Earthquakes

By Clare and Finch and Katie


“The Kobe Earthquake of 1995 occurred because it is close to a fairly short fault line between the Philippine and Southern Japan plates, which are sliding past each other. The after shocks caused landslides and…” He stopped sharply, his brown eyes searching the room for where the giggle had erupted, in the corner he spotted the young girl sliding a piece of paper along her desk and various other students looked and smirked, “Charlotte are you listening?” he asked, whilst resting his hands on her desk, and putting his weight on his hands so he leant forward slightly.


“It’s Lottie,” the girl replied bluntly, her bold blue eyes staring up at him intensely, causing him to loose concentration for a second, before he snapped back into it.


“Well then Lottie, would you kindly explain to me why the Kobe earthquake of 1995 occurred, then maybe we can get on with the lesson,” He requested, taking his hands off her desk and folding them neatly across his chest.


The black expression on her face said it all. He leaned over and scraped the piece of paper from her desk, and put it in his pocket.


“I see I have my answer, If I ever catch you passing notes again in my lesson, you are moving to the front… understood?” 


“Mr Willis… that’s way out of order, it wasn’t just me… you don’t move anyone else,” she answered back, just to prove she was not intimidated by him.


“Maybe… but I didn’t catch them did I?” and he walked back to the front of the room to continue his lesson.


“Wanker,” Lottie muttered, but he heard.


“Charlotte, I want you back at the end of the lesson please, I need a word,” He told her firmly, and began drawing columns on the board and labelling them, long term and short-term effects.


“Lottie… here please,” said Mr Willis, as the bell rang. Lottie slumped in the front table, and looked down, before her head shot up and she stared at him defiantly.


“Would you like you explain your unnecessary behaviour in my lesson today?” he asked, perching on the edge of his desk opposite her. She studied him quickly, he was young for a teacher, no older that 25, he had jet-black hair, and wore casual, yet not scruffy clothes. He would be laid back enough to work round, she decided.


“Mr Willis… can I call you Matt?” she asked in a carefree tone, standing up and smiling brightly.


“No… sit down,” he told her firmly, she sat quickly.


“Understood… Mr Willis, you see, I you have to take pity on me really…” she began, acting like a bit of a drama queen.


“And why is that?” He asked tilting his head.


“Well you see Sir… I’ve always had this problem with concentration in lessons…”


“As I have noticed,” he smiled slightly, becoming amused at her attempts to act sincere.


“Well… when other people are around me it distracts me a lot, it’s not that I hate you… because you’re a good teacher, and you’ve obviously spent many years training, seeing as you obviously aren’t that young anymore…” she stopped, realising what she had said, then rethought her answer, but decided to carry on, “It’s more that I hate the subject, it really doesn’t make much sense, and all the while I don’t understand, I really don’t see the point in trying,” 


“Well maybe you could catch up in a detention tomorrow night after school… after all you were very ‘out of order’ today, don’t think I didn’t hear what you said when I turned round,” he smiled slightly.


“No sir I really don’t think that will me necessary,” Lottie stood up and slung her bag over her shoulder.


“No Charlotte… tomorrow night you have a hour after school detention with me, expect your Det slip in tutor second register,” he told her.


“But sir!” she whined.


“No buts… see you tomorrow Lottie,” she groaned and left the room. He slid the note of hers out of his pocket and unfolded it and smirked as he saw a neatly drawn cartoon image of himself, signed my Charlotte at the bottom, it was an uncanny resemblance, he considered throwing it away, but thought better, and slipped it inside his register.

Slumping further and further into her chair, she began to tap her pencil, wanting to destroy the peace; she didn’t like the quiet atmosphere around her. Hovering above her just to make sure she was doing her work, Matt stood with his brown piercing eyes. 

“I don’t get it, this is bollocks,” She shouted dropping her bitten pencil onto the desk.

“Lottie, that’s not the attitude, I’ve warned you about your inappropriate language, I’m not prepared to stand here and waste my time, if you wont concentrate” He reasoned beginning to lose his patience, he’d see many pupils like this before and each and everyone annoyed him.

“Well you’re the teacher make it make sense,” Lottie exclaimed, banging her head on the table.

“I can’t make it make sense without your full co-operation,” he explained, sitting next to her, “It is really easy…”

“All I get is that it started on a short fault… I dunno what a fault is, or why it started there… didn’t you ever not understand simple things like this at school?” she asked.

“Maths…I suck at maths,” he told her, corrected one of her spellings in her book.

“Hey me too… I suck at everything… except art… I’m good at art,” she told him.

“I know… I looked at your little drawing of me… it was an uncanny resemblance,” he smiled.

“Well… I only did it coz I was bored, I don’t find myself inspired by lessons,” She explained, “Do you like teaching,”

“Yeah… I love it,” he smiled.

“How old are you sir?” she asked curiously.

“That’s getting off the subject… ok the fault line is…” he began.

“Tell me…”

“24… been teaching two years,”

“Doesn’t that annoy you? I mean you know don’t the kids piss you off” She wondered, she couldn’t see how anyone in his profession could stay in for a certain amount of years and enjoy it.

“It can be frustrating yes, but without the pupils I guess I wouldn’t have a job”

She nodded with agreement and indicated with her finger that she wanted to get some work completed. 

“So that statement goes there?” Her bold blue eyes sparkling with concentration. 

He smiled she was actually learning. 

“Yes, but because of the certain conditions, it could actually be in both”
 
Completing as much work as she could, she kept glancing at the clock.

“Can I go now?” She asked pushing her luck she’d only been there for about half an hour.
 
“Well I can see you’ve understood the work given, so I don’t see why not” She began to rise of her chair and place all of her geography notes into her quicksilver bag.



“But, if I hear anymore of that foul language, there will be serious consequences,” he warned her; she gave him a cheeky grin and ran out of the room.

The next day


“Lottie…” Mr Willis stated, as he walked by her desk, and saw her not concentrating on work, but yet again drawing, he crouched down by her desk, so he was slightly lower than her, and slid the paper out of her view. Her eyes slowly moved up and she looked at him, “We did talk about this last night,”


“It’s hard though!” she exclaimed, sitting up straight, and making a grasp for her paper.


“It really isn’t Charlotte… but if we don’t start sorting this whole thing out soon I think I’m gonna have to ring your parents, and I don’t want to do that,” he said quietly, so only she could hear.


“Don’t sir,” she said simply, “I’ll try harder,”


“Well… I want to see an improvement, and I think you really should consider after school catch up, your book looks nothing like that of a student which is taking GCSE geography,” he told her, flicking the pages of her book.


“You go to fast…” she was quickly trying to think up some excuses to explain her lack of work.


“Well if I’m going to fast, just tell me, really that’s all you need to say, and I’ll slow down, I want everyone in this class to be at an equal level, and I think you have it in you, you just can’t express it… take it from me, geography is not a hard subject,” he smiled, standing up.


“What days do you want me to come after school?” she asked quickly.


“Well… I think we’ll start with Tuesdays and Thursdays, then we’ll cut it down,” he smiled, turning and walking back to the front of the class.

“A puroclastic flow or cloud is a red hot cloud of super heated ash, which flows down the slopes of the volcano under the force of gravity, this is a feature of an acid volcano” He began to explain, exploring into the depths of volcano’s and their occupation. 

Lottie raised her hand again not understanding what the teacher was writing on the board. 

“Sir… What is the point?”

“Well, you want to be successful don’t you?”

“Not with geography, its an old mans hobby”

“So I’m classed as being one of those old men?” He wondered dropping his chalk onto the desk.

“Well you ain’t getting younger”
Most of the class sat in silence, but the occasional ‘I can’t believe she did that’ was heard. 

“Sometimes Lottie, I don’t know why I bother.” He groaned, slumping into his chair behind his desk.

“It’s because I’m your favorite student sir,” Lottie replied cheekily.

“Lottie… just keep quiet and I’ll explain it to you later, there is obviously no point at all with me trying to teach you with the rest of the class because you aren’t helping yourself, I have tried to be supportive but it’s just not working anymore!” He told her, standing up.

“Fine by me sir, I’ll just sit here, stare out the window and enjoy the beautiful view,” She grinned, turned to stare out the classroom window.

“Lottie can’t you at least try?” He asked, turned round again.

“But sir you just said…” she began.

“I know what I just said Lottie, but I am becoming seriously concerned with your behavior in my lessons,” He exclaimed.

“Sir… as flattered as I am about your concern, I hardly think it’s fair that you pay this much attention to me, the other kids must feel left out!” Lottie said with a serious face.

“Get out,” Mr. Willis said calmly.

“What… no,”

“I said get out, go on Charlotte, get out of my room now, go and wait outside and I’ll deal with you in a minute, there are some people in here who actually want an education!” he yelled loudly, no one had ever seen his that wound up before, she shot up and walked out the room and went to wait outside.

Noticing the classroom door bolt open she positioned herself against the wall and smiled. There stood a rather annoyed looking Matt, this time she didn’t think he was impressed. He quietly closed the door behind him and stood proudly in front of Lottie.


“Me and you, need to do some serious talking” 


“Why? You’ve already said you refuse to teach me,” She answered cockily.

“You have the potential, it just seems to me you can’t be bothered” She knew this statement was true, yet she still fought back.

“Well can anyone be arsed in your lesson?”

“Why this sudden attitude change? Seriously Lottie, I’m not prepared to teach you if you are going to treat me like one of your friends”


“You are though,” Lottie suddenly piped up.


“I am what?” he asked.


“Matt… you are one of my friend, yer ok, so your like 8 years older than me, and you give me nothing but shit, and I think you made the suckiest career choice when you chose to teach geography, I mean of all the cool subjects and you choose that, so I guess you are boring coz you teach geography, but despite all that, I like you, you’re my mate, and you may refuse to teach me, but I refuse to treat you any different, than how I would a friend,” this speech touched him, but he was a teacher, he had to be professional.


“It’s Mr. Willis to you Lottie, and I think you have to get it straight that I am not one of your friend, I am your teacher, and it is my job to teach you, and I will teach you, whether it be in school time or after school, so from now on I’d like you back Tuesdays and Thursdays after school, so you can’t have two hours a week learning geography and I think you could get above a C in your GCSE you have potential,” He told her firmly.


“You’re still a mate,” Lottie shrugged.


“If you don’t turn up… I’ll be ringing your parents,” he told her.


“Yeah whatever”

Tuesday

“So the short-term effects of a puroclastic flow would be, Death, disease, homelessness, fires, floods, and the emergency services would be overwhelmed”

“Exactly, See that’s all you needed some patience” He smiled.

“Do you think I’ll pass?” She asked on a serious note, although it seemed like she didn’t care, she actually did.

“Do you want me to be truthful?”

She nodded.

“I do, but, you need to concentrate and promise me that you will try, I can only promise you a good grade, if you try”

“I will I promise, but give me some slack, I’ll do it in my own time, I don’t need people shouting at me all the time alright?” She was talking to him like he was one of her friends, rather than a teacher. 

