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Dedicated to all those who have woken


alongside yet another idiot


and thought…WTF was I thinking!!!





CHAPTER 1



Placing his finger to his lips, Vince motioned for Azeem to be silent. Cradling his mangled hand, Azeem looked at the pen and paper on the floor and whimpered softly. Pushing the pen and paper towards him with his foot, Vince turned to Cam, and sighed.


“I can’t believe you’re actually going to marry her!” Pulling his original marine issue bayonet from its scabbard, Cam ran the razor sharp blade along his thumb and passed it to Vince without meeting his eyes. “None of us are happy about this Cam, including you.” Cam watched nonchalantly as Vince picked up the pad and read the barely legible scrawl. “I mean, can you imagine her of all people, being the one!” Vince shuddered at the thought and grabbed the back of Azeem’s hair. Cam turned his head and surveyed the half dozen or so dead bodies gracing the abandoned hanger. They had, as a team survived many of these missions, usually involving some lowlife guns and drug smuggler, that some other lowlife had wanted rid of. Cam knew that once he was married to Rosa, it would ultimately be the end of these assignments and his marriage would be the start of a new life, for all of them. Wiping the blade on the back of his leg, Vince returned it to Cam, the disappointment showing in his eyes.


“Vince, we both know its time to make it official…” Toby strode towards them a big grin on his face. “Any problems?” Toby shook his head and looked at Azeem’s lifeless body.


“Vince, tell me you got the shipment details before slicing his throat? The last thing we need is another episode like Nigeria!” Cam grinned at Toby, causing Vince to scowl. Nigeria should have been a straightforward operation; kidnap the figureheads from the local cartel and deliver them to the client. Unfortunately, it was during this operation, that Cam had decided to inform them of his impending marriage to Rosa; the news had not been well received, by any of them and Vince had let his feelings for the first time, get in the way of his professionalism. Nobody had survived and the client had nothing, except dead bodies and the huge bill that had been settled upfront. The client of course had requested a refund, but on meeting Cam, Vince and the others he’d soon accepted that sometimes these things just happen and that they should keep the fee, ‘call it a goodwill gesture!’ he’d said. Since Nigeria, their enthusiasms had waned and they’d become more than a little sloppy on their jobs, accepting no accountability for their actions; Azeem should have been delivered to the client intact for the information to be extracted, Cam and the others had had other ideas.


“Cam, seriously, why are you letting Archie push you into this. It’s been what, six years and if it didn’t feel right then…”


“Vince, enough! You’ve heard what Sybil has to say and for once Archie is right…we’re out of time, she has to be the one!”





*  *  *


Opening her eyes, Eve felt her head pound furiously. The throbbing was overwhelming but not unfamiliar and becoming an almost too frequent occurrence. Why she never had the good sense to cease drinking before oblivion set in was beyond her. Everyone else around her seemed to manage it, with very little effort, why couldn’t she? As she lay there willing the throbbing to subside, memories of the previous night came flooding back. Turning her head she looked at him.


Sean, was that his name? Laid on his side with his back towards her, she sighed gently. This was definitely going to be one of those embarrassing encounters, which she could well do without, especially with the hangover from hell still brewing. Surveying the room discreetly she contemplated grabbing her stuff and making a quick exit, but having no idea where she was or how she was going to get home without waking him, she dismissed the idea.


The evening had been much like any other when he and a couple of his friends had joined them at the club, just as the tequila shots had started. He was well, absolutely gorgeous and she’d known as soon as she’d seen him that she was attracted to him. His hair was dark, cropped short, but longer through the top that looked like he could naturally be curly. He’d worn jeans with a fitted t-shirt that showed off his biceps and pecs perfectly. He definitely looked like someone who worked out and had a typically perfect model face, with the most amazing jaw line. She had no idea what colour his eyes were, or that he had had a tattoo of a tiger covering his entire back. What a huge disappointment, this had definitely put a dampener on the whole evening. What a turn off!


The problem Eve had with her drunken binges was that once she’d initiated sex she had no clue how to say no. This was becoming an all too customary pattern. Once she was pissed, everyone was gorgeous and she loved just about everyone, by the time she was lucid enough to realise she wasn’t interested, she’d already be at their place fumbling through what was usually not an enjoyable experience. Last night had in fact been okay, he had genuinely tried to please her, but sex and drink were never a good combination as she found it hard to concentrate. She always wondered how men could keep going even though it must have been blatantly obvious that she wasn’t that enthralled. Sometime shortly after he’d penetrated her, Eve had passed out cold. She had no idea whether he’d continued or not, or even if he’d used any protection! Thank god she hadn’t brought him back to her place.


Hearing the door knock her heart raced frantically as she tried to grab the covers and at least attempt to cover her modesty, the last thing she needed was a houseful of blokes jeering over her nakedness.


“Hi petal, are you awake?”


“Samantha, what are you doing here? No you didn’t. Oh my god you did, you dirty stop out!” Samantha looked sheepish and flushed deep crimson, she was so easy to embarrass. Eve had paired up with Sean, Samantha with one of his friends while Theresa hedge-pig had copped off with another. She had no recollection if anyone else had decided to make a night of it.


“Eve you’re a fine one…”


“Hey I’m just teasing, so tell me how was it, are you all loved up then?”


“He’s just so nice and well you know I don’t do this sort of thing and I’m not going to discuss it any further” Samantha’s eyes were clear, please don’t embarrass me, wait until were alone and I’ll dish all the gory details. “How was your evening anyway petal, look at him?” Smiling she kept her tone discreet. “He’s well tasty in the buff, look at the muscles in his thighs.” Samantha tried to hide her giggle. Keeping her voice hushed Eve frowned at her.


“What?” Samantha was obviously enjoying herself. “What? Come on Samantha spill it, I have a splitting hangover?”


“It’s nothing really, but you must be so pissed off?”


“I have no idea what you’re talking about!”


“You have seen his tattoo, haven’t you?”


“What tattoo?” Jesus what does she think I am? Does she think I was that pissed, that I could’ve actually missed that monstrosity!


“Oh my god Eve, look at it, it’s huge.” Samantha looked truly mortified that she was apparently oblivious.


“Of course I’ve seen it. I’d have to be blind not to.” Eve rolled her eyes. “What time is it anyway? I’m so glad we don’t have to work today. I couldn’t face the Hedge Pig this morning.”


“6.40 thereabouts and don’t be so mean, Theresa isn’t that bad when I’m pissed!”


