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BLIND DATE

Tanner is almost thirty and still single, and his family is starting to worry about him. For Christmas, his sister buys him an account on a revolutionary new dating app called Blind Date. It uses an advanced algorithm to set couples up on a blind date with their perfect match.

Tanner is reluctant to try it out, but when he does, he couldn’t be happier with his match: Molly, a gorgeous, curvy brunette. There’s only one thing that’s not quite right with her, and he won’t find out until after a passionate, blindfolded night at her place.


CHAPTER I

It’s Christmas morning and I’m the first one awake. I’m always the first one awake, ready to see the kids running down the stairs with those big smiles. Though I’m awake a little bit too early. The sun hasn’t come up yet and the neighbouring windows are still dark. But there’s a serenity to it.

I sit in the sofa chair next to the tree, the golden glow of the tree lights on my face. I could read a book or watch TV, but instead, I just enjoy the moment, revelling in the excitement of the approaching family moment—a moment that won’t be forgotten. No Christmas morning is forgotten.

I can still smell the subtle tinge of butter and onions from the previous night—Ukrainian dinner, a Christmas Eve tradition. It’s that time of year—the time for traditions, and we have plenty. One day, the kids will all come home and stay with us, even though they’ve all moved to different towns, maybe even different countries, travelling, chasing boys, working, schooling. But during that time of year, family is on everyone’s minds—because that’s all that matters: family.

I hear my oldest son’s alarm going off. He’s only six. I think it’s cute that he sets an alarm for Christmas morning, as if waking up earlier will make it come faster. I did the same thing when I was a kid. The sound of him scurrying down the stairs to see the presents under the tree wakes up my daughter, and my wife. They both come down the stairs, teeming with excitement. Their faces all light up. My wife snuggles up next to me with a warm coffee in her hands and we watch as the children open their gifts.

It’s my dream come true…

But it didn’t come true—at least it hadn’t yet. And I was beginning to wonder if it was ever going to come true. I was almost thirty, still single, still childless. My younger sister had been married for four years. She already had two kids of her own, but she seriously dropped the ball raising them. That year, I went to her house for Christmas.

It was the first Christmas that wasn’t at my parents’ house. My parents decided that we should all go to my sister, Monica’s house instead. I couldn’t understand why. I was stuck sleeping in the basement, next to the water heater. It hummed all night and I got almost no sleep. I was woken up by one of Monica’s kids, jumping up and down on my chest, yelling at me to wake up. “Wake up, you dirty spick!” he said. He was only four.

“What did you just say? Where did you learn that word?” I said. But it didn’t surprise me. Just the day before, Monica’s other son called the neighbour the N-word, even though he was a white guy. Monica had to apologize, but I was more shocked by the fact she did nothing to punish the child. When I asked her about it, she said, “It’s Christmas Eve, give him a break.” It was her mostly-absent husband’s fault. I watched a hockey game with him once. I think he used every racial slur I knew, and a few new ones too, while he talked about the opposing team’s roster. Both of his kids were in the room, playing with toy trucks behind us.

I went upstairs that Christmas morning after taking a minute to wake up fully. Monica and her husband were still asleep, and my parents were making a pot of coffee. The kids were already shredding open their presents. There was no order, no tradition, just chaos. And I hated my sister for it—she had the greatest opportunity in the world and she was wasting it. What a shame.

I took a seat next to the tree and looked down at the kids. “Shouldn’t we wait for your parents to wake up?” I asked.

“Fuck that,” said the older son.

I just smiled. I wanted to put the kid in his place, but it wasn’t my place to do so. So I just sat back and watched the wrapping paper fly into the air. There was a moment of silence while the kids were admiring their new toys, and during that silence, I could hear Monica and her husband fighting upstairs.

My parents came into the room. “Tanner, why did you let the kids open their presents?” my mom said to me. “What were you thinking?”

“I didn’t let them. They just went ahead and did it,” I said.

“They’re just children, Tanner. They don’t know any better.” So now it was my fault. It was the worst Christmas ever, and it had only just begun.

Monica and her husband didn’t seem to care that the kids went at their gifts early. They were too preoccupied with their spat. They weren’t talking to one another. They took seats on opposite ends of the room and refused to make eye contact.

“Merry Christmas,” I said after all the gifts were opened, but no one said it back. Monica had said before that she wanted to make breakfast that morning—Christmas Morning Wife Saver. But that morning she wasn’t in the mood. So her husband went out, grumbling as he put on his boots, to get McDonalds breakfast for everyone. He didn’t want to spend much money, so everyone got a single hashbrown and a little breakfast sandwich. Christmas couldn’t end quickly enough.

It was a couple of hours later, close to noon, when my sister looked at me with a scowl and said, “What’s wrong with you?” Apparently my disdain for her ruined Christmas was obvious on my face as I sat and stared out the window at the falling snow.

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Well, you’re just sitting there and sulking, so what is it?” she said. “Or are you just going to be a downer all day?”

It was getting harder to force a smile. “I’m not being a downer. I’m just watching the snow.”

“Are you upset that we didn’t get you a Christmas gift? You know money is tight right now,” she said.

“No, Monica, I don’t care about that. I really don’t. Your hospitality is more than enough.” It was a very hard sentence to say without sarcasm, seeing as I was put on a cot in the boiler room—a cot which I’m pretty sure was already in the boiler room when they bought the house—sheets and all. So it’s not like Monica did anything for me, other than pulling that cot out from whatever cobweb-riddled hole it was stuffed into.

“You’re making me feel bad—like I’m ruining your Christmas or something.”

Now it was really hard to force that smile, because she was right on the money. She was ruining my Christmas, but I didn’t care so much about that. She was just ruining Christmas in general, ruining the golden opportunity she had, that she was taking for granted. I couldn’t wait to be in her position, hosting Christmas, having children of my own to enjoy the holiday season with.

“Well? What is it? Is that it? You’re just going to sulk around all day?” she said.

I took a deep breath. “I’m jealous, okay? You got to host Christmas. I’ve always wanted to host Christmas. But it’s not a big deal—really.”

She stared at me for longer than I was comfortable with. “You can host Christmas next year if you want. You just bought that new house.”

I laughed. “No, that’s silly.”

“Why?” she said.

“I don’t know. I don’t have… you know—a family, like you do. It would just be pointless to make everyone come over to my house.”

