he asks people from the party if I was talking to some guy and he finds out it was you... I wouldn’t want that on my conscience xx

ME – I can handle myself xx

JILL – You don’t know Cam xx

I wanted to be sick. There was almost a sense of endearment to the way she shortened his name.

I decided to act hard.

ME – And you don’t know me. Let me worry about your boyfriend xx

JILL – Stop it. You’re not turning me on. I don’t need you to be a fighter. Just be yourself with me. Always. Please

My eyes were immediately drawn to the lack of any x’s at the end of her text.

ME – I was really looking forward to tonight xx

JILL – Me too. I got a new skirt today. I was hoping you’d like it on me xx

ME – I'm sure I’d love it xx

JILL – Stop flirting with me xx

ME – No xx

JILL – You're bad. I really wanna see you xx

ME – Maybe I could pick you up from somewhere else? Xx

JILL – Cam knows practically everyone on my estate. Anywhere I go around here he knows about it xx

ME – He sounds very controlling xx

JILL – You've no idea xx

ME – Pity you can’t drive. I could’ve met you at the cinema xx

JILL – I can drive! xx

ME – Great! Then meet me there xx

JILL – I don’t have a car xx

ME – Fuck! xx

JILL – Rude! xx

I poured myself a glass of water. This was going nowhere. She wasn’t going to meet me. That bastard of a boyfriend had such a hold-

JILL – My sister has a car. I’ll see if she’s staying in tonight. Maybe I could borrow it xxx

I waited for several minutes to hear back from her. No text came through. Had her sister said no? Was she demanding to know why Jill wanted it? Had the girl of my dreams just opened a bigger can of worms by even asking?

“Matthew,” my mother said, her voice aghast, as she walked into the kitchen and took one glance at my face. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I lied.

“Didn’t you say you were going out tonight?”

“I...”

My phone vibrated within my palm.

JILL – I'll see you there at 7 xxx


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Light rain patted against the windscreen as I gently reversed into a parking space, in sight of the cinema complex. It was 18:53. I checked my phone. Jill hadn’t called.

I waited for another five minutes, then decided to brave the rain, thinking she was probably already here too and looking to see if I was around.

I walked to the entrance and put myself in plain sight. I checked my phone. It was 18:59. I checked again at 19:00, 19:01 and 19:02. By 19:03, I started to worry I’d been stood up. It’d happened before.

And then I saw her, and I felt my breath literally taken away as I gasped for air.

She smiled nervously, as if a little embarrassed by my reaction.

My heart was pounding. This was real. These were the first flutters of true feelings for her.

“Hey,” she said, her demeanour so different from the first time we’d met. Her body language was almost stiff, her mannerisms restrained and her attire completely at odds with the confidence of the Halloween costume she’d worn then.

I ran my eyes over her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, her mascara dazzling, her lips seductive red and her low-cut top half hidden under a denim jacket, completed with a matching short denim skirt. She wore knee-high black boots with heels of around four inches.

“Matt?”

“Hey, Jill,” I said finally, snapping out of my lustful daydream, and motioning forward to give her a welcoming hug.

“No, don’t!”

I froze.

“Someone might see.” She gestured to the cinema. “Let’s go in before anyone does, please.”

I turned until I was alongside her. We started walking to the entrance. “You look so sexy in that skirt.”

She grinned.

“I appreciate the effort.”

“Thank you... I like being appreciated.”

I bought two tickets for Saw and asked if she wanted anything to eat or drink.

“Popcorn and a coke would be nice, sweetie.”

I bought two of each as she stood back from the queue, careful not to be next to me longer than necessary.

“Thank you,” she said, taking hers. “Matt, before we go in to see the film, I just want to apologise again for my behaviour last time.”

“It’s okay-”

“No, it’s not. I’m so embarrassed you saw me in that light. And I’m blown away you still want to spend time in my company.”

“I do, Jill. More than you know.”

She looked awkwardly around herself. “I want you to know I’ve decided to curb my drinking in future. And I certainly won’t be doing that again.”

I got a mental picture of her sucking off two other guys.

“I won’t be in those people’s company again. They’re no good for me. Half of them hate me and the other half take advantage. I never want to see them again.”

I reasoned some of them might be difficult to avoid if Jill became my girlfriend as they were also my friends, but I nodded in agreement regardless.

She checked the ticket for the screen number and started walking.

I saw how many men looked at her.

“Look, Matt, I need to be straight with you. You know I have a boyfriend.”

Cam.

“I won’t have sex with you, if that’s what you were hoping... I just want you to be my friend. Are you okay with that?”

“Jill,” I started, keeping my voice low like hers, “I want to spend time with you, get to know you. I’m not here for sex, but I wouldn’t say no if you offered.”

She giggled. “Stop it.”

“Let’s just get to know each other.”

“I’d like that.”

And hopefully she’d realise I was a better man that him.

“I know watching a film isn’t the best way to get to know each other, but you understand why I can’t be seen with you anywhere else. I just want to spend time with you. You get that, Matt?”

“Yeah.”

We reached the door to our screen.

I held it open to let Jill go first.

She smiled so wide her cheekbones were even more prominent. “Cameron would never hold a door for me.”

I looked at her. “I’m not him.”

She took my hand and led me into the darkness, holding it tight.

My cock responded, as her innocent touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through my veins.

Jill walked up steps, all the way to the back row and found the last seats against the wall. “It’s not busy,” she said quietly. “I hope it stays that way.” She squeezed my hand. “Then I can relax.”

