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This book is for any girl who has ever wondered why she isn’t enough. Just open your eyes and raise your standards. I see you.
Sophie x
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Chapter One

Name: Zara Smith
Age: 29
Location: Glasgow
Interested in: Males
Zodiac sign: Leo

Biography: My name is Zara, I’ve been single for around five years now. My hobbies include hill walking, good food, and lots of cocktail drinking! No kids, own house, living life to the fullest. I’m looking for someone to share similar interests with and finally settle down!

God, that was difficult, cringeworthy, and incredibly dishonest of me. I never anticipated online dating at this age. I always envisioned myself married in my mid-twenties and to at least be thinking about having kids now. I didn’t even contemplate that finding a guy to commit to me would be an issue. Then some clever cunt invented the internet, and now no one in Glasgow seems to want a monogamous relationship anymore. With vast access to so many stunningly beautiful and available women out there, I don’t blame a guy for not wanting to settle for me,- Zara, the skint student who recently used a scrunchie to wipe her arse because she couldn’t afford toilet roll.

I mean, I’m not saying I don’t enjoy physical relationships. I absolutely do. It’s just that I have the weird female issue that if anyone touches my vagina, it will latch onto them like a fucking Venus flytrap. I admit that whenever I get intimate with a guy, I stalk them for months afterwards on any social media platform I can access, secretly praying for their return to my lonely vagina. Even if they were terrible, deep down, I am willing to settle.

Now, nearing the end of my twenties, reality has set in and the panic has begun. Yes, I’m very much single, with no one to text or sext. I spent ten agonising years of my life completely infatuated with a Glasgow ned who would use me occasionally for weekend hook-ups, well, until he met a younger, prettier model and married her instead. Of course, by the time I finally realised just how pathetic I was being and felt ready to move on I was completely past the ‘hot’ stage of my life and any confidence I had in regards to speaking to another man was gone. My sell-by date is approaching a lot quicker than I anticipated and the fear of being left on the shelf (having missed out on casual dating, with the skinniest days of my life a distant memory) has officially become my reality.

The continuous pressure from my family to fulfil society’s goals of marrying someone before my ovaries freeze over has encouraged me to join the ever-growing trend of online dating.

Ping.

God, it was barely 8am on a drizzly Thursday morning in April and I was already receiving messages on my new dating app, I hadn’t even uploaded an image yet. Maybe I wasn’t the only desperado left in this city after all.

Ping.

Jesus. I couldn’t help but smile at what very little attention I was getting. I had been craving it for long enough. With my usual punctuality problems I left my apartment that morning while beginning the ten-minute journey along the crisp, wet Glasgow street, stepping over the deeper puddles in a desperate bid not to dampen my favourite Primark shoes. I smiled at the occasional familiar face that I recognised from my morning rush to get to work.

‘Morning,’ I shouted over a loud engine while eagerly waving to my boss as he pulled up beside me in his top of the range Bentley. Trying hard to pick up the pace and get in the door before him to ensure I wasn’t last in – again.

Individualise. The sign suddenly lit up the street, and I knew Ashley my best friend, must have got in before me. I worked part-time in a chic aesthetics clinic, which supported me through my degree. I’d be a fully-fledged nurse in a few months, but for now, this was the perfect job.

‘Oh my God, so much chat!’ Ashley exclaimed as she sprang from the counter, completely ignoring Raj as he walked in behind me.

‘Dave didn’t come home again last night. I told him if this happens one more time, then that’s it. Can you believe that?’

The thing is, I could believe it. Every shift recently, I listened to Ashley’s make-up and break-up dramas. I nodded in agreement as she continued her story, though I zoned out occasionally, admiring her long, blonde, artificial locks. She was dressed in a tight black dress good enough to wear on a night out, but she’d look pretty in any setting, with the brightest green eyes and the best set of Turkish veneers you had ever seen. On the other hand, I was in my Individualise printed logo top that was going grey and misshaped from being washed so many times. I didn’t have any time for makeup this morning because I got caught up over-analysing my dating profile.

Standing opposite Ashley now, I felt inferior. I knew even on a good day, I was not the best ambassador for this job—given my lack of lip filler and face that moved with every expression. However, I comforted myself with the thought that I was less intimidating for clients as they walked through the door to a chirpy Subo lookalike opposed to a pristine Insta model like Ashley. I found it natural to build great relationships with them and could advise them on the newest treatment packages we had to offer at the clinic with a non-judgemental approach.