She looked at me now with a new look full of what I can only describe as pity. She was reading way too much into my response, and now I had become the family cancer patient. The room became silent. Even her husband was looking at me with that same sorrowful look. What did I say? What was the big deal?

“Are you seeing anyone?” Monica’s husband asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not at the moment,” I said. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“You should come out to the bar with me and the guys,” he said.

Monica looked at her husband with a dark glare. “He doesn’t want to go to the bar with your alcoholic loser friends,” she said. It was the first thing she’d said to her husband since their fight upstairs.

“They aren’t losers just because you don’t like them, Monica,” he said.

“He needs a matchmaker, not your hockey team bros.”

“They don’t all play hockey.”

She looked at me. “Don’t listen to him. I’ll ask around the office and see who’s single,” she said.

I could feel my cheeks turning red. It was one of the most humiliating moments of my life. It even felt like her kids were looking at me like I was a pathetic loser—almost thirty years old and living the single life. I’d had my ten year high-school reunion earlier that year, and I was one of two single people there. The only other single guy was almost three hundred pounds, balding, and he was the spokesman for an anti-deodorant advocacy group. He tried to get me to join. “You know deodorant is very bad for your skin,” he said to me.

“I think your skin would understand,” I said, trying to wince away from his odour.

It seemed like the only women still available at my age were no-deodorant-guy’s female-equivalent. It had been two years since I’d been on a real date, five years since I’d been in a semi-serious relationship. I’d tried the online dating thing: Plenty of Fish, eHarmony—but none of it worked. Everyone was so shallow. A friend told me to change my body type on my profile to ‘athletic’ if I wanted to get any real dates. “Everyone does it,” he said. I tried it, and I got a date. But she never called me back. And through the whole date, she just stared at me with pity in her eyes, like it was the saddest thing in the world, having to lie about your body type to get a date.

Monica was giving me that same look now. “Have you tried online dating?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “But why are we even talking about this? I’m fine—really. I don’t need to be set-up.”

She stared at me for a moment, deep in thought, ignoring what I’d just said. Then suddenly, her eyes lit up. “I know what you need!” she said with a smile.

I looked up at the clock. How much longer until dinner? How much longer until I could get the hell out of there, get back to my lonely little house. At least there, no one judged me.


CHAPTER II

She pulled out her phone, typed something into her Internet browser, and then she thrust it in my face. “You need to get this app!” she said. “A few of my friends used it, now they’re in serious relationships with guys who are just perfect for them.”

I took the phone, my cheeks still dark red, my heart still somewhere in the pit of my stomach. The app was called Blind Date. It had tons of positive reviews, almost no negative reviews. But it wasn’t cheap—fifty dollars per month. “Is that a typo?” I asked, looking at the price. I’d never heard of a dating service being that expensive.

“They need to make it that expensive, so that they only get people who are serious about finding love. You should get it. We can make your account today. It will be fun.” She had a big smile on her face.

“I don’t know, Monica. It’s expensive, and it sounds dangerous. It just sets you up with complete strangers?”

“It’s not dangerous. Don’t be ridiculous.”

“If he doesn’t want to do it, Monica, don’t make him do it,” her husband said as he cracked his second beer of the day. It still wasn’t quite noon yet. “Just let me bring him to the bar. Steve has a method that he uses and it works every time, with every girl.”

“A method?” Monica said with a scowl. “A method to do what? To get girls to go home with him?”

“Yeah. It’s a method, and it works. It’s pretty genius, really. He waits until final call and then he goes up to a girl who isn’t already with a man. He buys her a drink, and then he invites her to his place for another drink.”

“So it doesn’t work on every girl, it just works on girls who stick around at bars until final call—who are probably there to get picked up in the first place.”

“Oh, you hate Steve, so you have to shit on his method?”

Monica turned back to me. “Ignore him, he’s an idiot. Get the app. We’ll pay for your first month. It can be our Christmas present to you,” she said.

“Whoa, wait a minute,” her husband said. “It’s fifty bucks? Don’t you think we should talk about this first?”

She snapped her gaze to him. “Should we talk about Francine Peters while we’re at it?” she said, and his eyes became wide as he retreated into his recliner. She turned back to me. “Sorry about that. We’ll pay for your first month, and we’ll make your profile today. It will be fun.”

She was already signing me up for an account. I felt helpless—I didn’t want to put up a fight. It was the first smile I’d seen on her face that day. And I will admit, I was a bit curious. The app was well reviewed, and Monica did claim that her friends had found success with it. Maybe I could find some success as well? Plus, it did seem kind of exciting: a blind date, set up by a sophisticated matchmaking algorithm—with the vanity cut out of the equation. There was no option to upload a photo, no questions about body type (not that I had an undesirable body type—I was thin and healthy). The questionnaire, which Monica ran me through, just asked about my hobbies and interests, what kind of movies and books I liked, and a series of ‘would you rather’ type questions. It asked my thoughts on housewives and career women, my thoughts on where I wanted to eventually live, and finally, my thoughts on having children. “Well?” my sister asked. “Do you want kids or no? And how many?”

I cleared my throat. I felt embarrassed answering the question. “Yeah,” I said. “A few, I guess.”

“How many is a few?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Like five, maybe…”

She looked at me with wide eyes, as if to say, ‘Are you fucking crazy?’ But that’s what I wanted. I wanted a big family. Was that so insane? I knew that if I had kids, I wouldn’t let them become like Monica’s kids. I’m sure they wouldn’t all be perfect little angels all of the time, but the challenge was part of what I was looking forward to.

And isn’t that the whole point of life? Biologically speaking, anyway: to send your seed into the future, to create more humans who will get to experience the joys of life. Children are the only real legacy—everything else is redundant at the end of the day. Just listen to what the elderly have to say on their deathbeds: they regret working so much, they regret not spending more time with their family.

Reluctantly, she put in that I wanted to eventually have five kids. “Alrighty then. Now it processes your account and it will match you with your first date. Isn’t this exciting?”

My phone said, ‘Estimated time until match: 4 hours and 30 minutes’. So I smiled and put the phone away, and I found myself checking it every twenty minutes, to see if there had been any progress. “Why does it take so long?” I asked.

“Because the algorithm is so complicated, it takes a long time to find the perfect match,” Monica said. I was terribly curious to see if it was just some silly gimmick, or if it was the real deal—changing the face of dating, like the reviews all claimed.

