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She said her name was Stella.
I knew that was bullshit. But I
smiled anyway. She wobbled in
her stupid high shoes, and held
on to the counter of the bar to
steady herself. She was drunk.
They were all drunk in here.
Some stupid music was blasting
from the speakers, I could feel
the ringing in my ears starting
already. The booze, the music,
was making everyone in here
talk louder, laugh louder, act
louder.
‘Drink?’ I said. She smiled a half
smile, a drunk smile.
‘Vodka and coke,’ she slurred.

I

nodded and shouted at the barman. The asshole ignored me, went and served someone
else. Elbows were pushing and jabbing from
every side. There were too many people in
here. I turned back to face her. She looked like
she’d be better with just the coke.

Maybe she thought she was being sexy.
‘Yeah,’ I said. But it wasn’t good. It was shit. And
tomorrow, she wouldn’t remember one fucking
song that was played anyway.
‘Alright there?’ the barman said, at last. He wiped
his nose off the back of his hand and looked at
me like he was ready to punch me. I’d remember
him.

Mascara or eyeliner or some black shit was
smudged under her left eye. She’d probably
scraped ugly black lines around there at the start
of the night. I hated girls wearing makeup. Better
with nothing at all.

‘Vodka coke and a water,’ I said.
I didn’t keep drinking like them. I didn’t want to
be fucked up like her in front of me. I liked to be
in control of my night.

‘Good music,’ she shouted at me, swinging her
hips off beat. She was smiling like she knew
something I didn’t.
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The barman got us our drinks and took my money.

The Fuzz walked off. Her fat ass jiggling in a skirt
too tight and too short.

She didn’t wait for me to hand her the glass,
just grabbed it right off the counter. She gulped
it. Some of it dribbled down her chin and she
laughed and wiped it off with her hand. But not
before there was a trickle of drink down the
front of her beige dress.

Stella didn’t follow. Instead she smiled her drunk
slobbery smile at me and knocked back what
was left of her drink.

She didn’t notice. Nor did she notice the people
beside her and behind her, forcing her closer to
me.

I didn’t know if she was offering or asking. But I
knew for sure that I wasn’t going to spend any
more money on her.

‘Cheers,’ I said. And she took another gulp.
I saw a fuzzy fat blonde barging towards us. She
shoved her fat ass in between us, her back to me,
as if I wasn’t there, her tits squished against Stella.

‘No. You’re alright,’ I said, ‘come outside for a
smoke.’

‘Another?’ she said, waving her glass at me, her
body waving too.

‘I was looking for you everywhere,’ she
slurred in a shout, ‘where the fuck were
you?’
‘Rob,’ said Stella, nodding past her
friend’s shoulder toward me.
The Fuzz turned around. I nodded. The
bitch looked me up and down, then
turned back to her friend. All that without ever saying a word to me.
‘Come on,’ she said, waving her hand
like she was the fucking boss.
Stella wobbled and swayed.
‘Having a drink,’ she said. Shaking her
head to her fat friend while smiling at
me.
‘Come on,’ said The Fuzz. She grabbed
Stella’s free hand.
‘In a minute,’ she shouted back, louder
this time, and pulled her hand away.
‘Don’t be fucking stupid,’ she said, ‘I’ll
wait for you over there.’
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I wasn’t asking. I was telling, and she followed.
I felt her hand grab mine as we made our way
out the side door, far away from that fat friend of
hers. I knew this place well. Always full of people
out for a big night in the city, just for one night.
Too much drink and too much trust.
‘Fucking freezing,’ she said. She was shivering in
that tiny short dress she’d on. I wanted to tell her
that it was winter and was she fucking stupid
wearing that.

already changed her mind. We both knew it was
only early in the night yet, another hour to go
before it all shut down. Plenty of time.
‘Come on,’ I said, ‘we’ll sort you out. Then get you
back here, or home, or wherever you want.’
I took her hand. ‘Nothing’s going to happen,’ she
slurred.
Her were eyes half shut, and she was trying her
best to show a serious, sober face. But she didn’t
pull her hand away. ‘I’m not that kind of girl,’ she
said. I managed to not laugh in her face. What
other kind of girl was there?

But instead I said, ‘yeah’, and gave her a cigarette.
I even lit it for her since there was no way she
would have managed to do that the way she
was swaying and stumbling.

‘Of course not,’ I said, ‘I wasn’t even thinking like
that, just want to help you out is all. I promise.’
She was easily convinced. She had started to
step towards me before I had even finished talking. I leaned in and gave her a soft kiss on the
lips. They all loved that. She smiled at me. ‘Ok,’ she
said, ‘but I mean it, nothing’s going to happen.’ ‘I
know,’ I said.

A few others were out here, fucked too, with cigarettes hanging from bodies that looked like the
cast of The Walking Dead.
Stella blew out smoke from her first drag. Her
face went gray within seconds and she looked
like she was going to puke. If she did, I was gone.
Nothing tasted worse than someone else’s vomit.
‘Alright?’ I said.
‘Yeah, want water,’ she said slurring each word
deep into the next.’
‘Come on,’ I said, ‘I’ll get you some.’

I put my arms around her shivering shoulders.
She was freezing. Probably she had a coat somewhere, but I didn’t give a fuck.
She leaned into me heavily and we walked away
from that shithole of a club and around the corner. She kept stumbling in her stupid shoes. It
would have been easier to just pick her up and
carry her.

I put my arm around her bare shoulders. Instantly
she leaned into me. I smiled. This one was going
to be easy.
‘No,’ she said, ‘inside.’

She was talking all the time, slurring about shit,
pissing me off. ‘It’s alright,’ I said. I wasn’t listening,
I didn’t give a shit. We got to my flat. She was really fucked now. The cold air must have hit her
hard. I convinced her to climb the two sets of
stairs up to my one-bed apartment.

She pulled away from me, like all of a sudden I
wasn’t good enough for her.
‘It’s alright, my place is just up here,’ I said, smiling,
reassuring her, ‘you can get water there, I’ll make
you some tea and toast, help your stomach settle better.’ She said nothing, just stood away from
me, swaying and shivering, looking at me. I knew
she was trying to decide if I was safe. ‘You can’t
go back into your friend like this,’ I said, ‘she’ll go
mad at you.’

‘Alright babe?’ I said as I leaned her against the
wall so I could take my keys out. She slid straight
to the floor. Her legs sprawled out.
‘Come on,’ I said, ‘let me help you up there.’

She still said nothing. But I could see that she had
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I walked her inside, somehow managing to get
her on the couch without her knocking us both
over.
‘Wait there,’ I said.
I didn’t think she was able to move now anyway,
she was that fucked up.
‘Wait there and I’ll get you some water.’
She mumbled something back.
I walked the four steps to the kitchen sink, ran
the tap, and picked up a dirty glass off the counter. I filled it half way, the stale drops of milk turning it gray. I walked the four steps back to her,
glass in hand.

She lay sprawled across the two-seater. Her legs
hung over the side, her dress barely covering her
hole. Her head was turned to the side, her mouth
dropped open, her hair caught tight in her oversized earrings. One of her arms hung
down near the floor. The other flung across her
stomach. She was out of it.
I put the glass down on the carpet beside the
couch. I lifted her hand off her middle and
dropped it to the side. She looked so vulnerable.
She was completely out of it. She didn’t stir. Not
even when I started to move on top of her.
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