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Chapter  1  

Abbi  

 

 

She stood outside the door, her heart pounding so hard in her chest, she thought she would wake 

the neighbours and shatter the peace and quiet which was already closing in on her. She glanced 

sideways at the window, looking for some clue about the lives of the occupants inside. It was a 

typical Victorian terraced building in a typical quiet, leafy suburban street. She could picture it 

inside. Bay windows, high ceilings, sanded floors, probably painted in whites and neutrals. The 

occupants were most likely drinking coffee and reading the Sunday papers in their spacious, airy 

kitchen; content and secure in their mutual silence, unaware that things were about to change 

forever for them. One ring of the doorbell, and their peaceful, calm Sunday morning routine would 

be shattered. 

She hesitated, finger hovering over the doorbell. What would an outsider think? Did she look 

odd? Shifty? She panicked. Had she really thought this through? She jumped at the sound of the 

doorbell. She looked at her finger pressing hard on it. It seemed strangely disconnected to her 

body. Had she really meant to push the doorbell? Too late now. She could hear muffled voices 

and soft footsteps on the wooden floors. Someone rummaging for keys on the other side. A female 

voice, laughing, shouting through the door, ‘Sorry, won’t be a moment.’ 

A movement to her right caught her eye. She turned her head slowly, and saw him. A stunned, 

horrified look on his face. Then suddenly, he sprang into action, racing through to the hall, shouting, 

‘No! Jen, no! Leave it. I’ll get it, it’s for me.’ 

Too late. Jen had opened the door. She was beautiful! Mack hadn’t mentioned how beautiful 

she was. She hadn’t expected it. Jen looked tiny, framed in the doorway, shielding her eyes from 

the morning sun. She was still in her nightclothes by the look of it. Her blond hair tumbling messily 

to her shoulders. Had they just had sex? She smiled, revealing a row of perfect white teeth. A 

polite, but confused smile, which soon froze as he appeared behind her, almost pushing her back 

out of the way. 

‘What is it, what’s going?’ she asked, frowning. 

‘Jen, go back in, let me deal with this, I know what this is about.’ 

 

*** 

 

One month later, they sat across from each other, two mugs of coffee, untouched between 

them. Her whole body felt heavy and sluggish, immobilising her. The silence between them was 

stifling. She felt she couldn’t be the first to speak. She was the guilty party and had been summoned 

here. She wasn’t allowed to have any control over how this meeting would go. She waited. And 

waited, until finally the silence was broken. 

A clear, strong voice cut through the hissing of the coffee machine in the background. 

‘You stole everything; my life, my plans, my dreams, my hopes. My fiancée. He was my fiancée. 

We were going to be married. But you knew that didn’t you? You knew from the first moment you 

met him a year ago that he wasn’t yours to take. I’m not here to ask why, or hear your side of the 



story. I’m not interested. I’m not here to forgive you. I just had to see what kind of person would do 

that to another.’ 

Abbi stared at the coffee in front of her. Hot tears stung her eyes. A lump formed at the back 

of her throat, preventing her from talking. Strictly speaking, it wasn’t true. She had actually met him 

four years ago, and yes, she had known then that he had a girlfriend way back then, but she had 

no idea he still had a girlfriend,  a fiancée, when she met him again this time round, although 

admittedly, she hadn’t asked. Now wasn’t the time to argue the point though. She thought back to 

the moment she had first met him. 

 

*** 

 

It was late, dark and cold as she stood at the bus stop; checking her watch every few moments, 

willing the bus to come early. The climate in Edinburgh never seemed to change. The long streets 

made perfect wind tunnels, and the temperature was permanently subzero from August until April. 

Tonight was no exception. The ice cold wind bit into her cheeks and made her eyes water. It was 

that strange time of night, when the mainstream pubs were closing and you fell into one of two 

camps. Those that headed home, to a cup of tea and a warm bed, and those that headed for the 

clubs. Tonight, she was in the first camp. It was too cold and she didn’t relish the prospect of falling 

out of some night club, sweat turning to ice, chilling her to the bone, as she faced the long walk 

home in the absence of any available taxis. 

She pulled her coat tighter around her, stamping her feet to keep out the cold. A group of rowdy 

men were heading down the hill, jostling each other. She caught snippets of their conversation as 

they came closer. 

