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This book is written for any woman who aches for more. You are the star of your own novel – don’t let anyone make you feel like an extra. If you are waiting on someone to walk in and change your life, simply look in the mirror and do it yourself.

I believe in you,

Sophie x
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Chapter One

Remember when I thought I had my life in order? Well, it turns out that I definitely fucking didn’t.

Within a few short weeks of my transformation into a happy single gal no longer obsessing over men or marriage, I realised I was, in fact, the same old Zara.

The thing is, on the outside, my life looked terrific. I am, after all, a successful aesthetics nurse in one of the most exclusive clinics in Glasgow. I work with my best friends, Raj and Ashley, and still occasionally take on a couple of shifts a month as a nurse when I need to feel more fulfilled in my profession. I am no longer scrimping to get by and this year I have purchased a bundle of leather shoes instead of my Primark plastics, which do not cope well with the stress of the Scottish rainy season, every fucking day. But even with my new-found comforts in place, it only really meant that as my life spiralled out of control this year, I appeared a smidge classier than usual.

The problem came at night, when I was alone with absolutely no distractions except Netflix and Pornhub. My once-unhealthy obsession with settling down with categorically anyone seemed to have evolved into an even worse habit of shagging literally anyone, with no real interest in them afterwards.

I seemed to develop the ick at an alarming rate – during or immediately after sex.

Anything could put me off, from an outfit they wore to the way the poor fucker sneezed, or merely the unmasculine way they drove their car. I was incredibly picky for someone who once fantasised for several months about a stranger who held a door open in a shopping centre for me, wondering if he felt the connection too. My attitude to men and sex had done a complete one-eighty. I couldn’t find a man who kept me interested in them for longer than a couple of dates, and even my Penguin-loving Mark got ghosted when someone more interesting came along. After slating the shagging type on Tinder last year, I recently grasped that I am now the Glasgow gigolo and my list of accomplishments that I had fucked and chucked my way through this year was expanding rapidly.

I hadn’t seen much of my ex, Tom, since I was working less at the hospital and practically full time at the clinic, but I’d heard rumours of his aesthetic business folding. Not that I cared or even gave him a second thought – I was thriving. But I couldn’t help thinking the way he treated me had left me psychologically scarred and unable to form a real attachment or even a tiny bit of interest in any male after they’d penetrated my increasingly large vagina. The only person I could trust was myself and I wasn’t prepared to take any shit from any man ever again.

Ping.

It was a frosty Tuesday morning in January, and I rolled over in bed to retrieve my phone after hitting the snooze button for the third time – six new matches and a message from William.

Morning beauty, looking forward to tonight. Enjoy work x

I planked my phone back down on my pillow and stretched widely, letting out a large groan.

Another day of work at the clinic. I rolled to the edge of the bed and sat up, looking around my chaotic bedroom.

This place is a fucking disgrace.

I stood up, kicking aside mounds of clothes to create a pathway for my feet and opened the wardrobe to find suitable attire for today’s shift. Raj had been stricter with our dress code as a flurry of new aesthetics clinics had swept the city recently, and he was keen for us to stand out and insistent we all looked our best. A black midi dress, gold waist belt and small black pumps would have to do. Everything else seemed to be getting tighter as I took my December hibernation Dorito diet to the extreme. I opened my underwear drawer, rummaging for a clean pair of knickers, disturbing my growing stacks of dildos as I did so, but none could be found.

Shit.

My eyes scanned over Bin Laden’s cave till I spotted a black thong still tangled up in an old pair of work tights. I picked them up cautiously, and gave them a little whiff, feeling utterly disgusted with myself. Commando it is then. I ran my brush through the tugs in my messy hair and managed to slip it into a neat ponytail, then glanced at my watch: 8.48 a.m. Shit. My first client was due at nine. I only had time for tinted moisturiser, so I began rubbing it frantically into my cheeks while brushing my teeth at the same time. Shit, shit, shit! Why did I insist on snoozing my alarm so many times today?

Grabbing my leather jacket, I ran to the front door and headed down the cold stone steps onto the bustling streets of Glasgow. The wind was blowing fiercely, so with my head down I battled through the wintry weather on my usual ten-minute walk to the clinic. I saw the ‘Individualise’ sign light up a gloomy George Square and breathed a sigh of relief. Finally.

As I walked in the door feeling dishevelled, I checked the clock above the reception desk and felt pleased I was only a few minutes late. Ashley was standing behind the desk awaiting my arrival, looking immaculate as always.

‘Morning!’ she said and beamed her brightest smile at me. I couldn’t help but grin back at her infectious energy.

‘Morning. You look pleased. Dave putting out this morning?’ I replied, taking off my jacket, suspicious of her contentment.

‘Ew, as if. His morning glory disappeared along with Oasis. No, I just love product day! Such a skive.’ She was pottering about the desk, humming cheerfully away to herself.