By the time the trailers started, the cinema was less than a third full and we still had the back row to ourselves.

I looked at her, taking in her beauty as the screen lit her features.

“What?” she asked.

“You’re so fucking beautiful.”

She rubbed her thumb over my hand. “Thank you.”

“I owe you an apology too,” I said. “I was sober on Saturday night. I shouldn’t have done what I did in the car.”

Her expression changed. “Why, what’d you do?”

My face reddened, a mix of embarrassment and shame. “I...” I glanced down to my crotch, then back to her.

She grinned in the dim light. “Of course I remember, and it’s fine. I encouraged you. I controlled you.” She placed her thumb defiantly over mine. “I liked being in charge of you.”

I gulped.

“Did you enjoy being so vulnerable and exposed for me, Matt?”

I was leaking precum in my pants. “It was crazy.”

Jill leaned her shoulder against mine and her mouth closer to my ear, her perfume sending my pheromones into overdrive. “I wanted you to cum for me.”

I clutched at my popcorn.

“Too bad we’re in separate cars tonight or I might’ve got you to do it again... With your left hand.”

I tried to look relaxed, yet I knew I was failing. As if my obvious sexual inexperience compared to hers was tattooed all over my face.

“Don’t worry, Matt. I know you’re not a virgin.”

I felt she was looking into my soul.

“But I know you’re not a Jack the lad either.” She gently brushed her lips against my neck as the last trailer finished. “It’s like I can mould you into mine whenever I want.”

I moved my mouth closer to hers.

She retreated her lips but turned her ear.

“I want to be yours,” I whispered.

She rubbed her fingernails into my skin for several arousing seconds. “I know you do.”

The film started and our conversation ended.

My arousal, however, did not. I couldn’t concentrate on the plot. I could tell it was supposed to be a horror movie, but the first I knew about it was when a jump scare happened and Jill’s nails dug deep into my flesh, causing me to yelp.

“Don’t worry, I’ll protect you,” she said, her shoulders shaking with laughter.

I was beginning to feel emasculated.

“I do like you,” she whispered, leaning closer. “Like, really like you.”

I looked at her, slightly in disbelief. “You do?”

She closed her eyes, took a deeper breath, then nodded, opening her eyes and exhaling. “I have to constantly remind myself to delete your texts, so Cam doesn’t see them... I wish I could keep them as I’d enjoy reading them back.”

“I read yours back, Jill.”

She clutched my hand tighter, then settled her eyes back on the film.

I wanted to kiss her so badly. We were in the dark. We had privacy. No one was even in the next row.

Jill let go of my hand suddenly and draped her arms around me when something I wasn’t concentrating on happened onscreen. “You’re not jumping now,” she said.

I grinned. “No, I’m not.”

She uncrossed, then recrossed her beautiful, toned legs.

I was staring at them.

“You can put your hand on my knee, if you like.”

I didn't hesitate. She was so smooth to the touch, her flesh bare. I felt almost possessive. This wasn’t what friends did. This was what a man did with his woman; a guy with his girl.

She squeezed me. “Are you enjoying it?”

“Very much so,” I said, stroking a circle on her knee.

“I meant the movie!”

I snapped out of my daze. “Oh, yes... It’s good.”

She ran her fingers up the back of my neck and through my hair. “I could get used to you, Matt... So easily.” She kissed my neck again. “This feels right, doesn’t it?”

I caressed the inside of her knee. “Yes.”

She slid her knee off the other, letting her legs sit flat on the seat.

My hand was resting between her legs, my cock achingly conscious of how close my fingers were to her heaven. I turned to look at her, my eyes finding her lips.

She looked at mine.

I was going to kiss her. This was the moment.

She shook her head.

I felt stopped in my tracks.

She turned my head to face the screen, then she leaned to my ear again. “You’re making me wet.”

“What?” I asked aloud.

She shushed me.

My heart pounded. “Are you serious?” I said, my voice much lower.

Jill parted her legs ever so slightly.

Was she inviting my fingers higher?

She slid her hand down to mine and guided it up the insides of her legs, opening her thighs. The heat of her skin was tantalising against my palm, as she motioned me higher. “Feel,” she whispered, and moved my hand to the outside of her panties.

I swallowed saliva as I felt the fabric of her underwear against my fingertips.

“Press.”

I dipped my fingers against the lace and into the sweet, warm folds of her wetness.

She moaned.

I rubbed her lower.

She moved my hand away.

I looked at her, desire warring with respect in my eyes.

“I don’t want your fingers,” she said.

My cock ached harder for her. “Jill-”

“I want you to taste me, Matt.”

I felt sweat at my ass crack.

“Do it... Go down on me.”

My surroundings, the movie screen and the backs of heads, seemed to at once leap out at me and blur into the background.

She stroked my stubble, then placed her fingers on the back of my neck and encouraged me off my chair.

I dropped to my knees beside her, then shuffled between her legs.

Jill stretched her legs to either side of her seat, then beckoned me down towards her sex with a single finger.

I slid my lips over her flesh, coating the insides of her legs in kisses as I felt her perfect flesh against my face.

She nodded her encouragement.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I reached her inner thighs, licking and kissing her skin, then brushed the outside of her panties with my mouth.

Jill pulled them to one side, exposing her shaven pussy.

I stared down at her heaven for a moment, my own shadow cloaking it in almost total darkness. I inhaled her scent. It was fresh. It was pure. It was intoxicating... And yet suddenly I was struck by the perverse possibility she’d had sex today already. When was the last time her boyfriend had been inside her? Had he cum? Was it still in there? Would I actually taste him on her if I dared-

She thrust herself against my mouth, coating my lips with her juices.

