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FALLING FOR GRACE

“And I couldn’t lie. I had fallen for her. Hard. Really hard.

Harder than the cock I was now staring at...”
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I always get nervous on first dates and that was no different. I had been waiting for twenty minutes already and I kept getting ‘that’ look from the bartender. You know the ‘look’. It’s half pity and half sadness. A bit like finding a dead bird outside your bedroom window.

I had split with my girlfriend of ten years nine months earlier. No one cheated. If I’m honest, maybe that would have made it easier. As it was, she just sat me down one morning and said, “I don’t love you anymore, Jake. I’ll be moving out on Sunday. You can keep the dog. He annoys me. You want eggs?”

I did not want eggs.

In fact, I lost fifteen pounds in the month after she left me. All my friends and family were concerned for my health, so I tried to pull myself together somewhere in the depths of ‘week five’. I had grown a patchy beard, looked scrawny, not had a haircut and my overall cleanliness probably meant I was an environmental health hazard. I joined a gym, started eating properly and started writing again. I’m an author, so if I don’t write then I don’t get paid. But there was nothing particularly knew in that because although I had already published four romance novels that had been relatively well received, I had been working on my latest draft for sixteen months. If you were to ask my agent, I was struggling with a touch of writer’s block, but I was battling through and I already fifty-thousand words into my new project. In reality, if you had actually logged into my computer you would have found a blank MS Word file with a title and nothing more. A title that I had changed no fewer than fifteen times before finally settling on:

‘Finding love in the strangest place’.

It was just three weeks ago when my best friend, Paul, downloaded Tinder to my phone. I wasn’t interested in dating anyone, but he said that Tinder was more like a ‘hook up’ app these days and that the best way to get over someone was to get under someone. I had my reservations about screwing someone I barely knew, but most people seemed to enjoy it and I’m still a red-blooded male so I thought I’d give it a go.

And so there I was, on my first ‘first date’ since the night I met my ex-girlfriend a decade ago. We had met at college, so I’m still relatively ‘young’ at just twenty-nine. Not that I felt it at that moment. I glanced down at my phone and... Nope, no missed calls or messages. Looks like I had been ghosted. Oh well. Resigning myself to being stood up, I took it on the chin, downed my whiskey and stood from the chair.

I didn’t want to see the bartender’s pity, but I couldn’t help myself. I lifted my gaze to find him... not looking at me. Instead, the young bartender was staring at the entrance and his mouth was hanging wide open. So was his colleague’s. And the four guys sat opposite me.

“What the...” I mumbled, following their gaze.

The cause of this slack-jaw virus was contagious and my own mouth dropped open.

Standing in the doorway was a tall and insanely beautiful girl with long black hair, and stunning green eyes. As more stares fell her way, the bar fell quiet and her cheeks blushed red. She was just like she said she would be in a white blouse, black leather pants and three inch heels. Like my body didn’t belong to me, I felt myself wave my fingers like some dopey school kid. Then, as she shyly smiled and headed my way, I sucked in a deep breath and turned to the bartender.

“Two more drinks for us, please,” I mouthed at him, sticking up two fingers. It’s a total coincidence that sign also means ‘fuck you’ and I smirked at how irritated he looked that my date had arrived.

“Hello,” came a soft, sexy voice from behind me. “Jake? Is that you?”

Sucking in another deep breath, I turned way too fast and my elbow almost knocked my empty glass from the table. “Yes. Me. Jake. I am...” I closed one eye and grimaced. “Sorry. It’s been a while.”

“Same.” Her smile melted my anxiety and she reached out a hand. “Grace. Pleased to finally meet you.”

“Jake,” I said, softly shaking her slender fingers. “You have beautiful eyes.”

Grace smiled and her cheeks blushed red. I then stepped aside and pulled out a seat. “Is this still a thing? Pulling out a chair for ladies.”

“Of course. And sorry I’m late. I had to get a cab from 1943.”

It took me a while to register that quip and then I laughed. “Touché. I really need to relax.”

“Your drinks,” Danny the bartender said, resting two whiskeys in front of us. He eyed my date for a little too long. “Enjoy.”