‘Awe, come on man, you’re such a woose. What’s happened to you? This is supposed tae be 

a night out wi’ the boys and yur headed back tae the wee woman already. Come on man, yur no 

even married yet. She’ll be fast asleep anyway, she’ll no even notice whit time yi get hame.’ 

‘Aye, either that she’ll be shagging that neighbour of yours, so either way she’ll no be fussed 

about you coming home.’ 

The group laughed. 

‘Fuck off. Just because women give you the perpetual body swerve any time you go near them. 

Right! Here I am. This is my bus stop. You guys go on, I’ll see you on Wednesday at training.’ 

‘Assuming the missus lets you out to play for an hour. Will ye be allowed to come for a wee 

pint afterwards?’ 

‘Fuck off! You’ll not be as cocky when you’re flat on your arse after a hard tackle or two.’ 

He sighed to himself and pulled the collar of his coat up as the others carried on their way. He 

looked over at her and smiled apologetically. A gorgeous smile. ‘Sorry about that. I only swear 

when I’m out with them. They’re a bad influence.’ 

‘That’s ok. I’m used to it. My course is mainly guys. I’m not sure they’re capable of constructing 

a sentence without at least one swear word.’ 

He nodded, indicating he understood. Whatare you studying?’ 

‘Physics.’ 

‘Whoah. Some course. Where’s that?’ 

‘Edinburgh Uni.’ 

He nodded again, ‘Nice. What’ll you do with a degree in physics then?’ He came and sat nearer 

her. 

‘Hmm, not sure. I’m thinking of doing a PhD so that’ll buy me some time before I need to think 

about getting a real job.’ 

‘Good plan. Think an honors year is enough for me. I’m Mack by the way,’ he said, holding out 

his hand. 



‘And your first name?’ She asked, shaking his hand. 

‘Mack! Short for MacKenzie.’ He gave get a lopsided grin. ‘Bit wanky I know.’ 

‘Hi MacKenzie. I’m Abbi. And it’s Ok. The name I mean. MacKenzie’s good,’ her heart skipped 

a beat as he continued to smile at her. 

‘Mmm, I think my mum and dad did it to spite me.’ 

She raised her eyebrows inquisitively, ‘how so?’ 

‘Well,’ he leaned closer and said in hushed tones, ‘I’m a third child. First is called John, second 

is Claire, both pretty safe. Boring even. Then me,  MacKenzie. I’m pretty sure I wasn’t planned and 

they were both so pissed off at having a third child that they decided to make my life as miserable 

as theirs, and give me a naff name.’ 

‘Right.’ She couldn’t really think of anything to say. They sat in silence for a moment or two. 

She checked her watch and reckoned the bus would be another five minutes at least. 

‘Of course, it could be the complete opposite. It could be that they regretted giving your brother 

and sister boring names and decided to be more adventurous with you,’ she said. 

‘Yeah, maybe. I never thought of it like that.’ 

‘So what’s your honors going to be in then?’ 

‘Maths. Dull as fuck.’ 

‘At Edinburgh uni?’ 

‘Yep.’ 

‘Oh, right, I’m surprised we haven’t crossed paths. We shared modules with some of the maths 

lot in the beginning.’ 

‘Yeah,’ he grinned, leaning in close again, slightly unsteady from too much alcohol, ‘You’re 

assuming I went to lectures.’ 

She could feel the heat of his breath on her cheeks and caught the faint smell of his aftershave. 

‘Cigarette?’ he said, pulling out a packet and offering her one. 

She shook her head, ‘No thanks.’ 

‘Don’t smoke? No, I shouldn’t either,’ he said, putting the packet back in his pocket. ‘I only have 

the odd one, but I always feel shit in the morning. Oh, here we go,’ he said nodding to the bus as 

it rounded the corner. ‘This is me.’ 

‘And me.’ 

He followed her as she found a seat and sat next to her, just naturally assuming she had no 

objection, with the cockiness that came with such good looks, no doubt. 

‘Where are you headed?’ 

‘Marchmont. And you?’ 

‘Bit further up. Causewayside.’ 

They parted just as suddenly as they had met. She got up at her stop and said, ‘bye then Mack.’ 

‘Yeah, bye then,’ he smiled, getting up to let her out of her seat. ‘Nice meeting you Abbi. Might 

see you around the physics department.’ 