“Lottie, can I please remind you that you’re talking to a teacher here, not a friend”

“Yeah I know, but seriously don’t push me ok?” 

“Ok Lottie… I will be as lenient as my position as your teacher allows me to be,” he told her.

“Well…ok,” he agreed, “Hey you’ve dyed your hair!”

“Er yeah,” he flushed slightly, “Black… thought you would have noticed,”

“It’s cool… like well wicked… I like you tee!” she exclaimed, as he unzipped his smart black fleece to reveal a Vive le Rock tee.

“Er thanks… on with your work though,” he smiled, walked over to the other side of the classroom and sat to do his reports.

“Can I go early, I have to meet my boyfriend,” Lottie suddenly piped up.

“If you’ve done all the work I set, then I suppose you can,” he told her.

“Yeah it’s all done, see” and she handed him her exercise book.

He flickered through the pages and smiled.

“Go on, but I expect the same work from you tomorrow”

“Sure” She grabbed her bag and made her way out to the corridor. There she noticed Jake, her new boyfriend. Her mother had already disapproved with the fact that he was 2 years older than her.
Jake placed on arm around her waist and placed the other one on her face and kissed her softly. 

“Y’aright?” He asked her

“Yep… fine,” she kissed him again, as Matt exited his classroom.

“Hi Mr. Willis, long time no see,” Jakes called.

“Oh… you’re Lottie’s boyfriend?” matt asked, in a surprised tone, but inside was really worried, this boy was trouble.

Jake nodded, running a hand over his head of shaven bleached hair.

“Well… see you tomorrow sir!” Lottie grinned, as they left the building.

‘She doesn’t know what she’s let herself in for,’ matt thought to himself walking away.

The following day, Lottie had geography first lesson, she flew through the classroom door 30 minutes late, and threw her bag on her desk.

“Nice to see you could join us,” Matt said, spinning round to see her.

“Yup,” she nodded.

“Lottie I expect a little more sincerity than that to staff, after what we talked about yesterday,” he walked over, as she dragged her geography book form her bag, suddenly from the book a small square packet flicked out and landed at his feet, he bent down and picked it up.

“What’s this?” he asked strictly.

“It’s a condom sir!” there were a few giggles as Lottie tried her smart-ass act on him.

“I know what it is, what is it doing in your geography book?” he demanded, he saw her slightly uncomfortable look, not a common thing to see on Lottie, “I’ll put it on my front desk… at the end of the lesson I’d like you to come and explain your lateness and rudeness to me,”

“I’m sorry Matt,” she began, as the class left.

“It’s Mr. Willis… and how dare you… how dare you walk into my lesson late, without so much as a sorry I’m late, or a reason why!” he yelled. 

“Stop shouting at me” She clenched her fist, that’s one thing she hated.

“It was one thing arriving in my lesson 30 minutes late, but the fact that I found this…” and he picked up the condom, “…Disgusts me” Anger still evident in his voice. 

“It’s got nothing to do with you anyway, it’s my sex life,” She argued, still hating the fact that he was shouting at her.

“I know it is, but you seriously don’t know what your getting yourself in for, he’s bad news Lottie” 

“Do I sense some jealously?” 

“No, I’m not jealous of anything, i'm just warning you, I have taught him and I know what he’s like.” Matt warned her.

“No… you’re jealous, look Matt… it’s my life, you don’t control me outside of school, and barely can control me in the 4 hours a week you teach me geography, I’m sorry I was late to your lessen I really am, but at the moment I don’t really care!” she yelled, sitting on the desk opposite him.

“I’m not jealous Lottie, I am concerned for you, I don’t want you getting distracted from your work!” he told her.

“I’m not getting distracted!” she exclaimed.

“We both know that’s a lie Charlotte… ok… better safe than sorry I guess,” he sighed, handing the condom back to her, “I don’t want anything like this in my lesson again, now don’t forget that homework, next Tuesday,” he told her, standing up, she nodded and ran out the room.

As Lottie stood outside in the cold waiting for Jake to pick her up, she shivered, why was he late. The 15-minute mark passed and she kept looking at her watch then down the road. She turned round and looked up, she could see the light still on in Mr. Willis’s class, and Matt stood on a table, putting up some displays. She felt bad, she had been out of order, and the truth was, as much as he got at her, she liked him; he was the coolest teacher she had ever had.

The sky got dark, and the cold air was snapping at her skin. She turned and ran into the school and up the geography stairs. She approached the room and slid the door open. Matt turned round, and saw her, the expression on his face was blank as she dropped her bag and walked over to the table of work. She picked up a staple gun and a sheet of work and turned to him.

“Where you want me to start?” she asked with a grin, and then turned to clamber up onto the table, Matt grinned and claimed up next to her and grabbed another staple gun. He didn’t question her about why she came back, just smiled and began to make conversation.

“What you into outside of school then?” he asked, as she bent down to pick up more work.

“Music, drawing… guys,” she gave a slight giggle.

“Yeah… me too… except… girls…” he gave a laugh.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t got a girlfriend sir, fine looking chap like yourself?” she smirked, giving him a friendly punch on the arm.

“Nope… just me all alone in my little flat,” he smiled, and let out a short laugh.

“You wanna hurry up and find yourself a lass… or you’ll get too old,” she laughed, reaching up and stapling down the paper.

“Thanks… I’ll remember that, you know… I’m not that old,” he jumped down, landing on his feet with a thud.

“Who you kidding,” she smiled, “What other teacher are you mates with then?”

“Er… I get on well with Miss Eves the music teacher, and erm… Mr. Paynter’s alright,” he replied.

“Miss Eves is cool… I’m not in Mr. Paynter’s lessons,” she replied.

“Drink?” Matt offered, taking two cans of coke from his cupboard.

“Sure,” she jumped down and took one, and then sat on the table, Matt made himself comfortable next to her.

“What time you have to be home?” he asked her.

“Erm… soon,” she sighed, “It’s been really cool though,”

“Yeah ok… well… I’ll see you around school tomorrow,” he nodded as she threw the empty can in the bin and picked her bag up.

“Yeah bye…” she walked back over and gave him a kiss on the cheek, and patted his arm slightly, “See ya,”

“Listen…I was waiting…Yeah alright…No…Ok bye” Slamming down her mobile she gritted her teeth. Again for the second time that week Jake had surprisingly stood her up. Walking back into school to ring her mum, she shivered, Looking down she noticed that all that was covering her legs were a pair of white knee length socks shortly followed by her incredibly short skirt. The only sensible piece of clothing on her body seemed to be her ‘Rancid’ hoodie and of course her school shirt, which was miles to big for her, which roughly came out the back of her huddy. 

“You can take that horrendous piercing out of your nose, young lady” The Latin teacher boomed.

“I can’t miss, it makes me look attractive”

“Lottie nothing metal, stuck in your nose could make you look attractive, personally it looks stupid, matches your intellectual ability” the female teacher shot back.

“I’m not stupid, I just can’t be arsed, especially with a shit teacher like you,” She shouted.

“I beg your pardon!”

“What? Deaf now are we” 

“That’s it Charlotte Jenkins, I expect you in my office as soon as you get into school tomorrow morning and no excuses” And with that the teacher began to walk away, stomping her feet as she did so. 


Making rude hand gestures as she walked away Lottie began to walk elsewhere of the Languages department and noticed Mr. Wills coming towards her carrying several mounds of books. 

“You want help?” She smiled as he came closer towards him.

“No thanks I’m alright” After the previous incident he felt rather uneasy in her company.

“Are you sure? You look bombarded with them books,” She laughed.

“I’m fine, I’ll see you tomorrow Lottie” And he tried to scuttle away

“That ones about to go” She reached out her hand noticing one book just about to slip away, maybe causing the rest to slide with it.

“IM FINE!” He shouted and tried to push her hand away, but failing miserably dropping every book. 

Her instinct automatically made her creep down, beginning to pick up the books; she just wanted to help.

“Lottie for god’s sake I don’t want your help” He told her firmly, pushing her out of the way, not forcefully just enough so she moved.

“What the fuck is up with you?” She huffed standing up and picking her back as she did.

“I’ve told you about your language, it needs to stop immediately, one more time and I mean it Lottie, I’m ringing your parents” Now he was beginning to breath heavily, she was really shocked he was being really nasty. 

“No! You are just being plain out of order, I can’t deal with anymore trouble today… I was just gonna come and see you, ya know… say hi… be polite, but I don’t think I’ll bother, in fact I’m dropping Geography full stop… I hate your fucking lesson!” she screamed, dropping all his books again, and storming out the school.

He watched after her as he knelt down to pick all the books up.

“Today we’ll be moving onto industry, the next module in geography,” Mr. Willis began, as the door slid open, five minutes late, Lottie sloped in and into a seat alone in the corner, away from her friend, he opened his mouth to say something, but she looked up and he could see she was not going to take it today so he kept his mouth shut, “Ok I’ll hand the books out, then write some notes on the board for you all to copy up, then I’ll take in the homework at the end of the lesson, I trust everyone has it,” 

He walked round the tables, putting each book in front of them. He reached Lottie, and placed her book down on her table, but as he turned round, she picked it up and threw it back at him, so it hit his back.

“Lottie!” he turned to look at her.

“Sorry… slipped out my hand when I picked it up,” she gave a sarcastic smile.

“Ok class I’ll be two minutes,” he said, “Lottie come with me,” 

She stood up, and he walked her out of the class, and to the library, he placed a textbook in front of her, and her book. He took a pen from his pocket and put it on the desk.

“I want to see all the questions on pages, 64, 65 and 66, by the end of break, you have this lesson and lunch time, and then I will come and see how you’ve done… Lottie, I’m warning you, if there’s nothing on those sheets by the time I come back… well… I think we need to get the head involved,” 

He turned swiftly and walked out. Lottie sat and stared at the paper, then decided, she could not afford to not get this GCSE, so she started writing…

“There” she thought to herself, everything he’d asked her to do, she completed.

The library door swing open and Mr. Willis strode towards her.

“Have you done what I’ve asked?” 
She just nodded.

“Anything you didn’t understand?” He wondered, concerned that she may have just picked out a random geography book and copied. 

Again she just swayed her head.

“Lost the use of your voice?” 
She placed her pencil case into her bag and stood up and extended her middle finger. She began to walk forcefully out of the door, but was stopped with the shouting of Mr. Willis voice. 

“Lottie get here now!” Indicating the space in front of him with his finger.

“No!” She screamed and legged it out, not wanting to be caught by him.

“Yes, I feel that we need to get her parents involved, she does not see this year as being important, more of a distraction towards her life” Mr. Willis explained to the head teacher. 

“I see what you mean; I’ve had many complaints off staff about her bad language and atrocious behavior. The only option as you’ve said is to get her parents involved and sort out a few ground rules” The head teacher agreed and picked up the phone located in her office and passed it over towards Matt.

