Love… From Both Sides
Sometimes, the hardest part of finding love is keeping a straight face…
For Jamie Newman, being a single guy isn’t proving to be much fun, especially when confronted with a sexually belligerent divorcee and a goddess so far out of his league she might as well be a different species.
Mind you, being a girl in search of love isn’t a bowl of cherries either. Just ask Laura McIntyre, who’s recently contended with a horny estate agent on a quest for light relief and a rabid mountain bike enthusiast with a penchant for displaying his genitals.
When Jamie and Laura bump into one another (quite literally) it looks like their luck may have changed – but sometimes finding the right person is only the start of your problems…
Based on real-life tales of dating disaster and relationship blunders, Love… From Both Sides is a warts-and-all romantic comedy for everyone who knows how tricky (and occasionally ridiculous) the quest for love can be.
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‘You should write a book about dating,’ my girlfriend said to me one evening, while I was putting the finishing touches to Life… On A High.
‘I can’t,’ I told her. ‘I’ve used all the funny stories I know about it in this book.’
‘You’re not the only one who’s had dating disasters, Spalding,’ she pointed out. ‘I’ve got some you could write about, and I’m sure your friends have too.’
Turns out she was right.
After several wine-soaked conversations with the variety of reprobates I call my friends, I had enough material for a new book.
More than enough, in fact.
It looks like finding the love of your life is filled with more pitfalls, pratfalls and problems than I’d imagined. From the stories I’ve heard over the past few months it’s frankly a miracle any relationships get off the ground at all…
Jamie and Laura aren’t real people, but the trials and tribulations they go through over the course of this story most certainly are.
This book is dedicated to everyone who’s gone through the hell of dating trying to keep a smile on their face. It’s also dedicated to the girl that made going through it all completely worthwhile for me.
I love you with all my heart, baby.
Nick.
Sunday 9 January
Oh God, her breath smells like the gates of Hell have opened…
This was the first thought that went through my mind when I met Isobel outside the local JD Wetherspoons on Thursday night.
The second was that I would be killing Jackie the moment I stepped into the office on Monday morning.
‘Oh, you should meet my friend Isobel,’ the evil, lying harridan had said over the coffee machine a couple of weeks ago. ‘She’s a lovely girl. I think you two will really get on!’
…and like an idiot I’d believed her.
Jackie has a reputation for being sickeningly positive and upbeat about almost everything, so I should have known her assessment of Isobel’s character would be way off the mark.
I chose to ignore my gut instincts however.
I’ve been single for two years now - and in those trying circumstances desperation trumps common sense every time.
Frankly, Jackie could have told me Isobel’s vagina was like a bear trap and I would have still considered going on a blind date with her.
Despite her being the oral harbinger of the apocalypse, I decide to give Isobel a chance – providing I can find a seat downwind of her.
The horrendous breath is palpable from a good foot away, so the kiss on the cheek by way of greeting is a bad idea - it brings me close to the Gates of Hades. I hold my breath though and escape relatively unscathed.
Isobel isn’t entirely unattractive, though her mousey brown hair is scraped back into a pony tail so tight it acts like a DIY facelift.
Her boobs look quite nice, peeking out as they do from a Wonderbra that’s at least a size too small for her.
The black blouse she’s also elected to wear is too frilly, and the maroon knee length skirt doesn’t do much for her square arse, but it’s either an hour in the pub with her - or back to my flat for some more lonely masturbation and barbecue flavour Pringles.
I open the pub door with a sigh of resignation and wait for her to go in.
‘Fanks very much. Ain’t you a gentleman?’ Isobel says, her bad breath apparently strong enough to render her unable to pronounce Ts and Hs.
‘My pleasure,’ I reply, forcing a smile.
I can’t help but look at her square arse with a degree of despondency as she walks ahead of me towards the bar.
‘What would you like to drink?’ I ask when we get there, hoping she’ll order a pint of Listerine.
‘Double vodka and Red Bull, please mate.’
Good grief.