Ashley helps promote and market the clinic as she has such a large social media platform herself. When the clinic opened, she saw a vacancy for a receptionist and spoke to Raj about getting me a job. He hired me over the phone, and I’m sure he was expecting a candidate much more glamorous than myself, but I got the job and had been there for three years. Raj and Ashley run the clinic together full-time, and I help out on Thursdays and Fridays on the desk. Raj was laidback, and we all got on exceptionally well. He specialised in Botox and skin procedures and worked for the NHS as a plastic surgeon as well as his private clinic work. His clinic was thriving since Ashley got involved in marketing and promoting his brand. Raj’s best friend Doctor Tom Adams, who specialised in lip/cheek fillers, worked in the clinic every Friday. This was undoubtedly my favourite day of the week as Tom was fucking hot! Ashley and I immaturely called him Sugar Daddy!

Sugar Daddy—or Dr Adams or Tom with the Dong—was older than me. Mid-forties I’d say—tall, muscular, kind, quite arrogant, charming, and most definitely single. Ashley and I stalked his social media regularly, and there was never any indication of a girlfriend. We attempted to drop it into the conversation at times with Raj, who laughed and called him the Royal Gigolo (a reference to the hospital they both worked in, Glasgow Royal Infirmary, as well as, no doubt, the hundreds of nurses he slept with). My nursing degree couldn’t come quickly enough if I could pull surgeons like him at the end of my training. Ashley admired him too, and from the minute he walked into the clinic on a Friday, we’d giggle and pout like Kerry Katona on speed. Tom had such a flirtatious manner you couldn’t resist, and the kind of perfect, symmetrical smile that’s totally disarming. Not to mention the size of his bulge in the scrubs he wore—that one-eyed monster greeted you at the door. When he was on shift, it was difficult to think of anything else.

The majority of the morning, when we weren’t attending to clients, was spent deconstructing and then railing against Dave’s treatment of Ashley. When she’d exhausted herself with that topic, I found a quiet time to tell her:

‘So, I made an online dating profile.’

‘Shut up! Shut up! Let me see!’ she shouted, approaching me.

I’d forgotten how loud she could be. I blushed slightly as two clients were waiting only a few metres away, listening intently.

I began to explain while trying to encourage her to whisper.

‘I literally created it before work. I haven’t uploaded any photos yet. I feel too embarrassed—like I don’t want to catfish anyone, but I want a decent picture? I know lots of people do it now but I have never …’

‘Shut up! Firstly, you’re not a catfish at all! Why are you even embarrassed? It’s socially acceptable these days,’ she replied. ‘I’ll help you choose your pics.’

Ashley grabbed my phone out of my hand, and I began to feel uncomfortable at my poor selection of photos as she scrolled judgingly through my camera roll. I cringed at a few selfies from over her shoulder praying I had deleted my earlier arsehole pic that was to establish if my piles had returned. Thankfully it was gone, and I instantly felt reassured as Ashley was kindly nodding, admiring my photographs.

‘Oooft, look at you! You want to appear approachable but slightly standoffish. Funny but not too funny, like their mate. Aim to look natural and do not put unrealistic filters on your pictures.’ She spoke another language to me, but as she carried on explaining the rationale behind each statement, I began to understand. The dating scene was most certainly a game. In a world of hearts and crosses, I suddenly realised that first impressions counted more than ever, and it was time for me to be savage with my own standards.

I decided I would wait until I was home to upload my pictures, giving myself time to evaluate Ashley’s advice. I had never online dated before; in fact, I had never been on a date with a complete stranger and the thought of arranging to meet and having awkward chat or feeling uncomfortable made me squirm. I was well aware my Facebook profile photos might have looked like showstoppers. But in reality, I showed far too many teeth when I smiled, my stomach wasn’t quite so flat and my arse wasn’t quite so peachy. So perhaps a few natural pictures were a must. Mental note: do not upload too many with a duck pout or Snapchat filter.