I had completely forgotten it was product day. On the first Tuesday of each month, our product branding rep Andrew comes to the clinic to pitch us new products, filler and treatment ideas. We had all become good friends, and because of the overall success of the clinic, Andrew gave us tips and constantly kept us up to date about new concepts in the industry and what products the other clinics were buying in. He had been the brand rep of Individualise for years, but as I previously worked part time, I had never got to know him. I would occasionally pick up his name in conversations between Raj and Ashley, but it was only when I qualified and increased my hours that we were finally introduced.

If I had remembered it was product day, I would have got out of bed a little calmer this morning as it meant I only had a few clients before spending the afternoon ogling Andrew. He was incredibly charming, chatty and funny. Initially, I wouldn’t say he was a complete ten but the more he spoke, the better-looking he got, and the hotter he became. Ashley would make jokes and slip in some uncomfortable questions to find out his status, but he always had a witty comeback prepared for her, which made us even more curious.

I walked through to the treatment room and slipped my dress down before shoving it into my desk drawer, keen to keep this room tidy. I peeled on a set of navy blue scrubs that were hanging on the door, these things must be shrinking in the wash, and neatly set up my sterile trolley: OK, so – needles, product, wipes. Then I sat on the stool and examined the room, which was now my room. My certificates hung proudly on the wall, and my desk sported two large silver frames, containing photos of my graduation day, one with my mum and sister and me, and the others with my friends. Some days I forgot how much I had accomplished and others, like today, I felt proud and warm inside thinking of the opportunities I’d had.

There was a gentle knock at my door, which snapped me from my daydream.

‘Zara, Mr Patterson’s here for his top-up.’

‘Yip, I’m coming!’

I stood up quickly and headed to the reception area.

‘Peter, how are you?’

‘I’m great. How are things, darling?’ he replied, standing there in a pristine suit. Peter was one of my favourite clients. He worked as a top banker in London and would commute back and forth to Glasgow for work. He was initially one of Raj’s clients from years before, and when I started training, he offered his face to me as a guinea pig for injection techniques and since then had remained on my client list. We got on exceptionally well and often commiserated about the gruelling task of online dating.

Together we walked into the treatment room, and I shut the door.

‘So, just a top-up today?’

‘Freeze me please – as much Botox as I can handle!’

I giggled at his demands.

‘Deal!’ I had prepared the syringes already, anticipating the large amount of product he was going to request, and began marking his face with a tiny white pencil.

‘Look up. OK, big frown. Perfect.’ I headed over to the sink and washed my hands.

‘So, how’s the dating life? How’s the restaurant guy from the last time?’ Peter asked.

I sighed a little, slightly embarrassed that I had moved on so quickly.

‘Ehhhh … aw, nothing exciting. It didn’t work out, but I do have a date tonight!’ I turned around to him smirking. ‘What about you?’

‘Oh, never mind me! I’ve not been in the same place for two nights running! I’m living off other people’s dating stories. Spill.’

I put my gloves on and sat down on the stool beside him, feeling uncomfortable at my tummy bloat.

‘Well, his name is William. He’s older than me. Considerably older, actually. He’s like fifty-five but very DILF-y.’

Peter let out a big laugh.

‘Oh, Zara, you crack me up. Nothing wrong with a DILF but at that age he could be a grampa you’d like to fuck! Where are you guys meeting?’

I leaned over Peter, trying to concentrate without giggling as I began injecting his forehead.

‘Meeting at The Ivy for drinks. Just a couple – I’m working tomorrow.’

Peter’s eyes were blinking as I got closer to them with the needle. I carried on for a few minutes, holding his head.

‘That’s you done, I’m just putting pressure on the bleeding.’

‘Oh, it feels better already. It’s been too long between appointments. Can’t wait to shave off a few decades now. Oh, maybe you could inject your new man? Have him looking in his thirties again.’

We both laughed as I handed Peter a mirror.

‘How the hell did you meet him anyway?’ he asked, smising in the mirror from the treatment bed.

‘Tinder,’ I shrugged.

‘What fucking age range do you set, Zara?’

I blushed, remembering that I’d recently had to expand the limits at either end of the scale as I had exhausted all my swipes, having either shagged, messaged or ditched my original group of suitors. This resulted in Tinder itself messaging to say No more potential matches are meeting your criteria.

‘Right, come here, you.’ Peter leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. I felt his expensive, strong aftershave hit the back of my throat. He always smelled amazing.

‘Stay safe, Zara. I’ll square Ashley up. Enjoy your night, sweetheart!’

I smiled back at him as he walked over to the desk, shaking his head.

‘Thanks, Peter. See you soon.’

I wiped down the bed and set up another sterile trolley before heading back to the reception desk just as Peter was leaving. I waved him out the door.

‘Who’s next then?’ I asked.

Ashley stared at the computer screen. ‘Jan Hark? I can’t remember who that is again, can you?’

I paused for a second, trying to recall.

‘I know the name but can’t think.’ Ashley began searching the client database with her extra-long and pointed acrylic nails until we found a picture of Jan.

‘Oh yeah, I remember, she’s nice. I’m sure she’s lips and Botox.’

I sat down on the swivel chair at the reception desk beside my friend, but as soon as my legs expanded on the flat surface, my scrubs felt like they were about to burst open at the seams. I gasped uncomfortably as I observed my stomach drape over the struggling elastic waistband.