“Hello, Is Mr. or Mrs. Jenkins there please?” Matt asked politely.

“Speaking” A man answered.

“Its Mr. Willis from Charlottes high school, I think we need to chat about her behavior,” He explained.


“What’s the silly tart gone and done now?” asked Mr. Jenkins, “Oi you… don’t just stand there, get in here now,” he seemed to be talking to Lottie.


“Well… she refuses to do her work most of the time, and her language and behavior in lessons is appalling,” Matt began.


“Well what do you want me to do about it… look she’s old enough to deal with it herself, I’m sure you’re just over reacting, now I have to be somewhere important,” the phone line went dead, Matt sighed and hung the phone up, well now, he knew why Lottie behaved like she did in class, home life obviously wasn’t that good for her.


Her dad stormed from the room, ignoring her entirely, she ran to the phone and dialed 1471 and waited for the number to be repeated, she jotted it down, it wasn’t the school number. She grabbed the local phone directory and looked up Mr. Willis’s name and address with use of the number, it matched, and it was his home number. And his flat appeared to only be two streets away from her. She placed the address and number into pocket and made her way upstairs. 


“Well Kari if you’d like to take a seat in front of Lottie there, then we’ll get started.” Mr. Willis smiled as he welcomed the new pupil into his lesson. 


Everything seemed to be going well, Lottie was behaving and (name) began to felt comfortable with her new surroundings, thoroughly enjoying the lesson. 

“Oi Lottie” Kari whispered. 

“What?” She answered raising her head off the desk.


“Thanks for the pen” 

“Hey! That’s mine” Lottie shouted, hating the fact, the ‘new’ girl had stolen her pen.

“Not anymore” 

“Just give me my pen back.” She said slamming her fist down onto the desk.

“What seems to be the problem?” Mr. Willis asked, noticing the commotion at the back of the class.

“Sir, can you tell her to give me my pen back” Lottie referred to the girl sitting in front of her.

“I haven’t got your pen, its mine”

“Lottie stop causing trouble” Matt huffed, rather annoyed with her ‘little games’

“I’m not she’s nicked my bloody pen”

“I don’t see why she would have taken your pen, when she has plenty herself”

“Sir, I haven’t stolen her pen, as you’ve said I’ve got plenty” and with that she wiped open her pencil case to illustrate how many pens she owned. 

“Why the fuck would I lie?” Lottie particularly screamed. 

“LOTTIE!” Mr. Willis screamed at the top of his voice. “Get here now!”

“I’m coming keep your hair on” 

“I have warned you numerous times about your behavior, and of course you’re language, but you just never learn, I am sick of repeating myself if you will never learn. I thought you were getting on today, completing the task, but no, you had to pick on the new pupil didn’t you. You had to ruin the atmosphere just like you always do” 

“But she nicked my pen, I did nothing to her”

“And you expect me to believe that? Lottie I’m not stupid”

“Yes, I do expect you to believe that because it’s not a lie” She answered honestly. Although she seemed outrageous she never actually lied. 

“Just get out my classroom!”

“Why? I’ve done nothing wrong so why should I be punished”

“Lottie, I’m not repeating myself” 

“You know what I hate this fucking lesson, you’re a shit teacher and I’m dropping geography, Oh and by the way we all know your little secret, shagging the Latin teacher tut, tut aren’t you the naughty boy”

“Get out of my room,” he said calmly, looking at the floor and pointing towards the door.

“Consider me gone,” she stormed out the room, and ran home, well once she got home, no one was there, so she wondered the streets for a bit, in fact she couldn’t face going home so she just wondered around, until around six o’clock.

Whilst walking down Carisbrook Avenue, something occurred to her, she glanced up at the huge block of flats, and walked steadily towards them, the main door to the building was unlocked so she slipped inside, climbing the stairs, until she reached the top.

“24…26…28!” she stopped outside the door, and rapped loudly, perhaps a little louder than needed.

No answer. She banged again.

“Ok… alright!” came a voice, the door swung open, and she came face to face with Matt.

“Lottie!” he exclaimed, he wore a pair of low slung jeans and a blink tee. He had a pen in one hand and his other hand rested on the door.

“Erm…I dunno what I’m really doing here… I don’t feel like going home,” she explained.

“How did you get my address,” 

“I looked it up from the call you made the other night,” she told him.

“Oh right… you know how much trouble you are in at school… walking out like that!”

“Can I come in?” she asked, not really listening.

“Not really,” he said, stepping out and holding the door behind him.

“Please…”

“Fine not for long though!” He stepped inside and she walked in.

The flat was respectably tidy, with work sheets sprawled over the table, and he was obviously in the middle of some home marking.


He sat and removed the pen from behind his ear and studied the papers thoughtfully. 

“I’m sorry about before” She apologized.


“Well you’ve said it now, personally I don’t think sorry is good enough”

“But you accused me of lying, when I never” She answered sitting down onto his floor. 

“Lottie when do you ever tell the truth?”


“See what I mean, you jump to conclusions! Seriously though, why are you always shouting at me?” 


“Because most of the time its you, who is causing the trouble”


“Ok so maybe I do, but remember the agreement? I stuck to my part, but you didn’t stick to yours. You still shout at me,” She explained.

“I’m sorry” he placed his pen down.


“It’s not sorry, you will still shout at me even If its not my fault. I’m still quitting geography”


“Why though? Isn’t that defeating the object? You wont receive a GCSE”

“So what? Its not as if you care” 


“Of course I care Lottie,” she walked over and sat down next to him.


“It doesn’t feel like it, I was trying so hard to be nice to you, and when I try and help you yell at me, the other night was a right laugh when I stayed behind,” Lottie said, looking at Matt, as he looked at the sheet of paper, “you aren’t even listening to me!”


“I am… but what do you want me to do… I’m your teacher,” he exclaimed.


“No one ever gave me the slightest bit of attention before now, I really enjoy your company, and I hate it when you get mad at me or don’t believe me… Matt… I like you,” she finished.


“Look… I’ve told you before it’s…” she cut him off, by grabbing him, and pulling him towards her so their lips met briefly.


“I know… Mr. Willis,” she sighed, getting up and walking to the sofa, where she sat down, as he watched her.


“Not that kind of like?” he asked, in an almost pleading voice, she nodded and looked down, slightly ashamed.


“I’m sorry,” she almost whispered.


“No… don’t be sorry I’m flattered, I really am,” he sighed, sitting down next to her.


“It’s stupid, I dunno what it is, I’m so sorry,” she almost cried, he reached out and touched her arm gently, she looked up, and smiled edging closer, so she could wrap her arms around him.


“It’s not stupid, I really like you Lottie, but… it’s way to risky, I’m so sorry, but please, don’t drop geography you have such great potential,” 

“I don’t know, what I’m going to do, I really don’t enjoy the lesson, the only reason I took it was to see you” and she giggled slightly. 

“But your really good at it, more concentration from you and I can guarantee you a B, although you don’t try you, you’ve certainly got the knowledge” He smiled. “Think we better get you home, it’s getting late” He answered whilst glancing at his watch.


“It’s ok I’ll walk home, you need to mark them” She got up off his sofa and made her way towards his door.

“I will see you in geography tomorrow hopefully” 

“Well we’ll see” She smiled and slammed the door behind her. Quickly he made his way towards the window noticing Lottie run as fast as possible down his road.


“Hey Matt!” Lottie said, walking into her first lesson 5 minutes early.

“All right Lottie, why you moved to the front?” he asked, as she sat at the desk adjoining his.

“I wanted to be near the front so new girl don’t nick anymore of my pens,” she smiled, sitting down.

“Hey Sir!” came a high voice and Kari walked in, and sat down on a chair, her skirt rising up ever so slightly.

“Morning Kari,” He turned his back to write on the board, and Lottie got up to get some paper, as she passed Kari’s desk, Kari pushed all her belongs onto the floor, so there was pens and make up everywhere.

“SIR!” Kari exclaimed, Matt spun round, to see Kari staring distraughtly at the floor, and Lottie standing looking at the mess, “Charlotte just pushed my things onto the floor,”

“Don’t be so bloody petty, you pushed them down there yourself,” Lottie cried, marching to her seat.

“Lottie, language… and Kari, just pick everything up and I want you both to sit this lesson in silence,” he demanded.

Sitting down on a bench in the playground, Lottie began to listen to her CD player totally oblivious to what was happening around her. 


“What shit you listening to hey?” Kari asked whilst pulling both headphones out of Lottie’s ears.


“I was trying to listen to Rancid, but hey you’ve deprived me of my hearing” 


“There shit,” She laughed much preferring her dance music.

“Each to their own”


“Your much different to everyone else aren’t you, more weird” Kari explained.


“Different in what way?”

“Goth springs to mind, all that shit black make up and the piercing, its very disturbing” 


“I’m not a Goth, I wear black eyeliner and that’s about it and concerning my piercing’s, I have 2”


“What is with you and not backing down?” Kari asked getting rather annoyed.


“I’m merely standing up for myself” Lottie answered, sarcasm obvious in her tone.


“Well… I don’t care what you do, as long as you keep your snotty little gothic hands off Mr. Willis, he is so mine!”  Kari sneered.


“Leave him alone!” Lottie warned standing up, her CD player flying to the floor with a smash, but she didn’t flinch.


“Give me one good reason, everyone knows he wants me Charlotte!” she sighed, looking at her nails.


“LIAR! He does not want you! He’s 25 years old; he does not want some 16 year old tart!” Lottie shrieked, giving her a hard shove in the stomach.


“Look at yourself hunny!” Kari sneered spitefully, regaining her balance.


“No… you’re a sad little tart, and you have no right, he does not like you and he never will,” screamed Lottie, pushing her over and hitting her hard round the face.


“Hey Girls… shit… Kari… Lottie, stop it!” yelled Mr. Willis, running over as they rolled about on the floor screaming and pulling each other’s hair.

“He’s mine” Kari screamed, grabbing another chunk of Lottie’s brown hair.

“IM NO ONES!” Mr. Willis screamed pulling up both girls by the collars. Looking at both girls made he feel so pathetic. They were both 16 years old and both fighting over him.

“Lottie my office, Kari, I’ll deal with you later” He explained whilst dragging Lottie along towards his office. Slamming the door behind them both, he huffed with aggression.

“That was uncalled for”

“She started it”

“To be honest I don’t care who started it, the fighting began because of me and I’m not having it”

“She….”

“I don’t care! You know what this means Lottie and that’s exclusion”

“You can’t! Please don’t! Please” She pleaded, spending time at home wasn’t her cup of tea, it would just mean another excuse for her dad to treat her the way he did.

“I’m sorry, but I will have to”

“Please Matt, I won’t be able to see you, Kari will have you to herself then.”

“As I’ve tried to explain to both, I technically belong to neither” He groaned, sitting down.

“Please sir… she came up to me and started causing problems, I never said you were mine, that was her, she has given me nothing but grief since the day she started here… she makes my life hell!” Lottie cried, sitting the other side of the desk.