‘Yeah, maybe.’ 

She gave him as much time and opportunity as she could to ask for her number, but he just 

raised his eyebrows and smirked. She moved swiftly to get off the bus, feeling slightly humiliated. 

Had he known she hoped he’d ask for her number? She had thought there had been a spark 

between them, some sort of attraction. She didn’t often feel it, but she had on this occasion. She 

thought back to the conversation she’d heard earlier, something about him not being married yet. 

She had thought it was just banter, but maybe he had a girlfriend. Maybe he flirted with everyone, 

again, a natural right of passage for the good looking. 

She was pretty sure he was looking out the window at her as the bus drew away, but she turned 

her back on him, pulled her hat over her head, and marched off purposefully  in the other direction. 

Cocky bastard she thought to herself. She may not be very experienced in love, but one thing she 



was certain of, she would never let a guy walk all over her. She knew enough about cocky pricks 

and what they were capable of. God knows she was surrounded by them every day. They were 

either that or physics nerds who wouldn’t notice her if she walked around the lab in her bra and 

knickers, not unless she was attached to a Van der Graff generator and could offer a rational 

alternative theory to explain the meaning of black holes. 

She had to admit she fully expected see him loitering about the physics department, pretending 

to bump into her by accident, quoting some pathetic excuse about waiting for a mate. But no. 

A few days turned into a few weeks, then months. She pushed her disappointment deep down 

inside her, scolding herself for being so stupid. Why would anyone like him be interested in her? 

Eventually she stopped looking for him and after a year, reasoned he must have completed his 

honors year by now and had probably moved to London to take up some job in the City. 

Cast her mind forward three years. One disastrous relationship under her belt and drowning 

her sorrows at some dull student party. A voice behind her made her jump. 

‘So how’s the PhD going?’ 

She knew, without turning round, he was smirking. She turned as slowly as she could, 

convinced he would see her heart beating beneath her shirt. She tried to remain calm, to maintain 

her poise. She smiled and paused a moment, as if trying to recall him. She knew fine who he was, 

and he knew she knew. As predicted, he had a smirk on his face, which turned into a grin. 

‘Mack! An ice cold night and a short bus journey a few years ago,’ he reminded her. 

She nodded, ‘I know, I remember now,’ she smiled, ‘and it’s almost finished. I’m writing my 

thesis now. So what did you do with the maths?’ 

‘Teacher!’ 

‘No way! Really?’ 

He looked a bit sheepish. ‘Yeah, not very glamorous I know. I’m not sure I’ll stick at it forever, 

but it’ll do for now. What about you, what are you going to do next?’ 

‘I’m not sure. Take one big holiday that’s for sure, then there’s a few places I’d like to work, 

assuming there’s jobs.’ 

He nodded, finished his beer and said, ‘Look, I don’t know about you but I’m thinking this party 

isn’t going to get any better. The only thing marginally worse would be if we were in fancy dress. 

I’m guessing any minute now someone’s going to suggest charades or a drinking game, just to 

totally kill the idea that there’s any fun to be had here. What do you say we go off in search of 

something a bit more lively, assuming of course this isn’t your party and I haven’t deeply offended 

you.’ 

She laughed, despite her reservations. He had a mischievous glint in his eyes and a 

playfulness which was contagious. 

‘No, it’s not my party and yes it is as dull as dishwater. Where do you have in mind?’ 

‘Well,’ he said leaning close to her, in exactly the same way he’d done all those years ago ‘a 

visit to Greyfriar’s graveyard would be more fun than this,’ and placing a hand on the small of her 

back, ushered her to the door, collecting their coats on the way. 

She honestly didn’t think to ask in the days and months that followed if he had a girlfriend. Why 

would she? Surely, in most cases when two people meet, get on well and start dating, the 

assumption is that both are single? She had asked herself this many times, perhaps trying to 

absolve herself of guilt and responsibility. She wanted to ask this question now, of the beautiful 

Jen, sitting across from her, staring at her. 

Admittedly, she wasn’t the most practiced when it came to relationships, but surely even the 

most experienced person wouldn’t have seen this coming. 

She wanted to tell Jen that her life, her hopes and her dreams had been shattered too, but this 

meeting wasn’t about her. There was no point. Why should Jen care? 