‘I’ll need to steal a pair of Raj’s scrubs again, Ash. I swear the scrubs are shrinking. Look at this – I’ve got more rolls than Morton’s.’ I was squeezing my stomach jokingly.

Ashley shook her head, looking annoyed, so I instantly shut down my White Chicks ‘Tina the Talking Tummy’ impression that was coming next. She had heard my moans so often and could only reassure me so many times. Right now she seemed more concerned about changing her hair parting using the computer screen as a mirror. I watched on enviously. Her perfectly curled blonde hair suited any part and any style. The last time I tried a side shed like that I just looked like fucking Hitler. Ashley stood up eventually and walked around the desk to the filing cabinet, before handing me a pair of freshly ironed scrubs from the bottom drawer. I smiled gratefully at her for providing Raj’s spares. There I was, fitting into men’s clothing while she was rocking a tight pencil skirt with a short crop top tied at the front, managing to look trendy but still professional.

‘So, is it tonight you have the date with the old guy?’ she asked, finally satisfied with her hair.

I slapped her arm jokingly as I giggled.

‘Don’t call him that. He’s not that old, is he? I’m in my thirties now.’

‘Aye, just. No, I totally agree he is fit-looking but there’s no denying he’s ancient. Are you talking to anyone else?’

I sneered up at Ashley while I retrieved my phone from my scrubs’ top and held up a picture of another Tinder match I had been chatting to.

‘What do you think of this wee belter? I’m also messaging him.’ I began flicking through pictures of Luke. A student architect, he was young, muscly, blond and incredibly flirty.

‘He is also very, very good-looking, but …’

‘But what?’

‘Zara, he looks about twenty!’

I started to giggle, zooming into incredible abs and the large grey jogger bottom bulge he sported.

‘He’s twenty-four actually.’

‘Oh my god, Zara! You’re like fucking Goldilocks. Nah, this cock is too old, hmm … This one is too young. You need to sit on one that’s just right.’

We started laughing loudly, the sound of it filling the shop around us.

‘Stop judging! And by the way, they all feel the same after a while, to be honest.’

Ashley’s eyes were shiny with tears from giggling.

‘Absolutely no judgement here! At least you’re getting some!’ she exclaimed. ‘Every night Dave has a fucking moan. “I’m too tired” or “Wait till I play FIFA, babe”. You’ll notice he’s the one waiting after that. Oh, and the other night I was doing my fake tan and he waltzed into the bedroom absolutely livid because he finally wanted to have sex, but I had just done my tan so he couldn’t! The last time he shagged me with my tan developing, his mates at football kept saying he had a Michael Jackson dick. Mate, if it’s him or the Fake Bake, I know who I’m choosing.’

I was still snorting with laughter when the door opened. It was my second client, looking puzzled at all the hilarity.

‘Hi. Morning, Jan. Sorry.’ I cleared my throat, trying to remain professional as Ashley sniggered beside me.

‘Right, how are you? What are we doing today?’ I asked.

‘I think I walked in at the wrong time, girls. At least you lot can have fun at your work! I’m thinking half a mil in my lips and three areas of Botox please, Zara.’

‘Sure. I’ll set up for you and let Ash take some snaps. See you shortly.’

‘Not a problem. Let me fix this hair first, Ashley, before you take any photographs – it’s blowing a gale out there.’

I shuffled through to the treatment room, grasping the bigger pair of trousers tightly in my hand, still smiling from the banter with Ashley. I carried on with work that morning, injecting a couple more faces, chatting along the way, while discreetly performing a prolonged pelvic floor workout, feeling ever so paranoid about the size of my vagina.

Later that afternoon Ashley and I were gossiping in the staff room when Raj popped through the door.

‘Ladies, how was your morning?’

I nodded happily while trying to swallow my Koka noodles.

‘Yeah, good. Peter was in,’ I smiled, knowing it was still a sore spot for Raj to lose a client.

‘Oh, was he now? I still can’t believe you poached him, Zara.’ He squeezed my shoulders jokingly.

I started to giggle but remained engrossed in my noodles.

‘All right, people.’

We looked out towards the clinic floor as we heard a deep voice. Andrew.

Raj immediately went to greet him while I slurped the rest of my noodles down and quickly followed a few seconds behind.

Andy smiled over to me as he removed his dripping wet jacket and placed it over the desk, shivering slightly, still feeling the cold from outside. I was gawking at him as if he was in a Coca-Cola advert until I noticed him watching me back. ‘How’s it going, Zara? How are you?’

‘Yeah, not bad thanks, Andy. How are you?’ I asked, fiddling with my ponytail while checking him out from a distance. He was wearing a tight Ralph Lauren shirt which was carefully tucked into his dark denim jeans. The strong, masculine scent of his aftershave filled the room, which made me immediately turn my head a little to the side, taking in a deep breath, inhaling his scent. I could feel my face turn warm as he continued the conversation.

‘Yeah, can’t complain. Did I interrupt your lunch?’

‘No, no, not at all. I’d literally just finished. You’re totally fine to start.’ I walked over to the large white sofa in the centre of the room, glad of the slight breeze escaping from underneath the front door which was cooling my flaring face as nerves took over.

