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Jessica Tennyson finished applying her makeup before she took a final look at her reflection in her bathroom mirror. She’d always loved the lighting in this room. The pale primrose walls gave her usually pale skin a much needed hint of colour. Jessica pulled her golden blonde hair over her shoulder, noticing that her fringe needed a trim, the tips nearly brushing the top of her green eyes. 

She picked up the black tube of dark red lipstick and applied it. She only wore it once a month. It wasn’t a shade that she could get away with at her job as a librarian. 

When she was finally finished she smiled at her reflection. She’d highlighted her eyes with black eyeliner complete with a flick at the ends, giving her an almost catlike expression. Since she never got much chance to go out, she often pulled out all of the stops. This was miles away from the slightly geeky look she wore at work.

Jessica glanced at her phone. She still had about half an hour before she would need to leave to get to The Mattel. She slipped her feet into her black heels. Jessica had never really been a tall person, so she loved the way heels gave her a few extra inches in height. 

When she was finally finished, she brushed down the stretchy material of the black dress. She’d gotten it on impulse because she loved the lace detail on the collar and sleeves. It would make a perfect date dress, she thought as she sighed heavily, but it had been a long time since she’d been on a date. Christina Anderson, her best friend, on the other hand, always seemed to be going on a stream of dates. It made spending any real length of time with her nearly impossible, which was why she’d had to write the date down in her planner. The twenty-sixth of every month was hers. 

Jessica walked into her living room and double-checked that she had everything she would need in her purse. She slipped in the lipstick and her phone. Jessica needed this night out. It was the only thing that stopped her from turning into a hermit and it was always good to shake up her life. Otherwise life would get really boring, really quickly.
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Ben Worthington had always liked working at The Mattel. Sometimes he didn’t particularly like the customers. The Mattel was a high-class place which could mean that the customers were insufferable. Everything had to be perfect and God forbid something didn’t reach the customer’s high standards. 

“Your tie is crooked.”

Ben turned and smiled at Martyn. The older man was a trainee manager, but since he’d worked his way up from the bottom unlike some of the other managers, Ben had a lot of respect for him. “Thanks. Do I have table fourteen tonight?” All the waiters were given specific tables at the beginning of their shifts. Ben had written down on the board that all the waiters used that he wanted that particular table. 

Martyn put down the dirty plates. “Yeah, you can have it. You want to tell me why you always pick that specific table to look after on the twenty-sixth like clockwork?” 

Ben ran his hands down his black tie, taking the crook out of it. “No reason.” There wasn’t any point in telling him about Jessica. He’d only end up teasing him about it.

Anticipation bubbled in the pit of his stomach. She was going to be here soon. Ben picked up some plates and went to deliver them.

Tonight was going to be the night he asked her out.
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“Ms. Tennyson, I’m sorry your friend hasn’t arrived yet. Can I show you to your table?” 

Jessica nodded and followed the man in the impeccable suit and tie, to her table. The Mattel wasn’t as busy as it usually was but there was no mistaking the feeling of eyes watching her as she sat down. 

The Mattel was a lot more upmarket than most of the places she went to eat. The tables were covered with cream-coloured cloths, which felt soft under her fingertips. She leaned forward to sniff the beautiful white lilies in the centre of her table. 

“Your waiter will be with you shortly.”

“Thank you.” She couldn’t believe that Christina was running late. She double-checked her phone. She’s probably going to cancel on me. The thought popped into her head unwelcomingly. She typed out a quick message on her phone and sent it to Christina.

Jessica felt it before she saw the man who stood next to the table. She quickly looked up into the most startling blue eyes she’d ever seen. “Hey, Ben.” For a second she nearly forgot to breathe. It wasn’t the first time she’d had that reaction just by looking at him. Ben was just that devastatingly good-looking. 