Even now, she couldn’t find it in her heart to hate him. Maybe one day she would. Once she 

stopped loving him, but she wasn’t ready for that yet. Clearly Jen hadn’t stopped loving him either. 

That’s why she was so angry and hurt at this moment. 

He was very easy to love. He was funny, good looking and had a great body, but it was more 

than that. He was charming, without being sleazy, and there was something exciting about him. 

He was one of those people that others were naturally drawn to. Everyone wanted to be near him 

and to be part of his group. You could almost feel the energy in a room lift when he walked in. He 

was just one of those people who naturally assumed the control and command position in a group, 

and tended to remain there all evening, without really having to work too hard at it. People were 

drawn to him like the proverbial moths to a flame. 

All of that, combined with his natural sex appeal, made him irresistible. Even now, she could 

clearly remember the shock waves which rippled through her body when he touched her arm as 

he chatted to her in the pub that first night. 

She remembered leaving the party with him, the pair of them sneaking out, giggling like naughty 

school kids concealing some private joke. 

She looked up at him when they reached the street outside. ‘Greyfriar’s it is then? I hope you’re 

not easily scared,’ she teased. 

‘Nah, although maybe we should go to Greyfriar’s pub instead. Bit warmer. What do you say?’ 

‘Ok, sounds good.’ 

She was surprised a few hours later when the bell rang for last orders. Where had the time 

gone? She checked her watch and saw him smirk as she did so. Perhaps he was used to having 

this effect on women. 

They finished their drinks and stood up to put their coats on. The wind howled outside and she 

shivered in anticipation of the cold air which was about to hit her. 

She tensed as he reached forward, wrapping his scarf around her neck. ‘Suits you,’ he said 

smiling. ‘It’s my favourite one, but I might let you keep it.’ 

She tried to take a deep breath to steady herself, but it had the opposite effect as she breathed 

in his scent and  shuddered, her insides melting just a little, as he tied the scarf in a knot around 

her neck. 

She was touched by this small, simple gesture. She wasn’t sure why it meant so much to her, 

but it did. It was a sign he cared about her on some level. He was looking after her and obviously 

liked her. 

He took her by the elbow, ‘Come on let’s go before the bear behind the bar decides to kick our 

asses from here straight into the graveyard. 

Her heart fluttered. They automatically put their heads down to avoid the cold air as they 

stepped out of the warmth of the pub. He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her closer 

to him. She let her body lean into his as they crossed the road. 

He laughed as he realised he didn’t know where they were going. ‘Do you still live in 

Marchmont?’ 

‘Yes, but not the same flat. You’ve got a good memory. Do you still live in Causewayside?’ 

‘No, moved up in the world. Stockbridge now.’ 

‘Ooh, very posh,’ she teased. 

‘Yeah, it’s ok,’ he shrugged, quickly changing the subject. ‘I’ll see you home. I’d normally 

suggest we go on somewhere but I have early start tomorrow. In fact, I’m driving and was supposed 

to be off the drink, shit!’ 

‘Who made those rules?’ 

‘Team rules,’ he answered quickly. ‘Football. We take it in turns to drive and whoever drives 

shouldn’t drink, although we’re all supposed to be taking it easy. We’re not getting any younger 

and the matches are getting harder.’ 



‘Sounds serious. Where are you playing tomorrow?’ 

‘Glasgow. Tough at the best of times.’ 

She felt a stab of disappointment. A small part of her had hoped he’d invite her back to hers, 

but for the main, she was relieved. The thought of being with him terrified her. She got the feeling 

he was pretty experienced and she  suddenly felt embarrassed by her lack of experience. Would 

it show? she wondered. 

‘That’s ok,’ she said brightly. ‘I have the joy of writing a thesis ahead of me all day tomorrow, 

so I don’t think I could cope with any more excitement tonight.’ 

He tightened his hold on her shoulder and smiled. ‘I’ve never had competition from a physics 

thesis before.’ 

She doubted he’d ever had any competition from anything before. She smiled back, ‘I’m sure 

it won’t do you any harm to have a bit of healthy competition now and then.’ 

Before she knew what was happening, he whipped her round to face him and was kissing her. 

He wrapped one hand around her waist and one round the back of her neck, pulling her head in 

towards his own, his tongue searching for hers. She responded straight away, forgetting any fears 

about her lack of experience. He pushed her back gently against a shop door, pressing his body 

into hers. 