‘Well, you’ll probably be hungry later on,’ Andy said. ‘Half of it’s down your uniform.’

My flirtatious smile dropped as I glanced down at my scrubs, which were encrusted with curried noodles. Raj shook his head in disgust.

‘Aw, Zara. Are those my bloody scrubs you’re wearing again?’ Raj huffed.

Shit. Shit.

‘What? No. Well, I don’t think so. Oh, wait. Are they? Sorry, I must have lifted the wrong ones from the desk this morning.’ I glanced over to Ashley who had her hand over her mouth discreetly hiding her smirk.

Well, thanks for that, Raj. Now the guy I fancy knows we could shop jointly in Burtons together, even share sizes. It took a few minutes for my heart to stop pounding so loudly into my ears, till I could sit back, relax and finally admire our sales rep.

Andrew must have been in his mid-thirties, with a shaved head, bright blue eyes and great body that peered through his designer shirts. He had broad shoulders, large forearms and was pretty muscly uptop, with a slight pot belly. Normally this would instantly put me off someone – even though I personally felt like Pavarotti’s sister, I wasn’t a fan of podgy men. Nevertheless, his slightly bloated abdomen always seemed adorable. Combining all of this with a glistening smile and laddish patter, Andy really did seem to be the full package.

‘Right, troops, have you got the sales figures from last month?’

Ashley handed him the spreadsheet and he skimmed over it.

‘Yeah, looks pretty OK. A bit of a dip mid-month, Raj, eh?’

‘Yeah, and it’s getting more of a dip each month, Andy. It’s that bloody new place that’s opened right across the square, Botox Boxx. I mean, the council must have approved their premises when we’re right here. It’s a joke. They are stealing half our clientele. I’ve seen more than a few of our regulars pop up on their Instagram feed having had treatments there – cheap treatments.’ He rolled his eyes at me, sitting at the other end of the sofa.

‘I know, ma man, but that’s the business you’re in. Aesthetics is building, and more and more people are training in the industry,’ Andy replied.

‘Yes, well, I wish they’d move further afield,’ Raj muttered back.

‘I think I can do something that could help. Anyone ever been to Dubai?’

Ashley gasped. ‘Me!’

Raj and I looked at one another curiously.

‘Right, basically Dubai is where it’s all happening just now. Hundreds of influencers; big party girls – and boys – are flooding the streets of Dubai. The richest, most photogenic city in the world but there’s no fucking decent aesthetics out there. None. The company is expanding their products and have managed to book a luxury penthouse in the Palm for one day only. We need practitioners to go out there to deliver our product and set up the aesthetics correctly for a shoot. That’s it. The models will then take part in some fancy photoshoot and you guys can chill. You’d be on standby in case you need to show them how to hold the needles but basic work. They’ve hired top influencers, and of course you can take behind-the-scene content – fucking fantastic for your social media and followers as well. It’s half a day’s work at the most, and honestly, Raj, the publicity will be unbelievable, mate.’

My mouth dropped open and Ashley began screaming, clapping her hands and stamping her feet. Raj was totally calm.

‘Wait, Ash, shh, calm down,’ Raj said. ‘Do you have dates in mind? I can’t afford to cancel existing clients. I’m trying my hardest to keep them sweet in case they go elsewhere at the minute, Andy.’

‘Well, that’s the only thing: it needs to be next week. Next Friday to Monday, all flights and accommodation paid for. You would arrive on Friday and not need to work till Saturday, another day shopping or whatever you like on Sunday then home the following day.’

I was hanging on every word Andrew said with my herb-stained grin beaming over my face. I looked at Raj hopefully, who was deep in thought, contemplating the idea.

‘God, it’s tempting. It really is. It’s just the clients, Andy.’

‘Well, I thought I’d give you first dibs on it anyway. I know it’s short notice, mate, but if Individualise decline, I need to ask Botox Boxx next. Only because of their recent sale figures, my boss insisted. And see, if I’m being one hundred per cent honest with you, Raj, I know they will snap this shit up.’

‘Raj,’ I interrupted, ‘we don’t have to cancel any clients. We can rearrange appointments and do a couple of late nights this week. I could even come in on my day off. This is a great opportunity.’

I looked at my friend as he bit his lip, wholly lost in thought.

‘You think we could do it, Zara?’

‘Fuck, yes, of course I do,’ I yelled enthusiastically.

Raj didn’t say anything for a few seconds. I could see him working things out in his head, weighing up the pros and cons, of which I could think of exactly zero. The man would be stupid to say no. As his silence stretched on, I could feel my heartbeat racing and Ashley, standing like a ball of tension beside me, ready to burst.

Finally, Raj looked round at us and then turned to Andrew.

‘Looks like we’re going to Dubai, mate!’ he blurted.

‘YESSS!!’ Ashley stood up and began screaming. ‘Oh my god! I can’t wait till you guys see this place. It’s insane. I’m ready to cry. I’m so excited. Oh. My. God. I can hardly breathe.’ She was flapping her huge nails in front of her face enthusiastically.