“I don’t know what to do Lottie…” he moaned, his head sitting into his hands, she got up and walked around the table.
“Please… I won’t let it happen again.” Lottie begged, resting a hand on his back. He groaned in a stressed way, and she ran her hand up through his jet-black hair and rested the other hand on his shoulder, rubbing it gently, “I never meant for things to get this bad!”

“Lottie…” he moved his head up and looked at her, “I’m 24 years old… what do you see in me?”

“You’re amazing!” she answered simply, “I dunno why, but everything about you is amazing,”

“Lottie… I…” he rested his hand on top of hers, and she slopped down so she was eye level with him.

“Please don’t say anything.” She whispered, leaning forward and kissing him softly on the lips, “Coz I won’t,”

“Shit Lottie, this is so dangerous,” he muttered, as she deepened the kiss, sitting on his lap and her arms hanging loosely around his neck, but he wasn’t pulling away, he carried on.

The school bell chimed and Lottie sprang off Matt’s knee. 

“I’ve got art” She smiled; it was the only lesson she actually enjoyed.

“I want you to be careful ok? If you see Kari walk away and don’t retaliate” He warned her, knowing too well that Kari was after some revenge. 

“I wont I promise, I’ll go straight to art, nothing will happen” 

“Ok, seriously be careful and I will hopefully see you again today” He winked.

“Probably if I don’t end up in detention” She laughed and ran out of the door.

As the school day came to an end and the bell rang out, Lottie made her way swiftly to the geography section of the school. She waited outside the class as Mr. Willis dismissed his year seven students then crept into the room.

“Hey Lottie.” He laughed, as she crept up behind him, with him not even turning round.

“How you know it was me?” she asked, perching on the desk he was leaning over.

“I could smell you come into the room,” he smiled, taking a seat and sorting through papers.

“Saying I smell?” she asked, in mock offence.

“No you have a lovely smell, that’s what I could smell, your lovely fragrance,” he grinned, “I really have to finish marking these before I go,”

“Ok… Matt I really don’t wanna go home yet, can I wait here with you?” she asked.

“Well… it might look a bit funny, you can take my key and wait at mine, make yourself a drink and I’ll be home in an hour, help yourself to something to eat, ring your mum or dad and tell them you’re at a mates, and I’ll drop you off at about 9:00pm,” matt smiled, handing her a key.

“Cheers,” she smiled, kissing him on the cheek and walking out the classroom.

“Sorry I’m late, teacher meeting I didn’t know about” He apologized as he threw his jacket onto the sofa.

“Its ok, don’t worry” She smiled

“Did you get in touch with your mum and dad?”

“Yeah I did, but they were too busy arguing over the fact you rang home the other day”

“What were they saying?”

“O you know the usual. Nothing I can’t handle.”

“Sorry about that, but the language did annoy me, you swear more than me and that’s saying something”

“You’re a fucking hypocrite ain’t ya! Tell me off for swearing then you admit to it… look there’s nothing wrong in it, they’re only words!” she laughed, standing up from the couch and walking over to him, “Well… looks like an empty flat!”

“Yeah…” he trailed off.

“So erm…” she smiled seductively, and laced her hand into his and looked up at his face.

“Yeah erm… yeah,” he stuttered

“Matt… take me to your room,” she whispered, holding his hand, he nodded and led her slowly through the flat to a very simple room with a double bed in the middle. She sat on the edge and he sat next to her and she leant up and kissed him, he let her lead, as he didn’t want to rush her, or do anything that might put her off.

They fell back onto the bed gently kissing and caressing each other.

The following morning Lottie awoke in Matt’s bed alone, she scrambled out and pulled on her school uniform, and tied her hair back roughly. Then made her way into the kitchen, Matt sat looking into a cup of tea, she knocked on the doorframe and he looked up and grinned when he saw the smile on her face.

“Morning beautiful,” he said, as she sat next to him, and poured herself a mug of tea and took a slice of toast off matt’s plate.

“Morning,” she smiled. “You didn’t need to be gentle last night you know, I like a man to control, shows he can make a women happy” She told him.

“Well, you know I just thought being gentle would make you feel comfortable and I can make a woman happy, proved that to you last night” and he smirked.

“Yeah you sure did babe” Learning forward she kissed the tip of his nose, and then bit into the warm toast, which she had previously nicked. 

“I’ll drop you off at home later, so you can get changed, then I expect you to be in my lesson,” He explained giving very precise orders. 

“Yes Sir”

“You don’t have to call me sir in my own home you know”

“I know Sir, but it sounds better” and she smiled seductively.

“Sorry I’m late sir, mum gave me a lift and the car fucked up,” Lottie apologized walking into the lesson 15 minutes late, Matt nodded and smiled, then turned back to the TV/ video set, which he was slipping a tape into.

“Ok class I’d like you to watch this carefully and take notes, Lottie can I have a quick word in here please,” she nodded and stood up and followed into his office, which adjoined his classroom.

“I’m really sorry I was late sir but…” she started, realizing that just because of their situation he couldn’t treat her any differently to the other students, or could he.

“I didn’t want to see you about that… this,” he began, taking a sheet of paper and shoving it in Lottie’s face, “Can you explain what this is?”

“My homework,” she smiled, taking it from him, “U… you marked this a U… I answered the question,”

“Yes the essay question, 'describe and explain the effects of the Eruption of Mount Vesuvius',” he started.

“Yup, see my answer,” she pointed at the writing at the top of the creased sheet.

“You wrote, and I quote, ‘The Volcano erupted and all the people died’ unquote,” he looked up at her from the paper.

“Yep… it’s correct, that’s what happened,” she said.

“It was an essay question, I wanted at least a two sided sheet answer,” he groaned, slumping in the chair.

“Oh…Ooopps,” she smiled slightly.

“Yer… Ooopps,” he sighed, “Lottie you can do so much better than this, tonight I want you to redo the essay and bring it into school tomorrow morning,”

“No can do sir… busy tonight,” she smiled.

“Well… what is so important that you have to put your homework aside?”

“I’m going round my boyfriends, for a night of amazing wild sex,” she grinned.

“Oh,” he shut up and looked hurt.

“You babes, I’m going round yours tonight,” she giggled, he smiled slightly.

“Ok Lottie you can come round tonight, but I want you to sit at the table and do the entire essay in front of me, no help, and no sex until it’s all done,” he bargained.

“Fine…” she sighed, as he stood up, she kissed him softly on the lips and walked out the office.

“Can I please just stop?” Lottie pleaded.

“No, I want this essay done, I want a good grade from you, and I mean would your parents be proud of a U.”

“Like they would care, but please I just wanna stop”

“Lottie! I want you to sit there and get that done, as I’ve said no sex for you until it’s finished” He smirked and made his way towards his sofa, switching the TV on just to irritate Lottie even more.

“Mean fucker” She whispered.

Chewing onto her pencil, she searched for concentration, desperately wondering if there was any form of geography knowledge in her head.

She began to write, slowly jotting down anything, which she thought sounded intelligent. Her blue eyes began to close as she felt the wave of tiredness blow over her. Resting her head onto her hands she began to descend into the land of slumber.

“Lottie have you finished that essay yet, you’ve not said anything for hours” Matt asked as he turned his head away from the TV.  He smiled to himself as he saw her asleep, her head resting on the table.

He moved across to her, taking her gently in his arms and moving her to his bed, where he lay next to her, leaning on his arm and playing with her hair.


Matt couldn’t help but feel dirty.  He was, after all a teacher, trusted to nurture and look after their children.  And here he was lying next to one of his students.  She moved slightly under his gentle touch and smiled in her sleep.


He knew something was going to go wrong, he just knew it.  Lottie was of a volatile temperament and he knew he had to tread carefully.  If he did something to aggravate her then she would out their relationship, leaving his career and reputation in tatters.  It was more than a risk, but it was too late to back out on his choice now.  At least she was sixteen, which had to count for something; at least she was legal.  That thought made him feel slightly more comfortable with the issue of age.


She made him feel old though, despite the fact that in spirit he wasn’t.  And she was right about his choice of subject being boring.  He had never particularly had a passion for geography but he had a passion for teaching, so when he applied for the course at his local university and found out his chosen course of music was full, he had taken the other subject they offered him, which was geography…probably the least successful of his a level choices…but that was the way of the world he supposed.  He had been late applying so really he had no one to blame but himself.


Ever since he was small he’d always wanted to work with music, but having little luck up until his first job, he was now doing a course in teaching music, although he seriously doubted it’d ever be put to much use.


To say he didn’t have a passion for his work was wrong, he loved going home at night knowing that he had helped someone and if one person walked away having gained something from his lesson then he figured that he had done his bit for the world.


He was stroking her hair and she stirred, rolling into his body.  He sighed to himself; he still wasn’t over the age gap.  He did however find it ironic that when he, himself was a school boy he had found teachers ridiculously sexy, and now he was a teacher it was safe to say he found this particular student sexier than any member of the staff.


She opened her eyes and smiled at him.  He smiled back, his hand resting on her thigh.


‘Alright babe.’


‘Hmm’ she sighed happily and moved so that she was leaning on her elbow in the same position that he was, and moved her free hand to mess him his hair.


‘I marked your essay.’  Lottie rolled her eyes.  ‘C+ and only half finished…’ With that he was cut off as Lottie fully regained consciousness.


‘You promised me sex.’ She stated bluntly.


‘And I’m here to deliver.’  Her hand rushed to the bottom of his t-shirt pulling it over his head, and his hands travelled up her thighs and began removing her underwear.  She found his belt and removed it with her small nimble fingers, undoing her flies while she was at it.


They rolled over and she was on top, she didn’t like the fact that he was losing his clothes so fast, lying there in his black CK’s that weren’t doing very much to conceal his delight at the vision in unfolding in front of him.


She sat on his firm stomach, which was solid and laboured for.  She hadn’t been with a man like Matt before; he was so perfect in everyway.  Long limbs, strong and broad frame, tight muscles, and masculine face, with eyelashes that any normal woman would kill for.


Slowly, she began removing her white school shirt, pulling it up over her head and then she unclipped her bra, throwing it nonchalantly across the room, his hands moved to the back of her skirt unfastening it and pulling it down, she knelt so he could pull it down further, this was more like what she wanted from him.  She moved off him just enough to remove her skirt and then regained her position, this time sitting on his legs as opposed to his stomach.  She began kissing down his smooth skin till she reached his boxers, and she felt him buck when she moved near him.  She used her time wisely and quickly removed the last remnants of his clothing, leaving him naked on the bed.


Having not really had time to take in the sights of his body before she paused, taking it the smooth lines and sharp angles of the beautiful man in front of her.  She even loved his thumbs, which she had heard people in the class refer to as weird; too long apparently…she smirked to herself.