I inhaled again.

“Lick me,” she said quietly, then shoved herself forcefully forward, squelching her soaking, puffy lips against mine

I darted my tongue into her cunt.

She clasped her free hand over her mouth.

I licked inside her and she tasted divine.

She gyrated against me.

I delved deeper, then licked higher, to the ends of her folds and the beginnings of her clit.

Jill failed to suppress a groan.

I grabbed her panties from her and lost myself in her sex, attacking her with determination.

She grabbed at my head, pulling me tighter against her.

I ate at her like I was starving, desperate for more of her juices.

She closed her legs around the back of my head, tightening me in a vice-like grip.

I couldn’t stop. I wanted every drop of her wetness.

Her eyes drifted behind me.

I trapped her clit between the tip of my tongue and my upper lip, massaging its sensitivity.

Her eyes glazed over.

I sped up my attempts to force her into ecstasy.

Her eyes rolled back in her head.

I felt her fingernails scratch at my skin.

Her legs loosened around my neck.

My cock was impossibly rigid, soaking the insides of my boxers. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to bury myself to the hilt inside her.

She edged the heel of her hand into my forehead.

I sucked at her twat.

She pushed harder.

What the fuck was she doing?

“Too much,” she mouthed, as her legs fell from my shoulders.

I hesitated, dumbstruck by disbelief.

She wrestled her panties from my grasp and fixed them into position over her pussy.

I wanted more. I wanted that perfect, pristine, shaven-

She nudged my shoulders back with her knees, then crossed her legs right in front of my face.

I looked up at her.

She patted the seat next to her.

I shook my head.

She made demon eyes down at me, as if I shouldn’t dare defy her.

I reluctantly conceded.

She took my hand and helped me up beside her, then she dotted my knuckles in tiny, little kisses. “Matt, you’re amazing.”

“Why’d you stop me?” I asked quietly.

She smiled.

“Why, Jill?”

“I needed to know, Matt.”

“Know what?”

“Just...” Her smile widened. “You’ll understand soon enough.”

I was puzzled. Fearful even. Had I done enough to convince her of my qualities as a lover? Or had I somehow proven otherwise? That I was unworthy? That I didn’t compare to... Cam?

She rested her head on my shoulder. “I’m so happy I’m here with you, sweetie.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The film finished, the lights came up and Jill retreated both her head from my shoulder and her hand from around mine.

I understood. She had a boyfriend. There had to be public boundaries.

“It wasn’t as scary as I thought it was gonna be,” she said.

“Yeah, I’m a riot, aren’t I?” I joked.

She giggled as she stood. “I meant the film, you rat.”

I started to walk out.

Jill followed, but at a little bit of a distance behind me.

I walked through the foyer of the cinema and towards the front doors and total darkness outside when Jill finally joined alongside me.

“Matt, I don’t want to lead you on, but clearly we can’t just be friends if things like that are gonna happen.”

I looked at her.

“My life is complicated enough already,” she said, and walked through the doors to outside.

“Can I walk you to your car?”

She nodded, then promptly turned towards the car park.

I didn’t know how far away she was parked; how much time I’d have to convince her I could be her boyfriend.

She set her palm on the door handle of the nearest car to the entrance. “This is me here.”

“Jill, I don’t want you to go like this.”

She shivered. “Matt, anyone could be here. I can’t be seen with you.”

I looked into her car.

“Go around the other side. Get in. We can talk for a bit.”

I walked to the passenger side and got in beside her.

She locked the doors, then checked herself in the mirror.

“You look beautiful,” I said.

“I’m a mess. Look at me with my hair tied back. I could’ve made more of an effort, but I was so scared of being seen. I didn’t want to look like I was on a date with you.”

I glanced to her legs. “You look perfect.”

She turned the key in the ignition, let the engine idle over and switched on the heating.

“I wish I could keep you warm,” I said.

“Charmer.”

“Look at me, Jill.”

She reluctantly turned her head. She blinked her lashes. Then smiled shyly at my eyes gazing at her with such appreciation. “Stop it.”

“Stop what?”

“Mentally undressing me, Matt.”

“I can’t help it... I want to kiss you.”

“No, babe... Don’t ask that.”

“I’ve already tasted you,” I jested.

She blushed.

“Jill, you’ve no idea how hard I was when I did that. I was aching for you.”

“I could tell.”

“You saw?”

She gently nodded.

I reached for her hand.

She pulled it away.

“What’s wrong, Jill?”

“I’m sorry,” she said, looking out of the car. “This feels more public. More real. More wrong. I shouldn’t have led you on like that.”

“I enjoyed every second of it.”

“I’m sure you did, but I still have a boyfriend. I’m trying to change who I am. I don’t want to be the girl that cheats all the time. What I did at that party meant nothing to me. It was cheap thrills, nothing more.” She looked back to me. “But with you it’s different. With you, I feel something.”

“I feel it too, Jill.”

“It’s wrong, Matt.”

I stroked the inside of her knee. “I just want to kiss you.”

“Matt, please. If you knew how it makes me feel, you wouldn’t ask.”

“Please, Jill.”

Her eyes filled with the beginnings of tears, but she wiped them away and looked outside again, refusing to surrender to her emotions. “It’s alright for you, you’re single. I’m not. I feel like the shittiest person in the world sometimes.”