‘Wait, Ash. Sorry, hen. There’re only two tickets,’ Andrew said. ‘You cannae go.’

Ashley’s face fell and her energy suddenly popped like a balloon. The room fell awkwardly silent.

‘Aww what! I cannae keep that going. I’m only pulling your leg. I told my boss better make it for three. There’s no show without Punch.’ Andrew burst into hysterical laughter. Raj and I followed, Ashley ever so slightly smiling as she took in his cruel joke.

‘Right, so, you’re all up for this? I’ll take a few details and finalise everything.’

I nodded my head frantically, still trying to take in the prospect, while Ashley stood clasping her hands tightly with excitement.

Raj smiled at us and shook his head. ‘Individualise is taking over Dubai!’


Chapter Two

That evening as I scurried around my flat hiding the accumulation of dirty clothes anywhere that would fit, there was an excitable bubble in my chest that I hadn’t felt for a long time. I was going on holiday next week! The cold, frosty Glasgow air would soon be traded for a rich, warm, sun-kissed breeze and it couldn’t come quick enough. Tonight, however, I had my date with a mature older man, and I couldn’t wait for a civilised meal, preferably three courses, with lots of boasting about my upcoming holiday.

I was meeting my date outside The Ivy, a popular high-end restaurant in the city, at 7 p.m., and it had passed six before I even contemplated beginning my date-night preparation. I was finding that the more dates I went on, the less I could give a fuck about the getting ready part. Dating, which was once a novelty, had become a far too familiar process for me, and the excitement of preparation and willingness to look my best had vanished.

I eventually swaggered into my bedroom after watching one too many episodes of The Vampire Diaries and started spraying my long black hair with a generous amount of dry shampoo. Earlier I’d had ambitious plans of washing it before the date, but unfortunately the original family of vampires had taken up permanent residence in Mystic Falls and my plans to conceal a week’s worth of grease, long work hours and the likely remnants of other men’s bodily fluids had become second choice. After swooshing my hair with a generous amount of product, I realised quickly it was a bad idea as my hair was sticking up like Jedward’s. I attempted to pat it down, with no luck. Somehow, I managed to manoeuvre it into a beehive. Great, no one’s wore this style since the seventies. Still, this cunt will remember that decade well, I thought. I proceeded to smear a mound of foundation across my face before finishing the look off with some black mascara and shiny lip gloss. This will have to do.

I headed to my bathroom and squeezed out a last-minute pee before having a little council wash in the sink. I ran the water for a few seconds, allowing it to warm up, then shunted my tights and underwear to my knees, splashing my vagina at the sink. I lathered up some Radox and began shaving my bristly bush, wincing at each thick, stubborn pube that didn’t want to budge. By the time I was finished, my fanny appeared to have been sheared by Sweeney Todd. I gasped at how raw and severely wounded it looked, but at least it felt smooth. I wasn’t planning on sleeping with William, but with the way my dating life was going, I wasn’t ruling it out either. I hoped to make the decision quickly after meeting him as, with my hair growth, I had roughly three hours tops before the cactus returned.

William and I met on Tinder. He had Super Liked me, and I suppose, as always, I enjoyed the attention. We’d only been chatting for two or three days before he asked to meet up and when he suggested The Ivy, I had to oblige. He seemed really articulate, smart and occasionally cheeky in his text messages, and although he was older, he looked remarkably fit with an impressive set of broad shoulders that immediately caught my eye from his profile pictures. He ran a boxing class for kids, and after a decent amount of Facebook stalking, I found his club and watched sexy videos of him pounding the punch bag. I got turned on scrolling through to 2017 as he embarked on the ‘push-up challenge’, hoping one day I’d be lying under his sweaty pits getting pumped! If his profile didn’t declare his age, I would never have guessed he was anywhere near his fifties. He did, however, have a few grey streaks glistening through his dark hair at the sides, which hinted at his years but in my opinion made him appear even more sophisticated and utterly fuckable in his photographs. Tonight was sure to be an interesting one.

I walked back to my bedroom and flicked through my wardrobe, conscious I only had fifteen minutes before I was supposed to be meeting him. In a rush, I pulled a black oversized woollen dress on, yanking it at the shoulders to attempt to make it more fashionable. My tights were still on from earlier and, unfussed about changing them, I bent over to give my feet a little sniff and shrugged. Not absolutely awful but not the pleasantest either. I took some deodorant and sprayed them, hoping I could mask the stench for a few more hours at least. Let’s hope he’s not got a foot fetish, Zara. In a rush to leave, I had one last look in the mirror, feeling unimpressed. I grabbed my phone and forced my feet into a pair of Doc Martens before heading for the door.

Outside, the wind was bitterly cold, and I felt glad I had opted for such a sensible outfit. I wondered what William would be like. I hadn’t been nervous about seeing him the entire day and had only responded to a few of his messages, but walking down the street to meet him, I suddenly felt anxious. What the fuck am I doing? He’s old enough to be your dad, Zara! I suddenly had an overwhelming fear, but I was committed and would never let someone down last minute. I was approaching Royal Exchange Square and the restaurant was only a few steps away. I could feel my heart pounding with nerves. I brought out my phone to text Ashley when a message from William popped up.

