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‘Never trust a man who, when left alone in a room with a tea cosy, doesn't try it on.’

Billy Connolly
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Last night amid the tumble of hair, limbs, alcohol and passion, he noticed a crack on the ceiling. 

Barely visible when he woke, his heart hammering in the dark, now it is clearer, a definite ridge casting a shadow that deepens as day arrives. The crack probably needs looking at and he’s thankful it’s not his problem.

Unable to get back to sleep, his go-to remedies of booze and sex failing him, he can’t avoid what startled him awake. It had been a while since he had dreamt so vividly. He’d hoped that phase had passed and he wonders, why now?

He can still hear Nick’s voice, echoing from his dream, and it unsettles him. 

All yer canna do is laugh in the face of madness, Nick would say. 

Entertainer. Leader. Morale booster.

Nick was at the heart of any gathering as with wry humour he’d regale the troops with tales that his idol, and fellow Scot, The Big Yin, Billy Connolly himself would have been proud of. 

Wingman. Drinking partner. Friend. 

They’d got each other into, and out of, trouble.

A hand stirs on his chest and he glances down. Unadorned fingers with natural, trimmed nails rest there, pale against his tanned skin. He turns his head to look at their owner. She’s pretty. Fair skin, a smattering of freckles across cheeks and nose, thick lashes that cover green eyes.

Bewitching eyes.

She looks wholesome, fresh and innocent. She proved last night she was anything but.

They’d had fun. She was fun. 

What he looks for. What he needs. Nothing more.

Meet, fuck, leave – his complete MO. 

But something feels different. He might revisit, he thinks, surprising himself. 

Immediately quashing that thought, he knows he won’t.

His life has been a jumble of restless behaviour since...since... He doesn’t want to go there, and seeking instant distraction he looks across to the face on the other pillow again.

Her hair, a tangle of dark curls that stretches out behind her, begs for fingers to be run through it, for it to be held in fistfuls like last night, when he’d held it tight as her body shuddered against his, buried deep inside her. In the early morning light, it looks a simple brown but he knows it’s so much more than that. The fiery flecks of red and gold had been highlighted under the subtle lighting of the bar as she’d served the night before. She had smiled easily, seemingly happy to pass a few words with the punters, her diplomatic skills in higher demand as the evening wore on, as more pints were sunk, as competition for her attention grew.
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