I made a little circle on her skin with my forefinger. “You’d never feel like shit, if you were mine.”

“I can’t be yours, Matt. That’s what makes this so hard. I’m with Cameron.” She moved my hand away. “Look, there’s no one else. Just my boyfriend. I promise you I won’t go with anyone else. Not now I’ve met you. But I have to be adamant, Matt, I won’t fuck you... Not while I’m with Cameron. I can’t even kiss you right now, no matter how much I'm tempted to.”

“Dump him, Jill.”

“I can’t, Matt. Please don’t put me under this pressure. We’ve just met.”

I looked to the cinema. There was a couple holding hands. They kissed.

“I know that’d be us,” she said quietly.

I felt it too.

“You’re so sweet, Matt, I know you’d be romantic.” Jill slumped down in her seat and exhaled.

“Look, Jill, imagine I’m just a friend-”

“You are just a friend.”

I sighed. “Right, I’m just a friend.” A friend who’d tasted the sweetest pussy ever. “Tell me why you’re still with your boyfriend. Make me understand why you’re wasting your time with someone who takes you for granted, controls you and doesn’t seem to give much of a shit about you.”

“He’s not all bad, Matt.”

I was hesitant to ask his good points. The last thing I needed was to hear how good he fucked her. I had to concentrate on the negatives. “Does he make you feel anything like what I have since we met?”

She pursed her lips.

“Well?”

“No,” she said so quietly it sounded like a sin escaping her mouth. “But he knows my darkest secrets, Matt. I’ve told him everything. Things I know I’d never tell you, if we got together. And it’s not that I don’t trust you. I know I will, given time. But I don’t want anyone to have that hold over me again. I’ve been the worst person you could ever imagine... In my past. Cam knows. And he didn’t judge me, not at first. But he’s threatened to expose me if I ever leave him.”

My mind wandered with possibilities.

“Babe, I know I could be happier with you. I feel it already. It’s not just that you’re a better person. I like you. I fancy you. And I really would love to fuck you... But if he ever found out.”

I felt serious doubt about her. About her sincerity. Too much didn’t add up. How could she suck off two other guys last weekend and not worry about Cameron finding out about them? Yet when it came to me things were different.

“You’re so different to what I’m used to, Matt. In a good way. And that scares me because I don’t think I can do a very good job of hiding it. If I made love to you tonight, I know I’d still be on cloud nine tomorrow when I see Cam. He’d know it. I know he’d know it. He’d smell you off me no matter how many times I showered.” She set her hand on mine in the dark. “And I want you on me. I want you in me. But not at the cost that’d come with it.”

I turned my hand to take hers in mine. “Jill, I don’t know what your secrets are. I don’t want to know. I don’t care who you were, only who you are and who you’re gonna become. I want to be with you every step of the way.”

She squeezed.

“Trying hard to be a friend and give you impartial advice, I genuinely believe you need to get away from your boyfriend. Sooner or later. One way or another. You don’t wanna be with him. Not now, not really, and certainly not forever.”

She shook her head.

“The longer you stay, the harder it’ll be to leave.”

She nodded.

“Jill, my advice is calling his bluff.”

“His bluff?”

“Whatever hold he has over you, whatever he knows and threatens to reveal, would he really do it if you broke up with him?”

She reluctantly nodded. “I think so.”

“How bad is it?”

“It’d wreck my family, Matt. Completely.”

“Your alternative is staying with him. Maybe you think until he gets tired of you and moves on. But maybe he won't.”

“Every time he goes out, I imagine him meeting someone else. I wouldn’t care if he did, if he leaves me for her.”

I ran my eyes all over her. “I don’t see how any man could ever cheat on you.”

“You’re sweet.”

“No, Jill, I’m being serious. I don’t know this guy. I don’t want to. He sounds awful. But I’m looking at you and I can’t see why any man with an ounce of wit or taste would walk away from you. You’re beautiful, you’re stunning, you’re funny, you’re cool, you’re pretty laid back about stuff and... Well, you’re just the total package.”

She mouthed, “Wow.”

I rubbed my thumb over her hand.

“Would you be waiting for me if I left him, Matt?”

“Yes, Jill!”

She giggled. “This is so not a funny subject, but you make me laugh even now. Babe, I’m dreading doing this, but I know it’s the right thing.”

“It is, Jill, and I’m going nowhere. I’ll be your boyfriend the moment you break up with him.”

“I wanna do it.”

“Please do.”

She looked to my lips. “Matt, I want to kiss you more than anything right now... But I want to wait... Can we wait? Just until I’m single?”

I reluctantly nodded. “We’ll do this whatever way you want, Jill. I just wanna be with you.”

“I know.” She brought my hand to her mouth and kissed my knuckles. “Thank you.”

I gazed lovingly into her eyes.

“I love the way you look at me. You really look at me.”

“I see you, Jill, and I like everything I see.”

She closed her eyes. “Don’t. You wouldn’t like everything.”

I pulled her hand in mine to my lips and kissed it. “Haven’t I already seen a lot?”

Her cheeks turned rosy.

“And I still want you so much. In a relationship, Jill. I want you to be my girlfriend.”

She opened her eyes. “Oh, Matt, I want that too.”

“Stand up to Cameron. Tell him it’s over. Make it clear to him no threats will ever make you change your mind. If you really mean it, Jill, he’ll believe you. He’ll back down. He’ll see nothing will sway you. And he’ll go quietly.”

“You really think so?”

I nodded.