Without any warning she was suddenly awoken form her daze and was flipped over on the bed so that she was now underneath him and he was going crazy, kissing every inch of flesh he could get to.  There was an untamed urgency in his kisses that she found completely and utterly overwhelming.


He kissed roughly down her body and then she felt pressure as one of his long chubby fingers entered her.  Now this was definitely what she liked, she was moaning god he had the right hands for this sort of thing, long and thick, yet soft, his were not the hands of a manual labourer.


He added a second finger and she bucked into his movements as his other hand ran along her back, fingers at her spine, controlling her movement, while his mouth searched her young tight flesh.


She was just beginning to really enjoy herself when he removed his hand…she felt him slide inside of her, his hot skin against hers, his mouth at her neck.  Their bodies were moving in synchronisation, as if moving to a beat that only they heard.


His thrusts sped up gradually, and she sure as hell wasn’t complaining.  He wasn’t lying when he said he knew how to please a woman.  He was reaching his climax, she could tell and she was getting there as well, a combination of his kisses and his carefully times thrusts throwing her over the edge.


He brought his mouth to her for one quick dirty kiss before he buried his head in her neck and his muscles tensed and he too was sent flying over the edge.  They lay there a moment, bodies entwined, trying to grasp reality.  Before Matt moved off her, lying next to her in bed and pulling her close to him.


“See now, why the fuck didn’t you do that last time.”  Lottie said smirking after around half an hour of silence, as she played with the now curly hair on his head.


“I like to keep my woman guessing.”


“So I’m your woman now am I?”  Lottie played her attitude.


“Well only if you want to be.”


“Hmmm,” she sighed, resting her head into his chest, giving him the signals of a definite yes.


Sitting in her music lesson the following day Lottie felt totally distracted by the thoughts of Matt and what he had made her feel last night. It was amazing, something no other guy had ever made her experience before, that feeling of immense pleasure and the memories filled her head.


There was a knock on the classroom door and it snapped her out of her daydream quickly, She looked up as Miss Eves opened the door and Matt entered, and whispered something to her, she nodded and exited the class, leaving Matt in charge.


“Ok… Miss Eves has had to rush off to a meeting, so I’ll be taking you as I have a free period, so if you all carry on with your coursework and I’ll be here if you need any help,” he explained, sitting at the desk.


He watched Lottie carefully as she sat in a group of friends, holding an acoustic guitar on her lap and a notepad on the table in front of her; she jotted down notes and laughed with her friends. She propped up the notes in front of her and began to strum a tune, and suddenly the whole class went silent as she opened her mouth and sang the first line to a song.


“There’s nothing I can do,


I can’t help loving you


There’s nothing I could say,


If I can’t make you stay,


I can’t let you see the sorrow in my heart, my baby


I’ll have to let you


Without your smile I know so well,


I’m just an empty shell,


Make sure to keep in touch,


I’d value it so much,


There’s so much I would like to say to you,


But I will just have to let you goooooo o o oooo ooooo,


Mmmmmm mm mmmmm mm mmm mmm


There’s so much I would like to say to you,


My baby I have to let you go,” 


As she finished the whole class went back to their work and she burst back into conversation with her friends like nothing had happened at all.


Matt was awestruck he stood up and walked over.


“Lottie,” he began.


“Hey sir,” she smiled cheekily.


“Erm… that was really good,” he smiled.


“Thank you sir, wrote it myself,” she smiled.


“Well it was very good Lottie,” he grinned.


“See you later sir,” she smiled, as he stood up and walked over to the desk.

Standing secretly in an empty classroom, she waited for her magnificence. Just wanting to caress his skin, the way she did previously. Slamming the classroom door behind him, Matt huffed; he was really beginning to despise geography, why did no one take it seriously?

“You ok sexy?” She winked, sitting ever so seductively on his desk. Showing as much thigh and cleavage as possible. 

“Lottie, Please get off my desk.”  Lottie looked at Matt through veiled eyes and with pouty lips.

“Do I have too?” She said seductively.  Matt’s face cracking into a grin.

“Well if you want your surprise then yes.”  Lottie shot him a look, as he grabbed his blazer and exited the room.  She followed him out to his car…being careful so that no one saw her.

He opened his car and she climbed in the back and ducked down, she didn’t want him getting in trouble he was probably one of the best things in her life and she didn’t want that ruined.

He drove her out into the country as the warm air filled the car through the open windows.  He was playing the blink album, and although Lottie wasn’t really a big fan of theirs she knew enough to know that it was the ‘Take of your pants and jacket’ album.

He drove into a quiet field and stopped, he then silently left the car and got something out of the boot.  Lottie sat in the car and watched as he set out a picnic blanket and some nibbles and a bottle of some sort of alcohol.

He set out the food and motioned for Lottie to join him, they lay on the blanket under the shade of a big oak tree and eat strawberries and some pretty decent champagne…although it wasn’t really expensive it was still nice.

Matt was playing with Lottie’s hair again and Lottie moved into his touch.

“You know I really like spending time with you.”  Matt said suddenly, breaking the relative silence that had only previously been interrupted but the sounds of nature.  Lottie looked up, from where she was faced, but continued to play with the buttons of his shirt.

“Me too…I like everything about being with you.”

“Oh that’s good to know.”  Lottie’s hands were busy undoing his shirt buttons and soon his shirt was completely open, he lay back and let her work her magic.  She slid the shirt over his broad shoulders and kissed down his chest, undoing his flies and yanking down his trousers.

He sat up then and began removing her shirt, unfastening each button slowly and carefully, until at last she wore only her bra and skirt.  She stood to remove her skirt and sat on him.

He rolled over and in one swift movement dragged her underwear down her long legs.  They then rolled over and she sat across his legs, gently her hand worked its way into the soft cotton material of his boxers, and she slide her hand along his smooth length.  He groaned deep in his throat and Lottie kissed his bobbing Adam’s apple.

She then pulled down his boxers and positioned herself over his swollen cock, she her herself slide down it slowly and he groaned in pleasure.  He moved his hands to her hips as they found a rhythm.  And she was slighting because she had never tried it like this before and she found this way rather pleasurable.  She had read in some magazine that it was a great position of the woman because she could control the penetration, and men liked to be lazy.  But damn it felt good.

She moaned, and looked down at the man before her.  His eyes were closed and sweat was beading on his forehead, his chest heaved and his hips bucked up to match her chosen rhythm as his arms assisted her movements.  He really was beautiful; she wondered briefly why he didn’t have girls falling at his feet.  And then she wondered why he was with her, a mere girl; she was so sure he could do so much better.

Just as she was having a moment of deep thought she felt the spasms going through her increase as she felt herself on edge, she saw that it was effecting Matt too and she saw his stomach muscles clench as he let out and involuntary ‘shit’ and released his load deep within her.

She lay down on top and him as he pulled the blanket over them, trying to protect what was left of their modesty.  They just lay there for a while kissing and cuddling, and at that moment Lottie was quite sure that Matt was the best thing to ever happen to her.

Matt had been staring at the sky and had seen the dark rain cloud form in the sky above them.  However much he didn’t want to move from where he w as at that moment he also didn’t fancy contracting the flu either so he began to move and Lottie followed him.  

They pulled on their clothes before packing away the blanket and heading back to the car.

“That wasn’t quite what I had in mind for our little helping.”  Matt smirked, as Lottie climbed into the front seat of his car.

“Bet it was a damn site more interesting though.” 

“Thanks babe, I will see you tomorrow” Lottie smiled as she jumped out of his car. Carefully running towards her home. 

Moving his hand, he made a swift hand gesture, signalled and left.

She stopped for a second, suddenly wondering why a girl like her, had ended up with such a magnificent. He owned what many guys wanted. The broad shoulders, the toned stomach and the hands, big, strong hands, always there to make you feel welcomed. 

“Dad, I’m home” Lottie called as she opened her front door.

“Where have you been?”

“Just out, sorry for being late, I had turn ...erm… finish coursework” Although she had never really lied, she had now.

“O rite, with that geo teacher guy?”

“Erm. Yeah” Lottie looked down as she sat in front of her dinner at the table.

“Isn’t it a little unhealthy to be spending so much time on one subject, don’t forget where your priorities lie,” her father told her, she nodded into her nodded and carried on eating.

“So… Generating electricity is possible by using water, but there are problems, this is called Hydro electricity and is generated by pouring water from a lake at the top of a mountain and into a lake at the bottom, but the problem is the lake can run out of water in this country, and more power from other sources must be generated to pump the water back up.” Mr Willis explained drawing a diagram on the board.

“But sir couldn’t you just like… make your own water?” Lottie asked, slightly confused, a few people giggled thinking she was being sarcastic.

“Yes Lottie that is a possibility, you just get your two hydrogen’s and an oxygen and mix them together and hey presto,” Matt turned to look at her and the class laughed a bit.

“All right don’t take the piss, only asking,” she sighed, copying up the diagram.

“Ok class, when you’re done you can pack up your books and wait for the bell,” he sighed, cleaning the board and taking a can of Dr pepper from the drawer in his desk.

“Sir… I don’t really understand,” Lottie groaned, as people began to stand up and tuck their chairs under.

“Well… it’s quite simple Lottie, this is just a form of generating electricity, it’s all to do with industry,” Matt explained.

“Yeah but what the hell has that got to do with Geography?” she asked.

“God… Lottie, I don’t know how to teach you anymore, it’s getting stupid, I can’t seem to explain the simplest thing to you, yet everyone else seems to understand, is it my teaching methods?” he asked.

“No… it’s me, I just cannot get it into my head, I am trying, I am trying so hard my head is beginning to hurt, just tell me what I’m doing wrong, why I don’t understand, I can’t take it anymore, people look at me like I’m stupid, and I’m not, I just don’t get that!” Lottie exclaimed, getting quite frustrated.

“I know you’re not stupid Lottie, I have never said that, and I have complete faith that you can pass this exam, your coursework was pleasing, I am sure that you can do just as well in your final exam, now please! Just tell me exactly what you don’t understand and I’ll see if I can find some other way of explaining it so you understand.”  Lottie looked up.  She wasn’t trying to be difficult she genuinely didn’t understand it, and although she wasn’t top of the class in any subject she usually understood most of her work, yet with geography she just couldn’t.

She could tell Matt was getting frustrated and was hoping that he wasn’t having second thoughts about their relationship; she didn’t think she could take it if he ended it now.  As pathetic and stupid as it sounded he gave some sense of normality to his life and he gave her a reason to try.  Her parents weren’t exactly the most attentive and loving of parents and deep down she knew that was why she was so desperate to please Matt, but now she seemed to be failing at that as well. 

She felt the tears begin to fill her eyes as the rest of the class left for home.  She just didn’t know what to do, she didn’t understand it, she couldn’t and now it seemed to her as though this great void was forming between her and Matt.  And she couldn’t stand it.