I walked home much slower than this morning’s journey. The rain had stopped but the streets still appeared damp from before and the sandstone buildings looked soaked through. Everyone seemed to be rushing around but there was only one thing on my mind: men. I suddenly felt like online dating could open up my boring, non-productive life and for the first time in years, I felt confident that I was going to meet someone. I strolled home with an optimistic grin on my face and a new bubble in the pit of my stomach.

After much deliberation, I began choosing a selection of photos from nights out in trendy Glasgow bars, to partying at Ocean Beach. After searching online ‘what type of photographs attract men?’, I chose one of me standing in Central Park. According to Google, this quickly suggested a few important things: that I was well travelled, up for an adventure, and financially had my shit together.

What a lie.

I also began searching vital information into Google ‘Interesting topics of conversation on a first date’ and ‘the best opening conversations in online dating’. I was intrigued but terrified at this newfound world I was about to be part of, and after spending almost six hours planning and prepping my online profile, it was complete. As I lay across my sofa, I began swiping, initially feeling overwhelmed but also empowered. I was making cut-throat decisions based purely on someone’s physical appearance. I felt powerful, invigorated—and judgemental as fuck. Still, this way of selecting a potential match was strangely fun and highly addictive.

Nope, too short. No. Nice, but shit job. YES, YES. Oh, bald, fuck no.

I was caught up in a world where I was in charge. I felt like Kim Kardashian with the pick of the bunch even though, behind the screen, I was sitting with stained PJs smelling of body odour with a hairy top lip that resembled more Kanye than Kim.

Before I knew it, I began matching with potential suitors, but no one immediately grabbed my attention. For the moment, I was still completely engrossed in the swiping, so replying to any messages seemed more like a hindrance than anything else. It only took a short while before I established which men actually wanted a genuine relationship, to get to know me, as opposed to the ‘shagger’ variety Ashley warned me about. The shaggers seemed to send heart or wink emojis initially and then made reference to my breasts or blatantly asked, ‘What are you looking for on this?’

Not the same as you, thanks. I mean, at least put a bit of effort into it.

Filtering the good from the bad seemed complicated and superficial, based entirely on looks and a few sentences, but I enjoyed the process regardless. Hours passed, and as much as my body wanted to sleep, I continued swiping. I hoped to see someone I knew to immaturely screenshot their profile to my friends, or find love at first sight and call this experiment a success. My eyes felt dry and tired from staring intently at impeccable pecs and grey joggies for most of the night.

Ping.

Mark: Did you know, some female penguins engage in prostitution, performing sex acts in exchange for pebbles?

I couldn’t help but reply to this message as I was both disgusted and impressed he knew such random facts.

No, I was unaware of this fact, but thank you for enlightening me that penguins are, in fact, dirty wee bastards! I replied, feeling witty and curious.

He was typing …

Yes, I would say they are, as here is a more morbid fact, they have been known to rape each other when they die! Anyway, how’s things?

Wow. That was some introduction, and already I couldn’t help but feel captivated by Mark. He certainly caught my attention. I mean, who could ignore an interesting necrophilia conversation? I found myself replying to Mark regardless of my fatigue with a satisfied smile on my face. I felt sick, apprehensive, but excited with each reply as the night went on. His photos were cute and genuine. There were no enticing dog images or posing with endangered species, only him, on the occasional night out with friends and one of him doing a speech at an event. He had dark hair, pale skin, and large, chocolate-brown eyes. I usually go for tall athletic men, and Mark was 5ft 10, which towered above my petite 5ft 3 frame. Still, I typically prefer men in the 6ft something category. However, something was drawing me to Mark, and I was willing to make an exception.

The thought of arranging to meet up with him was far too much for now, but I knew from the constant message flow we would be heading in that direction very soon. What if this all went wrong? What if he ends up a serial killer? He did make a dodgy joke about penguins after all.

I didn’t know if this was all a massive mistake, but I had to take a risk for once. The modern world seemed to be evolving into virtual relationships, and there was one thing for sure: I didn’t want to be left behind.


Chapter Two

A few days of texting Mark later, he started sending me voice notes. Whenever I heard his voice, I could feel the flutters travel from my heart to my vulva like shocks of lightning. It sounded deep and he had a good range of vocabulary. He seemed well educated but swore quite frequently which made me smile. I always had a thing for a bad boy and with every curse he would turn me on. I was overcome with excitement every time I saw his name appear on my screen, like a love-struck teenager, and I could tell he felt the same. He had invited me for drinks that particular evening at 6.30pm and I had agreed. I was in a love bubble, and I hadn’t felt like this for a while—then every so often reality hit: You haven’t even met this cunt, Zara. He could be a murderer. I knew I had to speak to Ashley.

