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Date Five



The South Bank


‘What the hell are you doing here?’ Claudia spat just before realisation dawned on her. Her donor card. The St John Ambulance woman must have looked through her wallet while she was passed out and called Seth to come and pick her up. ‘You’re my emergency contact …’ Well, that was embarrassing.


‘Also known as your knight in shining armour, at your service.’ Seth oozed self-importance.


‘I’ve got her – you can go,’ Nick said, his face set in a glare she rarely saw. The two men had never warmed to each other, Nick insisting that Seth wasn’t good enough for her and Seth grumbling about Nick being too touchy-feely with his girlfriend. They had reluctantly fallen into dormant frenemy territory, but today the volcano looked close to erupting.


‘That’s all right, Nick, I’ll take her home.’


‘No, you won’t.’


‘Nick.’ Claudia stopped him, she could handle this. ‘No, you won’t,’ she said to Seth.


‘How are you feeling, sweetheart?’ he charmed.


‘I’m just fine, let’s not sweetheart each other. I didn’t know the nurse was calling you. You can leave.’


‘Claudia asked me to come,’ said Nick with a smirk.


‘Good for you, but I’m not going anywhere just yet.’


‘She wants you to go.’


‘Nick.’ Claudia shushed him with a fierce look and turned back to Seth. ‘Since you’re here, let’s catch up. How’s your girlfriend?’


‘She’s not my girlfriend; I just met her that night. Nothing happened.’


‘Things were happening from where I was standing,’ she flashed. Still, it was nice to hear; she hadn’t reached indifference yet.


Seth lingered closer to Claudia, giving her his ‘I’m sorry’ smile which just happened to be his ‘I’m hot’ smile as well. Her eyes traced the shape of Seth’s lips and curve of his teeth, the length of his stubble, exactly how he always was. ‘I was upset, just trying to replace your sexy self, but how could I do that?’ he said.


‘Yeah, how could you do that?’ asked Nick.


‘I was a bit pissed, and I was upset. I didn’t want things to end like that.’


‘Neither did she, but she didn’t run into someone else’s arms.’


Apart from yours, thought Claudia. She would bet her life savings Nick was thinking the same.


‘Nick, mate, I don’t remember you being there, so do you want to give us a bit of space?’ Seth asked, his jaw set in a tight line.


Nick responded by putting a heavy arm around Claudia’s shoulders. She felt herself blush, acutely aware of the smell of Nick’s shower gel on his skin, and the warm tickle of the wool in his jumper. Despite the frost, Claudia was blistering in the heat of both men, feeling heady at having them so close. If this were a fiery Latin dance, Nick would have just spun her into him like her body was not her own.


Claudia felt herself losing control of the situation. ‘Go back to wherever you’re staying at the moment,’ she said to Seth, shamefully hoping he wasn’t at a woman’s.


‘I’m just at Paul’s. Don’t be mad, Claud, this is a good thing, a bit of time apart. We can still be friends, we just won’t sleep together any more. No change from usual, hey?’ He laughed and then had the decency to look embarrassed.


‘Wow, I am just getting used to you being gone, and when you say things like that it makes it much easier.’


‘Great apology, mate. Now, she’s had enough drama for today, I think.’ Nick moved forward, putting himself in the space between Seth and Claudia. ‘Time for you to leave.’


‘That’s all right, mate, you can get going. I’ll look after her; I know what she needs.’


‘You know what I need?’ cried Claudia. ‘You have no idea what I need, that’s the whole problem! All you seem to think I need is your willy. Trust me, no girl needs a willy.’


‘Say it isn’t so!’ Nick quipped, then composed himself and returned to looking severe.


Seth leant round Nick, a concerned look on his face. ‘Sometimes you needed my willy, though, didn’t you?’


‘I don’t need it now. And I don’t need you, I have Nick.’ Claudia’s insides palpitated when she realised what she had just admitted. Her eyes flicked to Nick, and when they met his she looked away quickly. Her throat was dry. ‘I mean, not for that.’ She was so embarrassed.


‘I’m going to take her home,’ Nick said to Seth, without a smile.


‘I’ll take her home,’ he replied.


‘No, you won’t.’


‘Mate, all due respect, but I can go to my own house.’


‘WHY DON’T YOU GO AND ROLL AROUND IN THE PILE OF SICK I LEFT BY THE FERRIS WHEEL INSTEAD?’


Both men, and a handful of merry-makers passing by, fell silent and gawped at her. Perhaps not the classiest thing to have said, but she felt she’d got her point across.


Her head cleared. Nothing like the remnants of a hangover, a puke and the overwhelming urge to kick someone in the nuts to snap you back to reality. ‘I’m not a toy, Seth. You can’t dump me, hook up with another girl, not even stand up for me in front of her and then come back a few days later, standing all close, calling me sexy, trying to keep me interested. Well, I’m not interested. Get away from me.’
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