Both Eve and Samantha had called Theresa, hedge pig ever since they’d had their first night out together. Theresa was seriously ugly with the worst pig nose and badly lightened, frizzy hair you could imagine and yet neither of them had met someone so smug, self absorbed and down right spiteful in their entire lives. They were pleasant because they worked together, but neither of them had any intentions of ditching the name.


“Is that all, it’s the middle of the night. Did you tell your mum you weren’t coming home last night?” Samantha was eighteen; a couple of years younger than Eve and still lived at home. She was a natural blond with blue eyes, big breasts, and an incredibly slender frame, standing about 5’7” tall. On paper she would have been drop dead gorgeous, in reality she was plain and whilst she had no horrible features she was just one of those people who wasn’t that pretty no matter how much or how little makeup they applied. She did however have an aura about her that was incredibly sexy, or at least Eve thought so. Samantha was fully aware of how she looked and in that respect the only makeup she wore were a little mascara and a coloured lip balm. Her hair was always immaculately presented in a straight shoulder length bob, she never even had those short flyaway bits that always seemed to stick out all over Eve’s hair no matter what shampoo she used, or how much serum she tried to smooth on it.


“I always tell my mum that I’m staying at yours, just in case I fall in love. Anyway I was thinking let’s go to MacDonald’s for breakfast and then back to yours for a lazy day?”


“Great, how are we getting there? Last I checked you weren’t driving last night?”


“Paul’s going to take us and... “Samantha gestured to Sean, but Eve shrugged and looked vacant. “Back in a bit, get dressed.”


“Samantha?’ Biting her lower lip she waited. “Samantha?” Calling after her more firmly she sighed.


“What?”


“You couldn’t help me find my stuff could you?”


“Jesus Eve what did your last slave die of!”


“Thanks flower, you’re the best!” Eve considered Samantha the very best friend she’d ever had. She started to get dressed. She definitely needed some Nurofen badly!


“Morning you look nice.” Avoiding his eyes she continued to get dressed and murmured.


“Um thanks.” She suddenly felt nervous; guys weren’t normally this friendly in the morning.


“So I hear we’re off to MacDonald’s, sounds good. You don’t mind me coming do you?”


“No of course not. I don’t suppose you have some jeans and a T-shirt that I could borrow do you? My clothes kind of scream hooker and that I didn’t get home last night, if you know what I mean?”


“Yeah sure. I doubt the jeans will fit, but I have a belt you can adjust.”


“There is just one more thing…I don’t know where my knickers are?”


“Is Rob coming with us?” Samantha called from the hallway.


“Excuse me a minute, I’ll just go and freshen up” Pulling his T-shirt over her head she proceeded out to the hallway.


“Hey your knickers!” Eve turned just in time to catch them.


“Thanks.” She smiled hesitantly before proceeding to the bathroom.


“Samantha?” Whispering loudly she motioned to the bathroom. “I had no idea, I thought his name was Sean, I’m such an idiot.” Eve sat on the toilet and pee’d.


“Don’t worry about it. He didn’t notice. Is he coming with us?”


“Uh huh.”


“Eve you look terrible, you’re not going to throw up are you?”


“Most definitely, but not just now. Do you have any Nurofen or anything?”


“No I left my bag at yours, do you want me to ask Paul?”


“No. Can we stop and get some?” Eve moved off the toilet and washed her hands. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her makeup had remained intact, unfortunately on a night out Eve wore far too much eye make up and she set about cleaning it off as best she could with some cold water.


“You still look gorgeous Eve. It never ceases to amaze me how perfect you look whether your pissed, hung over or just out of bed.”


“Thanks Samantha I know that isn’t true, but it’s always nice to hear.”


“Are you ready now?”


“I don’t suppose you put your lip balm in my bag did you, my lips feel really dehydrated?”


“Here, I’ll see you outside, I’m going to have a snog and a grope with Paul, I wouldn’t want to embarrass you when we’re out. I can’t keep my hands off him.”


Opening the bathroom door Samantha and Paul could be heard quite clearly in the room next door, she knew there was no danger of them leaving imminently. She wondered whether she should go back to Rob’s room or maybe find the living room. Luckily she didn’t have to make that call.


“I’m making coffee if you fancy some, I don’t think we’re going anywhere anytime soon.”


“Yeah, I figured that much.” The sarcasm in her voice was unmistakable. Damn. Keep it friendly; he could be making this a lot more uncomfortable. “I um, sorry, I don’t do that good when I’m hung over, and, well, I’m embarrassed, especially after my untimely sleep mode!”


“I wondered, which of us was going to mention that. Usually I don’t have that effect on girls. Call me old fashioned, but I do prefer girls to be at least conscious.” She smiled.


“I don’t know how that happened.”


“A first is it?”


“Well to be honest no not really. Sometimes I don’t even get my clothes off before I’m out of it.”


“You should drink less. Not everyone is as gracious as I was.” Biting her lip she looked at him cautiously.


“You didn’t continue then?”


“No. Of course I didn’t. What do you take me for?”


“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to offend you, it’s just…well, I don’t really know what the right thing to say or do is under these circumstances. Do you mind if I smoke? Normally I’m up and out the door before I even have a chance to reflect on anything.” God that sounds awful! She knew she was rambling and that she should just shut the fuck up! “I didn’t mean that I make a habit of picking up men just to get laid.” Eve felt a twinge of guilt as soon as the words were out of her mouth. She knew that from any respected persons point of view she was well, in fact, a tramp! A tramp who had had two STD’s and wasn’t sure exactly how many sexual partners she’d had, maybe about 17, give or take since losing her virginity two and a half years ago. She’d also tried not to waste any time brooding about this rather significant detail because there was absolutely nothing she could do to change it! She smiled to her self and flicked her ash in the sink. “I mean…well you could try making this a little easier for me…?”Rob gave her a puzzled look. Pulling her into his arms he kissed her gently.


“Maybe I could. I mean what did I expect. Picking up a pissed girl always has its drawbacks.”


“Looking for an easy target were you?” Christ not again. What is wrong with me?


“No I just fancied you and thought you looked stunning. You actually look pretty damn good this morning too and I would have liked nothing more than to continue where we left off last night.”


“Would? Sounds like past tense?” Rob moved away from her.


“I kind of get the impression that you’re not exactly thrilled at the prospect of spending any more time with me, and that Paul hooking up with your friend is just an inconvenience.” God, am I really that transparent?