She started crying.  Quietly sitting hands in her arms crying on the desk.  Matt looked up from where he had sat down at his desk, and sighed.  He hadn’t meant to upset her and it really wasn’t her fault she couldn’t help that she didn’t understand and he shouldn’t take it out on her.  As much as their relationship was sexual out of school in school he was still her teacher and so therefore he should treat her with respect and nurture her.

He walked over to her and knelt at her side.

“Do you want to talk about it?”  He asked softy, his Adam’s apple bopping in his throat, she looked up at him, her face all red and puffy.

“You…you hate me now don’t you?”  

“Hey no…why would you think that…I just get frustrated…it’s not your fault…it’s mine…I shouldn’t expect so much of you…I know you’re trying your hardest.”  Lottie sniffed and Matt handed her some tissues that he had grabbed from the desk.

“You promise.”

“Hey you’re my star student…if I hated you do you honestly think I’d risk my whole career?”  Matt was holding her hand and stroking it with his thumb, his beautiful hazel eyes pierced into hers.

“But…but…” Lottie needed to tell him of her fears she couldn’t contain them any longer.  She sighed.  “You could have any woman you wanted…I mean just looked at you…you’re beautiful…not in a cheesy way, you’re just…gorgeous…and you’re so nice and so kind…and smart and funny…and I just can’t help wondering why you would ever want to with me…” She stifled a sob.  Matt bought his hand to her face.

“I think…” He took a moment to consider his phrasing.  “I think you should look into the mirror when you say some of these things.”  He gently wiped her tears away with his strong hand.  Letting it linger to touch her smooth skin.

With that he stood up and gently pulled her to her feet.  

“Well I don’t know about you…but I’m sick of being cooped up in here.”  And he turned to leave.

“Don’t you have to work until half four?” she asked.

“Yeah… but I don’t have anything to do,” he smiled, “Come on, I’ll walk you home,” 

She nodded slowly and followed him out.

“This is your house?” matt asked, as they reached a small red brick house on the edge of a council estate, the sound of her older sister could be heard screaming inside and her baby brother crying.

“Yeah… it’s my step mums place,” she looked down slightly embarrassed.

“Well… I’ll see you tomorrow,” he smiled.

“It’s Saturday,” she reminded him.

“Oh yeah, I guess you probably have homework,” he sighed.

“I did it all at yours the other night,” she told him.

“Ok… well… if you want to come round you know where I live, and you can always ring my mobile, its always on,” he assured her, he gave her a warm smile and proceeded on his way home.

“Who was that?” came a girls voice, Lottie turned around to see her older sister, a tart to the core, she stood proud in a very short denim skirt, a little red strap top and a pair of strappy heels.

“Just a mate,” Lottie replied.

“He single?” she asked.

“Very much taken,” Lottie groaned, turning and walking inside and up to her bedroom, she watched out the window as a car pulled up and her sister got, in and the car disappeared around the corner. Her sister seemed to have it so easy.

Lottie became little light headed and felt all her emotions build up at once. She soon found herself collapsing onto the bed and crying her eyes out as the room spun.

She woke up at 8 am…well actually it had been 8.04 but anyway.  As soon as she opened her eyes she felt the nausea build and ran to the toilet, to throw up.  Great this was all she needed was to be sick now.

She threw up again, and then clamoured back into bed.  She had phoned Matt to tell him she wouldn’t be around that afternoon, and when she wasn’t in school on Monday he had phoned her to check that she was ok and that he hadn’t done anything to upset her.

On Tuesday she had a nasty feeling that she knew what was going on.  She had always been a pretty regular girl but this month she hadn’t been.  She really hoped she wasn’t right…they didn’t need this they really didn’t need this.

She summoned the energy to leave the house and when to the chemist.  She sat alone in her bathroom for an hour because she had even managed to remove the packaging, and it had been another half an hour because she actually took the test.

She couldn’t bring herself to look, she had no idea what she was going to do if she was, she really couldn’t afford to be.  She was only sixteen she was still more or less a child herself.

She looked at the blue line and immediately felt sick again.  She only just managed to reach the toilet before the colossal vomiting began.  And after she just sat on the floor.  She really had gone and done it now hadn’t she.  She didn’t know what she was going to do.

She just sat there and cried…she’d really fucked up this time.  There was no way she could get rid of it…but then again there was no way she could keep it either.  So it was either wrecking her own life or destroying Matt’s or killing the baby.  But she couldn’t do that…it wasn’t its fault, why should it be punished for her mistake.  She continued crying…she had no one she could tell and she had no idea what to do.

After several hours of crying and of course thinking, Her mobile began to ring. Flickering silently by her bed.

“Hello” She sniffed.

“Heya. Babe, are you alright?” Matt asked rather worriedly that she was crying down the phone. 

“Yeah, just feel under weather that’s all.”

“Guess you want be in my geography lesson then tomorrow?”

“No sorry, I just don’t feel my normal self, prob’ a virus or something”

“Well, drink plenty of fluids and stay wrapped up warm yeah?” Although Matt was a geography teacher, he thought he might as well add a hint of first aid in there too. 

“I will, wrapped up as we speak. Listen I really should be going” She sighed.

“Ok darlin’ get better yeah See ya”

“Bye” 

She felt the sudden urge to cry heavily again. He didn’t know about the current situation and from how she felt, that was the way it was going to stay. She wanted to tell him of course she did, but something’s people just feel they need to keep to themselves. Placing her cold hands onto her stomach, she felt scared; there was actually something inside there, all warm and clueless to the outside world. Although the baby was only in its early stages, probably still the developing egg, but she knew it was real and growing day by day.


Matt walked slowly up to Lottie’s front door and tapped lightly. He waited around, and knocked again. The door slid open and Lottie’s pale face peered around the door.


“Hey… I wanted to know if you were ok I mean… I know I shouldn’t be round here, but… I was worried,” he admitted.


“I’ve been ill,” Lottie told him quietly, opening the door a bit more, to reveal that she was wearing a pair of baggie jeans, and a Band tee.


“Yeah you look really pale,” Matt muttered.


“I’d let you in, but my sister will be home in a bit, and she’ll ask questions… and I’m mean to be baby sitting my three year old brother, he might tell Sue and then I’d get in trouble,” Lottie explained.


“Will you be back at school on Monday?” Matt asked.


“Yeah probably, if I feel better, can I come round yours to do some homework when I’m back?” she asked.


“Sure you can… I don’t know what’s wrong with home, but if you feel you can concentrate better at mine then that is fine,” he agreed.


“Ok… you should go… bye,” she slid the door shut and matt walked off, feeling a bit put out, he wondered if he had done something to upset her. Sure she did look ill, but she seemed really distant.

“Nice to see your back Lottie” Matt grinned as he welcomed her back into the class.

“Thanks sir, glad to see you missed me” winking her eye, she covered any sign of confusing.

“I expect you to have caught up with all the work you’ve missed.” He instructed.

“Have I hell, I just about do the work.” She laughed.

“Well that’s not the answer I was looking for, I want you in this classroom at 3:20” He informed her and began to write that afternoons work onto the whiteboard.


“So Lottie, I expect you to finish that now.” Matt sighed.


“Awww, can’t I just have sex instead.” Lottie seductive begin to move her hand up Matt’s leg.


“Lottie not now.”


“Why? I think its sexier doing it in a classroom.” Still moving her hand to the tip of his belt.


“Lottie I said not now.”  So it had begun.  He was already tired of her immature games; she should have known it couldn’t last forever.   She turned to leave the classroom.


“Lottie I want that work doing.”  Lottie thought he was being more than a little mean now, she had after all been ‘ill’ for over a week.  She sighed to herself.  He had been so caring when she was ill and now he seemed like he couldn’t care less about her.  She could feel the hot tears building.  Maybe she was over reacting, but that was what women in her position tended to do.  She stood there.


“Lottie…the sooner you do this the sooner we can go home.”


“Fuck you asshole!”  Matt looked up, but she had already walked out.  He followed her, he didn’t want to be nasty, but it seemed to be the only thing she understood, god he fancied her but he couldn’t let her not do her coursework that was just jeopardizing his job even more.


She ran out of the school ground and towards her house.   He finally caught up with her in an alleyway.  He grabbed her shoulder and she screamed.


“Shhhhhhhhh…are you going to tell me what’s wrong?”


“Like I said, fuck you ass hole.”  She spat out the words, and Matt looked a little hurt.  She took off again but he was persistence if nothing else.  He followed her right back to her house, running up her drive when he realised she was going to shut the door on him.  He reached the door before it was shut, and held it open, against her pushing.


Eventually she gave up and stepped back.  She looked at her feet, ashamed of her behavior.


“Where are your parents?”  He demanded.


“Work.”  She answered simply.


“Your sister?”


“Probably fucking around with some footballer.”


“Good.”  He pushed her against the wall, shutting the door behind him.  He gently kissed her neck, his hands moving down her body.  She moved into his touch, loving the feel of the sensuality in which he seemed to move.


“Bed…” She sighed.  He moaned in agreement, scooping her up into his muscular embrace, she wrapped her legs around his waist as he hitched up her skirt, leaving her enough freedom to move in such a way.


They stumbled up the stairs, and practically feel into her bedroom.  Matt locked the door behind them; he didn’t want any uninvited guests.  He gently laid her on the bed, and pulled his Von Dutch tee over his expansive shoulders, revealing his physically powerful form.  Moving so that he was balanced on top of her, he resumed kissing her once more.


He tenderly kissed her neck and kissed down onto where her shirt was open (they wore v-necked shirts) slowly he undid each button, following the trail of naked flesh down with his soft kisses.  When he reached the last of her buttons, he delicately began to slide open her white shirt, revealing more and more of her young, smooth flesh.  He took his time working his way back up her body, savoring the taste of each bit of the exposed flesh.  He smoothly pushed her shirt over her shoulders, and carefully kissed her neck, licking her jaw line, before bringing his mouth to hers.


His tongue begged access to her mouth and she granted it him freely.  His right armed slid behind her and unclipped her bra with the ease of a man that had had lots of experience when it came to such tasks.


She wiggled to try and free herself of the unwanted garment but to no avail.  He knelt up above her, a leg either side of her, so that his crotch rested on her stomach, and slid the bra straps down her arms before discarding it entirely.  He resumed his kissing missions again, his right arm once more at her back pushing her pert breasts against his toned chest.


Gradually he moved away from her mouth, kissing across her cheek to her ear lobe.  He spent several seconds nibbling on it before continuing down her body.   His mouth making a pit stop at each of her small rounded nipples. He reached her skirt and his hands slid up under it to the top of her tights, chunky fingers hooking underneath them and he dragged them down her smooth tanned legs.


Without haste he kissed up her left leg, upon reaching her thigh his hands crept once more to her back, where they fondled with the button at the back of her skirt, and unzipped the black skirt.  He pushed down the skirt, hands moving along her legs.


He kissed his way up her right leg as far as her knee before jumping to her navel.  With purpose he kissed down, towards her lacy underwear, licking around the waistband he used his left hand to push the knickers over her buttocks, and she wiggled to free herself of them.