I’m here x

Great. No backing out now. I took a cool deep breath and carried on with my walk, pretending to be distracted by my phone, all the while my arse was making buttons and my heart was leaping out of my chest.

‘Zara? Hiya.’

I looked up and smiled at the shadow of a tall man standing outside the large flowery entrance to the restaurant.

‘William?’ I replied, cheekily biting my lip, trying to see his face under the black night sky.

He was standing with his hands in his jacket pockets. I walked over to the silhouette in the doorway to greet him properly. He leaned over and kissed my cheek.

‘It’s lovely to meet you in person. Right, after you.’ He opened the heavy restaurant door for me. ‘C’mon, I’m bloody well freezing,’ he joked.

I smiled up at him as I walked into the busy restaurant, intrigued at his upfront manner. The lights were bright, and it took my eyes a second to adjust. The smell of rich scrumptious food made my mouth water instantly.

‘Mmm … I love this place, William. Have you been before?’

I turned to face my date and was surprised to see him rubbing his hands together, frantically trying to get a heat in them. Probably bad circulation at his age, I thought. But as my eyes gazed up to meet his, I suddenly choked in horror. William was sporting a full head of long, icy white hair. What the fuck! He most certainly didn’t have that do in his profile pictures. I could feel my optimistic smile drain from my face as I began to wonder if people thought I was taking my gramps out for dinner.

Suddenly I was conscious that I was staring far too long at his head, hoping my eyes would make the colour magically reappear.

‘You OK, wee yin?’ he muttered, as I coughed slightly. He walked past me towards the server. I nodded back, snapping myself from my nightmare.

William was tall, his frame large and muscly, but he was wearing jeans that were frayed badly at the bottom. I couldn’t help thinking they were probably older than me, and over the years of wear and tear they had turned distressed all by themselves.

But even though I had been well and truly catfished, I was in The Ivy, and I was not willing to let an old man with bad dating etiquette ruin my dinner. When I wrapped my head around it, I strangely admired his boldness to turn up so dissimilar from his photographs and I also completely sympathised. He probably didn’t expect me to be here without my spaniel lug filter or butterfly halo that I carefully choose to snap with as it seems to minimise my triple chin in photographs. He had after all, been a hunk back in the day; it was completely unfair that the ageing process had taken over and he now resembled a cross between Hulk Hogan and Karl Lagerfeld. I was sure I’d tricked many men over the years with my Instagram-filtered complexion looking as smooth as silk, when in reality I had more hair growth than the best of them.

The server was chatting to William and she smiled up at us.

‘I’ll take you both to your seat.’

I followed the pretty young hostess as William held back like a gentleman, allowing me to walk in front. As I went, I felt his hand scuff by my waist, and my back seized as stiff as a board. I felt like I was walking under a spotlight as I made my way past the tables neatly scattered round the lavish restaurant, hoping he didn’t touch my back or make any suggestive signs we were on a date. The décor was magnificent: a 1920s vibe with relaxing music and a warm, friendly atmosphere. I felt as if I was in Bugsy Malone, only I was the only kid on this date.

We were shown to a small circular table in the corner which had pretty velvet bucket chairs at either side. William rushed round to pull mine out for me and I blushed, hoping no other diners were watching.

‘Thank you,’ I whispered, trying not to draw any more attention to us.

‘You’re welcome, Zara.’ He walked round to his own seat, taking his coat off and hanging it over his chair. Oh no. He was wearing a plain white T-shirt with a grey checked waistcoat which jingled with an obscene number of buckles, belts and chains attached. I hadn’t seen anything quite like it, and I could feel my face redden as I prayed he’d sit down quickly to avoid anyone else spotting the fashion statement.

As he sat, his chains rattled the side plate loudly. ‘Oh, oops.’ My eyes shut briefly hoping the moment would pass quickly. ‘So, hiya, Zara. This is nice, eh. Good to finally meet you,’ he said.

‘Yes! It really is. This is one of my favourite restaurants. What do you fancy?’ I was avoiding any eye contact, staring at the gin menu in front of me. I could feel myself get hotter with nerves. Why the fuck did I wear wool?

‘I think I’ll have the fillet of salmon; I checked the menu before I left,’ he winked, hoping I’d be impressed by this, and I smiled back briefly, knowing I hadn’t even factored time in to change my knicks never mind examine a menu.

‘I think I fancy the fillet steak. Yes, I’ll have that with a nice glass of Whitley Neill.’

‘Jesus, Zara. A steak!!’ his loud voice screeched. ‘I hope we’re splitting the bloody bill!’

I looked up at William’s gobsmacked face. My heart was pounding, and my already sweaty body was perspiring even more.

‘Haha, gotcha!’ He pointed his large finger in my face so suddenly my chair moved back, and my legs swung out and kicked him under the table.

‘Oh sorry!’ I began to giggle awkwardly, as I watched my date discreetly rub his shin under the table.

‘What the fuck have you got on anyway, Zara? A pair of rigger boots?’

I smiled politely at his shit joke.