“It’s not like that, I’m just not very good at this sort of thing.”


“Are you ready guys?” Samantha was floating. She looked so happy. Eve decided she was definitely not going to ruin it for her.


Samantha sat in the front with Paul, while Rob and she had the back seat. She was glad Samantha was there; she had an uncanny gift of being really chatty and friendly without babbling. At least, she could close her eyes and try not to think about things.


“Eve what do you think? Should we do that…Eve?” Hmm, what?


“Sorry Samantha, what did you say, I was dozing?”


“Shall we just go through the drive through and head to yours?”


“OK…I guess.”


Eve was not especially thrilled at the prospect of spending the day with Rob, let alone having him in her flat. She had a two-bedroom housing association flat in the centre of town, where she’d lived for the past fifteen months. She was lucky, thanks to her drunken abusive relationship with her mother, she had moved rather swiftly up the council list. She hadn’t seen her father since she was eleven, thanks primarily to the countless times he had beaten her mother, until finally she had left him. Unfortunately, after a couple of years her mother had started drinking heavily and sleeping with men who were no good for her, and her mother has expressed vehemently on multiple occasions that she was ‘a right little lesbian bitch who should piss off and live with her dad.’ When she was seventeen social services found her a temporary place in a bed and breakfast to live, which actually turned out to be temporary of nearly twenty months, when she’d been offered this first floor flat.


Eve didn’t have a great deal of money saved when she moved into the flat, but she had made her place her own and with the grant she received from the council she loved it. The front door opened into the kitchen. There was a small chunky pine dining table in the middle of the room with three chairs. The kitchen units and sink ran along the back wall, whilst the floor was covered in a rather tacky, terracotta tiled effect linoleum. To the right of the kitchen was a door leading to the living room. Painted a neutral colour, it was sparsely furnished with a loose covered sofa, (purchased from ‘sofasofa.com’ at the bargain price of £310 inc. delivery.) A TV stood on a unit in the corner, while a rather elegant chaise graced one of the walls. There were no pictures on any of the walls in any of the rooms. Off the living room was a door to the spare bedroom. To the left of the kitchen there was a door to the bathroom, this was much the same as any other ex council bathroom, but she was fortunate to have an electric shower over the bath with a nice glass screen. To the left of the bathroom another door led to her bedroom. The double bed was dressed in plain dark red covers, to match the deep red walls. She had a red satin bed throw folded neatly along the bottom of the bed.


Eve dumped her bag on the kitchen table and sat down on one of the chairs, she took out a cigarette and lit it up.


“Anybody mind if I smoke?” Not that she was asking anyone in particular for permission to smoke, it was more that she didn’t want to sit in an uncomfortable silence. No sooner had she inhaled, she felt nauseous. Dumping her cigarette in the ashtray she ran for the bathroom, missing the toilet completely she managed to puke all over the floor, before getting the door closed behind her. This was going to be a long day. She heard Samantha calling after her, but she was in no state to reply and leant over the toilet. Holding her hair back as best she could she heaved relentlessly. When she was sure that she’d finished she flushed the toilet and set about cleaning up her mess, the smell was foul making her retch again. When she was done she swilled her mouth with cold water and brushed her teeth meticulously twice, with her electric toothbrush. She heard Samantha knock on the door.


“Are you okay Eve?” Opening the door she looked at Samantha.


“Yeah I feel so much better now, although I definitely think I could do with a shower, I have vomit in my hair.”


“Well you certainly smell like it!” Cow!


“Thanks, some friend you are!” Crossing to her bedroom she got clean knickers and some sweat pants with a matching slash neck sweater. As she was coming out of the bedroom she caught Paul and Rob looking at her, she gave them an embarrassed grin and went into the bathroom. Gees no need to look at me like I’m some sort of freak, it’s not like I’m the first person to puke after a night out.


The hot water was invigorating on her skin. She tilted her head up so that the spray could pummel her face, it stung but felt good. She ran her hands through her hair ensuring it was thoroughly wet before applying shampoo, she lathered and rinsed and thought she could still smell sick so gave it another wash, rinsed it and applied conditioner through the full length of her hair. Lathering her entire body with shower cream she stood under the shower far longer than it took to rinse herself clean. Eventually she turned the shower off and wrapped a towel around her hair and one around her body. Wiping the steam from the mirror above the sink she looked at her face. She looked okay, some darkness under her eyes only to be expected, although the broken blood vessels in her left eye were a dead giveaway that she’d been vomiting. She took her cleanser and swept it over her face with a cotton wool ball and then applied a little moisturiser, she then finished drying her body off and got dressed. She was feeling much better already. She took the towel from her hair, picked up her tangle teaser and started to brush her hair through, when she’d finished she left the bathroom and glanced into the kitchen. Empty. At least, he had had the good sense to leave before this got anymore awkward. Turning she went into her bedroom where she found Rob lying on his side on her bed. What a bloody cheek! She hadn’t been prepared for this and could hardly hide the astonishment from her face, but made a mental note of how good-looking he was.


“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you, Paul and Samantha seem to have found there way into your spare room and I thought maybe that would give us a chance to talk?” She desperately tried to hide her annoyance with the fact he thought it was perfectly acceptable to just walk into her bedroom without an invitation and invade her privacy, but not nearly as annoyed with him as she was with Samantha. How many times had she asked her to move in, help with the rent and bills and stuff and Samantha had always refused, even though she was practically living there anyhow. Her parents were quite wealthy and as she was the youngest of three and the only one still living at home they spoilt her rotten. I mean she could understand her reluctance to leave home she wouldn’t have been in much of a hurry herself if her parents had been a fraction of what Samantha’s were, but this was really taking liberties, not even the decency to ask if she minded. Not that she would have objected but now she was stuck with Rob and she didn’t like that one little bit.


“Oh okay, shall we go in the kitchen, I don’t like to smoke in my room and well I kind of fancy a cigarette?”


“You’re not going to be ill again are you?” Rob looked amused.


“I think that maybe I’ve finished for now.” She wasn’t finding his sense of humour very funny although there was something quite calming about his presence. He was so relaxed.


“Do you mind if I use your shower while you’re in the kitchen? I should have thought about showering at mine, but to be honest it was far too early too even contemplate it.” What a bloody cheek!


“No, I guess not”


“I don’t suppose you have a spare toothbrush I could use?” What am I the local convenience store?


“Are you planning to take any more liberties?”


