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1. Ryan

[image: ]


I swear, I was probably walking right into a trap. My friend was sitting by my side of the couch and we were in a nightclub. Not the best of places to have a blind date. He told me — more like he set me up for this blind date, telling me that everything was going to go perfectly. I didn't know anything about that. I came here mostly because I was curious about what kind of woman was going to show up.

Probably, it was going to be someone around my age. Most — and I didn't want to say this lightly — were like this. They were always looking for the next guy that was going to show something different, show them that they were missing something, or something of the sort. I wasn't anyone like that.

In fact, I was someone completely different. I didn't come here to show that woman — whoever she could — anything too different. If anything, she — if she showed up — was going to find out that there was nothing particularly different about me.

I was a gym instructor, so I knew what I was doing, especially when it came to blind dates like this one.

My friend, meanwhile, just couldn't stop smiling. It was as though he was finding this all very funny. I could imagine that he was. 

There was something very funny about me going out on a blind date, hoping that it was going to stick. Look, I didn't even know anything about the person that I was going to see, and that was the entire point of it, wasn't it?

Yeah, it pretty much was.

Bumping my shoulder with his hand, he asked, "What about that one? Do you think she is the one? She's sitting there all by herself. Maybe you should go keep her company, don't you think?"

I shook my head. My friend was toying with me, making me feel embarrassed. I couldn't help but wonder how I would even approach the woman — the one on this blind date, I meant. 

I would know her when she showed up in the nightclub, despite the number of people inside the building. It was a little difficult to see what was happening around me, but I'd been in the Army and people there told me that I had the eyes of a hawk.

The woman I was going to meet was going to be wearing a tight, pink dress. Checking out my surroundings again, I couldn't see anyone matching that description. Moreover, I had the knowledge that she was a vibrant redhead, carrying a bit more weight than she seemed entirely at ease with.

That was what she had told me on the online platform where we matched. 

So, what if she carried a few extra pounds? Nobody had the right to judge. In fact, in terms of diversity, she could be the person I was searching for to infuse some excitement into my life.

By working as a gym instructor, I always had plenty of women falling around my feet, begging for my attention. They were always the same. Well, not really the same, but they shared similarities, to say the least. Big boobs, big lips, facial harmonization, blond hair, and bodies like an hourglass.

I mean, most men would give pretty much anything — including their own mothers — for a date with those women, but I was different. I was looking for something else, someone who could rekindle the fire in me that was extinguished.

I took a deep breath, sipping from my drink before something caught the attention of my eyes. For a moment, I couldn't believe it. Could it really be her? The woman I was looking for, the woman who told me was going to be wearing a tight, pink mini-dress and was going to be sitting at the back of the nightclub.

Yeah. That was the one. No doubt about it. I could already see her weaving through the crowd and proceeding toward the back of the nightclub. She was also a ginger with a delicious, plus-size shape.

Okay, so that was the date that I was promised, but there was also something else about her sticking out to me, something that was making me feel slightly conflicted about my next choices — and I meant, the next steps I should take.

She had to be way older than me, and I didn't mean that without thinking about the true weight of my words. What I meant was that I was not exaggerating. She was definitely much older than me. I would say around 15 years older.

My friend bumped me on the shoulder again before teasing me one more time, "That's her. No doubt about it. The description matches, don't you agree, Ryan?"

"Yeah," I said before standing up and going after her. She was going to know it was me because I was wearing a golden necklace around my neck. For now, she hadn't seen me yet.

I couldn't deny that she was confident in the way that she was moving with grace, proceeding to the back of the nightclub. She wasn't even going to order a drink before going there, so I decided to do that for her.

On my way there, I ordered a few drinks at the bar. I wasn't patient, the back of my right foot tapping on the floor over and over. Despite having some reservations already about meeting up with that woman for the first time, there was no denying that she was already stirring something alien in me.

I had to be honest; I didn't think that I was going to be thinking this way about her, but her beauty was unmatched, despite being much older than me. A quick glance at her hand told me that she didn't have a husband, which was a good sign.

A few minutes later, my drinks were ready. No, I didn't know if she was going to like bourbon, but if she didn't, then I would just drink for her. More for me.

She sat on the chair. There was a small, round table in front of her.

Nestled comfortably at the quaint table, she was engrossed in the glow of her phone's screen, her attention captured by it. Unbeknownst to her, I approached with the drinks in my hands, planning a surprise. The phone's screen held her focus, and the world around seemed to fade into the background.

As I drew closer, the element of surprise worked its magic until I stood just beside her. It was then that she looked up, her eyes widening like an unexpected burst of light. Recognition dawned, followed by a curiosity that swept through her gaze as it swept over me, from bottom to top, a once-over that held a touch of intrigue.

"You must be..." She trailed off, obviously. Something about the way she was looking at me told me that she didn't think she was going to be on a blind date with someone like me. 

After all, I was much younger than her, something I recognized was going to be brought up many times in this talk with her.

Did I want that to keep happening? No, obviously not, but it couldn't be avoided.

I smirked. "Yeah, that's me. Your date."

I sat on the chair opposite her and offered, "I brought you a drink."

"Oh, that's good because I was so busy making sure that I was going to come here on time I didn't even think about getting a drink before sitting down. It's good that you did this for me."

"Yeah, no problem." She grabbed the glass, taking a sip from it.

"It's really good."

I took a sip as well. "Yeah, I know."

I put down the glass before saying , "I think that we should start by introducing ourselves. My name is Ryan."

"And I'm Kyla," she said.

My eyes couldn't stop dancing over her body. She had curves in all the right places, making my shaft throb with need. I was sure something similar was happening to her. After all, she couldn't stop shifting on her chair, seeming uncomfortable.

"Kyla... That's a pretty name."

"Thanks."

She didn't say anything about my name. To be honest, there was nothing special about it, but her name... It was something different.

It fit her, no denying it. Her name showcased a part of her personality. She was probably strong-willed, the kind of woman that would never show weakness in front of anyone.

She took another sip of her drink before saying, "You seem a little young. Are you still in college?"

Ah, the question that was going to come up eventually. I showed her my hands before answering, "As you can see, no. I'm not in college."

My palms were covered in calluses, reminding me that my work wasn't easy.

Her eyes lit up — was it because, if my answer was positive, she would be disappointed already? I had no idea. Even if that happened, I wouldn't care about it, even though it would be a big loss.

Right after seeing Kyla for the first time, I knew that I wanted her in my bed as soon as possible.
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