She felt a rush of pleasure wash over her body and down her thighs, making her legs go weak. 

He stopped as suddenly as he had started and rested his forehead on hers. 

‘I’ve wanted to do that for three years,’ he whispered. 

She laughed loudly, ‘and here’s me thinking you’re not cheesy.’ 

‘What?’ he grinned, ‘It’s true! I’ll just need to make up for it now,’ he said quietly, bringing his 

lips down on hers again. 

She felt as if her body was on fire, despite the bitter wind whipping round them. 

He walked her home as promised and they kissed again outside her flat. It took every bit of 

willpower she had to resist inviting him in for coffee. Eventually, he pulled away and smiled at her, 

‘Ok, I really must go, otherwise my legendary striking foot will get frostbite.’ 

She nodded, ‘and the most I’ll be able to write is a shopping list.’ 

They kissed again, reluctant to part. ‘Keep my scarf. I’ll get it back during the week.’ He raised 

his eyebrows, pulled up the collar of his wool jacket and was off. She watched him for a moment 

or two before reluctantly heading up to her flat. 

 

*** 

 

And there it was. She was hooked. None of it her fault. She didn’t go seeking him out, chasing 

him around against his will, asking him in for coffee. She felt powerless to resist, as pathetic as 

that sounded now. At the time it was utterly romantic. She felt it was fate. It was obviously meant 

to be, two chance meetings, and now what would follow would be an intensely passionate 

romance, marriage, children, two cats, a dog and a cottage by the sea. 

What would you have done? she wanted to ask this beautiful, heartbroken girl who sat across 

from her now. Would you really have asked questions? Would you have instantly mistrusted him 

enough to ask anything at this stage? 

But there was no point asking this question, because what would inevitably follow would be the 

obvious question, Well when did you know? And What did you do when you found out? Did you 

end it instantly? 

She couldn’t give the answer that Jen wanted. She couldn’t say Yes, of course, it was over the 

moment I found out. 



But there’s a reason for that. A perfectly sound, understandable reason. HE LIED! HE 

FUCKING LIED! she wanted to yell at Jen and everyone else who had consequently judged her in 

shocked disapproval. 

Why had nobody considered that? Why had no one asked what actually happened? People 

were quick to judge her and weren’t interested in finding out the truth. All they could ask was How 

could you be so stupid? Did you honestly not suspect a single thing? How could you possibly not 

know? Didn’t you think it was strange that he’d never asked you back to his flat/meet his parents/ 

meet his friends? The list was endless. 

No! she wanted to scream. No, I didn’t think it was that odd. He always said he preferred my 

flat to his. We got the place to ourselves more often. He didn’t stay over at mine more than once 

or twice a week because he was busy preparing his lessons or training or playing football and 

besides, I was hectic trying to finish my thesis, and didn’t want him to put me off. And the parents/ 

friends thing? I didn’t really give it much thought. I was happy to have him to myself. 

And as for the well-meaning friends who came out of the woodwork to say, ‘I always knew there 

was something about him.’, ‘Too good to be true,’ well fuck you! No good telling me now is there? 

Nobody accused you of being stupid though, did they Jen? Nobody asked you how come you 

didn’t suspect a thing? How could you be engaged to someone and not have an inkling they were 

up to something? What did you think when he didn’t come home two nights a week? 

She wanted to ask her these questions, but she knew it would be wrong. She desperately 

wanted people, but especially Jen, to know the truth, to understand her and possibly forgive her, 

but the truth would hurt. It would crucify her if she loved him as much as she, Abbi did, and despite 

what people thought of her, she couldn’t do that to another person. She wasn’t a horrible, ruthless, 

home wrecker. She had been innocent in all of this. She had lost the person she loved. She hurt 

as much as Jen, maybe even more. She had lost friends and had been outcast by family members 

because of what she’d done. As far as she knew, that hadn’t happened to Jen. 

She could hear her father’s voice ringing in her ears. 

‘How could you be so stupid? You’ve got a PhD in physics for God’s sake and yet you couldn’t 

see through the oldest lie in the book!’ he’d said in disgust when she’d crawled home looking for 

sympathy, for somewhere she could curl up into a tight ball and shut out the world, where she 

could be nurtured and healed and brought back to life, like a wounded bird. Unfortunately, 

everyone else saw a preying mantis, with only one thing in mind. 