“White two sugars would be great, seeing as how you’re in such an accommodating mood!” Replying curtly she smiled.


“I think there may be one on the bathroom window sill!”


“Thanks, maybe you could come and scrub my back?”


“Yeah right!” Arrogant shit! But she was more amused than she dare admit. Without waiting she turned picked up her laundry basket from the bathroom and started for the kitchen.


When Rob materialised in the kitchen she was on her second cigarette and had nearly drunk her coffee.


“I had to put the clothes you leant me in the wash, sorry they um, got a little messed up!’


“No problem, thanks. This mine?” Rob didn’t wait for a response, he sat down at the table and picked up the coffee. “Nice thanks.” She felt more than a little uncomfortable. She’d never known anyone be so at ease around her especially as she had an uncanny gift of provoking the opposite. She put her cigarette out and went to the sink to rinse her cup.


“More coffee?” She took a piece of gum from the side and popped it in her mouth.


“Please. Can I get one of those?”


“Sure.” She took a piece and offered it to him. Ignoring it, he stood in front of her placing his hands either side of her on the worktop. His lips touched her mouth lightly while his tongue forced her lips apart; it felt good surprisingly. Taking her lower lip between his he tugged at it gently, before exploring the top one in the same fashion. His lips moved slowly, gently caressing her cheek, continuing across to her ear and softly down her neck, his warm breath sending shivers down her spine as he delicately traced his tongue down her throat. She was unbelievably aroused and grabbed the edge of the worktop to steady herself, her hand touching his made her body shudder. As his breath distanced from her neck she opened her eyes, she hadn’t even realised she’d closed them. Wow that was really good! Glancing Samantha and Paul over his shoulder she smiled warmly at him.


“Not interrupting anything are we?” Samantha chirped, clearing her throat she sighed.


“No not at all, I was just making some coffee.”


“Paul and I wanted to know if you two were up for going out later? She asked with a little too much pleading in her voice.


“Samantha I can’t, you know how I’m fixed financially. I’m going to have to pass, but thanks anyway.” She felt a little guilty, but until she found someone to rent the spare room she was seriously going to have to tighten her belt.


“I’d be more than happy to take you out. It’s the least I can do, you being so hospitable and all.”


“Rob you really don’t have to do that. You should just go without me?”


“Nonsense, why would I want to go without you? There are, however, a couple of conditions tied to the offer.”


“Really?” She was intrigued. “And they would be?”


“Well the first is, I’d rather not have to have a repeat of last night!”


“Mmm, and the second?”


“That you stop calling me Rob!”


“Oh sorry, I should have thought do you prefer Robert?” She hadn’t noticed Paul and Samantha trying desperately to contain their laughs.


“Why would I prefer Robert?” Looking at him with a vacant expression, she bit her lip gently. Why does he look so smug?


“I don’t understand, what do you suppose I call you then?”


“My name is Seth, maybe I should have said something sooner?” His reply a little too condescending, she felt her cheeks burn as she turned away from him and closed her eyes trying to think of something to say that would make this easier. She wished the floor would just open up and swallow her whole. The hyena wails coming from Paul and Samantha were not helpful. Shit I can’t believe them, how could she do this? She stormed to her bedroom without a word and slammed the door shut behind her. Kneeling on her bed she put her head on the pillow and cringed. I can’t believe that just happened! She could still hear Paul and Samantha laughing. Christ, it’s not like it was even that funny! She knew she’d overreacted but she hated being the brunt of jokes, especially when she was feeling so fragile. She glanced at the clock 10.10, is that all? She decided the best thing she could do was hide out in her room until after they’d gone and with that she climbed under the duvet and shut her eyes. Hopefully when she woke this would all be a distant blur.


Unsure why she started to stir as her whole body still ached craving sleep, she stretched her arms above head and yawned.


“Eve, are you awake?” Opening her eyes she looked at him. You’ve ruined a perfectly good sleep, why are you still here?


“Hi, I thought you would have made a swift exit by now.”


“No, not yet. I thought you might be hungry so I ordered a pizza, it should be here in a bit.” Oh that is nice.


“That sounds really good thanks. What time is it?”


“3.30pm Paul and Samantha have gone into town, so it’s just the two of us.” Won’t this be cosy!!!


“Didn’t you want to go with them?”


“No, I thought I’d wait for you to wake up and then I fell asleep on your settee. Here take these, they’ll help with your hangover.” Seth offered her a couple of Nurofen and handed her a glass of water. Oh he is quite sweet really.


“Thanks, that’s really thoughtful.” She put her head back down on the pillow and looked at him. He was so good looking, too good looking in fact; she instinctively knew that she was not going to be the last woman in his life. “About before, you know the name thing, I’m really sorry.” Taking her hand, she smiled at him.


“It’s fine, believe it or not I’m lousy with names myself, the amount of times I’ve forgotten a girl’s name the morning after is absolutely shocking.” I wonder if that’s true or whether he’s just saying that to make me feel better. Grinning at him she sat up and took a sip of water. “That’ll be the pizza.” He kissed her cheek gently before going to answer the door.


Wandering into the kitchen she found Seth sitting at the table already tucking into a slice of pizza.


“This is good, just the thing for a hang over.” Smiling, she sat down at the table, praying to god that she could manage to eat the pizza without making a mess. She didn’t manage this, but then neither did Seth, so she didn’t feel too bad. Surprisingly, she had found it very easy to talk to Seth once she’d gotten passed her own inhibitions and they chatted for what seemed like hours. She had found out that he was 26 and single. An only child like herself, who owned his own flat and car, had a degree in chemistry and was in fact a junior doctor at the local hospital. He was without a doubt every woman’s idea of the perfect man. He didn’t even seem bothered that she’d dropped out of college during her first year and had had a succession of dead end temping jobs until she’d been offered a contract working for one of the leading banks, on their Insurance call centre. She had been there for six months and loved it, mainly because this was where she had met Samantha and found her best friend. She was glad he hadn’t tried to pry into her family life; this was not something she had any intention of sharing with him. She knew she was an emotional retard and that her lifestyle could be more than attributed to her shitty upbringing, but she really didn’t care to hear his amateurish psycho analysis pointing out the glaringly obvious. She decided that she liked Seth she liked him a lot.