“I want you to be right, Matt, but you don’t know him. He’s a vindictive fuck. He'd hurt me in the worst possible way if he thought he was losing me. And he’d hurt you too if he knew you were here with me now, just holding my hand in this car.”

“Jill, I’m in the army. I can fucking handle myself.”

She grimaced. “Matt, I’d never forgive myself if anything happened to you because of me. When we get together, he’ll find out. Even if we can keep it quiet for months, he’ll still feel you’ve stolen me. And he’ll do everything he can to find out who you are and where you live. You don’t understand how bad he is.”

“I don’t care, Jill. All I care about is what you just said...”

“Which bit?” she asked.

“You said when we get together. It’s no longer if.”

“I know... I mean it, Matt... I’ve decided... I want to be with you.”

My eyes lit up.

“Don’t make me regret this, sweetie.”

“I never will, Jill. I promise you.”

She took a deep breath. “Will you hold me, just hold me, no kissing, if I slide over to your seat?”

“Yes, I promise,” I said.

Jill slid over the gearstick and slipped her ass onto my crotch, pulling my arms around her midriff below her breasts. “This feels so right, Matt. You’ve no idea how much I want this.”

“You’ve got it, Jill.”

She shook her head, her ponytail slapping my temple. “Not yet. I have to speak to Cameron first. I need to find the strength, the guts.”

“You will, Jill. I believe in you.”

Her chest heaved. “I’m so scared.”

“You can do it.”

“I wish you knew what you’re asking of me, Matt. If you understood... But I feel you around me right now and I know in my heart it feels right. You’re someone who’s gonna become so important in my life. I know it already.”

I tightened my hold on her. “Yes, beautiful.”

“Will you give me a couple of days of no contact? Let me deal with what I need to, then I’ll call you?”

My shoulders stiffened. “If that’s what you want, yes.”

“It’s what I need, Matt.” She stroked my hands. “It’s the right thing to do, as well.”

I felt her so close one second, yet so far away the next.

“Let’s just sit like this for a few more minutes,” she said quietly. “I want to enjoy this moment with you before it’s back to reality.”

“Okay, Jill...”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Two days later, I was frantic and full of energy, throwing myself into my morning workout, running an extra mile, lifting weights in 4 rep combinations instead of 3 and failing to replenish myself with sufficient food to keep going in the afternoon. I’d no appetite. I was desperate for Jill to call. And I burnt out.

I spent the afternoon sprawled across the sofa, my mobile never far from my hand, as I waited for her.

I still couldn’t eat as the hours passed. I was tired. And the mirror in the bathroom told me I looked somewhat ill. It wasn’t exactly the defiant picture her boyfriend would think twice about messing with if he came looking for me.

Her boyfriend. Fucking Cam. I hoped to God he wasn’t still her boyfriend. But if he wasn’t, then why hadn’t she called?

I drank anything I could find with caffeine in it. It only made my appetite worse, my stomach ache and my joints think twice about serving their purpose when I tried to move.

I had to get out of the house again. Lying about wasn’t working. Pacing the room was a non-starter. And staring at my phone, attempting to psychically force it to ring, was never going to work.

I took a drive around the neighbourhood, then I ventured a little further afield until I found myself in Jill’s estate. This wasn’t smart. It wasn’t exactly stalking, but it was getting closer to obsession.

I drove past her house and didn’t see any sign of anyone being home. I felt my pulse thump in my neck. This was wrong. This wasn’t what we’d agreed on. I’d not contact her. I’d let her deal with it in her own time. And then she’d be mine.

I had to keep the faith.

I drove home and had a wank over her.

That killed five minutes.

I shaved, I combed my hair, I found nostril hairs I didn’t know existed and I was back on the sofa in time for the news.

Some shit was happening somewhere, but not on my phone. No calls. No texts. I opened the calculator and entered 58008, then turned it upside down. I was such a child.

My parents got home, talked over me and eventually one of them asked how my day went.

“I trained,” I said.

“Good, son,” my father said. “You need to be ready for Monday.”

I nodded, although it was the last thing I wanted to think about.

My mother made dinner.

I struggled to eat more than a few bites, and pushed the rest around my plate.

“He’s nervous,” she said to my father, as if I wasn’t sitting in the same room. “Worried about next week.”

I didn’t give a fuck about next week. I just wanted Jill to call me.

After dinner, I was tasked with taking the rubbish out to the bin. My calves were aggravating me, but I ignored them the moment I spotted a car I swore I’d seen before pull out of my street. Was that Jill’s sister’s car? Was she looking for where I lived? For me? I ignored the pains in my legs and rushed back inside, grabbing my mobile. Nothing.

Was it possible she’d somehow deleted my number? Or had Cameron? I was so tempted to text her. It wouldn’t be as intrusive as a call.

No! It hadn’t even been a full 48 hours since we’d reluctantly parted at the cinema on Wednesday night. It was barely Friday evening, and I was being unreasonable. Perhaps she was planning on telling him tonight. Yeah, that was possible. Probable even. She’d meet up with him and tell him it was over. He’d throw his toys out of the pram and she’d call his bluff. It’d be over. And she’d call me.

I went for a shower.

Then I sat naked on my bed and willed the fucking phone to ring.

I got dressed, just in case she asked me to come pick her up.

I imagined that call finally coming, me flying out the front door and speeding down the road to find her. I’d take her anywhere she wanted, perhaps to a hotel, and I’d fuck her senseless all night long. She’d want to make love. We’d do that the third or fourth time. But from the moment I’d tasted her pussy all I wanted to do was fuck her beautiful brains out.