We were eating dinner (which was overcooked and dry) when my phone dinged. Everyone looked at me with wide eyes. “Well? Are you going to check it?” my mom asked. Even she was in on it. Even she thought it was sad that I was almost thirty and not in a relationship. I took a breath and pulled out my phone. I expected to see the profile of the person I’d been matched with, but instead, it was just a list of restaurant options.

“You need to pick the restaurant and she will pick the time,” Monica said. So I picked the first restaurant on the list, seeing as I wasn’t familiar with any of them. A few minutes later, I got a reservation confirmation sent to my phone: ‘Anton’s Italian Cuisine at 7 PM, December 26th.’

My heart stuttered. “That’s tomorrow,” I said.

“That’s exciting!” my mom said.

“But—I mean—what does she look like? Who is this woman? I don’t know anything about her.” My hands were trembling at the thought of walking into that restaurant, totally blind to what I was getting into. “How do I know who to look for?”

“You just give the restaurant your name and they seat you. They have both of your names. That’s part of the fun. It’s truly a blind date!” Monica said with a big smile. Everyone was looking for me, waiting for me to say something, but what was I supposed to say? I was scared shitless. I had too much anxiety for blind dates. What if she was a vile woman? What if she was embarrassing to be around? What if she was rude?

Or what if I really did like her, and she thought I was repulsive? I squirmed in my seat just thinking about it. But I had no choice, I had to do it. There was a reservation and I couldn’t possibly stand someone up.


CHAPTER III

I arrived at the restaurant twenty minutes early. I was always early for everything—especially early when I was anxious, which was a serious problem, because there is nothing worse than being way too early for something you’re anxious about. There’s nothing worse than having to sit there for twenty minutes, stewing in your anxiety, wishing you would have just trusted your smart phone’s time estimates so that you didn’t have to suffer through the waiter filling up your water glass seven times before the actual time of your reservation began.

Every time the front door opened, my heart skipped a beat. Whenever a woman began walking towards me, my legs trembled. I wasn’t cut out for blind dating. This was a game for people with stronger nerves than me. It didn’t help that Monica came up to me right before I left for the date and said, “You know, they say the first date is always a bit of a train wreck.”

I just stared at her with a pale face.

“Afterwards, you’ll have to review your date. They use that review information to give you a better match. But have fun!”

So that was a whole new layer of anxiety on my plate: knowing that I was sitting there and waiting for ‘a bit of a train wreck’—apparently a necessary disaster for my future dating prospects.

A beautiful woman walked into the restaurant. She had brown hair with golden highlights. She was wearing a little black dress that perfectly framed her body. Her lips were plump and her eyes were glowing. If she was my date, she was way out of my league. All of the men around me—all on dates of their own—stopped to look at the woman. She went to the hostess and then the hostess pointed towards me, saying something but I couldn’t hear what. Or was she pointing past me? There were plenty of tables on the other side of me. Maybe she was pointing the gorgeous woman to one of them.

She started walking towards me. My heart plunged low. Do I stand? Do I shake her hand? Do we hug? What if she takes one look at me and realizes I’m nowhere near the same league as her? Do I still have to torture her with a date?

She walked right by me and she just kept walking. And I was strangely relieved. I was beginning to think this was all a terrible idea. There is something very unnatural about online dating—something very inhuman about it. Maybe the fact that computers arrange it all… But aren’t people supposed to meet in person, through fate? I didn’t know anyone who met his or her significant other online. In fact, I didn’t know anyone who met in any sort of dating arrangement—my friends all married old friends of theirs, roommates, co-workers, fellow students. And maybe that’s the way it should be. Maybe the fact that I couldn’t find anyone just meant that I wasn’t meant to find anyone. Or maybe fate had later plans for me—and I was about to ruin them by meddling with this silly phone app…

Another woman walked into the restaurant. She was blonde, a bit thick, and she was wearing red. I didn’t mind that she was a bit thick, though I wished she had gotten a dress that fit properly. It was far too tight on her, making her look much bigger than she was. Also, she was wearing too much makeup. But she was kind of cute—certainly more in my league than the beauty that walked in before her. The hostess pointed towards me and the woman looked right at me. She said something to the hostess, who then pointed again, this time not quite at me. The blonde walked towards me, and then past me. Again, I was left sitting alone. 

And then her voice made me jump. She was right behind me. “Are you here for a blind date?” she said. I banged my knee on the underside of the table before spinning around.

“Huh, um, yes, that’s me. I mean, I am. Are you?” It was the brunette beauty with the plump lips.

“I am, too. Sorry, I just had to use the washroom.”

I hadn’t stood up to greet her. I felt so stupid, sitting there, looking up at her. By the time my brain started working and I actually stood up, she was already sitting down across from me. “Sorry I’m nervous,” she said with pink cheeks. But I think she just said it to try and make me feel better, because I was obviously a nervous wreck.

“Don’t be nervous,” I said with an awkward smile. “You look great. I mean, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

She laughed. “I don’t mind. This is my first blind date. I’m not much of a dater, to be honest.”

“Me too, and me neither.” I smiled big, and then I tried to rack my brain for something to say, but I couldn’t think of anything. What could I talk about? What did I know about her? I knew nothing about her? How was I supposed to talk about anything if I knew nothing? I scratched at my cheek. Was I wearing too much cologne?

“I’m Molly, by the way. What’s your name?” she said. Ah yes—that was a good place to start. Names. I didn’t know her name.

“I’m Molly. I mean, I’m Tanner.” I could feel my cheeks becoming hot. She was way too far out of my league. I was wasting her time. I felt bad. Should I apologize? Or would that make me look even more pathetic than I already looked?

“Are you from here?” she asked.

“Here? Uh, yeah. I was born here, and I’ve lived here my whole life. What about you?”

“Me too. What high school did you go to?”

“Dover. You?”

“I went to McInnis.”

“Ah, the south side, huh?” I said.

She smiled. “You’re pale. Are you okay?” she said.

“Me? Oh, I’m fine. Just, you know… I, uh, have never done this before. I feel a bit out of my element.”

“Just relax. Maybe we should get a couple of shots—you know, to help us relax.” But she didn’t look like she needed any relaxing. She looked totally comfortable, smiling beautifully, sitting calmly. I wished I could just get a hold of myself, take a breath, quit making an embarrassment of myself—but I just couldn’t.