How did he even know I had a chess set? The chess set had been a parting and house-warming gift from Mr and Mrs Frampton, the couple who ran the bed and breakfast. Mr Frampton a retired maths teacher had taken Eve under his wing from day one, encouraging her to spend time with him whilst they played chess. At first Eve had not warmed to the game, the rules were frustrating and Mr Frampton took an eternity to make his moves, but once she realised he was planning ahead and she was able to do the same the game became far more challenging and she’d started to enjoy it. They were a kind couple who had done their best to make Eve feel at home and part of their family, but Eve had taken their act of kindness to be one of pity or charity, which had made her feel vulnerable and awkward around them. She felt like she was intruding on their privacy, obligated to do chores and anything they asked of her, not that they’d ever asked her to do anything. Eight months after Eve had moved into her flat she had learned that Mr Frampton had died of a heart attack and Mrs Frampton was going to live with her son. She had not visited them once since moving out and did not attend his funeral, instead she’d spent the day curled up in her bed crying, feeling utter disgust with herself. The realisation that this couple were the closest thing to a family she’d ever had and now they were gone, still haunted her. Eve was still more than a little annoyed that he’d been through her T.V cabinet whilst she’d been sleeping, the thought that he or anyone had been through her personal things made her shudder. She told herself he was probably just looking for something to watch? Not that she had many DVD’s just a handful of her very favourite films, mostly soppy romantic titles, of which ‘Dirty Dancing’ was her absolute favourite. In their first game, she had been completely annihilated and she hadn’t even seen it coming. She thought however she had improved quite considerably since they were now into their sixth game and she was more into it, or maybe he was just being kind when he got a call.


“That was Paul, he’s just dropped Samantha off at home and is going to give me a lift home to shower and change.” Her heart sank with disappointment, even knowing he would have to leave sooner or later she couldn’t help feeling sad, she went into the kitchen and opened the washing machine. Shit I can’t believe I forgot to put this in the dryer, now what? She emptied the contents into the basket.


“Sorry your clothes are still wet. What would you like me to do with them?’


“I’ll get them later when I pick you up, if that’s okay?” She looked at him a little puzzled.


“Later?” His face looked disappointed.


“You haven’t changed your mind have you? Paul and Samantha are expecting us.” I wonder if I didn’t go whether he’d pick someone else up?


“Oh yeah, I had actually forgotten about that, are you sure you want to do this, you don’t have to?”


“Absolutely, I’ll pick you up at 8pm and collect my dry clothes then, if that’s okay?” She smiled. Hearing the car horn he kissed her lips softly and was gone. Oh okay, bye then. She threw the clothes in the dryer and switched it on, it was 6.30pm, they weren’t going to be dry by 8pm. Taking a seat at the kitchen table she lit a cigarette while she contemplated what she was going to wear.


It was five past seven, she felt nervous. Spraying her Jean Paul Gaultier Classique perfume lightly onto her chest, neck and wrists, she set about applying her make up. She decided on a light natural look for the evening and finished by sweeping some blusher on the apples of her cheeks and applying her raspberry superbalm to her lips. Needing a second opinion she settled on checking herself in the bathroom mirror and teased her fingers through her hair, applying a little serum to smooth down the flyaway ends. Going back to the bedroom she glanced at the clock, seven forty, she was going to be late at this rate. She dressed in black skinny jeans and a long sleeve slash neck jumper. Appling a little more perfume she pulled her black knee length Eskimo Mou’s on. Eve had a passion for luxuries that she could ill afford, but now and again it felt good to indulge her credit cards and she definitely considered it a prerequisite to own a nice perfume and this was one luxury she would not be giving up anytime soon, despite her finances.


Hearing her phone ring she ran to the kitchen and fished through her bag. One missed call Samantha. She rang her voicemail, nothing, then her phone beeped. She read the text.


HI PETAL R U READY YET. I’M SO LOVED UP. LET ME KNOW WHAT UR WEARING. IM SO NERVOUS. C U L8R LUV SAM XXX.


Eve typed out a quick text.


JUST BOUT. JEANS & JUMPER YOU? NOT NERVOUS LOVE EVE XXX.


She lied about the nerves, if she didn’t admit to them they didn’t exist, at least that was her argument and she was sticking to it. Seven Fifty. Feeling her hair, she checked it was dry enough not to smell like an ashtray and lit up a cigarette. She pulled her purse from her bag and opened it. £28.72. Not bad she had only gone out with £40 last night so this was a bonus she hadn’t expected. She counted her cigarettes. Seven should be enough for the evening it wasn’t like anyone else smoked. Checking her bag for chewing gum she popped one in her mouth and put her things back in her bag. He’s on time. Taking a deep breath she opened the door.


“Hi…” Wow. What a difference jeans makes with a shirt. “Punctual and you look nice.”


“Thanks you look amazing. Are you ready?” If I look amazing I’m guessing I’m ready!


“I’ll just get rid of my cigarette and get my bag.” Closing the door behind her, Seth took her hand and led her towards his car. Samantha and Paul were already in the back although Paul was getting out.


“Hi Eve why don’t you ride in the back with Samantha?”


“Sure.” When Seth closed the door after her she couldn’t help feeling a little impressed. “Hi Samantha you look nice, did you have a nice day?”


“The best!” Samantha gushed.


They drove a little out of town to a pub almost opposite the hospital. It wasn’t one Samantha or Eve had frequented before, apparently it was always full of medical types from the hospital. As soon as they entered, Eve felt eyes staring at them and she instantly felt intimidated. Socialising with arrogant academic types was not something she relished. The bar was packed, which was only to be expected for a Saturday night. It wasn’t long before Seth and Paul had introduced them to an assortment of their friends and acquaintances before making their way to stand at the bar with a rowdy group. She glanced at Samantha awkwardly.


“I need a cigarette. Back in a bit okay?”


“I think I might need to take up smoking, this isn’t exactly my idea of a dream date!” Managing a half-hearted smile she went outside. It was surprising how many people were outside enjoying the benefits of a nicotine fix, considering their chosen professions.


“Hi Eve…Susie, Seth introduced us earlier I’m a nurse at the hospital…oh my god, does Seth know you smoke? I’ve always found him to be completely anal when it comes to smokers!”


“Really…I hadn’t noticed.”


“Well he must obviously like you.” She found Susie quite refreshing; she was outspoken, smart and single. She instinctively knew the perfect person to fix her up with, Kyle. Kyle was 24, Australian and worked at the call centre. He was quite tall, not bad looking apart from the goatee beard, which personally Eve didn’t care for. She had noticed that women seemed to be drawn to him and had put this down primarily to his Australian accent, which even she was drawn too. She took out her mobile and sent Kyle a short text to confirm where they were and that he might like to meet Susie. Twenty minutes later Susie and Kyle were getting on like a house on fire. If she believed in such a thing, she would have said it was love at first sight.