He moved to stand then, his heavy hands working the tight belt her wore to hold up his trousers.  The bulge at his crotch was evident even through the think material of his jeans.  He undid the jeans and slid them down his fine toned legs, stepping out of them at the bottom.  His erection was obvious under the soft cotton of his fashionable black ‘fcuk’ boxers.  He stared at Lottie in awe, and a thick hand played with the waistband of the low-slung boxers. 


He slid them down over his firm arse, revealing his manhood to Lottie.  Fully erect it was nothing short of impressive.  He climbed back onto the bed, hardly shifting the mattress at all, it was like her had somehow floated onto the bed.


He lay down on top of her, hands roaming her down.  She brought her hands to his shoulders, and to her surprise she found herself shaking.  Matt kissed down her body once move, leaving no spot untouched, unloved, un-cherished.   She was sighing, it was beautiful, so sensual, and it felt like an almost tranquil peace had taken over her body.


He kissed his way back up to her neck.  Pulling her body towards his so that they touched.  Her left hand grabbed his, and their fingers and legs entwined as he slid into her.  He used small movements to move within her, as her hand grasped his, longing to be even closer to him.  He hand was pushing his chest closer to her as he made love to her.


It wasn’t like anything else she had ever experienced in her entire life.  It was the complete feeling of being at one with another.  It was indescribable, and up until that point it had been nothing but fiction dreamt up by people with over active minds.


They came together, and lay intertwined.  After a short while, Lottie looked up at Matt, his long eyelashes where brushing against his cheeks and his breathing had before deep and regular.  He looked so peaceful asleep.  So young and yet so grown up at the same time.  His dark hair had fallen onto his forehead and his red lips looked full.


Lottie moved her small hand to his chest and snuggled further into his smoothing embrace.   For the first time in her life she actually thought that she was in love…


The front door banged shut.  Shit!  That meant her parents were home, she hated to have to wake Matt but she knew it had to be done.  He woke with a start and she urged him to put on his clothes.  Scrambling about he eventually managed to obtain all of his clothes and then was being pushed toward the window, but a half naked Lottie.  He grinned as he realised it was his only was of escape, and kissed her roughly on the lips as he departed.


Lottie fell back onto her bed thinking of the events that had just transpired.  It was then that her whole predicament hit her once more.  It felt like a ton of bricks had been dropped on her from a great height…she was pregnant, and it was his…just when she thought things were going right, she had managed to over look the crucial reason why they had been descending in the first place.  She still had no idea what to do.


The confusion came clear within a few days. Forget it. Ignore it. Pretend it wasn’t there. Maybe if she did that it would go away. Maybe if she just kept convincing herself it wasn’t there, then it would go. She had little over six months left at school, ok so it might become obvious, but if she kept telling herself it wasn’t there, then it would be true.


She lay on her soft mattress, on her front, scrawling away at her English exercise book, an essay, which Matt had told her she needed to finish if she wanted to get into college or sixth form. She did, she had to get into college, the rest of her life depended on it.


She heard a buzz, and watched her phone move silently along the bedside table as it vibrated, falling off and hitting the carpeted floor.


She scrambled off the bed and picked it up as it continued to vibrate. She looked at the screen and saw Stranger, flashing on it, Matt’s security name, incase anyone saw her phone.


“Hello,” she sighed into the phone.


“Hey hunny, how’s the essay doing?” he asked.


“Ok… nearly done I’m working on the conclusion as we speak,” she told him, picking up her pen and laying down on the bed again.


“I know you were meant to be coming round this afternoon, but I have to go into town and pick up some resources for a few of my lessons next week, do you reckon you could come round tonight instead, I’ll rent a movie and get a pizza in or something babes?” Matt told her, he sounded genuinely apologetic.


“Erm yeah that’s fine, I have some art I want to do, so I’ll come round yours at about 7:30, I probably can’t stay all night, I have to baby sit my little brother tomorrow morning,” she explained.


“That’s fine babes… what film do you want to watch?” he asked.


“Donnie Darko,” she grinned.


“Oh yeah… ain’t seen that yet, I’ll get that and I’ll get us some food and a bit of drink yeah… you like schnapps?” he asked.


“Er…” she hesitated for a moment, thinking of what was inside her, then reminded her self it was not really there, “Sure love the stuff,”


“Go on darlin’ have another one” Matt persuaded pushing the full bottle into her hands.


“Ok, but this is my last one,” She giggled, slightly thinking that she had previously said this statement before.


“How about we, you know!” Matt smiled as he began to kiss her neck.


“I would, but your drunk and hey you prob’ wont remember it in the morning” She laughed as she placed her tiny hands onto his shoulders.


“I will remember please!” Matt begged


“Na babes, I’ve got to go anyway.” Standing up, she began to wobble not really in control of her actions.


“Alright darlin’ well take yeah” 

Arriving home feeling rather strange due to the alcohol, she made her way to her room, using her hands to guide her path. She rested on the edge of her bed, looking around her room for some sign of reality. Placing her hands onto her head, she began to experience dizziness. Controlling the way she breathed, spoke and saw. Clutching onto the duvet of her bed, her eyes shut calmly trying to gain control.

Three months later ** Lottie is now 4 months gone**

Three months down the line and Matt and Lottie were still going strong, and still somehow able to keep their relationship hidden from people. Although Lottie had a feeling that her sister was hot on their trail, as she kept giving her funny looks and asking her where she had been.

Lottie was ignoring her swollen stomach and just put it down to the fact that she hadn’t been eating very healthily, especially with all the takeaways her and Matt had been consuming.

“Where were you last night?” asked Lottie’s sister as Lottie held a cup of milk in one hand, and sipped it carefully.

“Out,” Lottie replied.

“You don’t have any friends Lottie,” she laughed.

“On my own,” Lottie said.

“Who is he then?” she asked.

“Who?”

“This mystery man you’ve been creeping out at all hours to see, I wanna meet him,”

“There is no guy,”

“Yeah and I’m the pope… tell me,”

“Fine there is someone, but you are not finding out who,”

“Oh my god…. It’s that geography guy ain’t it?” she jumped on the spot.

“Eww… he’s like 25 give me some credit,” Lottie laughed, pretty convincingly, and walked off.

Slowly walking to school, she began to feel nervous. Spinning her head every second checking if anybody was watching and most of the time they weren’t. Why had she suddenly gained the feeling of nervousness? Lottie clenched her schoolbooks tightly towards her chest.

“Lottie.” Several girls in her school began to scream.  She began to panic, breathing heavily.

“Don’t walk away from us when we shout your name.”

Lottie turned round shaking, hands around her slightly swollen tummy.

“What?”  She turned around looking aggravated.  She’d been so emotional these last few months that anything could set her off.
“Oh look if it isn’t Miss Fat Bitch sticking up for herself.”  That comment stung, she may have put some weight on but she wasn’t fat, maybe a size 14, and ok maybe that was quite a lot, two dress sized in three months was slightly excessive, but deep down she knew why, she just didn’t want to admit it to herself.

She just looked at them and rolled her eyes defiantly, who cared what anyone else thought it was none of their business either way, she didn’t care about them, and she didn’t care about her sister, the only thing she cared about was Matt, he was the one thing that made her life livable.

One of the girls walked over and began pushing her, and although she didn’t want to admit it was there she knew she shouldn’t fight because of the baby.  She still hadn’t told Matt about it, but soon he was going to have to know.  She couldn’t risk her child it was part of her and Matt.  She turned and walked away leaving the girls sneering behind her.

She faced one of the most difficult decisions in her life thus far, she was going to have to break it off with Matt soon, there was just no way she could continue to be in such a heated relationship with him, it just wasn’t going to work out.  Once he knew about the baby he would want to take responsibility and she couldn’t let him do that, it just wasn’t right, he couldn’t give up his career it just wasn’t fair to ask him to do that.  But everything was ok…at least for the time being, and she didn’t want to have to think about the day she’d have to leave Matt until it was absolutely necessary.

Sitting on the floor of Matt’s apartment, leaning back between Matt’s legs on the sofa. He rubbed her shoulders softly, as the old black and white film bored their tired eyes.

“You seem tired hun, you ok?” he Matt asked her, she nodded slowly, picking herself up and cuddling to his warm body.

“I’m ok,” she mumbled.

“Wanna go to bed for a bit?” she smiled and let him pull her up.

“Here,” Matt lead her into the bedroom and she lay down on the soft mattress.  He kicked off his converse trainers and pulled off his jeans and climbed into bed with her.

She snuggled into his warm chest, hand underneath his black tee, hands moving across the smooth lines of his torso.  He lent in to kiss her, and she reciprocated, smiling into the kiss.  This was one of the things she loved about Matt, he knew exactly when the time was right and never pressured her when she really didn’t want sex or when she was too tired to, now while she was tired she was still more than willing to surrender to his masculine charms.

They both clamored out of the bed, eagerly ripping off their clothes.  Matt pulled his baggy tee over his head with ease and stood there to watch Lottie undress.  Over the time they had been together he had watched her steadily gain weight, he didn’t really want to say anything because it was rude and it wasn’t really that big of an issue it was just an observation more than anything else.

Lottie slid off her baggy jeans and pulled her hoodie over her head, followed by her tee.  She felt somewhat self-conscious changing in front of Matt now, there he was all tone and sexy and she felt fat and ugly.  It was really beginning to get her down because she could tell from the look in his eye that he’d noticed her sudden weight gain and it just made her feel even worse, even if he was too polite to say anything.

She was also getting depressed at having to by bigger clothes, she’d even had to by bigger bras because her breasts had swollen, and while most girls would have been glad about this, Lottie knew the reason it was happening and so therefore really wasn’t happy about it.  Matt stepped forward, kissing her roughly, his arms instantly moving to remove her bra, and the other sliding down her knickers.  Her hands moved to his arse, sliding down his grey CK’s.

“Any requests?”  His voice rumbled against her exposed neck.  Lottie looked at the bathroom…she’d always wanted to do it in a shower…well actually just in water, she’d always thought that would be pretty sexy.  A cheeky grin spread across her face as she nodded towards the bathroom door, she detached herself from Matt and walked over to the bathroom, he followed, and entering the room just has the room filled with steam from the heated shower.  Matt smirked and stepped under the hot water.

It immediately began to flow across his smooth toned skin, it tiny flows, starting at his jet black hair, it fell limp and stuck to his head, down his strong featured face, and past his broad shoulders down his abdomen and past his crotch, moistening he crinkly black hair located there, past his thighs and down his thick legs, Lottie smiled, that man radiated sex, hell he embodied it.

She stepped under the water and brushed his lips with a soft kiss, he smiled into it, taking her into his heavy hands and lifting her with ease, she slowly wrapped her legs around his lean waist.  He was turned on, she was aware of that.  He stepped under the hot water to the other side of the shower and pushed her back against the cold wall, she shivered slightly but soon he was at work, maneuvering her onto his fully erect dick, her hands were at his shoulders, which were still under the water, their wet bodies made the movements somehow more sensual that they should have been, Matt moved a hand up between them, along her enlarged stomach and across her plump breasts, sighing with each movement of his other arm.  Lottie somehow wondered if he realised how strong he must be to be able to do such things.