She’d let everyone down. Her parents had been so proud of her studying physics at University. 

No one in her family had achieved even a place at University, never mind a degree in physics. But 

now all that was brushed aside and replaced by the shame she’d brought on her family. 

She quickly returned to Edinburgh to escape the oppressive, accusative atmosphere at home. 

She could hide in her flat, safe in the knowledge that no one would disturb her, until yesterday, 

until somehow Jen had found her. 

 

*** 

 

The sound of the doorbell had made her jump like a roe deer at the snap of a twig in the forest. 

She wasn’t expecting anyone. It was late afternoon, so even if it was anyone she knew they 

wouldn’t do it now. They’d be at work. 

She crept to her bedroom door, opening it slightly to listen for any clues. The bell rang again, 

causing her heart to hammer against her chest. She stood, rigid, afraid to move in case the 

floorboards creaked. The only person it could possibly was Mack she thought with a mixture of  

panic and excitment. She heard a shuffling, keys rattling, then jumped as she saw a piece of paper 

being pushed through the letter box. She heard heels on the concrete staircase, the sound 

becoming fainter until she finally heard the heavy front door creak open and slam shut. 



She crept over and removed the paper as quietly as possible, worried in case the visitor was 

somehow still standing there behind the door. 

 She saw her name on the paper, in neat writing. Abbi. Her hands were shaking as she opened 

it out. 

Meet me tomorrow at 1pm, Cafe Rouge. I believe you know where it is! I think you owe 

me that. Jen. 

She ran to the window, scanning the street below for a glimpse of her, but she was nowhere in 

sight. Her heart was still pounding. She felt sick. How had jen found her? Why on earth did she 

want to meet her? What could she say that would make sense of any of this? Of course, she didn’t 

have to go, she didn’t really owe Jen anything. Surely it was Mack who owed her something, owed 

them both something. 

What she really needed was someone to talk to, to ask for advice. Someone on her side. She 

realised with a sinking feeling, she actually had no one. Mack had been that person recently. She’d 

seen less of her friends as her relationship with him had intensified. Julia had been her one true 

friend, her confidante in all of this, but Julia had distanced herself once it became apparent that 

Abbi was continuing the relationship, despite knowing the truth. 

 

*** 

 

And now here she was, sitting opposite Jen, the woman whose life she’d wrecked; the woman 

whose fiancée she’d shared for the past year. She tried her hardest not to think about them both 

together, sharing a bed , doing all the things she and Mack had done, sharing the things they’d 

shared. It was impossible to block out these thoughts though. She knew she was torturing herself, 

but she was powerless to doing anything about them. A part of her felt she deserved this pain. 

Jen’s beauty did nothing to help her. She wondered if they’d both been in on it, laughing at her 

behind her back, but she dismissed this thought with a degree of confidence when she saw Jen’s 

red rimmed eyes staring back at her across the table. 

What she had once thought of simply as fate working in her favour, she now realised was more 

a cruel twist of fate. She hadn’t planned on going to the party that night. She was supposed to be 

going to the cinema with two friends, however one pulled out and they agreed to go another night. 

Her flat mate persuaded them both to come along with him to the party. She went reluctantly, intent 

on staying for an hour or so, purely to be sociable and pass the time. It was, she reasoned, better 

than staying in on a Saturday night. And from there, her fate was sealed. 

She could remember to the day, the moment she realised she loved him. It was early on in 

their relationship, but she kept it close to her chest. She felt a mixture of excitement and fear; fear 

that he didn’t feel the same and fear that she’d lose him, although not in the way she eventually 

had lost him. 

In the end, he had said it first. And yes, it had been after they had made love one morning. 

Perhaps this doesn’t count, but for her it had been the words she had been longing to hear. She 

had no reason to doubt them or his integrity. He had jumped out of bed and headed for the shower 

before she had a chance to reply, and say the same. He was in a hurry as usual, racing off to get 

ready for some football game or other. She joined him in the shower, putting her hands around his 

waist, reaching up to kiss him. 

‘I love you too,’ she smiled, stroking the inside of his thighs, until he couldn’t resist any longer. 

‘Hey, I should say that more often if that’s the response I get,’ he said smiling down at her. 

