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\vfum, placing the lone doughnut onto a plate. 1t was

horrible to watch — like she was giving away one of

my legs.

Mum handed Jane the plate. *Enjoy.’

Oh. T will,” said Jane, licking her lips.

1l leave you two lovebirds to it,” smiled Mum,
edging out of the room.

Lovebirds? 1 told you she’s embarrassing. 1 felt
like diving out of the window. After about five
seconds, I finally plucked up the courage to look
at Jane. Amazingly, she didn’t seem to have noticed
what Mum had said.

She was holding up the plate in her hands, turning
it round and studying the doughnut as if it was a
precious jewel. She sniffed it and held her breath
for a good five seconds. ‘Mmm — exquisite.’

‘Are you really going to eat the whole thing?’ I
asked but I might as well have been speaking to a
turnip — Jane was completely hypnotised by the
doughnut. I'd never seen her like this before. It was
like she’d been waiting her whole life for this moment.

Her tongue flicked out like a snake’s. ‘Come to
Momma,’ she whispered, lifting the doughnut up

to her mouth.
You know at the beginning when I explained how
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without any haggle. We]
because she’d not had Man
before. Or Maybe she alw
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The reason is not important. Al
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First Jane Squashed the doughnut fl
up the splodge of Jam that Oozed o
fingers from the hoe at the sjde. Howe,

er it
much worse when . . got
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. she scraped the sUgary codting of the top
with her teeth, then, . .

... yanKed off g Clump of dough and. .

... sucked on jt before.
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. squishing it into a soggy ball. .

. and tossing it into her gob,

I looked on in horror as she shoved the rest of the
doughnut into her mouth and savaged it like a
bloodthirsty hyena. She was making all these

mmmnaym-mmmnaym noises and smacking her lips
together.

My girlfriend was a complete pig.

This was a terrible surprise, like finding a frog in
a can of lemonade, or buying a cool pair of trousers
then learning that they want to murder you.

Jane swallowed hard, let out a little burp then
giggled and put her hand over her mouth. It had
taken her about eight seconds to demolish the whole
thing.

“Thanks, Roman,” she grinned, displaying lumps
of chewed-up dough between her teeth. ‘You can
definitely get me more of that . .. boyfriend.

For the second time that day Jane leaned in and