‘Eh … eh … what kind?’ he pressed. ‘I thought you women were supposed to dress up for a first date?’

I stared at him heatedly, unsure if this was yet another bad joke or not.

‘They’re Doc Martens; I believe that they are actually fashionable for people who were born in this century,’ I snapped back.

‘Waha! Yes, brilliant.’ He began clapping his hands loudly at the table. ‘I like how we can laugh together already, Zara. Absolutely brilliant patter.’ He was laughing so hard at his own gag, while I still felt mildly offended by his dig at my outfit. I didn’t put much into it but still, I looked better than his Jodie Marsh-inspired ensemble, I thought.

The waitress came over to take our order and I was pleased to finally have some alcohol en route to settle my nerves.

‘So, tell me about you, Zara,’ William asked.

‘Well, I work in an aesthetics clinic just round the corner actually, and—’

‘Right, be honest. Do you think I need some work done?’ he interrupted.

‘Oh, of course not,’ I said politely. But some Just For Men wouldn’t go amiss, pal, I thought. He winked across the table, liking my courteous reply.

‘So, you’re a boxing coach? That sounds like good fun, eh.’

‘Well, I was – gave it up about five years ago now. Was getting too old!’ he chuckled. ‘I mainly work for the council now.’

What as? I thought. A fucking lollipop man! I felt completely deceived. Not only was my date using five-year-old pictures, but he was also tricking women into thinking he was still some big-shot boxer just to make him appear more eligible. I wasn’t even sure if I felt angry or pitied him as he continued to reminisce about his boxing days and the numerous black eyes he’d encountered over the years.

While William chatted, I couldn’t help examining his face. Yes, his hair dramatically aged him, but he was handsome. He had the brightest green eyes, tanned skin and a strong build. Did he really feel like he couldn’t be his true self when creating that profile? I’m sure if he was honest and more realistic with his matches, he’d be a real catch for an older woman, who was more willing to listen to some dodgy patter and a few bad dad jokes.

Our food and drinks arrived, and I felt some relief as I had something on the table to distract me from William’s conversation.

I began slicing into my perfectly cooked steak and slurping on my cold gin cocktail.

‘So, do you go on many dates?’ he asked.

‘Hmm … not too many. I work a lot so I don’t have much time. What about you?’ I had learned from the months of dating that men seem to make unfair assumptions about women who serial date like myself; it seemed far easier to tell a little white lie in these situations.

‘God, no. My wife and I split last year and this is the second time I’ve been out the house. I don’t like rushing into anything, and I really feel like there has to be a spark there before any sort of physical intimacy takes place.’

I was nodding in agreement, still chewing my sirloin. What a pussy! Still, at least there won’t be an awkward convo at the end of the night full of rejection.

‘Yeah, absolutely. I’m the same, although I’m not sure what I’m looking for. My work life is so full on. I obviously have Dubai and things coming up now and who knows where that will lead?’ I said, attempting to plant the seed of letting him down gently.

‘Great. I’m glad we’re on the same page. Another drink?’ he asked.

I shrugged. ‘Emm … OK, why not?’

The night was flying by. I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol content rising in my bloodstream or the fact that I knew William didn’t like to have sex on the first date that relaxed my nerves a bit, but I started to enjoy his company. He was fairly funny, despite some cringeworthy jokes which at times I didn’t know how to take. But still, I could tell he was a nice man. I didn’t feel like we were flirtatious, just enjoying each other’s banter, and when he offered to pay the bill, I was grateful for a good night.

‘Right, after you, Zara.’

We were heading out of the restaurant and I couldn’t help feeling relieved when he tossed his jacket on, concealing that horrendous waistcoat.

‘Thanks for dinner, William. I had such a lovely time.’

As soon as I hit the cold, frosty air, my head began to get the gin spin and I clumsily bumped right into my date. My hands gripped both his arms as he broke my stumble.

‘Oh sorry,’ I giggled, feeling uncomfortably close to him.

We were facing one another head-on and all I could feel was warm breath hit my face. Salmon breath. I broke away from his lingering stare and began to stroll merrily towards the stone archway of Royal Exchange Square to head home.

‘Zara, hold up. I’ll walk you home,’ he called out, following me.

‘No, don’t be silly. I’m only down the street. I’ll text you,’ I insisted.

He grabbed my arm. ‘Zara, let me walk you. It wouldn’t be good manners.’

‘OK then, but watch that puddle, it’s pure ice. I don’t want you breaking a hip on me.’

We both laughed as William pretended to tickle my waist, avoiding the frozen puddles along the way.

‘You’re getting brave, Zara! You’ll get yourself into trouble!’

I turned round to face William, who raised his snowflake brows at me suggestively. Oh, hold the fuck up! I thought. Is he hitting on me? I began questioning his good guy motives and suddenly, as he smiled at me under the dark starry sky, I was questioning my own. Was I beginning to find William more attractive? Or were my beer goggles well and truly on? I mean, he was very masculine, with cheeky patter and a great set of broad shoulders. Yes, ideally, I would like to place a bag over his face if it eventually came down to the deed. But it got me thinking – how old was too old?

