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Saturday, 14th May, 2011

Maya Montgomery’s 16th Birthday Party.

Standing at his best friend Sebastian Montgomery’s side in The Glass Room, a large venue hired for the event, Roger Llewellyn smiled as he waited for Maya, his friend’s only sister to make an appearance at her sweet sixteenth birthday party.

She was a real tomboy and he wondered idly if her mother had persuaded her to wear a dress rather than one of her four brothers’ old T-shirts and sweats.

He’d known her since he’d started secondary school at the age of eleven with Sebastian.  She was five at the time and a cute, little, heart-shaped face thing.

It was strange that at about five-foot-four she was almost as petite as her mother when all four of her brothers were over six feet tall.

Elaine Montgomery appeared in the doorway first, a look of pride on her face as she raised a hand and said, “I give you Miss Maya Montgomery!”

At first Roger thought that she was playing a joke on the assembled guests.  The poised young woman who walked into the room looked nothing like Maya at first.

Her thick hair had been straightened or blow dried, parted in the middle and fell straight to her shoulders where it ended in a mass of soft curls.

Her blue or green shift dress was just the kind of no-frills dress he would have expected her to wear—if he’d ever imagined her wearing a dress—but it was close fitting and it revealed a body he’d never dreamed she had.

Her small but full breasts sat proudly on her chest.  Her waist looked as though his hands would meet if he wrapped them around it.  The most startling thing was the way it flared out to unexpectedly full hips.  She didn’t have to turn around for him to know that the back view of her would be as awesome as the front.

He found her suddenly and alarmingly, no longer the familiar young girl he remembered.

He tore his eyes away hastily, feeling sick and a total pervert for his reaction.

Before today he’d thought of her as nothing more than Sebastian’s little boyish sister.

She wasn’t opposed to wearing any of her brothers’ old T-shirts, sweats and other hand-me-downs that she could fit into, much to her mother’s chagrin.  The result was sometimes comical because she’d inherited her mother’s petite frame and not her father’s brawny physique as most of her brothers had.

She’d never been afraid to fight with her brothers or him, if they teased her and the fact that she was half their size never seemed to faze her.  Sometimes she gave them a good few thumps before they were able to restrain her.

In many ways, she’d actually been more like a little brother.

Seeing her transformed for the first time into a beautiful young woman completely knocked him off his feet—it felt almost like lusting after his own sister.

It was extremely uncomfortable—he felt suddenly as though he knew nothing about himself as a man and as a best friend.

She looked across the room to where he and her brother were standing and smiled.

And though it would have seemed the most normal thing in the world for the group gathered in the large living room, Roger felt himself go icy cold.

She had been looking straight at him, not at her brother standing at his side.

And in that instant he realized that she was seeing him no more as a brother than he was seeing her as a sister.

Instead of making him feel better it made him feel ten times worse.

It was not an attraction that either of them could act upon.

He had to get out of here and fast.

Turning to Sebastian he said, “I’m not feeling well.  I think I’ll go see my pops and then go back to Cambridge.”

“Why don’t you just go to the house and lie down on my bed for a bit?” Sebastian suggested and then laughed.  “I think we partied too hard last night.”

They had gone to a local nightclub and stayed until daybreak.  Sebastian had had only one beer as the designated driver, but Roger had been free to get as drunk as he felt.

He hadn’t—he’d seen his father pathetically drunk too often to ever want to be in that state—but he and Roger had danced all night with several of the women in the club.  Most of them were fellow students from the university or regulars who frequented the trendy venue.

“Thanks, but I think I’m just going to go,” Roger replied.

“Okay.”  Sebastian shrugged one broad shoulder.  “I would have driven you back, but my moms would kill me if I left the party now.”

“No, no,” Roger said hastily.  “You stay.  I’ll just go.”

He turned and left the party as though the hounds of hell were chasing after him.

Once he got to the corner of the street and out of sight, he stopped and took a deep breath.

What the hell was that about? he asked himself.

He was as horny as any young man of twenty-one, but he had never crossed that kind of line before.

He’d never even lusted after any of Sebastian’s girlfriends, and his best friend attracted the best-looking women around.

He’d never messed with any woman who belonged to another man.  Although, a couple of months ago he’d started seeing a woman who had neglected to mention that she was already dating another student at the same university.  Luckily, one of the man’s friends had seen Roger and the woman together and had warned him that the man was both possessive and aggressive.

Roger had stepped off before he and the man had come to blows.  She was a beautiful woman, but not worth fighting over.

Growing up with a father who had little control over his drinking or his women made Roger determined to do the opposite.

He attracted women wherever he went with his looks and enjoyed their company and whatever else they were offering.