“Shots? Yeah, sure. Um…” I waved over the waiter. “Can we get a few shots?” I asked.

“What would you like?”

I wasn’t a big drinker and I didn’t really know what kind of shots people drank. “Vodka?” I said.

He gave me a weird look. “Just vodka?”

I didn’t want to look stupid, like I didn’t know what I was doing—even though I didn’t. “Yeah, just vodka,” I said.

He stared at me for another awkward moment and then went to get the shots.

Molly laughed. “Just vodka, huh? That’s going to be an intense shot.”

“I’m Ukrainian,” I said. “I guess it’s just all I know.” And it was true. My dad drank nothing but vodka—never mixing it with anything, not even a drop of water.

“I’m Ukrainian, too. Do you do the big Ukrainian dinner for Christmas?”

“We usually do, but not this year. I mean, we were supposed to this year, but my sister ended up forgetting. We had KFC instead.”

She laughed. My God, she had the cutest laugh. And the way her eyes glowed when she smiled—she was on a whole different playing field. I couldn’t believe she was even tolerating me. I couldn’t believe I was even able to make her smile. Did she like me? Was I really not bombing this date into the ground?

Our shots came back and we clinked our glasses. “Na zdrovye,” she said with that adorable smile.

“Huh?” I said before taking my shot.

“It’s cheers in Ukrainian.”

“Oh, do you speak Ukrainian?”

“No, but my family always says it when they cheers.”

We took our shots. It was strong, but it was just what I needed—a nice, strong kick to the gut to straighten me out.

I was so terrified that we would sit the whole night in awkward silence, with nothing to talk about because we knew nothing about one another. But it turned out to be the opposite. We couldn’t stop talking. We talked and talked and talked all night long. And after a few shots, I was totally relaxed—or maybe I was just started to feel relaxed around her. But even as I became more relaxed, I still couldn’t believe that she was still there, that she was still smiling at me and laughing at my jokes, still looking into my eyes. I felt like I’d won some sort of lottery, like the stars had finally aligned for the first time in my life.

“So I hope this isn’t too forward, but do you want to have kids?” I asked.

And for the first time that night, her smile sunk. “Um, maybe,” she said. “I love kids.” But I could tell from the apprehensive look on her face that she wasn’t being completely honest with me. “Do you want kids?”

“I’d like to have kids. I want lots, preferably. I’ve always dreamed of having a big family.” I watched the glow in her eyes diminish. “I mean, I didn’t mean to get too personal with you—I just thought I would let you know, in case, you know, that’s a deal breaker or whatever…” I regretted saying anything. I could tell from that face that it was quite possibly a deal breaker, or maybe I was just getting way too far ahead of myself and making her uncomfortable. But the more I tried to dig myself out of that hole, the deeper I found myself. “I mean, I just wanted to know what you thought, but it’s not like that’s where we’re at. I mean, we aren’t anywhere. Well, it’s not like we aren’t anywhere. I just…” I hated myself for letting my stupid mouth spurt wildly.

She forced a smile. “Like I said, I love kids.” And then came the first truly awkward silence of the night. Thankfully, it was short-lived. She asked me about my job, and that took us far, far away from the topic of children. But that topic stayed on the front of my mind, along with that forlorn face she made when I brought it up. She seemed to have moved on from the topic quickly enough, so it didn’t seem like a deal breaker for her—but was it for me? Could I commit time to a relationship with a woman who ultimately didn’t want the same things I wanted?

I asked her about her job. She worked at a pet day-care. She loved animals, and wanted to have lots of dogs one day. And as she went off about her dream of owning a big acreage with lots of dogs, I couldn’t help but wonder if she imagined children on that acreage as well. If she did, she wasn’t mentioning them.


CHAPTER IV

We ended up taking our date out to the streets. It was snowing but the air felt warm. We walked down to the pier and we walked along the water. The city looked beautiful. She looked beautiful in the warm glow of the city’s streetlights. There were many moments where I wanted to kiss her, but I hesitated every time. It was just our first date—I’d only met her a few hours before. Was it appropriate to kiss? Would I scare her away? She must have already thought I was moving things along too quickly after my comment about wanting kids.

So I held off on kissing her. But we did end up holding hands. We stopped out front of an old heritage-style apartment building. “This is my place,” she said.

“Oh, I didn’t realize I was walking you home,” I said.

She laughed. “You weren’t. You were actually leading the way. This is just a coincidence.”

“Right,” I said. “Well, I’m good to keep walking if you want, but if you want to go home, I’ll understand. It’s late.”

“I’m actually feeling pretty cold,” she said. I just smiled. This was her polite exit. I didn’t have her phone number or any way to reach her—the Blind Date app doesn’t give you any of that. I wanted to ask, but I was suddenly nervous. She was already cutting the date off suddenly, and maybe that meant I should just take the hint. “Do you want to come up for a cup of tea or something?”

My heart leapt up into my chest. Was she really inviting me up to her apartment? Had I really made that good of an impression? “Sure,” I said, so we went up to her room. My heart was racing. I was about to have sex with my dream girl. That’s what tea means, right? It’s just dating code for sex?

Her place was nice, but small. She had one bedroom and a little living room and a separate kitchen. She told me to take a seat at the kitchen table while she boiled some water and got changed into “something warmer”. I was not expecting her to come out in the cute little booty shorts and tight tank top. “Is this too casual?” she asked with a little giggle. The shorts hardly covered the round of her perfect tush. And that top made her tits look huge. God, I just wanted to grab her and make love to her in that kitchen. Maybe that’s what she wanted, too, but I kept my composure.

“Not at all,” I said, undoing the top button of my dress shirt as soon as she was turned away.

She brought over two mugs of tea and took the seat next to me. She looked into my eyes with a smile, and then we went at it. We started kissing, our hands all over one another. She slipped her tongue into my mouth, and I loved it. Her lips were so plump and soft. I loved the way her nose cuddled up next to mine while we kissed. I ran my fingers through her soft hair. She got her hands under my shirt, to feel my chest.

“Want to go to the bedroom?” she asked.

“What about the tea?” I said.

“What tea?” She smiled and took my hand, leading me over to the bedroom. We continued making out on the bed. She got my shirt off and I was quick to get her top off. She let me suck her nipples and she loved it, moaning gently, running her hands up and down my arms. “That feels so good,” she said between moans. I started sinking lower, kissing her sternum and then her abdomen, and then she stopped me. “Hold on one second,” she said, and then she ran to her closet.