After their little sexcapade the climbed back into his bed, soaking wet, they just lay there together, and Lottie savoured every moment of it because she knew that it was the last intimate moment that she’d have with him.  He couldn’t know.

Sitting in her room, with a small pad of paper, she began to write. Having no one to talk to, immediately deleted the aspect of morality. Every now and then, she would make small excuses, not wanting this growing embryo inside of her to exist.

I know your there, lying comfortably inside of me, feeding off my emotions and the energy they radiate. I want to tell Matt, your dad, but it’s just hard. I’ve never been in this situation before, never felt as much sorrow and angriness as I have done, telling him would mean me trying to overcome something I can’t. I can see him being angry with me for not telling him, for drinking in my condition, but what could I say? ‘No thanks babes, I don’t want any booze tonight as I’m pregnant with your baby, hope you don’t mind?’ I just couldn’t bring myself down to say something as important as that. 

Every second of every day I wonder what it would be like, just to sit here and not have to worry about the reactions going on inside of me. Just to be my normal self, the girl that doesn’t care about anything, the girl who can live life to the full each day and have fun, but now that’s history and this is the present, you as my future.

**6 months gone**

As much as she had planned to break things off with Matt, she couldn’t, everything carried on. It couldn’t stop. There was one thing that scared her more than ever at the moment though. And it all started one evening after a hot session on Matt’s kitchen floor involving a totally naked Matt writhing under her touch

“Wow,” Matt breathed, Lottie nodded, her stomach now protruding obviously from her mid drift, looking so un attractive.  She sat on his legs, looking down at his naked form, while she herself was fully clothed. Matt pulled her closer, and kissed the tip of her nose, “Hey,” he grinned as he noticed her staring at him.

“Hey,” she smiled.

“Charlotte… I…” he was cut off.

“Lottie,” she corrected.

“Hey I’m supposed to be giving you a romantic speech here!” he laughed, shushing her with one of his thick fingers pressing firmly on her plump lips, “Charlotte… I love you,” 

“I… me too,” she smiled, not looking him in the eye, but instead leaning as far down as she could manage and kissing just below his ear gently.

“That is well nice, do it again.” He groaned, his body stretching out, as she clambered further up his body, kissing round the same spot, causing him to emit loud groans, “God Lottie!”

“You like that?” she asked, smirking, doing it again.

“Uh huh… careful… ouch,” he sat up, pushing her back slightly.

“What?” she asked.

“You elbowed me really hard in the ribs,” he laughed, tracing a finger around her jaw line gently.

“Sorry,” she smiled, clambering up “Drink?”

She looked down cat Matt who still lay starkers on the kitchen floor, whilst she walked around in her and school uniform.

“You look sexy like that,” he smiled up at her, looking at her much fuller figure.  He’d never really been one for stick thin models but if truth were told he didn’t like what was going on with Lottie, it was one thing to gain weight but she had gained loads, but he couldn’t exactly say anything because it was really rude, and if she was putting on weight there had to be a reason.

“Hmmmm.”  Lottie knew she had to do it; there was just no way she could carry on with it any more.  “Matt…I have something to tell you…” Matt had stood up by this point pulling on his black boxers and pulling up some jeans that stayed low slung

“What is it babe?”  He turned to kiss her on her cheek.

“I…” She moved out of his touch.  “I can’t carry on like this Matt.”  There was an uncomfortable moment of silence, Matt figured that she wanted to out their relationship, which meant he needed to be careful about what he said because that would wreak his career.

“I can’t have any one finding out about us Lottie, I just can’t it’s not like I don’t want to shout it from the roof tops but I just can’t”

“I…I…I don’t want you to.”

“So what do you want?”  His voice was so soothing but Lottie knew she had to say it now

“I want to end it.”  She couldn’t even look at him; she just picked up her bag and left his house, tears streaming down her face before she had even reached the road.

Matt just stood there, unable to comprehend what was going on. The draft from the open door blew across his naked chest and he shivered, tears building in his warm eyes.

Lottie refused to have a civil conversation with Matt for well over a month, he knew there was still feelings there, but she could hardly bare to look him in the eye. He tried to form conversation, but even now she had completely caught up in geography and was getting respectable grades, he had no reason to hold her back after school. He looked out for anything minor she might have done slightly out of line which would call for a detention, but she was behaving perfectly. And during lessons she sat in the corner and kept herself to herself. Although worryingly he watched her grow even more. The last thing on his mind was that she was pregnant, she would have told him, and she wouldn’t have drunk or carrying on such a sexual relationship. Maybe home life is getting to hard and she’s been comfort eating. Anyhow, he was increasingly worried about her, coz he had meant it. He loved her!

It was one of the last geography lessons before the final exams, and Lottie would be leaving school. She sat silently in the lesson as Matt wrote revision notes on the board and expected the class to work in silence.

“Sir,” he spun round and saw Lottie’s hand in the air.

“Lottie?” he asked.

“I feel sick can I go to the medical room please?” she asked, turning pale.

“No, it’s important that you do the revision,” he sighed turning back to the board.


“But sir I feel really bad, my stomach…” she continued.


“Lottie, get on with the notes and I’ll write you a letter at the end of the lesson and you can go to the medical room,” he bargained.


“Sir!” she yelped, but he ignored her.


“Sir…” Matt ignored her class mate’s plea.


“SIR SHE’S BLEEDING!” a boy yelled, standing up as blood washed between Lottie’s legs and dripped off her chair and puddle quickly on the floor.


“What?” Matt turned round to see Lottie creased over in pain, tears streaming down her pale yet blotchy face, “Shit,” he murmured, dropping the board pen.


“Ok everyone outside, Tony get a nurse down here now and get the ambulance called,” he yelled, a few people stood around as Lottie maneuvered herself slowly from the chair to the classroom floor, and was by now screaming in pain.


“I said out!” he yelled, everyone vanished, leaving him and Lottie in the room, he had gone pale, it was coming clear to him, something he did not want to believe. He knelt down, stroking her hair out her eyes, and muttering to her to take deep breaths.


A nurse rushed in, and stared in shock, then realizing what was happening.


“Charlotte, how many months are you,” she asked, as Lottie tried to control her breathing.


“7… 7 months,” she cried, Matt watched in shock, as the nurse helped Lottie out of her blood drenched tights and school skirt.


“Now take deep breaths, the ambulance is on its way,” the nurse comforted, but Lottie just cried.


“Mr. Willis, I don’t think you should be in here,” said the nurse, as he watched kneeling beside Lottie.


“I want to push!” Lottie shrieked.


“Ok is it charlotte,” two paramedics rushed in and looked over her, one of them knelt in front of Lottie and laid down sheets.


“Ok darling, it’s important we get this baby out as soon as possible,” said a woman paramedic.


“Matt!” Lottie cried, they all looked up at Matt.


“Shhh its ok, I’m not leaving you,” he told her, taking her hand as she gripped it hard.


“Ok, Lottie, now after three I’d like you to push for me, as hard as you can, one, two, three, push,” encouraged the paramedic.


“Agghhh!” Lottie screamed, putting all her energy into it, “I can’t do it!” she sobbed.


“Lottie, try as hard as you can, now, the baby is going to come out, but it will be hard as it is in an awkward position in the womb, but we have to get this littlelun  as fast as possible,” said the other paramedic.


“Come on Lottie,” Matt said, brushing her hair from her face.


Lottie screwed up her features and pushed harder, she kept pushing. Everything around her seemed to go black, she could here the faint calls of encouragement, but all she could do it push, as painful as it was.


The concentration was interrupted by a sudden cry; she opened her eyes and looked as the paramedic began wrapping the tiny child in a sheet. Lottie was too exhausted to take in what had happened, she just collapsed onto the floor and cried, she didn’t know what else to do.


“Lottie, you have a little boy,” said the school nurse, looking up at Matt, she didn’t say anything, but the paramedic handed the small bundle over to him.


“Lottie, look for me baby,” Matt ushered, lowering the baby so Lottie could see. But Lottie was expressionless.


“We need to get them both to a hospital as soon as possible, Mr. Willis, I’ll take the baby from here, and you stay with Charlotte, and help escort her to the ambulance, together the other paramedic and the nurse lifted up Lottie and put her onto the stretcher. 


“Sorry Matt,” Lottie breathed, she was clearly exhausted. He didn’t say a thing, he held her hand as they went to the ambulance, and everyone seemed to have disappeared to their next lesson.

Sitting upright in her hospital, she ignored the fact why she was actually there. Nurses and doctors fussed over her, asking to fluff her pillow, asking if her stomach was still sore. Her hospital room door opened and a rather small but sweet doctor made his way over towards her bed.


“Charlotte” 


She ignored the fact that he was standing in front of her and carried on staring towards the wall opposite. 


“Excuse me, Charlotte” the doctor tried once more.


Snapping out of her daze she replied. “Sorry”


“Its ok dear, I have some news about the baby, we have to keep him in for a while, he’s experiencing some respiratory problems, there’s no need to worry, as long as we study his progress, everything should be fine”


Moving in her uncomfortable bed, she lay down, facing the other way.

 
“Charlotte are you ok?” 


She nodded.


“Well Charlotte, I will leave you for a while I expect you to be feeling tired at this very moment, I will send in a nurse later to record your progress” 

The doctor silently left the room, for Lottie to think about her life ahead.

“Lottie?” Matt silently whispered as he entered the room.

“Yeah” She Looked round and saw how pale and still lightly in shock Matt looked.

“Why did you lie to me?” he asked, sitting down and taking her hand where it lay softly on the white sheets, he held it in his own huge hand, and stroked it gently with his thumb.

“I didn’t lie, I omitted the truth,” she corrected.

“Then why didn’t you tell me the truth Lottie?” he asked.

“Because you’d have taken responsibility and then quit your job,” she replied, watching his hand and he squeezed hers slightly.

“I feel bad,” he looked down.

“Why?” she asked, “My fault I kept it to myself, It was always gonna be my fault if I had or not, coz it’s always me, I never do anything right, lets face it, I was born a failure,” 

“Lottie, don’t say that,” Matt sighed, stroking a few strands of hair from her tired face, “You have always done everything right with me,”

“Well as long as I make a good slut that’s ok then, ya know, well I won’t be taking my GCSE’s now, so at least I know I have a fall back career, I hear street corners are a great place to bring up kids,” Lottie snapped.

“I didn’t mean that Lottie, I meant, everything, not just in our relationship, I mean, everything in and out of school, it’s not your fault, it never is,” he assured her, “I love you,” He leant forward and wrapped his arms around her, she brought her tired arms around his back and hugged him back, sobbing into his shoulder.