I tried not to think of her with him. Of the possible betrayal that could be happening right as I tightened my belt. She wouldn’t do that to me.

We both wanted to be together.

I sat in the darkness and watched the hours slowly tick by.

After my parents went to bed around half ten, I went back downstairs and put the TV on to try to distract myself. It didn’t work. I was still clutching my phone and checking it still worked after midnight.

By 3 am, I surrendered to my gut instinct. Jill wasn’t going to call. Not now. Not ever.

Cameron had doubled down on his threat.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

Saturday passed without word from Jill. I was tempted to call her on a withheld number, just to be certain her phone was still working, but I thought better of it. She’d made her choice, and I had to respect it.

I spent Sunday morning making my final preparations for Monday, then headed to the local pub to watch the football in the afternoon. I couldn't get drunk. Tomorrow was too important. And there wasn’t a chance of me doing it with a hangover.

My mate Dan no showed, which was annoyingly like him. So, I spent the duration of the football sat on my own with a couple of pints and feeling every bit of that loneliness seep in with every sip.

This was shit.

She hadn’t called. She wasn’t going to call. And if I made it into a third or fourth pint I was inevitably going to end up calling her.

I forced myself to leave at the final whistle, after necking a half pint for my third drink.

As I walked towards home, I was still checking my phone.

I stopped at a shop, tempted to buy cigarettes. I knew it was a bad idea. I’d been doing so well recently. And then there was Monday to consider.

I checked the time on my mobile and saw her text.

JILL – I can’t do it. Sorry. Don’t hate me.

I hesitated for a moment, overwhelmed by my heart pounding and my head spinning. It wasn’t a rejection. She was reaching out. She wanted me to convince her to do the right thing!

My fingers flew over the buttons, typing out the lamest sounding reply. And then I stopped. I deleted my words. There was only one way to do this.

I held the phone to my ear as it began to dial out.

It rang. And rang. And rang.

“Matt, don’t,” she said quietly.

“Jill, I have to,” I insisted. “You know you want to be with me.”

She said nothing.

“You know he’s not right for you.”

She released a guttural laugh.

My stomach twisted.

“And you really think you are, Matt?”

I hesitated, noting her change in her voice. “Yeah.” And hearing the trepidation in mine.

“Matt, I don’t want to be cruel, but you’re not right for me.”

What’d happened? What’d changed? “Why are you saying this, Jill? Is someone making you?”

She released a shrill exhalation. “Of course not. No one’s here but me.”

“You sure?” I asked.

“Matt, I wouldn’t have answered your call if Cameron or anyone else was here. I can guarantee you that.”

“Jill, I don’t understand your sudden change of heart. Last week, you said you wanted-”

“Sudden?” she interrupted. “Matt, I’ve met you twice in my life. Get real. I’m not leaving my boyfriend for you.”

I steadied myself against a lamppost.

“I can’t see you again either. We know we can’t be friends. It’s wrong what we did, and I don’t want to be the person who cheats all the time.”

“Jill, can you meet me in person? Today?”

“Absolutely not.”

I clenched the post. “Please. It has to be tod-”

“No, Matt.”

I ran my free hand over my face.

“Don’t make this harder than it has to be.”

My mind whirled.

“I’m gonna go now-”

“Wait, Jill. I have feelings for you.”

“Please, Matt.”

“I know we have something. I know you feel it too-”

“We have nothing, Matt. It was a silly moment that went too far. I do these things and then I regret them.”

I stood up straight. “Really, you’ve done this sort of thing before... Sober?”

“Fuck you, Matt.”

“No, Jill, I didn’t mean it as an insult. I’m asking you a genuine question-”

“You’re calling me a slut in a passive aggressive way, Matt. I’m not stupid. Don’t insult my intelligence.”

“I’m not,” I said. “I’m just pointing out that this time’s different. It means something. You had every intention of getting away from Cameron last Wednesday-”

“Do you need me to be nasty back to you, Matt, for you to get the message?”

“I’m not being nasty-”

“I’ve seen what you’re packing,” she snapped. “If you think I’m bad now to a man I’m scared of, how do you think I’d be to you?” Her voice turned sterner. “Never in a million years could I be faithful to something the size of yours.”

I felt my legs weaken.

“I choose Cam, Matt. You need to accept that.”

“I’m falling in love with you, Jill.”

She didn’t answer me.

“I mean it.”

She sighed down the phone.

“I’m not asking you if you feel the same, Jill, I’m asking if you could.”

She still said nothing.

“Jill? Are you there?”

“I’m here.” Her voice was breathy. Raspy. “I can’t give you the answers you want.”

“Because you’re not ready to?”

“No,” she whispered. “Because I don’t want to hurt you anymore than I already have. I don’t feel the same way about you, Matt, what more do you need me to say? I have a boyfriend and I’m not splitting up with him. Are we done here?”

I started to walk again, my feet feeling like I was staggering. “There must be something I can say to change your mind-”

“No, Matt, there isn’t. And I’m getting pretty pissed off you won’t take no for an answer. I told you more about my situation than I should’ve, and you won’t respect it. That frightens me more than it makes me think you could ever be boyfriend material.”

“I do respect it, Jill. I haven’t contacted you once since you asked for space.”

“Matt, I see you for who you really are right now... You act the nice guy, but...”

A van drove by, splashing water so loudly I struggled to hear her.

“You’re just a sycophant.”

“Sorry?” I asked, genuinely mishearing her. “A sexy what?”