What attracted him to a woman was her mind rather than her body, but if it was just a booty call, he was as attracted to a sexy body as the next man.

He didn’t care for empty-headed women; he liked them to have strong opinions, even if they were in contrast to his—a good debate was a form of foreplay to him.

He prided himself in being a discerning man who didn’t fall for anything in a skirt.

What the hell was that about? he asked himself again now.  You’ve known her since she was a little girl, how could you be perving over her now?

But he hadn’t mistaken that look in her eyes.

She was a total innocent.

He wasn’t sure if she’d ever been kissed, but her steady, strangely intense gaze had sent a clear a message to him.

He couldn’t think of her as a little girl after tonight.

Avoiding her like the plague was his only option from now on.

How ironic that he’d chosen to call her ‘Shorty’ because of her stature.

***
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Maya Montgomery stepped confidently into the room in the nearly two-and-a-half inch heeled azure Dolce & Gabbana that she’d been practising walking in every day for the last month.

With lace and crystals, they were much more girly that anything she would have chosen herself, but when her mother had urged her to try them on with the simple scoop neck dress in the same colour she’d already chosen, Maya had been surprised how well suited they were.

She hadn’t thought that she would have enjoyed getting dressed up for her sixteenth birthday party.  She’d searched the internet and seen several girls in frilly, over-the-top maxi dresses for theirs and she had thought, hell no!

Her mother had wisely not tried to force anything similar on her.

Maya hadn’t thought much of the simple dress that her mother had held out to her at first, but once she’d tried it on, she’d fallen in love with it.

The sleeves were probably meant to end at the elbow; on her they ended just below but didn’t look as though they needed adjusting.  The neckline showed the expanse of her chest without revealing her breasts and the midi length was perfect.

She would have probably needed a larger size, if there hadn’t been some allowance in the cut of the dress to allow for her behind.

The first person she looked for as she glanced around the room was the reason she’d allowed her mother to take her to the hair salon for the first time ever to get her hair blow dried and styled.

Roger Llewellyn.

She smiled when she saw him standing next to her second-oldest brother Sebastian.

“Maya, you look fabulous!” her classmate Denise Webster screamed and enveloped Maya in a bear hug.

For the next several minutes her classmates gave her similar compliments.

As much as they were flattering, Maya was a little annoyed that they were so shocked that she’d cleaned up okay.

Had they really expected her to come to her own party in the casual clothes she always wore?

By the time she’d graciously accepted all of their compliments, she glanced across the room again and found Sebastian by himself.

“Where’s Roger?” she demanded, looking up into her brother’s handsome face when she went over and hugged him around the waist.

“He wasn’t feeling well, so he left,” Sebastian explained.

“Oh!  I wanted to dance with him!” she said with a disappointed pout of her lips.

“He wouldn’t dance with a little girl like you,” Sebastian informed her.  “Go dance with boys you own age.”

The evening instantly lost its sparkle for Maya.

Though she plastered a fake smile on her face and tried to look as though she was having the time of her life, the rest of the party was ruined.

She’d put on the stupid dress just to impress Roger and she didn’t even know if he’d seen her in it properly.

She would have worn comfortable flats if she hadn’t wanted to be closer to his six-foot-two in height when they danced.

She’d so wanted him to see that she was all grown up and no longer the five-year-old girl he’d seen when he’d first come to the house at the age of eleven.

He’d always teased her as if he was one of her brothers and she’d punched him as hard as she had done them.

She’d found him just as annoying as them...until he’d come down from Cambridge at the end of his first year two years ago and she’d seen him for the first time in several months.

He’d seemed suddenly taller and broader, and for the first time she’d realized how good looking he was.

How could she have not realized that before?

It had been almost as though she’d been blind.

And her fourteen-year-old heart had beat a little faster in her chest.

He’d teased her and called her ‘Shorty’ as usual, but she hadn’t retaliated with the usual hard punch to the arm.

That was the day she’d fallen ever so slightly in love with her brother’s best friend and had been falling gradually deeper ever since.

*****
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Friday, 2rnd June, 2017

6 years later.

The eve of Sebastian’s and Loretta’s wedding.

––––––––
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As the plane touched down at Heathrow Airport, Roger felt his excitement grow.

He loved America, loved living in Florida, but there was something special about being home in the UK.

The weather was crap here.  That’s what made it such an interesting talking point and it always made you more appreciative on clear, sunny days.

It wasn’t possible to get what you wanted when you wanted it in London.  While many cities in the US never slept; few places in the UK were open 24 hours.  Personally he thought that wasn’t such a bad thing.  24-hour service made people lazy and didn’t force them to plan ahead properly.