My heart was pounding. I wanted to jump her bones. I wanted to fuck her brains out. I wanted to make her scream and come all over my dick. She returned with a long black strip of satin. “What’s that?” I said.

“It’s a blindfold. For you,” she said. “Sit still for a second.” She wrapped it around my head.

“What for?” I said. I wanted to see her while we fucked. It’s not like I got too many opportunities to sleep with gorgeous women like her.

“Because it’s a blind date. Get it?” she said. I could see nothing but a little strip of light on the top of the blindfold. “No peeking,” she said. I felt nothing for a moment, and then suddenly, she was down at my lap, unzipping my fly. I took a sharp breath in. She reached into my pants and fished out my erection. “You’re so hard,” she said with a grin in her voice. And then I felt my throbbing cock slip into her warm, wet mouth.

She was sucking me off. And damn, I wished I could have been looking. I thought about ripping the blindfold off, but I wanted to play by her rules. I wanted her to have the fun she wanted. Because more than anything, I wanted a second date.

She got me so raging hard. She did this little move with her tongue, circling it around the tip of my dick—it was serene. I shuddered all over. “Shit,” I muttered.

“You like?” she asked with a giggle.

“Hell yeah,” I said. She even managed to deep throat me, gagging just a little bit, but that just made it even hotter.

“Keep your blindfold on,” she said as she pushed me down on the bed and climbed up on top of me. There was a moment of still silence, and then she began to lower down her bum. She took my cock and stood it up, lining it up with her hole. And then she started to penetrate herself with my cock. It was tight—really fucking tight. It took a moment for my dick to penetrate her, but once I was in, I slid in easily. She let out a soft moan.

But damn was it tight. “Am I in your ass?” I asked.

She giggled. “Maybe,” she said, and then she started to bounce, stroking my rod with her tight anal walls. It felt phenomenal. I’d never fucked a woman in the ass before. It was kind of a fantasy of mine—one I never thought I would actually get to experience. I wanted to remove the blindfold, so I could truly experience it, but I could feel her gaze on me, and I knew she wouldn’t appreciate the peeking. So I left it on.

She had the most adorable moan, especially once she really got going. She pressed her hands down on my chest. I blindly reached up and cupped her breasts. She let me squeeze them while she bounced relentlessly on my cock. “Fuck, you’re going to make me come,” she said. She sounded surprised, as if it was unexpected. But I just bit my tongue, holding off on my own orgasm. I wanted her to come before me. If I wanted to get a second date, I needed to let her come before me.

Her moaning became louder and louder. Her nails dug into my chest, but I didn’t mind. I bit down hard on my tongue. She was close, but I was closer. I was on the edge. I was squirming trying to keep it in. “Oh God!” she screamed, and I let go at the same time, unloading my hot load deep in her asshole.

It felt so damn good—every single blast was its own little orgasm. My face probably looked ridiculous as I clenched and moaned, but that was the last thing on my mind. I’d just come inside of the most beautiful woman’s asshole. I felt like the king of the world, like nothing could stop me, like life couldn’t be more perfect.

It was about ten seconds before she pulled the blindfold off of me. She was already back in her little booty shorts, but her tits still out. “That was great,” she said, cuddling up to me. She reached for the lamp and turned it off. “You don’t mind staying the night, right?”

“I’d love to,” I said, pulling her closer to me. It was quite possibly the best night of my life, cuddled up to her, enjoying every second of her presence. I was almost angry when I could feel my sleep beginning to take me away. I didn’t want to waste a second. But as I began to doze off, I remembered how she felt about kids—that reaction she made when I mentioned having a big family. Was she worth the sacrifice? Was there a girl out there just like her who wanted to have kids? Or would she really be open to having kids one day?


CHAPTER V

When I woke up, she was gone. I would have thought the whole night was a dream if it wasn’t for the fact that I was in her bed, in her bedroom. It was all so perfect, too good to be true. There was a written note on the bed that said, “Leave your phone number before you go.” I thought it was kind of strange that she didn’t just leave her own number on that note. I wrote my number, got dressed, and I took off. A part of me wanted to snoop around the apartment a little bit, to try to learn a little bit more about her, but I decided if I was going to start the relationship off right, I needed to mind her privacy.

My sister asked about the date that night. She seemed even more excited about it than me, her eyes wide and attentive. When I told her about how well it went, she had the biggest smile on her face. It was a notch in the win column for her. As far as she was concerned, it was all thanks to her, and I suppose it technically was thanks to her.

My phone buzzed and the Blind Date app asked me how the date went. I clicked on the ‘very well’ option, and then it asked me a few questions about her—how well the conversations went, what I thought were her biggest interests, things we didn’t agree on. There wasn’t much we didn’t agree on—just that looming child issue. The app assured me that my answers to the questionnaire wouldn’t ever reach her. So I put in the kid thing—just in case I had to use the app again to find a new match. It wasn’t until that date that I realized how important the kid thing really was to me. There I was with the most perfect woman ever created and I was on the fence with her over future children.

The app asked me if I wanted to have another match, but I chose no. I couldn’t wait for my next date with Molly. I couldn’t wait for her to shoot me a text message, so we could make plans, so I could talk to her. My God, I just wanted to talk to her, to pick up where we left off. I knew it was best to take things slow and steady, but all I wanted to do was meet up with her again. That night we spent together was just so much fun.

But I didn’t hear from her that night. I went to bed anxious, and woke up even more anxious. Was it the kid thing? Did she just use me for sex? Or was she just busy? Maybe she just didn’t want to come on too strong… Or maybe she had more time to think about it and realized she wasn’t interested… I tried not to get too worked up over it. She would text me soon enough, I kept telling myself.

And she did—that next night. My phone buzzed and I pulled it out from my pocket with lightning speed. “I had fun the other night,” it said, “but there’s something I didn’t tell you and the guilt has been killing me. I was born a man. I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you. I tried.” And the message was left at that. My heart stuttered. At first I thought it was a prank message from someone who had my number and knew about the blind date—maybe Monica’s husband. But why would he do that?