“A sycophant.”

“I don’t know what that means, Jill.”

“Convenient,” she said firmly. “You think you’re telling me what I want to hear, but you’re not saying what you really mean.”

“Jill, I want you. I mean that. I don’t know what else to say-”

“Then let’s end this now before we both say things we’ll regret.”

“You’re making a mistake with Cameron,” I said, desperation more evident in my voice. “I bet your family sees it. I bet he’s not even welcome in your house. You know it yourself. Dump him before he dumps on you even more.”

“Matt, I went out last night.”

I froze.

“I drank again.”

I felt the blood drain from my face.

“And I let a guy finger me.”

I swallowed.

“Do you think I’m a slut?”

I hesitated.

She cackled. “Of course you do.”

“And that’s what you want to keep doing, is it, Jill? Stay with Cameron in official status only, while you throw yourself at every other guy you meet?”

She laughed. “Oh, Matty, I didn’t throw myself at anyone. I don’t have to. Never have and never will.”

My frustration at her arrogance funnelled all the way to my flaccid cock in my pants.

“Yeah, so there you go, Matt. While you were waiting for me to call last night, I’d another guy try to make me cum.”

“Try?”

She didn’t answer me.

“Why couldn’t you cum?”

She breathed heavily.

“Jill?”

“Because... I felt guilty.”

“Yeah.” I looked back in the direction of the pub, thirsty for another pint. “For cheating on your boyfriend, and now you’re taking it out on me-”

“No, Matt... I felt guilty... Because of you.”

I started walking. “What’re you saying, Jill?”

“That I like you more than I’m willing to admit, and that scares me. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have told you about last night.”

“Part of me is glad you did.”

“Why? Because now you know I’m a whore and you’ve had a lucky escape?”

“No.” I cleared my throat. “Because it confirms you’re with the wrong guy. You don’t feel guilty about doing things behind Cameron’s back-”

“I do.”

“You don’t, Jill. You just said as much. Who were you thinking of last night when you couldn’t cum?”

“You.”

“Not Cameron?”

“Not really. With him, I’m just scared he’ll find out. But he never does. People are afraid of him, so they keep their mouths shut... But I felt like shit last night. I told him to stop.”

“Did he?”

“Yeah... Poor guy looked crushed.”

“Jill, where are you right now? I want to see you.”

“I’m in Cameron’s. He’s at the pub.”

I wondered which pub. “Can you meet me? I need to speak-”

“No, Matt, I’m not doing this. I’m sorry. I like you too much.”

“Too much? How can you like someone too much, Jill?”

“I hope you never understand, Matt.”

I shook my head. “Just end it with him.”

“No, Matt. I can’t. He’ll ruin my life.”

“So, what’s your plan then? Stay with him until he dumps you?”

“I think so.”

“Jill, that’s crazy. What if you’re still with him in five years? In ten years?”

“Then my secret stays safe.”

What was this fucking secret? What could be so bad she’d spend years with a guy she didn’t even like, never mind love? “Jill, I have to see you tonight. I won’t have another chance for-”

“He’ll be back soon, Matt. I’m sorry. I can’t see you again. Not tonight. Not ever-”

“What if you were single? Would things be different?”

“I don’t know.”

“C’mon, Jill, you said you liked me. I know you do.”

“I do, but... I don’t think we’d work.”

“Why?”

“I’d treat you like shit and you’d let me... I don’t want that.”

My instincts told me to hang up on her and never have anything to do with her again. “I’ll wait for you, Jill.”

“What?”

“I’ll wait till you’re single.”

“No, Matt, don’t do that. Please don’t waste your time.”

“You’re worth the wait, Jill.”

“No, Matt, I’m not. And I don’t think I’d get together with you even if me and Cam ever split up.”

“I’ll wait anyway.”

“Oh god, Matt, don’t you have any self-respect? Any self-esteem? Any self-dignity? You’re not making grand gestures, you’re making delusions of grandeur, and I’m not impressed. Not at all. Be a fucking man if you want a woman like me.”

“Fuck you, Jill, you’re just saying these things because you’re so unhappy in your own life.”

“No, Matt. I’m saying them because they’re true. You’ve no respect for yourself. And I don’t respect you either.”

“Fuck you, Jill, I’m fighting for you. Respect that. I’m trying to save you.”

“I don’t need saving, Matt...”

I could see the lights from the pub up ahead.

“And if I did, you wouldn’t be my knight in shining armour. Take no for an answer.”

“No,” I snapped.

“Okay, look I wasn’t gonna tell you this, but you’re forcing my hand. I didn’t stop the guy at fingering me. He fucked me, Matt. He fucked me, and I’m not even sure if he was wearing a condom... Save that.”

I gripped the phone so tight I thought I was going to crush it. “I’m getting deployed to Afghanistan tomorrow.”

She was silent.

“Did you hear me, Jill?”

She said nothing.

I looked at my phone.

She’d already hung up.

I punched a bus shelter with all my might, the polycarbonate glazing reverberating off my knuckles.

A woman walking her dog looked at me in disgust.

My heart felt broken.

How could she fuck someone else? And then tell me like that?

I was adamant the message had been received, and I hoped I never saw that slut ever again.


CHAPTER TWENTY

I was a shattered mess when I woke early on Monday morning, my curtains undrawn to reveal the sky still dark outside. However, the time on my phone told me it was time to get up, get ready and get out.

I thought of Jill before anything else.

The central heating clanged into life as I stripped off my underwear and headed quickly to the shower.