He smiled at her and Jessica quickly looked back down at her menu fighting the blush that she knew was coming. There wasn’t any point in denying the fact she liked him. He was tall, with dark hair and a cheeky grin. She would have had to be blind not to be attracted to him. She’d had more than one fantasy about him. This was the first time it had just been the two of them. Usually she had Christina, who flirted as easily as she breathed, holding the conversation. 

“Isn’t Christina here yet?”

She shook her head. “I’m pretty sure that she’s going to cancel on me. She’d be here on time otherwise.” Jessica looked up, noticing his frown. He looked disappointed. Please don’t tell me he fancies Christina. The thought annoyed the hell out of her. It wasn’t the first time a man she liked had gotten close to her only to get closer to Christina. 

“Can I take your order?”

“I’m going to wait for Christina. Can I have a bottle of house white and two glasses?”

The frown vanished and he smiled at her again. “I’ll be right back.”

Jessica let herself check out Ben’s butt as he walked off. She’d never seen him in anything besides his uniform, but damn if he didn’t look as sexy as sin in it. She’d always been a sucker for a man in a shirt and tie. On the already good-looking Ben it was a deadly combination. 
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She’s not going to stay, Ben thought as he went to collect the bottle of wine she wanted. If Christina didn’t get here, she had no reason to stay. He had no intention of just letting her leave. She’d looked disappointed at the thought of cutting her night short. He just needed to figure out how to make her stay. 

Ben picked up the bottle of wine and the two glasses. As he was making his way back to the table, he noticed that Jessica was looking at her phone and she didn’t look very happy. He loved it when Jessica laughed. That simple movement lightened up her face. At the moment she looked as far away from happy as she could possibly be.

He put the glasses and the bottle down. “Have you heard from Christina?”

“Yeah, she isn’t going to be able to make it. I wouldn’t mind so much but she left it till the last minute. I mean, I’m already here. She couldn’t have messaged me this morning?” Ben watched as she took a deep breath and some of the tension left her. “At least you haven’t opened the wine. I’m afraid you’re going to have to take it back.” 

“I think you should stay.”

He liked the way her eyes widened in surprise. “You do?”

Picking up the bottle he uncorked it with practised ease. “I’ll keep you company, and come on, don’t you like the idea of a man waiting on you hand and foot?” He poured the slightly bubbly liquid into the wineglass. There was no mistaking the faint blush as Jessica thought about it. 

Ben picked up the full glass and offered it to her. “I finish in a couple of hours, so I’m sure I can entertain you tonight.” Yeah, there was no mistaking the blush as his words sunk in.

Jessica took the glass from his fingers. Her skin felt hot against his. Ben watched as she took a sip, leaving a barely there red impression from her lipstick. “Okay, I’ll stay.”

“Good, I’ll let you have a look at the menu and I’ll be back in a minute.” Ben winked at her, and as he walked away, he wondered if there was any way he could make his shift shorter. 
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Jessica picked up the wine bottle and discreetly used it to cool her forehead. He’d asked her to stay and the way he’d looked at her made her whole body tight, hot. She was sure that she couldn’t blame it all on the blushing.

Using the menu to hide her face, she took a few deep breaths to make the blush go away. She would have never been brave enough to come to a restaurant by herself, and if Ben hadn’t offered to entertain her tonight, she would already be heading back home. She didn’t know if she should throttle or hug Christina for abandoning her tonight. 

Jessica peered over the top of the menu. Ben was talking to one of the guys at the bar. She couldn’t take her eyes off of him, trailing them up and down his body with ease. She’d had a few fantasies about him, not that she’d told Christina about that. She liked the way he moved around the tables, the easy smile. And the uniform he wore only highlighted those broad shoulders and narrow waist. She ducked back down behind the menu as Ben turned around and walked back to her table. 

“Are you ready to order?”

She hadn’t even read the menu yet. She closed it and looked up at him. “I really don’t have a clue. Do you have any suggestions?” It didn’t seem to matter that this wasn’t the
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