I spent a little longer getting ready for work that day as it was Sugar Daddy’s shift. I wore skinny black jeans and a white crop top, which crossed over at the front revealing minimal cleavage. Raj wasn’t too fussed about what we wore as long as we looked clean and professional. My black hair was hanging flat down and as useless as I was with a pair of straighteners, I attempted to add a little wave to avoid looking like Cher for the rest of the day. I headed out the door with my small coffee cup and phone tightly gripped in my hand, waiting not so patiently for Mark to text.

When I got to the salon, Sugar Daddy was sitting on the white leather reception sofa with his long muscular arms hanging over the back, chatting to Ashley. His dark hair looked like silk and was casually pushed back at the top effortlessly. Ashley was dressed up more than usual, and I couldn’t help but think she must have got up at 5am, at least, for the amount of makeup she had on. When I put my bag on the desk, both of them smiled and in sync said, ‘Morning.’

Tom stood up and gestured to his chair.

‘Here, have a seat, we still have a few minutes before our first client. How’re things?’

I couldn’t help but blush as I sat down. He immediately sat back on the sofa beside me, and I could feel his warm body slightly press against my arm. I made eyes at Ashley, and we both sniggered at one another.

‘I’m really well, Tom. How are you?’ I said.

‘Yes, good thanks. I was thinking about you driving in here today. How long have you got left at uni? It’s bizarre I haven’t seen you in the hospital on a placement actually.’

Wow. Tom was thinking about me? If I wasn’t on such a high from Mark, that comment alone would have been the most exciting thing to happen this entire month.

‘Erm … I only have a couple of months left. It’s quite scary actually.’

When I said that out loud, I realised how close I was to graduating, which made my stomach twist. I had always wanted to be a nurse. My mother is a senior nurse manager for NHS Glasgow and encouraged me to choose the profession. I only took this long to do it because I didn’t want her to dictate my life choices. However, she was right, and I absolutely love caring for people. I feel so comfortable and content in the hospital environment. On the other hand, the coursework was more troublesome, I had spent many sleepless nights over the past three years writing essays good enough to pass the course. With the written work completed, I was simply waiting for a date to begin my final placement before being awarded my degree.

Tom was such an enthusiastic listener, sitting there with that intense eye contact. Whenever he spoke to someone, he gave them his undivided attention, and it never failed to make me flustered.

‘A couple of months, certainly is soon. We may still cross paths. I’ll keep an eye out for you at work.’

His voice sounded sincere, although it had a generic private school tone, which wouldn’t usually attract me. However, combined with his cheeky mannerisms and a vast array of compliments, not to mention his high-flying career, he could weaken any girl at the knees. He got up and headed into the clinic room to start prepping for the first client. Ashley and I made small talk until he shut the door, then we both burst out laughing like randy teenagers.

‘Is it just me, or is Sugar Daddy getting hotter?’ she asked.

I couldn’t disagree with her; his confidence just oozed from his masculine frame. He was fucking incredible.

‘He was thinking of you driving in? Mate, what the fuck?’ Ashley whispered, still giggling.

‘Aww, shoosh you … If he only knew we think about him every day!’ I whispered back.

The clinic had its usual volume of traffic. Ashley was in her element taking before and after photos, revealing each client’s new face. When it quietened down, I finally explained to her I had a date that night with Mark. When I said it aloud, it began to feel real, and I suddenly felt like I was going to vomit. I hadn’t had a date for over eighteen months, and even then, it was with an ex and it was only a formality as we both needed sex at the end of it.

‘What are you going to wear?’ she asked.

I suddenly realised how unprepared I was. I had no new clothes or time to buy them. I’d spent longer worrying about that morning’s outfit for Sugar Daddy than my actual date. What do you wear on a casual drink date? My anxiety started creeping up on me and I began to doubt everything. My face looked puffier than usual. What if he thought I was fat? My thick dark eyebrows had started to grow in, and I was beginning to resemble Chewbacca. Fuck, I don’t think I can do this, I thought.