I re-read the message a few times, trying to convince myself that I was misreading it. But it was written clearly: she was born a man. She was a transgender. And there was a good chance that she still had her cock, too, seeing as she stuck me in her ass after blindfolding me. I shuddered—oh God, that’s why she blindfolded me. I could feel my skin turning pale. My body was suddenly cold, my hands trembling. It just couldn’t be true. I stared into her eyes all night—those eyes couldn’t possibly belong to a man. That face was too perfect to be a man’s face. And her body—what man has a body like that? Was it possible it was just a bad excuse to make me stay far, far away from her? But why?

I couldn’t bring myself to respond. I didn’t know how to respond. But I knew that the message had been marked as read.

My sister sent me a message only an hour later. “Have you heard from Molly yet? When’s the next date?”

I felt my heart sizzling in my stomach acid. “There’s not going to be one,” I said. I found myself re-reading that message from Molly again, hoping that the words would have magically changed, that I’d just hallucinated the original message. But it was the same. Molly was born a man. And for the life of me, I couldn’t bring myself to respond.

Because how could I respond? With anger? How can a person be rational about such a thing? She’d deceived me. Had she told me before we went up to her apartment, of course I wouldn’t have fucked her. I could still remember every minute of our night together. I could still remember the feeling of my cock sinking into her tight asshole. God, it felt good. But the fact that it felt so good made me tremble. How could the Blind Date app let such a thing happen? Where was the question in the questionnaire about willingness to date transgenders? Sure, there was that one question about willingness to be in an unconventional relationship—is this what they meant by that? How do I go back and change that answer now?

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down. The worst part about it all was the fact that I still looked back on the night and remembered all the fun we had. I still remembered the great conversations and I could still remember that incredible euphoria that surged through my veins while we had sex. I just wished that she was really a woman. But I really wanted to wish that the night had been a bust. Because now what? The fact that I enjoyed every minute of our night together—did that mean that I had a thing for trans chicks? No, no, of course not. She was frighteningly convincing. Anyone would have made the same mistake.

But if she was so convincing, then what really was the difference? She still looked and sounded and felt like a woman, so what was stopping her from being a woman?

I pushed that thought away. That thought scared the hell out of me. I couldn’t let my mind wander down that rabbit hole. What was stopping her from being a woman? The fact she didn’t have a womb, the fact that she couldn’t create children—

But then what about women with birth defects who can’t create children… Are they not women either? Of course they are. You would be insane to insinuate that they aren’t. So what about transgender women—could you not argue that they also just have a birth defect? I suppose you could argue it…

No—I had to stop venturing down that rabbit hole. I needed to stop those thoughts from creeping into my brain. I needed to move on, forget about the whole thing. I grabbed my phone and opened up the Blind Date app. There was no option to change my initial answers, nor was there an option to re-review my date with Molly. But what were the chances of ending up with another trans chick? I pressed ‘find a new match’, and I let the phone do its thing. The next morning, there was a set of restaurant options on my screen. Here we go again…


CHAPTER VI

I picked a different restaurant, though I’d still never heard of it. I Googled it first this time and saw that it was across town from Molly’s apartment. I wanted to be as far away as possible, in case I ended up running into her. That was the very last thing that I wanted.

My nervousness went in waves as I sat at the booth and waited for my date to show up. I would be completely calm one moment, knowing that the chances of being matched with another chick with a dick was astronomically small, and then nervous as hell the next moment knowing that there still was that astronomically small chance. But strangely, I wasn’t terribly nervous about the actual date. Apparently I’d gotten those jitters out the first time. In fact, I was more excited than anything, now that I knew how well the Blind Date app worked at matching people who really clicked together—because I really did click with Molly, despite the whole downstairs mix-up thing.

My date was cute enough. She was five minutes late, and she must have apologized fifteen times for it. She had blonde hair, a thin build, and the bluest eyes I’d ever seen. I actually found those eyes distracting—I was pretty sure they were blue colour-contacts over top of her naturally blue eyes, which I thought was strange. She was far more nervous than me, which actually made me feel more comfortable, like I was in control of the date and not a slave to my own self-conscious.

We had a lot in common. We both liked the same movies, the same sports teams, the same sports. She asked me if I wanted to play badminton with her that weekend and I said I would go. We even wanted the same things in life—she wanted a big family, a modest wedding, and she wanted to live in the same neighbourhood I wanted to live in. It was the perfect match—at least on paper. I should have been bouncing with excitement. I should have been proposing to her right there in that booth. But there was something missing. There was no spark.

It almost seemed like we had too much in common. At times, it felt like we weren’t having real conversations, just agreeing with one another in a strange back-and-forth. And after a while it started to feel like there wasn’t much to say, like we already knew how the other felt about whatever topic was on our minds, so what was the point in saying anything at all? I even guessed exactly which dessert she wanted before she even looked at the page-long menu.

I think she started feeling it, too—that same robotic sensation, that lack of spark. Or maybe she was just picking up on the fact that I felt it. I felt like she was forcing her smiles, trying too hard to make that spark happen. And maybe it would have happened if Molly weren’t on my mind the whole night. I just couldn’t look at the cute little blonde without thinking, ‘I wish Molly would have just been a real woman.’

The thought scared me, but it just kept reappearing in my head. I needed to let it go, accept that Molly wasn’t a biological woman and would never be—realize that the little blonde sitting in front of me was quite possibly my soul mate and I was ruining my chances with her because I had the face of a transgender chick stuck in my head.

My date gave me her number as we stood outside of her apartment building. “I had fun tonight,” she said.

“Me too,” I said. And she looked up into my eyes, hoping for a kiss. There was still hope in the kiss. The kiss could turn everything around—create that spark that had been missing all night. That kiss had the power to make me forget about Molly, smack some sense into me.

I kissed her. But the spark just wasn’t there. In that moment, our lips pressed together, and that was it. My heart rate didn’t change, and the whole time I could feel a cold draft. The moment was dead. She looked into my eyes and forced a smile before walking over to her door. And that was the end of our date.

That night, when my Blind Date app asked me to review the date, I clicked every positive option it gave me. How was the quality of the conversation? Excellent. How would you rate your common interests? Excellent. At the end of the questionnaire, it asked if I wanted another match. I picked ‘yes’. It asked why and it gave me a blank field to fill in. I sat there for twenty minutes trying to think of what to put into that field. All I really wanted to write was, ‘Why can’t you give me Molly but as an actual woman?’ Instead, I wrote, “Too much in common.” I felt stupid pressing submit, knowing some employee over at the Blind Date app’s headquarters would see the comment and think, ‘What the hell am I supposed to do with this?’ And for my next date, I would end up with some opposite-end of the spectrum chick—maybe a bisexual circus performer or something…

I didn’t ask for another match that night. I figured I needed to get over whatever there was to get over with Molly before I went on another date and wasted another girl’s time. I needed some time for reality to kick me in the ass.