She started imagining their life together. Married? Possibly. They hadn’t discussed this or 

family before, and up until now, she’d never really thought about it. She’d never really had any 

particular desire to get married, but now, she could see a different life ahead of her; one which she 

would share with someone else. She could allow herself to dream of all the things they would do 



together. She pictured a traditional cosy, domestic scene, where they came home to each other at 

the end of each day, kissed each other, laughed together, shared stories of their day and went to 

bed happy each night. 

She ran her hands over his body and kissed his chest. 

‘Oh God, don’t,’ he groaned, scrunching her hair between his fingers. ‘I don’t have that much 

will power. I thought you knew that.’ 

‘I do know that,’ she grinned up at him. 

‘You know I’ll get hell if I’m late don’t you?’ he said, nuzzling her neck. 

‘Mhmm,’ she continued, moving her head down his body, covering him in kisses. She felt him 

tense. She smiled to herself, knowing she had managed to delay him. 

This sent shivers down her spine thinking about it even now. She looked up, filled with guilt at 

having such thoughts, worried that Jen knew exactly what she was thinking about. 

On closer inspection, she didn’t think so. Jen seemed to have a glazed expression on her face, 

probably remembering similar events. That thought made her blood run cold. She still couldn’t bear 

to think about Mack and Jen together. It should be Mack sitting here, facing both of them. 

Suddenly, Jen refocused, taking Abbi by surprise. Those cold blue eyes were staring at her. 

She gave Abbi an unnerving smile and leaned forward, pushing the cups of cold, brown liquid to 

one side. She placed her hands on the table and Abbi could see the indent on her left finger, where 

a ring had once been. 

‘So, do you talk? Or do you just sit there like a rabbit in the headlights. Is that what Mack found 

so appealing? Your wide eyed innocence? His ability to mold you, wrap you round his little finger, 

have you worship his every move to the extent that you didn’t even think to question him? Are you 

really that gullible?’ 

‘No! And it wasn’t like that.’ Her throat was dry and sounded hoarse as she tried to speak. She 

was almost inaudible 

Jen looked surprised, ‘What was it like then? I’m all ears. That’s why I asked you here after all.’ 

She could feel a lump forming at the back of her throat and hot tears springing to her eyes 

again. She was powerless to stop it happening. 

‘Oh please, spare me the tears. I’ve got enough of my own, I really don’t need to see yours as 

well.’ 

The tears rolled down her cheeks now. There was no stopping them. A couple at the next table 

glanced over awkwardly. She wasn’t bothered about what anyone else thought. That was the least 

of her problems. 

‘I don’t think there’s anything I can say that will make this any better for you. I can’t imagine 

you’re going to believe anything I say. Why would you? I didn’t do this deliberately. I didn’t set out 

to hurt you. I didn’t even know about you.’ She’d found her voice at last and began to talk swiftly, 

more confidently. She wiped away her tears. 

‘There’s nothing I can say to help you understand what happened because I don’t understand 

it myself. I’m still totally confused and hurt to think the person I fell in love with could do that to me, 

let alone two of us.’ 

Jen’s face fell. Abbi stopped talking and stared at her. She didn’t know! Jen had no idea that 

she, Abbi, was also in love with him. 

‘Oh my God,’ Abbi whispered. ‘It didn’t occur to you that I was in love with him, did it? No matter 

what you think or what he told you, it wasn’t some seedy affair. I loved him. He said he loved me.’ 

She knew by the look on Jen’s face, this had come as a complete shock, and that this might 

be hard for her to hear, but she had a strong desire to tell her the truth, no matter how painful. 

‘I know you probably won’t believe this, but I’ve never done anything like it before in my life and 

will never do it again. I’m not some man-eating homewrecker. I haven’t even had many boyfriends 

before, although I know that’s no excuse. You probably don’t want to hear this, but I still love him, 



despite all he’s done. I still can’t believe he’s done it. Can you tell me honestly, would you have 

believed the man you were going to marry was capable of cheating on you?' 

Jen sighed and slumped back in her chair. Abbi noticed for the first time that this wasn’t quite 

the same woman who had answered the door to her a month ago. On closer inspection, she looked 

pale and tired. Abbi noticed fine lines around her eyes, which she was sure weren’t there normally. 