“I guess that’s old fashioned too,” I said, resting my elbows on the high table. “I should have asked you what you wanted to drink. What can I get you? Wine? Red? White?”

I was lost in Grace’s green eyes as she leaned forward and whispered, “Single malt, please. Double.”

“Single malt double,” I muttered, not even realizing. I was staring at the yellow ball of fire that seemed to encapsulate the dark caverns of her pupils. It looked like the sun, surrounded by the greenest forest I had ever seen. A forest that looked like somewhere I wanted to explore. All day. And all night.

“Let me get that for you, then,” I mumbled, jumping off the high chair. I turned, suddenly nervous as to how the hell I’m supposed to satisfy a woman like this. I mean, my ex-girlfriend was pretty. A solid seven. But Grace? My God. She was a firm ten out of ten. I’d only seen girls like her in movies. Her high cheek bones and sexy figure were just stunning. I hadn’t dated for over ten years. What if they changed it? What if...? I heard Grace giggling, so I turned my head. “Double single malt?” I said, once again closing one eye as she lifted up her shot glass. “So you already got what you wanted?”

The blood raced to my dick when she looked me up and down before tilting her head. “I certainly did, Jake. But I could use another...” I watched her down the double whisky and the first genuine smile in months erupted from deep inside me. “Chop chop.”

“Coming right up,” I winked, relaxing a little.
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THREE HOURS LATER, we were both pretty hammered. I had lost count of how many doubles we’d drank and the table was full of empty glasses and decimated chicken wings. We seemed to agree on most topics. World affairs, the state of the country, how irritating Danny the bartender’s grin is. I didn’t know if this was how first dates usually went, but something in me told me that this kind of connection was rare. I did feel self-conscious every time some guy walked past us to use the bathroom because every single one of them checked her out. This is what my narcissistic ex had done to me. She degraded my confidence, little by little. She often told me that if I left her then I would die alone. Her reason being that no other woman would put up with me. I knew that was wrong, that I wasn’t a bad guy. But I’d be lying if I said that shit didn’t leave scars.

“So what’s your story then, Mr Writer guy?” Grace was starting to slur her words a little, but I was probably more wasted than her. “Why are you single?”

“Well...” I closed my eyes to find the right words. It was a sign that this was going well because I didn’t want to ruin anything. “I got out of a long term relationship last year. Just over nine months ago, actually. She told me one morning that she didn’t love me anymore. She moved out three days later and I never saw her again.”

“Wow,” Grace said, a sympathetic grin tugging on her full red lips. “Savage. Were you okay with it?”

“Honestly? Not at the time. I kind of come undone for a while. Unravelled. But I pulled myself together. Joined a gym, you know the score. Then my buddy Paul suggested Tinder. I wasn’t sure at first, but then he said it was mainly a hook-up app and...” Shit. I watched Grace bite her bottom lip and stare down at her glass. “And I should really just stop talking. Honestly, just because I’m a writer... God, it doesn’t mean anything. I should need a licence to speak out loud. I’m sorry, Grace. I didn’t mean...” She looked up and raised a sexy eyebrow. “Okay. That’s exactly what I meant. My buddy Paul said the best way to get over someone is by getting under someone.”

She smirked. “And you thought... why not?” 

“Yeah. But I don’t want you to feel... You know... I wasn’t... Like that... With you...”

“Oh.” Now she looked offended. “So you don’t find me attractive enough to sleep with me? Wow, Jake. Way to make a woman feel special.”

I sighed and slumped down into the chair. “You want me to order you a cab?” Grace lifted her head and I can’t describe how happy I was to see her smile evolve to a giggle. “You big.... bitch!”

Her smile instantly flattened. “I beg your pardon? You’re not one of those sexist idiots, are you? Because a bitch is a female dog, Jake. And do you see me barking?”

“Sorry. I really didn’t mean to sugge...”

Grace burst into an even louder fit of laughter and the whole bar turned to look at us. “So gullible!” she cackled and I joined in. “So easy to fool you! I’m going to have fun with you, Jake.”

We locked eyes for a moment and this time our laughter faded for different reasons. I’ve never been one for public displays
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