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​ “Oh no,” moaned Jessie as she reached the house: Mrs Jones’
car was in her drive. For a moment she thought of turning round,
but that’d definitely get her fired.

She hurried up
the drive to the front door, flushed and out of breath. Jessie
couldn’t believe how stupid she’d been. How could she have
forgotten she was working today?

It was the
perfect holiday job, too — the ideal way to earn enough to have
some fun in her last summer before going off to college. Other
eighteen-year-olds were working long hours flipping burgers; Mrs
Jones only lived a couple of streets from Jessie and paid her very
well to come and clean on just three afternoons a week.

Jessie fumbled out the front door key, then hesitated.
She’d be really upset if Mrs Jones shouted at her. Thing was,
Jessie really liked Mrs Jones. She was older than Jessie, but really pretty,
with blue eyes and wavy ash-blonde hair — sexy, too. Jessie knew
she shouldn’t think of another woman like that, but she
did.

Jessie had no idea what had happened to Mr Jones, but Mrs
Jones didn’t wear a wedding ring and, as far as Jessie could tell,
lived on her own. She was nice and she was funny, and really
easy-going, but when she’d hired Jessie she’d made one thing clear.
“I like having the place to myself, so I want the cleaning done
when I’m out of the house. Don’t be late, okay?”

And Jessie
never had, not till now. She’d only been supposed to have one quick
drink with her friend Holly, but when Holly saw a couple of boys
she knew, one drink had become three or four. The next thing Jessie
knew, she’d looked at the clock and seen she was two hours
late.

Jessie’s eyes
stung; she was close to tears. Being fired would be bad and
humiliating enough, but Mrs Jones being angry with her would be
even worse. Even so, she wouldn’t run away. She put the key in the
lock, eased the door open, and tiptoed inside.

She listened, but couldn’t hear a thing.
Maybe Mrs Jones had
gone out on foot and wasn’t back yet. If Jessie was quick, then at worst she’d
be finishing up when Mrs Jones got home.

But first she
needed to pee. Those white wines had gone straight through her. At
least she didn’t feel drunk any more, just a bit giddy. She
scampered upstairs to the bathroom.

Jessie flushed
the toilet and viewed herself in the mirror. She was still flushed,
from the running and the wine: she was so pale it really stood out.
Her red hair was mussed; Jessie opened her handbag and brushed it
into something like order, then redid her makeup — if Mrs Jones
came back, she’d better look her smartest.
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