Her hair, scraped back from her face, hung limp in a high pony tail. 

‘No, I guess not.’ 

‘People have asked me how I didn’t suspect anything. Why I didn’t question things, but I had 

no reason not to believe him. Did it not seem off to you that he stayed out two nights a week?’ 

Jen flinched, but gave her a cold stare. ‘He had always done that. He’d always gone out on a 

Friday with his friends and usually stayed at one of theirs, and he usually stayed at his friends after 

training on a Tuesday, so no, I didn’t suspect anything, because nothing had changed.’ 

‘Great! So he fitted me in around his normal routine.’ 

Jen smiled, but there was nothing joyous about it. ‘I can ask you the same question. Surely 

you must have wondered what he did the rest of the week. Surely there must have been times you 

wanted to see him on a different night? What you’re telling me just doesn’t add up.’ 

She sighed, ‘It’s easy to look back and wonder how come the alarm bells weren’t ringing loud 

and clear, but as I say, I had no reason to be suspicious. You say that it was normal for him to stay 

out two nights a week. When you first got together didn’t you question it? What if you’d found out 

that he’d actually had another girlfriend and you had unwittingly become the other woman?’ 

‘I would have known,’ she spat. ‘Are you really saying you played no part in this whole mess?’ 

‘Not to begin with, no.’ 

‘So you do admit that you’re not totally innocent?’ 

Abbi knew she should have just agreed with her and walked away at this point, but she couldn’t 

lie. She still felt she was being treated and judged unfairly. 

‘When did you find out?’ Jen asked. 

‘About six months ago.’ 

‘And you didn’t think to finish it then? I would have thrown him out straight away. No question 

about it and that’s what makes us different. I know you think we’re the same and we’ve both been 

hard done by, but I didn’t have an affair with a man engaged to be married. You could have ended 

it when you found out and walked away with your head held high.’ 

Abbi looked away. She was desperate for a coffee now and looked around for the waitress. 

‘Do you want another coffee?’ 

‘No, I don’t want to prolong this anymore than I have to. I just want you to answer the question. 

Why didn’t you end it when you found out?’ 

Abbi considered her for a moment, not sure whether she should tell her the truth. She wasn’t 

sure if she could handle it. Did she need any further hurt than she’d already suffered? She ordered 

her coffee. Her need to be understood and have her actions vilified were greater than her need to 

protect Jen, as harsh as that may sound. 

‘I saw him more than twice a week, he just didn’t stay over.’ 

She studied Jen closely. She watched as she processed that snippet of information, as it slowly 

dawned on her that her fiancée had returned to her after spending an evening with his other lover. 

Her pain was clear to see. Abbi felt guilt gnaw away at her. She couldn’t do this. She wanted to 

put an end to this immediately. She took a sip of her coffee and placing it carefully back in the 

saucer, started putting her coat on. She’d decided she’d had enough. This wasn’t doing either of 

them any good, and she didn’t need to do this. Mack was the only one who could answer Jen’s 

questions. 

‘Where are you going?’ Jen asked, looking alarmed. ‘You can’t go yet! We haven’t 

finished….please,’ she whispered. Suddenly, Jen looked desperate and less in control than she 



had been earlier. Abbi felt the tables turn. She was the one in control now. Jen needed her. She 

sighed and removed her coat. 

‘Okay, I’ll try and answer what I can, but are you sure you want to know. I can’t help thinking 

it’s only going to hurt you more and that’s the last thing I want to do.’ She realised how ironic that 

sounded. Jen hadn’t missed the irony either and a look of anger flashed across her face. 

‘I don’t think I can possibly be any more hurt. I need to know the truth. What’s the alternative? 

That I just accept it happened and walk away? Just write it off? I can’t do that. I had too much at 

stake just to do that. I’ve invested way too much. I’ve always hated people who talk about needing 

closure but I understand what they mean now, and I think that’s what I need.' 

‘I don’t know much about relationships but I would have thought it was too early for closure. I 

can’t imagine wanting closure just now. It’s all still too raw.’ 

Jen gave her that cold, hard stare again, as if she really hated her. Was she struggling to come 

to terms with the fact that they were talking about the same man. 

‘I need to know, no matter how much it hurts.’ 

‘OK.’ Abbi took a deep breath. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter  2  

Jen… . .  

 