My head was swirling into overdrive and I wasn’t sure if I was imagining the sexual chemistry, but he seemed to get closer as we walked, telling the same shitty jokes then making excuses to touch me. All of a sudden, it dawned on me – I think William wants to be fucked!

We approached the entrance to my building and for the first time that night my date looked tense. His hands were back in his pockets and I could see his cold breath in the dark night.

‘This is me then. Thanks again, William.’

I leaned over to kiss his cheek but at the last second, he turned his face, landing my kiss directly onto his peachy lips. We shared a peck, and I chuckled at his bravado, pulling away and smirking up at him. I didn’t have much time to gather my thoughts before he was pressing me up against the door, kissing me hard and passionately. Oh, hello, grampa!!! Where the fuck did this come from? Jesus!

Without a second thought, his tongue was touching my tonsils and rummaging about my mouth. I was taken aback and trying to gather my thoughts. He had me pushed against the door, holding my wrist tightly above my head. I couldn’t help but immediately feel my fanny tingle at the strong man caressing me so openly in the middle of the street. After a while, I could feel his hard dick push into me, pleading for my attention. One thing was for sure, this OAP certainly didn’t need Viagra!

‘Do you want to come upstairs then?’ I managed to blurt out, still kissing him.

He bit my bottom lip and tugged it out, gently nodding his head. Damn, this old dog had the fucking moves. I could feel adrenaline pulsing through my body. I hadn’t expected this to happen, not tonight and certainly not with him.

I opened my bag, retrieved the key and led William all the way up the stairs and straight to my bedroom.


Chapter Three

I opened my bedroom door with one hand while gripping William’s tightly in the other. Nerves crammed my belly, but I was still lustful and intrigued by how this experienced man would perform.

Giggling, I walked over to my bed. The bedside light was still on from earlier, and I turned to see my date begin to take off his coat, staring at me with a seductive grin on his face. The crunch of misplaced Quavers I had dropped on the floor the previous night didn’t seem to bother him as he crumbled them into my carpet and continued looking at me, almost as if he was in a trance.

‘You sure about this, Zara? I know you don’t normally do this.’

I nodded back, innocently agreeing with him but wondering if I had even changed the sheets since my last encounter only a few days prior.

‘I’m sure. Come over here.’ I patted the bed for him to join me.

He threw his coat to the ground dramatically and leapt towards the bed. We began kissing again, but this time it was more intense. He was a very passionate kisser, and I was impressed. My mouth was drenched from all of his spittle, but he was biting my lip and sucking my tongue and I couldn’t help but enjoy the sheer graft he was putting into it. He continued teasing me with his tongue, and after ten minutes of kissing and dry humping I couldn’t help but think I had made the right choice. He started grabbing my tits, rubbing them aggressively through my woollen dress. I was baking enough as it was and could feel myself getting blotchier as he continued. I stopped the kissing momentarily, stood up, kicked my boots to the side and yanked my dress and tights off.

Finally, relief! I could get a breath.

I turned to William, who looked like he’d enjoyed the spontaneous striptease as he ogled me intensely.

‘Jesus, Zara! HIYA, baby!’ he yelled and pulled me down on top of him.

We kissed more deeply now, his fingers squeezing my nipples and slowly making their way down towards my honey pot.

Bingo! He slowly began slipping his fingers in and out of me. My body squirmed as he teased my clit. He was rubbing it fast, then slow, then fast then slow.

I was on the brink of coming every time, and then he’d stop and whisper, ‘Not yet.’

Jesus Christ, I hadn’t been this horny for a long time. I wanted him, and I wanted him immediately! I began rubbing his hard bulge through his jeans and tried to pull them down.

‘Take them off!’ I moaned impatiently, and he grinned like the Cheshire Cat at my request.

William slid his worn jeans down his muscular legs, and next tackled the dreaded waistcoat. Each individual buckle seemed to be an effort. I wasn’t sure if it was the actual fastenings or the fact this old bastard probably had arthritis beginning in his decrepit fingers, but just when I thought he was almost done, he turned to the loops at the back. Oh, for fuck’s sake! A straitjacket would have been easier to escape from. I waited below him, watching him eagerly, my left foot tapping with impatience as my fanny dried up. Finally, his clothes were off, and my hot muscly mature man was on top of me with his impressively thick dick standing to attention. I couldn’t believe how I’d underestimated this man. My heart was beating hard as he leaned over me, positioning his dick to its target with real precision, and with one slow hard push, he was inside of me. He paused for a second and stared directly into my eyes before bellowing loudly, ‘Oh hiya!’

I smiled back and whispered, ‘Hello.’

I was keen to get this rhythm started, but again he slid in and out, shouting ‘Hiya!’ directly into my face. I was so confused – surely all of these immediate pleasantries had happened at dinner – but he was looking at me like he wanted an answer, so again I replied, ‘Hey.’ He continued slipping his big dick in and out, getting more aroused each time as he began groaning, ‘Mmmmm … hiyaaaaa.’

I felt unbelievably uncomfortable. I was spending more time thinking up replies that consisted of ‘Hi there’ or ‘Howdy’ than the fact I had a large knob inside me.
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