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Tom anxiously looked around
the room for what felt like the hundredth time that evening,
quickly scanning the faces of people around him. Everyone seemed to
be laughing or smiling happily, lost in their own little worlds and
private communications. He felt like such an odd fish in the
restaurant; the solitary male in a sea of blissful couples and
blushing pairs. He stole another look towards the door as he
imagined himself drowning in their smiling faces, his impatience
manifesting itself in the quick tapping of his foot.
Maybe I shouldn’t have come so
early, he thought to himself. He had wanted
to secure a good table and still the butterflies in his stomach
before he met her, but now that she was running a little over
thirty minutes late, he was getting hungry.

Her name was Becky. They had met on a
dating site a few weeks back and had been talking almost constantly
ever since. She was a Virgo, five foot six, enjoyed listening to
music, traveling and reading. She made her living as a writer on a
news Web site but one day hoped to be a successful reporter. Her
favorite food was any kind of good food. She was allergic to dogs,
26, and looking for a nice guy to treat her like the lady she
is...

Tom went over all these
things in his head, willing himself to remember all the little
details. He had gone as far as going through all their previous
correspondences before stepping out his door. You can never be too
prepared. Hates spiders. Doesn’t like
heights either. A bit of an adrenaline junkie... Although he would never admit it to himself, he was still
more than a little nervous. This was going to be his first date in
ages. He had faithfully dedicated five years of his life to a woman
who depressed him and cheated on him, and now he was free from her
shackles. Free to go wild. Loves watching
the stars and taking long walks. Big lover of comedy. Spanish
father, Cuban mother. Looks like sex...

Tom had always been the shy type. He
spent most of his time either drawing or reading. He didn’t even
own a TV anymore. In college, his professors had all told him he
had the potential to become the new twenty-first century Picasso.
They told him that his paintings were raw and struck tender cords
in the hearts of their audience, but it was a crack-pot school, and
his was a pipe dream. He had been drawing comics ever since he
graduated, which wasn’t really all that bad, except for the fact
that it didn’t pay much. He had sold a few odd paintings over the
years, but he never had his big break. That was part of the reason
his ex had left him. Apparently, why she had cheated on him, too.
She wanted to be with someone successful and he had disappointed
her.

HE had disappointed HER. A
sudden flash of rage washed over him and he clenched his fist to
calm himself. I’m over that
bitch, he assured himself, and the listing
of Becky’s greatest hits forgotten as the painful memories came to
mind. They had met in his second year of college, at his peak, and
had fallen madly in love. They had even rented a loft together
after they graduated. He had thought he had found his one.
Thank God I didn’t marry her, he thought, the reflection serving to completely calm him.
That was the one thing she had spared him. He had been thinking of
proposing for months before the break-up. He had even bought a
ring. He must not have hid it as well as he thought because she
found it and had a fit, yelling all kinds of nonsense. Couldn’t he
see that she was unhappy? Wasn’t he tired of how monotonous their
life had become? How could he be so clueless? She had raged on for
hours like the victim that night, screaming and crying in
frustration and making it seem like it was his fault that she
didn’t love him anymore. She kept telling him that he should have
done more and that it was too late, and that it was over. It had
crushed him at the time, and he had drunk his way to the bottom of
numerous bottles in the weeks following the tragic night, but he
had finally came to the realization that she was a selfish bitch
who didn’t deserve him. She had done him a favor ending
things.

That was six months ago. The night
scene was the first place he looked for comfort and solace, and it
had not disappointed him. A number of his fellow artists partied
like animals, so it hadn’t been hard to take the step. He became
best friends with vodka over the weekends and learned that drunk
girls were the best people in the world. It was college all over
again, only better. However, he wanted something a little more
serious. He wanted to find his soul mate. So, at that point, he
gave online dating a try and he met Becky who was probably going to
stand him up without even bothering to call, so he called the
waiter over and ordered some scotch.

*****

Becky stepped out of the
taxi with flair, her flowing black skirt meeting her tightly
synched waist line, accentuating her gorgeous natural curves, her
legs wrapped in ultra-soft opaque pantyhose as her heels made
contact with the sidewalk. She stood with a dignified air as she
looked around herself, noting the number of men who shamelessly
oogled at her, basking in the jealous looks the women gave her. She
was a bit overdressed, she knew, but she loved it. The top half of
her outfit was see through, though in a very classy way, exposing
only her arms beneath. Underneath lay her dusky peach lingerie,
which her mystery man may get to see if he was everything his
profile said he would be. Even though it was her favourite bra, it
was a touch on the small side which only amplified her large
breasts, barely containing her all natural globes showing off a
generous amount of cleavage, she knew she was every man’s wet
dream. She had let her hair down for the occasion, showing off its
jet black silky smooth strands as it elegantly swished around her
shoulders and seductively swayed with every slight movement she
made. The night was cold so she was a bit resentful of the fact
that she hadn’t brought her jacket, and to make it even worse, the
smell of rain was thick in the air. I hope
he brought an umbrella.