Driving around London could be a nightmare with the traffic and narrow roads.  So much so that he’d decided to take the Tube rather than a taxi to The Belgrave, the hotel he’d booked to stay until his return flight on Tuesday morning.  Going underground would be much quicker than going by road.

But with all its quirks and flaws, there was something about England’s capital city that he missed whenever he was away from it.

No, that wasn’t strictly true.

He didn’t miss the city when he was away, yet as soon as he touched down at the airport, he started to look forward to things that he hadn’t seen and done and eaten in ages. 

It always felt good to be home.

It somehow made him feel like a boy again with all the hopes and dreams he’d had at the time.

As soon as the plane doors opened, he grabbed his carry-on luggage and was the second passenger to disembark.

He’d travelled light and was glad that he didn’t need to wait around for a suitcase as most people did.

Sebastian and his bride-to-be Loretta were going on their honeymoon straight after their reception.  Although the other three Montgomery brothers would be around, Roger anticipated doing little else other than attend his best friend’s wedding and reception.

Sebastian had protested when Roger had opted not to stay at his house.

Roger had listed several plausible reasons why he preferred to stay in a hotel within walking distance of the wedding venue, including the fact that it would be easier for him to come from and go to the airport via Victoria Station.

Traffic in London could be a nightmare, but if he’d been willing to exercise some patience he could have taken a taxi and let it get him to Sebastian’s place in Wanstead in whatever length of time it took.

Similarly, once he allowed adequate time when he was leaving, getting to the airport by taxi wouldn’t have been an issue.

The main reason he hadn’t wanted to be left alone in his best friend’s house for two days and three whole nights was Maya Montgomery—their mother’s house was less than a ten-minute walk away from Sebastian’s.

Maya was still living in rented accommodation close to Imperial College where she was doing her MEng Electrical and Electronic Engineering with Management, but Roger had suspected that she would spend the wedding weekend at her mother’s.

He’d known that if she’d come over to her brother’s house, disaster would have befallen them.

He could be strong willed.

But not that much!

His best man’s suit was being tailored in Savile Row and he had an appointment for a fitting late this afternoon.  He didn’t anticipate any issues—his tailor in the US had sent his measurements to Sebastian’s and both men were on the top of their game.

He couldn’t wait to see Sebastian and his brothers again.  He always marvelled that they got along so well, especially being as competitive and ambitious as they all were.  They teased one another mercilessly but usually in good fun and at most times even the one being teased laughed along with everyone else.

Their strength was that they understood the power that came from pitting their combined wits against the outside world.

It helped that each of them had chosen a career best suited to their abilities.

Christopher had joined the Metropolitan Police, despite the fact that their father had been killed on duty when he was sixteen.

It wasn’t just his size and air of command that made him perfect for the job.  Even when Roger had first met Christopher when he was two years older than Roger and Sebastian at thirteen, there had been something that had set him apart from boys his age.

He had seemed a natural leader and none of the boys had ever dared to mess with him at the school.

Sebastian had the gift of the gab and even though Roger himself had always been a talker, their friendship and constant banter had enhanced his own oratory skills.

The twins were the youngest of the brothers and a perfect example of the Montgomery men playing to their strength and abilities.  They had both done a MEng in Civil Engineering and at the same university, but while Michael was now working for an architectural company, Matthew was a civil engineer working on construction sites.

Their chosen careers suited their temperaments perfectly—Matthew had always been the more rugged and outdoorsy of the two.  Michael had toyed with the idea of becoming an architect, but Roger suspected that he’d done the same course as his brother so that they could have continued to live and study together.

All the brothers were close, but the twins shared a bond that people from the outside wouldn’t appreciate at a casual glance.

Their father had been hands down the greatest man he’d ever met.

When Roger had started to make the awkward transition from boyhood to manhood, when his voice had broken and the strands of peach fuzz above his upper lip had started to darken, his own father hadn’t even noticed.

As luck would have it, his and Sebastian’s birthdays were less than two months apart and they had suffered the changes to their bodies almost simultaneously.  It had been good to have a close friend to share some of the more embarrassing episodes that had occurred.  It had helped tremendously that Mortimer Montgomery had sat them both down and had a frank man-to-man talk about what they should expect as they matured.

The man’s death had almost crippled Roger; he’d never known how his children had been able to cope with the pain of their loss.

The worst thing was that Roger had been on his annual summer vacation with his grandparents in Antigua and hadn’t been able to attend the funeral.

To this day, he still debated whether that had been a blessing or a curse.

It would have been awful to see such a vital, powerful man laid out in his coffin, unmoving.
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