She was half way through her sixth Smirnoff Ice and feeling more than a little lightheaded. Susie was great company, she hadn’t laughed so much in ages and she found it really encouraging how her and Kyle kept touching each other like they’d been a couple for years. She’d lost Samantha to the crowd at the bar some time earlier and was starting to feel a little left out when Seth came over and put his arm around her.


“Are you ready to go in a bit, my shift at the hospital starts at 6.00am?”


“Sure, are Samantha and Paul leaving as well?”


“No Paul doesn’t have a shift tomorrow.” She said her goodbyes, Samantha didn’t seem overly fussed seeing as how wrapped up in Paul she was, but Eve kind of got the vibe that her enthusiasm wasn’t reciprocated. Susie on the other hand had nearly crushed the life out of her when she had hugged her goodbye. Giving Kyle a light peck on the cheek she made her way outside with Seth.


She and Seth spent most of the journey back to hers in silence. It wasn’t an uncomfortable silence, but she got the feeling that Seth had something on his mind that he needed to discuss with her. Walking up the steps along the walkway to her front door Seth trailed slightly behind her. Opening the door she turned to look at him. Great he looks really moody. As she walked into the kitchen she flicked on the light, took out a cigarette, lit it and sat at the table. Seth followed and sat opposite her, she looked him in the eyes.


“Is something wrong?”


“No, not really…it’s just that I like you Eve and I feel like we’re going about this all wrong.” She waited for him to continue, but he just sat there and looked at her. She wasn’t sure what she was supposed to say if anything, she certainly didn’t want to speak first for fear of saying the wrong thing. After she finished her cigarette, she opened the dryer and started to fold the items. She placed his jeans and t-shirt in a separate pile and took her clothes into her bedroom and left them on the side. Taking a deep breath she returned to the kitchen, rinsed the kettle and put it on. Sitting back down at the table she fished some chewing gum out of her bag. Christ, there’s nothing like the awkward silence to help things along.


“You’re going to have too give me a bit more than that, I don’t know what that’s supposed to mean? Do you want some tea or coffee?” She didn’t wait for a response, pulling two cups from the cupboard she decided on coffee. “White with two?” Smiling at him, she bit her upper lip gently. Seth didn’t respond. Oh great why do men have to be so complicated, why can’t he just say he’s not interested, or that he’s married, or whatever it is? “Look Seth, if you’re not interested in me that’s fine, but I really can’t guess what the hell is bugging you?” She took out another cigarette and lit it up.


“You do know that bothers me don’t you?” Oh here comes the anal.


“What the smoking?” Grinning to herself, she shook her head gently. “Well Susie did mention that you’re quite anal about it.”


“Do you know the effects that has on your body?” Gees you’re not my doctor I don’t need a lecture on the negative consequences of smoking thank you very much, especially when my packet illustrates them quite effectively.


“What utter rubbish. If you don’t want to date a smoker then fine, I’m not going to be offended by it.”


“It’s not your smoking that bothers me. Well it does, but not enough and I bet given time I could get you to quit anyhow.” Really!!!


“Then what is it, what’s wrong?” She put her cigarette out and went to finish the coffees; spitting her gum in the bin she popped some more gum in her mouth. “Maybe you should just say what’s on your mind or leave.” Placing the coffees on the table she looked at him.


“The truth is I like you, I like you a lot and god knows why.” Oh was that an insult? “Well there’s the obvious reasons, you’re gorgeous, sexy and smart, but then there’s an awful lot that normally I’d run a mile from…” Way to go, make me feel good about myself before running me down. IDIOT! “I’m utterly useless at relationships and I do stupid things, I’ve never been faithful and I don’t want to hurt you, it’s fairly obvious that you’re extremely guarded and I doubt you’ve ever let anyone in and I don’t want to screw this up.” Biting her lip she thought over his words. She felt a little sad, her instincts had already confirmed that he was a ladies man, but she hadn’t anticipated that after just one day he would be confessing to an infidelity he had yet to commit. I mean she knew it was on the cards, but that could have been weeks or months down the line and she definitely believed that it was better to be happy if only for the short term than spend a life time guarded, afraid of getting hurt. Although as yet this was still just a theory, she hadn’t actually had the opportunity to put this into practice. Seth reached across the table and took hold of her hand. “Tell me what you’re thinking, please?”


“I’m just a little surprised. I didn’t expect to have to decide now so soon about how I’d feel about your indiscretions. I mean I’m not an idiot, I’m sure you get a lot of offers and I’d expect at some point you’d act on them, but it’s only been one day. We don’t even know each other and I mean give it a week and you might actually realise that I’m just not your type, or I’ll get mad at you, get pissed and sleep with someone else. I just don’t understand why we need to have this conversation now? We could just see what happens?” Releasing her hand he sat back in his chair and looked at her.


“Come here and kiss me.” Her mouth fell open incredulous. I can’t believe how full of himself he is.


“No absolutely not, you come over here.” Grinning he crouched down in front of her.


“Eve are you sure you want to do this?” Why don’t you?


“Seth I’m starting to think that you don’t. It’s not like I’d be giving you a free pass to go around shagging anyone you want, you do know that, don’t you? If you screw up, we’re done, and I hope in saying this that you haven’t already got someone else lined up.”


“No definitely not. I do want to do this and I can assure you I’m not intending to cheat on you and as a show of good faith I’ll even take you to meet my parents. I’ve never done that with anyone before.” Jesus Christ never in a million years. “Eve you look completely mortified, did I say something wrong?” Uh huh!


“It’s the meeting of the parents thing. I’m not doing that…ever.” Grinning at her he placed his hands around her waist.


“Hmm, well maybe one day you’ll have no choice…there is just one more thing that we should discuss.”


“Okay.” She replied hesitantly.


“Seeing as how I’m such an idiot when it comes to relationships, I was thinking that maybe it’s because I sleep with girls too soon, you know before I get to know them properly…” Jesus Seth just spit it out will you? “And whilst technically we have already, I’m guessing from your point of view it wouldn’t really count due to your semi conscious state, so…maybe we should refrain from the physical side of our relationship for a while…just until we get to know each other a little better. What do you think?” I think you’re an idiot, that’s what I think! I mean what are we supposed to do if we’re not having sex?