*****

She walked into the
restaurant with determined grace, taking pains to seem slightly
worried as she looked around the room. He seemed to notice her
first as he waved her over, even going as far as to stand in
wait. A true gentleman, she deduced silently, making her way past the various tables
toward him. He drew out her chair for her as she came closer,
smiling warmly.

“I was starting to think I gave you the
wrong address,” he joked. She smiled politely in return as she sat,
the prepared lie slipping from her lips almost
automatically.

“My boss pushed up a deadline. I was
stuck typing up stories later than usual. Sorry I didn’t call. I
was a bit scared that you’d want to leave.” She knew how to put
enough sadness in her voice and face to make it seem like she
hadn’t meant to make him wait. He wouldn’t think about it twice. He
probably felt lucky that she showed up at all. They always did. Of
course, it had been part of her plan. She hated waiting for people.
She was cursed with a restless spirit. Making people wait, though,
was another story. She had wanted to test his resolve. Make him a
bit anxious as he anticipated her; make him want her a little bit
more. It always worked.

“I’d have waited until the end of time
for you,” he replied. “Or at least until they kicked me out of the
place.” She chortled genuinely, making eye contact as they both
laughed at his small joke. He had such an easy, warm smile. The
type of smile that made you smile back even before you knew what
you were doing. He looked exactly like he did in his pictures
(Thank God!) with short cropped black hair framing his face, rich,
dark eyebrows, eyes sparkling green like small radioactive gems,
and a strong, clean-shaven jaw. Very cute. Borderline
sexy.

“Did you order anything?” She enquired
politely, her eyes scanning the table and glancing over his glass
of scotch.

“Just some liquid courage.” He said
with another laugh, noting the fleeting look she gave his drink.
“Nothing so far as food is concerned. Would you like a few minutes
to look over the menu or do you already know what you
want?”

“I know what I want.” She replied
seductively, slightly biting down on her lower lip, “Do
you?”

He cleared his throat and smiled,
calling over the waiter with a wave of his hand. They narrated to
him their choice of food and drink for the night, and he walked
away quickly to make it happen. Becky took this time to observe Tom
a little bit more, noting the well-kept nails at the end of his
slender fingers, how he liked to punctuate his sentences with
shifts in his eyebrows, that his vest jacket was crisp and
new.

 

She brought to mind all the
conversations they had had in the past few weeks. Stories of how he
dreamed of one day becoming a great artist and moving to Paris. The
heartbreak that had driven him to seek companionship on the Web.
All the little facts that he had shared to make himself look like a
nice guy capable of forming a deep emotional connection. She had
only allowed herself to believe half the things he told her, but
meeting him face to face had confirmed her suspicions. He was a
nice guy. She knew it for a certainty like he reeked of it. He was
the kind of guy that wouldn’t balk at all her small faults and
insecurities. The kind that would think she was beautiful even when
she felt ugly, and buy her flowers just to make her smile. He was
the kind of guy who would fall in love. He asked her
something.

“Beg your pardon?” Becky replied,
caught a little off guard.

“I was just saying that you have a
really nice necklace. I can hardly take my eyes off it. Is it a
family heirloom?” Tom repeated, pointing at her chest for
emphasis.

“And all this time I just thought you
were staring at my cans.” Becky joked, raising the pendant as if
for inspection. “Thank-you and yes, it’s been in my family for
generations, how could you tell?”

“It has this ancient treasure vibe to
it. Looks precious.” Becky chuckled shortly to the comment, raising
her eyes from the pendant to look at Tom. He was still staring
intently though, which made her laugh again.

“I hope this wasn’t just some clever
way for you to look at my tits.”

Tom looked up in
embarrassment, almost knocking over his drink. Becky laughed some
more. The necklace in question had a large, ovular green gem stone
for a pendant, with the image of a dragon eating its own tail set
in it. It was a
family heirloom, but it wasn’t hers. Her mother-in-law had given it
to her at her wedding, the same way it had been given to her by her
mother-in-law. Though she loathed her husband with every fiber of
her body, she had truly loved the old woman, and wore it in her
memory. She had died of cancer a few years back, which had crushed
her husband and driven their marriage to the ground. He had gone
cold on her, refusing to feel, refusing to share, burying himself
in his work and alienating her. She just wanted to be loved. Was
that too much to ask?

“You caught me. I couldn’t help myself.
You look beautiful, a thousand times better in real life than you
ever were in your photos.” Tom rejoined, trying to salvage the
situation.

“Thank you.” Becky replied with a
blush.

“I was sure there was no way you would
look as good as you did in your photos, but here you are in real
life, blowing my mind away.”

*****

The waiter finally made his way back
and set their food, the smell of it filling their nostrils as they
kept silent, watching the process. As soon as he left Tom dug in
ravenously, giving in to his pent up hunger. He felt like he hadn
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