CHAPTER VII

It was two weeks later when I finally convinced myself to return to the Blind Date app. After plenty of thought, I’d convinced myself that the message Molly sent was probably just a sure-fire way to get me to move on, so she wouldn’t have to struggle with telling me why she didn’t want to go on a second date. I mean, she was way out of my league and she probably knew it—she just didn’t want to have to tell me. There was no way she was really a dude—no matter how hard I tried to remember, I couldn’t remember any Adam’s apple, any deep tinge in her voice, broad shoulders—nothing. She was a woman—she just had to be a woman.

So I convinced myself to let the app pair me with a new girl, so I could give myself another chance. I clicked the ‘find a new match’ button and I waited while the algorithm did its thing. Maybe it would find me a girl just like Molly, who was actually interested in me. Or maybe it would find me an even better girl—maybe I didn’t even know what was possible with these computer algorithms. People did call it the future of dating for a reason, after all…

It was right as I was going to bed when my phone buzzed, asking me to choose the restaurant. My heart fluttered. Here we go again…

I picked the first option and then a few minutes later, the reservation confirmation was set. I had a new blind date the next day. And I was excited.

* * *

As usual, I was early for the date. I got a corner booth. It was a quiet restaurant. I wasn’t sure whether I liked the quiet. Sometimes the noise helped make awkward silences less awkward. But if the conversation was good, then the silence was appreciated. I straightened my dress shirt and ordered a third glass of water. I don’t know why I drank so much water when I was nervous. I guess it was just something to do with my idle hands.

She walked into the restaurant and looked right at me, even before the hostess pointed her to me. She was pretty—another blonde. Except her hair was short—almost shorter than mine, but it suited her. She had nice plump lips that reminded me of Molly, and her eyes had a nice glow to them. And—not that I was staring—she had a great rack. Her tits bounced as she walked, nearly bouncing right out of her little top. With her smaller stature and her big tits, I imagine it was hard for her to find dresses that fit properly. I wasn’t complaining.

“Hi,” she said to me. She had a sweet voice that was almost childish. I thought that it suited her.

I stood up and reached my hand out. “Tanner,” I said.

“Katie,” she said. The name suited her, too.

She was undeniably stunning, and we hit it off right away. A young girl walked by the window with her mommy, and that got Katie talking about kids. She wanted kids—lots of them, just like me. And just talking about them got her so excited. Like me, she pretty much had the whole kid thing planned out—right down to her dream Christmas morning. I was starting to feel that spark, excited that the Blind Date app still had its magic. Everything was going so well, until—

Molly walked into the restaurant. My heart stopped for a moment as her gaze scanned the restaurant and landed on me. My ears started ringing. I stopped hearing what Katie was saying. It wasn’t until she said, “Tanner, are you okay?” that I snapped back into reality.

“Huh? Yeah, sorry, I just remembered something—it’s not important though.” I forced a smile.

I’d forgotten how beautiful Molly was, how elegant and graceful she was. And now, I couldn’t help but stare at her, trying to see if it was true—if there was an Adam’s apple or something to prove it. But it just couldn’t be true. Staring at her now, no man can look like that with no amount of surgery or hormone treatment. Men can’t be that beautiful. But what if I was wrong?

“Tanner?” Katie said, bringing me back out from my distracted state, once again.

“Yeah?”

“I asked you where you went to school,” she said.

I forced another smile. “Right, sorry, um, I went to Dover,” I said. “What about you?”

“I just told you. I went to McInnis.”

McInnis—that’s where Molly went. “Do you know a Molly?” I asked.

“Molly? What’s her last name?”

I thought for a moment. I had no idea. She never said. “I’m not sure.”

“Wait, do you mean Molly the transgender?” she said. The comment made my heart skip a beat.

“What did you just say?”

“Molly the transgender—I went to junior high with a guy named Michael. On the first day of the tenth grade, he came to school in a dress and wanted to be called Molly. Poor kid was made fun of quite a bit. But by the twelfth grade, he actually looked pretty convincing. I mean, she—I guess that’s the politically correct thing to say, right?”

My hands were trembling. So it was true—or just a giant coincidence. But how could it be a coincidence? It wasn’t a coincidence. I needed to accept it as a truth. It should have been liberating. It should have been the proof I needed to let go. But still, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I couldn’t stop wondering if there was some way it could work—if I could really do it…

Do what? Date a transgender girl? Commit to a serious relationship to someone who was born a man, who probably still had a penis?

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Katie asked.

“I’m fine, I think I just need to use the bathroom. I’ll be right back.” I stared at my feet the whole way to the bathroom, so I wouldn’t make any unwanted eye-contact with Molly, who was somewhere in that restaurant, probably on another blind date.

I found myself starting into the mirror, wondering what the hell was wrong with me. I was with yet another perfect girl—someone who wanted all the same things as me, who would have made the perfect wife and life partner. And all I could think of was a transgender I spent one night with, weeks before. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to ruin my chances with every perfect girl. Sure, there are plenty of fish in the sea, but how many are truly capable of being your life partner?

I splashed some water on my face and said, “Snap out of it, man.” I needed to let it go, because it just wouldn’t work. Even if I did still see her as a woman—which I still did, no matter how hard I tried not to—she still couldn’t give me what I wanted: a family. There is only so much hormones and surgeries can do. Katie was who I should have been obsessing over. She had it all and more and I had a real chance with her. I splashed some more water on my face. “Snap out of it now,” I said.

But still, Molly’s face was right there in my mind.


CHAPTER VIII

As I emerged from the bathroom, I walked right into her: Molly.

It was the worst possible second to leave that bathroom. It was a cruel act of fate. Now, I was face-to-face with her, unable to move. I wanted to just smile and head back to my table, but I felt like I needed to say something. But what could I say? She also just stood there in silence, staring at me. God, it was a horribly awkward moment. I wanted it to end, but it felt like the moment was suspended in time—some sort of cruel purgatory.

“I’m sorry,” she finally said.

“No I’m sorry, I should have been looking where I was going,” I said.