‘You need to chill out, it’ll be fine. Just ask Mark what he’s wearing and judge your outfit off his.’

Ashley always knew how to make me feel better, and I sent Mark a voice note asking if he knew what he was going to wear for our date.

Just after five, I began to clear up the clinic as the last client had left. Tom was getting changed in the bathroom when Ashley’s boyfriend arrived outside.

‘Are you all right to lock up without me? Not wanting Dave to freeze his balls off out there.’

‘Yeah, sure, on you go,’ I said, waving to Dave through the glass door.

‘Okay, thanks. Text me before, during, and after the date! I’m so excited for you! AHHH!’

Ashley always had positive and uplifting energy, she meditated each morning and listened to gratitude podcasts most days. Although it wasn’t my thing, her enthusiasm was catching. I immediately had butterflies in my stomach.

‘Bye, Tom,’ she shouted, walking out the door.

Tom emerged from the bathroom in a pale blue shirt and dark denim jeans. He was adjusting his collar, and I could see the shape of his muscles and broad shoulders underneath. He left the top button undone, and some dark chest hair escaped through. Fucking hell, he looked terrific and smelt even better.

‘Why is she so hyper? Spill …’ His sexy English accent made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

‘Oh, I have a date tonight, and I think Ashley’s more excited than I am,’ I blurted out. ‘Are we ready to leave?’ I tried to sound casual, like it wasn’t a big deal, while I counted the till money and avoided eye contact with Tom.

‘Oh, a date? We’re not going anywhere till I find out the details, Zara. Who is he, and where are you going?’

His strict, assertive tone sent fireworks to my fanny, and I couldn’t help but blush.

‘His name is Mark, he has his own property company, and we’re going to the Sky Bar. Now can we go before I’m late? I have no idea what to wear.’

‘Why are you embarrassed? That’s great news. Yes, the Sky Bar, good choice. My mate runs it. If you need anything, ask for Robbie. C’mon then, and you can get going.’ He ushered me to the door.

Of course his mate runs the fucking bar, I thought. If I have one too many cocktails, Robbie may end up hearing of my undying infatuation with Tom tonight.

We set the alarm and locked up the clinic, chatting as we did so. I turned in the opposite direction to make the short journey to my house as Tom headed to his Mercedes parked outside.

‘Oh, and Zara, have a good night! And don’t worry about what to wear, you always look amazing.’ His smile looked even whiter against the dark night sky.

Jesus Christ, I was not expecting that. My heart dropped to the floor as I mumbled and giggled like a fucking hyena.

‘Thanks, thanks, I wish, though. So do you though.’ What the fuck was I saying? Words were just falling out of my mouth.

I walked faster than usual with my head down, reliving my awkwardness with Tom over and over again until I reached my flat. I had no time to cringe at myself it was now quarter to six and I would be leaving soon. I opened the door and headed straight up for a shower.

I began washing frantically as the clock was ticking. I was going over examples of small talk in my head that I could say if things got quiet with Mark. ‘So, how’s the property industry these days?’ Or ‘Where do you like to go on holiday?’ Occasionally I’d stop dead thinking about my awkward response to Tom tonight, my toes curling. I began shaving my legs to distract my mind as my heart raced in anticipation of tonight’s date, but what should I do with my vagina? I glimpsed down to my sad little water-soaked pubes. In the texts and voice notes with Mark, we certainly hadn’t got to the stage of discussing sex, and it hadn’t made the official schedule for tonight’s date. I wanted a real relationship not a one-night hook-up but at the same time, it’s not the olden days. I’m a young woman with needs. Would he see me differently if we had sex straight away? I was fucking gagging. I’ll go prepared, just in case …

Off came the pubes, swirling rapidly down the drain.

It was approaching 6.30pm, and Mark had already sent a message that he had left. Nerves were making my stomach flip. I stood looking in the mirror and questioned everything, from my hair, to my outfit, to my weight. I was wearing black leather leggings and a black bodysuit with a white shirt over it. I felt like Sandy from Grease but probably resembled more Mick Jagger. My makeup was minimalistic as I am so shit at applying it, and my hair was down straight. Should I even go? I started to text Ashley in a desperate bid for reassurance. I could hear a car approaching outside and my phone pinged. He was here. This was it, I thought. I had one last look in the mirror and headed downstairs.