“Well I guess, if you like.”


“Well actually no I don’t like, but this is new for me. I’ve never wanted to be with someone like this before…and then there’s my shift patterns to consider, we wouldn’t get any time to get to know each other…but there’s always kissing and cuddling?” Oh great! Kissing and cuddling, how…nice! I seriously don’t think I thought this through very well at all.





CHAPTER 2



Eve had found the last five weeks blissful. Well maybe her blissful wouldn’t compare to the normal in love couple, but this was definitely the closest she’d ever felt to happy. She hadn’t spent as much time as she would have liked with Seth, his shift patterns at the hospital were long and unsociable. But it was going good. They still hadn’t developed the physical side of their relationship, which seemed to make things awkward. Going to bed had become more of a chore, the kissing had dwindled and she was afraid that the inevitable had been built up too much, which could only be followed by his disappointment with her performance in bed. Maybe it was time to get the inevitable out of the way? At least then they’d have a reason to be together without the awkwardness, or maybe that would just make things worse? Samantha and Paul were still together thank god, that could be really awkward so soon into their relationship, seeing as how Seth spent so much of his free time at hers. She still got the vibe that Paul was a prick and it was only a matter of time before he dumped Samantha. Samantha of course would be devastated, especially after she’d introduced him to her parents and was now practically living at his place, well Seth’s place.


Eve put her cigarette out and swiped her card into the building. She trudged up the stairs rather than get the lift; any exercise is better than none she thought. She passed the notice board and glanced to check that her card was still visible. It had now been three weeks since she’d first advertised for a lodger and to date she had had no response, not even an enquiry. If this kept up, she would have to take out an ad in the local paper. She contemplated the types of people she might have to interview and decided to give it a few more weeks before going down that route. As she was feeling in such a good mood, she stopped by the coffee machine and picked up six coffees for her team.


“Morning.” She said in turn to each of them as she put coffee on their desk, including Theresa’s before taking the tray back to the machine.


“Eve, Kyle’s going to ask Susie to marry him.” Theresa volunteered the information like it was her news. She could be so irritating.


“Oh my god, really?” Eve looked at Kyle.


“I think I will Eve, I love her. I was thinking of getting a ring during my lunch one day this week and then I’ll figure out how to ask her afterwards.”


“Oh wow. That is so nice. I’m so happy for you.”


“God Eve, she might not even accept.” Theresa was such a cow.


“Why wouldn’t she?” Eve snapped. Kyle seemed indifferent about Theresa’s comments; he was definitely far too compassionate for his own good.


“I think I might need some help with picking a ring?”


“Oh I can help you with that.” Theresa piped up. Eve looked at Kyle, her eyes and mouth wide open, with pure disbelief!


“I was actually referring to Eve’s help, but thanks for the offer.”


“I’d love to Kyle. When, did you want to go and should we invite Samantha?”


“Go where?” Samantha breezed in. She looked tired and her excessively pale skin illuminated the dark circles under her eyes. She picked up the coffee from her desk watching Kyle intently while she drank. Eve beamed at Kyle and nodded.


“It’s your news Kyle.”


“Oh for heavens sake Eve, Kyle’s going to ask Susie to marry him and he wants you and Eve to go with him to choose the ring and I’m not invited.”


“Why would he want you along? Sometimes you can be such a cow Theresa, It wouldn’t surprise me to find that you spoilt his proposal with your bloody big mouth, you spiteful old bag. Oh congratulations Kyle this is absolutely fantastic news, we definitely need to celebrate. Maybe after your proposal Paul might take the hint.”


“Yeah in your dreams.” Eve glared horrified at Theresa. She couldn’t quite believe that someone could be that openly cruel or hurtful.


“Oh for goodness sakes why do you have to be such a PIG?” Eve always called Theresa a pig when she was being extremely unpleasant. She hadn’t yet had the guts to call her HEDGEPIG to her face, but she knew that the time would come and soon at this rate.





*  *  *


Picking up his beer bottle Cam took a long swig and placed it back on the bar, he and Vince sat in silence. Toby and Aidan had long since left them to it, preferring the company of two women who’d caught their eye on arriving. Vince sighed; this wasn’t quite the bachelor party he’d envisaged for his best friend, it felt more like a wake than a celebration. He’d always imagined that when Cam had found the one, he’d be thrilled, as would the others, but none of them had warmed to Rosa, and in all fairness he couldn’t say for sure, why? He just knew that deep down, in the pit of his gut, this whole marriage thing, felt, wrong!


As Danny strode towards them, he grinned. “It would appear, that someone else is far more doomed, than Cam!” Cam lifted his head towards Danny and raised an eyebrow. “Susie spider wants to take a fourth husband. Poor bastard, I bet he doesn’t manage a week before she kills him, crazy bitch!” Cam smiled to himself. They’d dubbed her ‘the black widow’ after she’d killed her second husband, how anyone had wanted to become number three, let alone four was beyond him. Susie should have been taken care of after number two, she was a huge liability for them, but for some reason Cam hadn’t been able to sanction her death. He’d often felt that maybe it was because she had another purpose or that her chosen nursing profession had just made him feel more humility than was usual. She was mostly, a kind generous person, with an obviously strong aversion to husbands! “So the sucker is an Australian named Kyle…” Cam listened intently to every detail whilst he drank his beer. “…known associates we have an Eve Graham and…” Cam felt his heart pace quicken at the mention of Eve and for the first time he felt alive, truly alive, like someone had just flicked a switch on inside him.


“What do we know about Eve?” Cam tried to keep his voice flat and unemotional, but Vince’s glance told him he hadn’t been successful.


“Cam, she’s a nobody, just his friend from work. She introduced…”


“How old?” Danny sighed; Cam’s obsession with Sybil’s prediction was getting out of hand.


“Twenty…” Cam felt the blood rush through his heart. “But that’s it. There is nothing else about this girl that…” As Toby and Aidan strode towards them, Cam and Vince exchanged glances warily. “Cam, seriously, this is getting out of hand, you’ve just got cold feet, that’s all!” Danny sighed exasperated. Placing his arm around Cam’s neck, Toby rubbed his hair playfully and looked at Vince.


“Cold feet, interesting choice of words Danny, but it’s not you marrying her, is it?” Danny contemplated the idea of being intimate with Rosa or any woman and shuddered at the thought. Vince motioned for the bar tender to bring them a bottle and five shot glasses. “Cam, go to the UK, have a final fling or whatever it is you need, we can handle things here.” Filling the glasses, Vince grinned.