“Not about that,” she said, but I already knew that. I found myself back in that awkward silence, unsure of what to say next. “I should have told you right at the start. I shouldn’t have wasted your time. And, you know, I should have brought you up to my place.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “It was fun. I just…” I laughed because I didn’t know what else to do. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that information, you know?”

“I know,” she said.

There was another horribly awkward silence. And then I said, “Well, I should be getting back to my date.”

“Bye,” she said as I left her standing there. I saw her date on my way back to my table. He was a normal looking guy. He looked nervous, his skin pale. I wondered if he knew already or if she wasn’t able to say it. I wanted to ask him, but I had my own date to worry about.

“Everything okay?” Katie asked. Our food had arrived while I was in the bathroom.

“Yep, all good. Food looks good. Let’s eat.” I smiled and started eating. But now, more than ever, Molly was all I could think of. I kept looking to the side, to see her with that guy. Whenever he made her laugh, I felt terribly jealous. I wanted to tell the guy her secret, just so I wouldn’t have to be tortured with watching her be out with another man.

My God, she was beautiful. If she really was born as a man—and I no longer had any doubts she wasn’t—then she really was meant to be a woman. No one with that body should suffer with being a man. It even seemed natural, like it was meant to be.

“Do you know that woman?” Katie asked.

I felt my cheeks turn red. “Uh, yeah I do. An old friend,” I said.

“You should go say hi,” Katie said.

“Maybe another time,” I said, forcing a smile. I kept eating my food.

“She keeps looking over at you—you really should go say hi.”

“Really?” I said, feeling my heart pounding. She was looking over at me? Did she still like me? Did she wish she was having dinner with me instead of that man she was with now?

“Yeah,” Katie said with furled look. I had a feeling I was being a terrible date, but I couldn’t help it. Molly was all I could think about, and my soul was screaming at me: Molly is the one, not Katie.

I saw Molly get up to use the bathroom. “Excuse me for just a minute,” I said, getting up. My date had gone downhill. We were both just pushing through to the end. I felt bad, but Katie was a cute girl and I knew she would find the right guy eventually. As for me, I needed to be with Molly.

I waited outside of the bathroom. When she came out, I jumped in front of her. She jumped. I didn’t mean to scare her, but I was just so excited. “How’s your date going?” I asked.

She stared at me with wide eyes. “Okay, I guess,” she said with a shrug.

“Let’s get out of here. We’ll get a coffee or something.”

I watched as her eyes began to glow. “Really?” she said.

“Really.”

“But… what about your kids. I mean, you want to have kids.”

“We can adopt or something. We’ll figure that out. But I can’t imagine Christmas morning without you there. I know that sounds weird and it’s probably too soon, but it’s the truth. So let’s get out of here.”

She bit her lip in an attempt to contain her smile—a failed attempt. “I should say goodbye to my date,” she said. We both looked over. Our dates had joined one another.

“I think they’re fine. Let’s go.”

We slipped out the back door. She was laughing. She had the cutest laugh. I couldn’t help but laugh as well as she took my hand. I was just so excited. I didn’t care what she had between her legs, or whether she could naturally conceive children. Sometimes we have to make sacrifices in life, and that was a sacrifice worth making. Besides, there are lots of kids out there who needed homes.

We skipped the café I had in mind. Instead, we went straight back to her place, straight to her bedroom. I threw her onto the bed and climbed on top of her. “You really don’t care that I wasn’t born a woman?” she asked, biting her bottom lip. God, she looked cute when she bit her lip.

“I couldn’t care less,” I said.

“You aren’t just saying that? I don’t want you to get under my skirt and then change your mind.”

I looked down. I have to say, I was pretty terrified. I liked to think that I would be fine with whatever I saw, but I wasn’t sure that would be reality. Maybe I would see her cock and want to get the hell out of there.

I flipped up her skirt and slowly pulled down her panties. And shit, there it was. It was longer than mine—thicker, too. She was clean-shaven, semi-erect. The sight of it did make my heart stammer, but I wasn’t scared away. In fact, I was strangely mesmerized. Somehow, it actually looked feminine, like it really belonged to a woman—which sounds so impossible, seeing as it was so big. I reached down and slipped my fingers under it, lifting it gently. It was heavy.

Her face was pale and she was breathing slowly. She watched with fear in her eyes. “Well?” she said.

I smiled and sunk down, slipping the thick member through my lips. Sure, it was different, but it was still her—just another part of her. It was covered by the same skin that covered her beautiful face, her perfect chest, and her soft tush. I could feel it throbbing in my mouth as she slipped her fingers into my hair. There was something seriously satisfying about the way it felt as it grew on my tongue, pushing against the insides of my cheeks.

“You’re getting me so hard,” she said.

I kept sucking. I couldn’t get enough. I even fondled her balls while I sucked and tickled the tip of her erection with the tip of my tongue. Her cock was perfect. She was perfect. And I knew we were going to have great relationship—maybe even a big family one day, in our own little house—the kids running down the stairs on Christmas morning. I could picture it perfectly. And I didn’t care if anyone knew what was hiding under her skirt. That was none of their business.

“If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come,” she said.

“So you’re saying I should stop being careful?” I said.

She laughed and then moaned gently. I really was getting her close. I could feel her throbbing intensifying. She was as hard as a marble pillar. I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum. “Come in my mouth and then I’ll come in your ass,” I said.

“Deal,” she said between moans. She let her head fall back on her pillow.

What I couldn’t fit in my mouth, I stroked with a tight-clenched fist. I knew she was about to come when her knees began to rise up next to me, her toes pointing, her fingers clutching the bed sheets. She unloaded hard, with big shots. It actually didn’t taste half-bad. I swallowed her whole load (it took two big gulps), and then we kissed before she went down on me, to get me nice and wet for the big anal finale.

There was no need for the blindfold this time. I was ecstatic to watch her while I fucked her—her tits bouncing as she bit down on her lip, her cock flopping around on her abdomen, her thighs closing in on my body. She was gorgeous—especially gorgeous when she was being stuffed by a big, hard dick. “Come inside of me, baby,” she said. I squeezed her tits, made her suck on my fingers, and then I unloaded deep in her tight asshole.

And while I was coming, I saw my phone buzzing in the corner of my eye. It wanted to know how my date went. Though I didn’t see the option for ‘the best goddamn night of my entire life’, or ‘the start of a truly amazing relationship’. I smiled and she smiled back. I was in love.

THE END
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