Outside, a massive black Range Rover was parked up in the busy Glasgow street. I approached the car, took a long, deep breath and opened the door.

‘Hey, Mark.’ I smiled, and so did he.

‘Nice to meet you Zara. How you doin’?’ His voice sounded softer, less confident than his voice notes, he had his head down while fidgeting with the steering wheel.

‘Yea, I’m good thanks. I’ve been really nervous getting ready but I’m okay now.’

I lied. My heart was going around two hundred beats per minute still.

‘Me too, man, I’ve done this before mind you. I don’t think it gets easier. I’m sure we will have a good night though.’ He smiled briefly, lifting his head towards me, and began driving.

Mark and I travelled from my home to Finnieston, another lively part of Glasgow, where our date would take place. While he was driving, I was checking him out, and he looked unusually handsome, not my usual type, more indie style than the macho gym guy I would go for, but I was still attracted to him. Mark was exactly like his pictures, only thinner. I couldn’t help but feel self-conscious about my own weight looking at him. His hair was dark brown and long, more Bradley Cooper than Ozzy Osbourne, and he looked laidback and chilled. He was dressed in a bomber-style leather jacket, jeans, and black trainers. I wondered if he thought I looked the same as my photos. I asked him about previous online dates he had been on, as suggested by Google as ‘Good conversational starters’ earlier that week.

‘I went on this date, maybe a month or so ago and the lassie ended up having a really bad twitch. I mean I’m no downing anyone with a twitch, but I had no warning. That was fucking awkward.’ We both began to laugh.

‘Oh, my, that is a shame though! Poor girl. Although when is an appropriate time to slip that into conversation? ‘ I replied.

‘I’d say not at the date. As I got more drunk I started to imitate it unconsciously. I had a stiff neck for days.’

We both giggled and his comical shy personality eased the tension.

When we got out of the car, I felt incredibly sober as we walked into the Sky Bar. The bar was situated on the top floor of a five-star hotel. It had a glass wall overlooking the Glasgow skyline with a DJ playing music from the corner. The relaxed vibe made me feel comfortable. We sat at the window, one of the best seats which he had reserved unknown to me. After ordering a few gins, the conversation became warm, and we laughed throughout the night. He was drinking vodka and lemonade and I could see his shoulders relax after a few.

I was certainly attracted to him, and we seemed to be on the same wavelength. He owned a property company and had a lot of business trips overseas. At times when he talked, I was zoning out, humming the wedding march in my head. Could this be the one? I could get used to travelling around the world with a handsome man on my arm.

I felt burdened each time I was prised away from him to go to the bathroom, but unfortunately, I had broken the seal, and after each drink, I had begun to need the toilet. The drunker I got, the more difficult a trip to the bathroom became. I had to pull down my skin-tight leggings, unloosen my bodysuit and reassemble myself in an acceptable time frame to ensure Mark didn’t think I was taking a shit. After the third or fourth trip to the loo, I resorted to hauling down the leggings and shunting the bodysuit to the side of my thigh to pee. I did laugh at how ridiculous I may have looked, but by this time, I only cared about drinking more alcohol as it was approaching last orders.

The night progressed, and we seemed closer.

‘You know, Zara, I think this is going really well? I’d really like to see you again soon; I mean so far there hasn’t been a twitch in sight.’

Bingo! I felt so relieved as he wasn’t over-affectionate towards me and I was questioning my flirting skills.

‘Yea, I’ve had a really good night too, I’d definitely be up for that.’

He paid for all the drinks that evening, which was a massive turn-on. Not only because I was a skint student with thirty quid to my name, but I also believe it set an excellent example of old-school chivalry.

The bar was closing, and it was time to wait in the cold Scottish weather for a taxi. Mark gave me his jacket. I paused for a second as I was unsure it would fit my ever-growing bingo wings, but luckily it did, rather snugly. I could smell his strong aftershave on the leather. We stood outside, and I began to shiver. He came closer, and I immediately felt nervous. There was undeniable sexual tension in the air when he whispered,

‘I don’t want the night to be over, Zara.’

The hairs from my neck to the stubble on my freshly plucked vagina stood on end. Neither did I, but I knew that this situation only led one way. I was determined not to ruin a potential relationship despite my lustful vagina.