I’ve seen what you’re packing.

My stomach twisted, sickly, as my mind swirled with her words. Her cowardice. Her cruelty.

Never in a million years could I be faithful to something the size of yours.

I rubbed soap over my flaccid cock.

I didn’t stop the guy at fingering me.

I turned up the hot water.

He fucked me, Matt.

I tried to hold back the tears.

He fucked me, and I’m not even sure if he was wearing a condom.

I smeared my sadness in the jets of water.

Save that.

I didn’t even care if I couldn’t save myself anymore.

There was a knock on the bathroom door.

“Yes?” I said.

“Matthew, I'm making tea and toast for you downstairs,” my mother replied.

“I’ll be down in a minute.”

“Okay.”

I clenched hold of my cock and thought of Jill’s pussy in the cinema.

My mother wept into a box of tissues.

I tried to be a good boy, eating my crusts.

“Promise me you’ll be careful over there, Matthew,” she cried. “Promise me you won’t take any risks.”

My father cleared his throat. “Any unnecessary risks,” he added.

“No! Don’t take any risks at all! I don’t want my son to die in some place I’ve never heard of!”

He rolled his eyes.

“I’ll be careful, mum,” I insisted. “I’m fully trained. I’ve one tour under my belt already. I know what I’m doing.”

My mother shook her head, aghast. “Talk to your son. He won’t listen to me. He thinks I’m just a stupid woman.”

I tried to channel my breathing. There was still only one woman going through my mind, and how she’d turned out to be so different to the person I'd hoped she was.

“Say goodbye to your mother, Matthew,” my father said. “I’ll wait outside with you for the taxi.”

“Son, you haven’t been yourself for days,” he started, looking down the street and avoiding eye contact. “I’ll give you a bit of respect as a man and not ask why. I want you to know, although you’re a man in the eyes of the law and every bit in the army, in life you’re just a kid. Your life’s only starting. I don’t know if it’s your deployment has got you down or if there’s a woman involved somewhere, but whatever it is know it’ll pass. Everything does. You’ll look back on this moment in your life and wonder what you were ever worried about. It either works out...”

“Or it doesn’t,” I said.

“And then it wasn’t meant to be, son.”

“I’m not a big believer in all that, dad.”

“You don’t have to be, Matt. It’s like the big man in the sky; he’s watching over you whether you believe in him or not.”

I rubbed my eyes. “Dad, it’s too early for this philosophical chat.”

He dug his hands in his pockets. “I can still smell the booze off you, son.”

“Dad-”

“I’m not gonna give you a hard time over it. You had a blowout yesterday before they send you into the desert. And you’re up. You’re ready.” He took his hand out of his pocket and put it on my shoulder. “I’m proud of you, Matt.”

Headlights turned into our street.

“There’s your taxi.” He took his hand away. “Look after yourself over there. Call your mother when you can.”

I lifted my bag. “I will, dad.”

“And, Matt...”

“Yes?”

“Whoever she is, I’m sure she’s thinking of you too.”

I exhaled.

He smiled. “I was young once too, y’know.”

The taxi pulled up.

“Maybe your mother and I will get to meet her one day...”

I sincerely doubted that.

“... When you get home safe.”

I put my bag in the back of the taxi, turned to the house and saw my mother try in vain to hide her obvious tears at the living room window. I waved. “Tell mum I love her, dad.” I offered him my hand.

He took it, then pulled me into a hug.

I almost laughed. “I can’t remember the last time you hugged me, dad.”

He slapped my back, then released me.

I got into the taxi before my emotions overwhelmed me in front of him.

He closed the door.

“You all set?” the driver asked.

“Yes, mate," I answered, but my mind was anything but focused.

He pulled away from my house as my father retreated to the front door, waving back.

I waved too.

My mother waved more frantically.

I feigned a smile to suggest I was anything but miserable as the taxi headed towards the end of the street.

“It’s a cold auld morning,” the driver said. “I hope it’s warmer where you’re headed.”

I felt my mobile vibrate in my pocket. “Yeah, just a bit,” I said, pulling it out and seeing I’d got a text message.

JILL – Stay safe out there x.

I read it a second time, then I hit delete and put the phone away.

She could go fuck herself.

READ THE NEXT MATT & JILL TALE IN

THE CHRISTMAS EXHIBITION


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Spoiler alert below for anyone who hasn’t read any of The Uncertain Cuckold series.

Okay, so anyone that’s read the main Uncertain Cuckold series will know Matt and Jill do eventually get together. In planning this book, I started to think of the many couples I’ve met down the years who have unbelievable tales of what happened when they met, how it looked like they’d never get together and yet somehow they did. This played into writing New Beginnings. Surely this would be a story about how Matt and Jill got together? But what if they didn’t? What if he went off to war thinking he’d never see her again? And what if whatever happened to him out there was something Jill would feel heavily on her conscience?

By the time of The Christmas Exhibition, they’re already together. So, for now, the in between will have to exist in our imaginations.

Do we need to read another story about how they actually got together? How Jill and Cameron really finished? Perhaps, as I enjoyed revealing more about Matt and Jill’s pasts in this book that shaped them into the people they become in the later books. Hopefully both characters make more sense now. Or less, depending on your perspective. Was Jill lying about another guy having sex with her, potentially without a condom, just to get Matt to leave her alone? Or did that actually happen?

Maybe those questions won’t be answered until The Unburdened Cuckold comes out!

Yours,

V T Vaughn

My blog - http://vtvaughn.wordpress.com/
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