“She has a boyfriend, a doctor…” Danny was frustrated they were acting like idiots. Like some random girl could possibly have any bearing or influence on the importance of his marriage to Rosa.


“Are you doubting the charms and charisma of our very own Mr Roberts…” Vince planted a kiss on Cam’s cheek and knocked back his shot. “No girl could ever resist him, look at this face.” Vince refilled their glasses and took a long swig from the bottle. This party was definitely looking up!





*  *  *


Kyle had chosen a pre-worn ring, a rectangular shaped ruby set in diamonds. It was slightly over budget, but he knew she was worth it. Eve had thought the ring absolutely perfect and figured that if ever she were lucky enough to receive a proposal then a ring like that would be wonderful. Of course the platinum diamond solitaire rings that both she and Samantha had coveted, would be equally as effective.


Samantha and Kyle chatted freely about weddings and when to do the proposal on the way back to the office, while Eve pondered her overwhelming desire to cry. She was so happy for Kyle and Susie, but that couldn’t stifle the hollow ache she had inside. She knew that jealousy made up a huge part of how she was feeling, but felt that maybe it was more about the fact that that would never be her and Seth. She wiped a tear from her face as they approached the office. She hoped she’d been discreet enough for Samantha and Kyle not to have noticed.


The rest of the week passed without incident. Kyle hadn’t mentioned his plans and Samantha had spent her evenings with Paul. Eve spent her evenings on her own. She’d had a couple of texts from Seth, but he seemed to be swamped at the hospital trying to cover sick leave. Eve thought it strange that Paul never seemed to be under the same pressure and Samantha had noticed the differences in their shifts too. She’d commented earlier that morning next to the coffee machine, that it was probably due to them being at different stages, but Eve was unconvinced.


“Eve, I’m going to ask Susie tonight at the pub where we met. Are you and Seth up for it?” Eve smiled warmly.


“Wild horses and all that, but I can’t speak for Seth, I’ll send him a text and get back to you.”


“Shit, Paul can’t come he’s working. Eve is Seth working?”


“I don’t know. I’ll let you know.” It was nearly two hours later when Eve received the text that Seth wasn’t coming. Eve’s gut instinct told her that something was up. She managed to catch Kyle on his break later that afternoon and asked if he would mind getting Susie to check up on him.


“I know I’m acting like a paranoid freak, but I know something’s off. Oh you will ask her to be discreet won’t you and please don’t say anything to anyone, especially Samantha, oh and Theresa.” Kyle genuinely looked sympathetic and had promised not to say a word to anyone. Giving him a hug, she agreed to be there at 8 while Kyle pretended not to notice her strained keenness. She hadn’t meant to sound so unenthusiastic, this was after all his and Susie’s big night. She would definitely be making an extra effort tonight, no matter what.


It was 7.30 and for once Eve was ready earlier than she liked. She’d decided on a boyfriend fit pair of jeans, a charcoal sequin halter-top, a loose cardigan and a pair of black suede stilettos. She went into the kitchen sat at the table and lit up a cigarette. She checked her phone again for messages and then threw it in her bag. She was acting like a love struck teenager. Was she in love? She winced, now wasn’t the time to be asking herself that. She wished her taxi would just hurry up.


“Taxi.” The male voice shouted through the letterbox. Great timing.


Eve arrived at the pub at five to eight, but everyone else was already there. She found Samantha and dragged her to the bar.





*  *  *


Twisting his head slightly Cam looked down the bar, his heart thumped uncontrollably. She was everything he’d been searching for, his heart told him that, but she couldn’t possibly be the one. Sybil’s prediction had clearly stated above all else, that the one would be in her second life when she was twenty. Eve had not had so much as a broken bone, let alone some tragic accident and she would turn twenty-one in a matter of weeks. He’d done his homework, thoroughly. In the few days he’d been with Susie he’d acquired her medical records and rigorously interrogated Kyle, to the point where he felt like some psychotic creep and yet here he was, staring at the woman who had his heart and they hadn’t even shared a moment.





*  *  *


“Two bottles of Smirnoff please… and I’ll take two shots of tequila.”


“Eve I don’t want a shot.”


“I’ll have yours then, waste not want not.” Eve picked up a shot and downed it in one and handed the bar man a twenty and downed the other shot while she waited for her change.


“Wow that feels better, where are the happy couple. Has Kyle proposed yet?”


“Eve, are you Okay? You seem a bit tense.”


“Great, couldn’t be better. Come on this is supposed to be a fun night.” Taking her hand Samantha frowned at her.


“Come on we’re over here.” Okay cheerful and happy, I can do that?


“Hi guys, everyone okay for a drink?”


“Eve do you know what’s going on, Kyle’s been acting weird?”


“Nope. But you look really nice Susie. How’s it going?”


“With Kyle? Until today I’d have said great. Now he’s acting all strange, it’s freaking me out.”


“Can I have everyone’s attention for a minute. I would just like to say that until I met Susie I never knew what it was to be in love…” Susie looked sheepish, keeping her voice low she whispered.


“Eve what’s going on?”


“I need to thank Eve for introducing us and I hope that I can return the favour sometime, but I do have one favour to ask of Susie…” Kyle bent down on one knee, opened the ring box and held it up to Susie. Eve had to take a deep breath; she could feel herself welling up. “Miss Susie Walters, will you do me the honour of becoming my wife?” Eve felt the tears rolling down her cheeks, Susie screamed with excitement.


“YES. Yes. I’m getting married.” Eve was gob smacked; she’d never seen anyone get a ring on their finger so fast. No chance she’d accepted in the heat of the moment.


“Congratulations!” Eve put her arms round both of them and kissed Susie’s cheek, then she turned and went to the bar. “Two tequila shots please.” Eve downed the first and turned with her back to the bar and looked at Kyle and Susie. They were on their own and looked deep in conversation, almost like they might be arguing. Turning back to the bar she downed the other shot before walking back over.


“Hi, you two look too serious for a couple that just got engaged.”


“Tell her Kyle.”


“No, you don’t know anything for sure.”


“Kyle!” Susie was certainly going to be the one wearing the trousers in their relationship.


“What’s up Susie?” Eve asked hesitantly.


“Susie don’t.”


“Don’t what Kyle? Oh for goodness sakes you’re supposed to be my friend.”
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