‘Me too, but we should really head home separately and go out again soon,’ I replied, trying to convince myself as I said it.

‘Nothing like that will happen, Zara, I just enjoy your company. But if you’re not comfortable, then I completely understand.’ He placed both arms on my shoulders, and I could smell some Tom Ford bypassing the nostrils and hitting my heart.

My fuckboy senses were tingling, but so was my clitoris, and in this case, there was only one winner. Before I knew it, I was in a long taxi ride to his home in Lanark. He left his car abandoned in the multi-story and would collect in the morning.

Throughout the journey, I questioned my decision. What the fuck was I doing? I didn’t even know this man and I was travelling through random woods and fields with him. I quickly took out my phone and sent Ashley a WhatsApp location message, just so my mum had a body to bury if things turned south. I was beginning to sober up, and I knew that I shouldn’t have sex.

We eventually pulled up outside Mark’s home; a gorgeous three-storey house in a secluded area. Has this cunt got the full package? I argued with him briefly about who was paying the taxi fare. He insisted and I pretended to be disappointed. I wandered inside his home, each room was more beautiful than the next. It was open plan and modern. I could see myself fitting in nicely here. Dun dun da dun …

‘Can I get you a drink?’ His deep, sexy voice interrupted my wedding march and feng shui redecorating thoughts.

‘Yes, please!’ I said, admiring his well-stocked alcohol cupboard.

‘Rhubarb and ginger gin?’ He was holding an unopened bottle of Whitley Neill.

‘Good choice!’ I was impressed.

We sat on the couch and began drinking more alcohol and chatting drunkenly. We had visited many of the same places. We enjoyed similar music, and each shared memories on previous Ibiza holiday escapades. We laughed and laughed and before I knew it, Mark was getting closer. I could feel he was nervous, and so was I. He leaned over and kissed me lightly. His lips were small and soft, but gentle and shy. I knew I had to take control and began clawing my stick-on nails through his long locks. Things were turning more passionate as we were kissing on his leather sofa, hardly coming up for air, and all that tension was finally being released. I could feel his dick getting harder as he pressed it against my thigh. Things were hotting up, and he was lying on top of me, biting my lip. He began pushing his wandering hand down the back of my leggings and feeling my arse tightly.

‘This is really good,’ I interrupted, ‘but we shouldn’t have sex so soon.’

He nodded in agreement as if the thought hadn’t crossed his mind.

We continued kissing, and his hands strayed lower down my arse towards my fanny. I felt the pop of my bodysuit unfastening and opened my mouth to speak, but he got there first.

‘How long have you had this on for, babe?’ he asked.

The question completely took me by surprise.

‘Emm … I don’t know …’ I whispered. With the pop of the bodysuit, I had also popped out the love bubble I’d been floating around in, and the wheels in my head began turning. Why was he asking me how long I had my bodysuit on for? Was I dirty? Could he smell it? I knew I was wet from kissing him, but surely that was a typical female response?

‘How long roughly?’ he repeated.

Fucking hell, he really wanted an answer.

‘A few hours, why?’ I replied, attempting to sound more confident this time around.

My response seemed to please him as he had got rougher and more aroused. He pulled the bodysuit out of my leggings, exposing the clipped area. He stared at it for a moment before sniffing it frantically for at least thirty seconds. He then proceeded to suck the exposed clipped area, which had been rubbing into my vagina all night.

What the fuck was going on? He was really going for it too. I sat there uncomfortably, staring at him, hoping that he would be finished with my clothing and start kissing me again. But no, he was in his own little love bubble now, just him and my bodysuit. His eyes began rolling like the fucking exorcist while he was sucking the colour straight out of the material. I was scared I’d lose a button. I couldn’t help but think of how it must have tasted as I hadn’t unbuttoned it each time I went to the toilet in the club. There must have been some residue of urine in there. I was not wanting to kiss the dirty bastard after that. I allowed him to finish up with my bodysuit, and while the wedding march was getting fainter in my head, I asked myself if I could spend my life with this underwear sniffer. Finally, he sat back, arms perched on the back of the sofa, looking smug. No. I couldn’t do it. I yawned awkwardly before making my excuse to head home.

I left in the taxi feeling violated, disappointed, and confused. Perhaps the dating game wasn’t for me. Was I just used for a sniff and suck of my dirty bodysuit? Maybe I was being a prude, and this is what dating in the twenty-first century had come to? Everyone had their own kinks, and perhaps if I gave Mark time, I would grow to enjoy his?


Chapter Three

The next morning I woke up later than I intended to. Shit, 11am. I had an online lecture to watch and I was planning to meet my sister for coffee. I turned around and grabbed my phone. I felt a little anxious to see if Mark had messaged, but nothing. Typically, he would have texted by now, a good morning message or a funny meme. I decided to go on and look at his social media and see if his ‘last active’ was on. Last active three minutes ago. What the fuck? He was the one who was sniffing my pants last night, and I don’t even get an obligatory ‘I had a good night?’ message?’

Maybe he didn’t fancy me after all, I thought.

I phoned Ashley and asked her to join my sister and me for brunch that morning.

I lay in bed a little longer, replaying last night’s events in my head until I realised, I had to be at the café in twenty minutes. I threw on some Adidas leggings, an oversized hoodie, and a cap. I still had the remnants of last night’s makeup on my face but decided that was acceptable, given the fragile state I was in. I ran quietly down the stairs of my close, grateful not to see any of my neighbours after only returning a few hours earlier.

I travelled to my sister’s favourite café, Angels. When I arrived, Ashley was already there chatting to my sister Emily. Both of them burst out laughing when they saw me.

‘Good night then?’ Emily asked.

God, I didn’t think I looked that bad. It wasn’t until I looked at their fresh faces with natural makeup that I realised how rough I must have been. Emily had already ordered my meal, and she sat like a little impatient child waiting to hear a story.

‘Okay, now spill! How was it?’ she said.

‘I had a perfect night, but he hasn’t texted this morning and he usually does,’ I replied quietly.

‘Maybe he thinks you’re asleep if it was a late one, Zara?’ Emily said sympathetically.

‘No, he’s testing you! Take a picture of your food when it arrives and post it, and I’ll make my hand look like a guy in the background. I swear it’ll work,’ Ashley said.

I waited for her to laugh before realising she was being serious.

‘Did you pump him? Is that it?’ she asked.

I could feel my face go bright red. Emily looked embarrassed and slightly judgemental; she had been married for over five years to her childhood sweetheart. She did not understand the struggle of single life today.

‘We didn’t have sex,’ I whispered. ‘But … we kissed a lot in his, okay? Then something weird happened. Well, I think it’s weird, but I’m not sure,’ I carried on.

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake, what happened? I bet it wasn’t that bad,’ Ashley roared.

‘Ashley, seriously, shhh. Okay, so, God, I don’t actually know how to put this, but he sniffed my bodysuit and sucked it.’ I paused.

The table erupted into laughter.

Emily looked at me in horror before saying, ‘And you let him?’

There was a further short pause.

‘Yeah, but I was shocked. I didn’t know what to do.’

Ashley was wiping tears away from her face, carefully, in case any foundation became misplaced. When she spoke, her voice only got louder and louder.

‘I know I’ve done some kinky shit, Zara, but this is a new level! And you’re actually upset he hasn’t messaged you? He’s probably away sniffing park benches or something.’

She was in hysterics, we all were. I realised how ridiculous my night had ended up, no matter how much I’d enjoyed it up till then.

Our food arrived, and I managed to scoff my usual full Scottish breakfast while watching Emily eating a vegan variation. She was incredibly healthy. People often mistook us for twins when we were younger as there are only two years between us. She had long brown curly hair to her bottom, lived in the gym, and despite having two children, her body was perfect.

‘I have actually been doing some matchmaking myself, Zara.’ Emily’s big brown eyes looked at me innocently.

‘Oh, go on,’ I replied, gulping down my second can of Irn Bru, desperately pleading for it to



















































































OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Dedication



		Title Page



		Contents



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Acknowledgements



		Credits



		About the Author



		Copyright













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading











OPS/images/cover.jpg
THERE’S NOTHING
ROMANTIC ABOUT DATING

Wioty
?Nmm'@.e;;-»-:
.

[}

° ‘/h‘sgo

SOPHIE GRAVIA





OPS/images/title.jpg
A Glasgow Kiss

Sophie Gravia

N

ORION