Five minutes later sees Jamie Newman and his lovely blind date ensconced in one of the ratty looking booths that run along the back wall of the pub.
Some may believe that Thursday is the new Friday, but none of them are frequenting this place tonight. It’s deader than Elvis in here.
Breath monster and I are the only customers, save a wizened old man in a green cagoule nursing half a bitter at the bar, and two fat lads of indeterminate age huddled around the fruit machine, inserting their Job Seeker’s Allowance into it with an eagerness that represents a real triumph of mindless optimism over cold, hard reality.
‘Jacks says you do journalism stuff,’ Isobel remarks, swigging her drink.
‘Um… yes. Kind of.’
I’m actually a freelance public relations consultant and copywriter, currently working with a local newspaper on re-branding their image, but trying to explain the difference to Isobel would have required a flip chart and the patience of Job, so I just leave it there. ‘Jackie says you’re a hairdresser.’
‘That’s right. Got my own business, haven’t I?’
I bet it’s called Curl Up ‘N Dye.
‘It’s called A Cut Above!’
Damn.
‘I’m doin’ really well. Loadsa customers these days. Taking a week off next month for some holibobs in
Kill me.
Kill me now.
‘Aah… that’s lovely,’ I say, taking a large gulp of lukewarm Stella
‘You going on ‘oliday anywhere, Jake?’
‘Jamie,’ I correct. ‘Maybe. I’ve got some friends in
‘Never really thought nothing about
Oh my, yes. Jackie was going to get it in the neck and no mistake…
Speaking of mistakes, I probably made a big one by having sex with Isobel that night, I’ll freely admit.
However, the above was only the first of many large gulps of lukewarm beer I had that evening, in an attempt to fight off the slide into crippling depression.
…and we all know that too much alcohol can rapidly escalate a situation from quite bad to absolutely dreadful in no time at all.
By the time Isobel is telling me all about how her brother has just been released from jail - having served a six month stretch for a burglary that ‘them bastard coppers fitted him up for’ – I’m halfway through pint number five and her arse is looking a lot less square.
By pint seven I’ve got my hand on her thigh and she’s massaging my genitals under the table.
I say massaging… kneading is more accurate.
If Isobel ever wants to trade A Cut Above for a bread shop she already has the skills and technique down to a tee.
Still, it’s making me hard - which just goes to show that when you haven’t had sex for two years, having your genitals squeezed like a pound of dough is not necessarily a barrier to sexual excitement.
‘Put your hand up my skirt,’ she whispers in my ear.
I drunkenly oblige, shoving my arm between her legs with all the grace and sophistication you’d expect from a man way past the legal limit.
I manage to get my little finger caught in her suspender, which bends it back painfully and causes me to simultaneously stab her in the vagina with my thumb.
This doesn’t appear to bother Isobel in the slightest.
In fact, she leers at me like a sex offender and moves in for a kiss. One of her hands crushes my testicles in a death grip, while the other one wraps itself around my forearm, keeping my hand exactly where she wants it - hovering over her growler.
I’m very proud to say I didn’t vomit.
Not even as my nose is assailed by a blast of horror breath emanating from her mouth - now delightfully laced with the aroma of seven double vodka and Red Bulls.
Her tongue goes down my throat in an apparent attempt to lick my kidneys.
I feel like John Hurt in Alien.
After thirty seconds that lasts two hours, Isobel lets me come up for air and I make every effort not to gag.
As far as I’m concerned this is one of the worst things that’s ever happened to me, but I look down to find that my battered penis completely disagrees and wants more.
Isobel locks her face round mine again and unzips my fly in an expert piece of multi-tasking that must have come from years of practise. Her long fingernails snake into my trousers and find purchase.
This change in tactic and grip allows me to remove my arm from the moist sex cauldron lying underneath her skirt.
I break away from the stomach-churning kiss to grab what’s left of my seventh pint - and drain the bastard in one go, trying to fight back tears of shame as I do.
‘I want to screw you,’ Isobel gurgles into my ear.
Do you really? I hadn’t realised… what with you more or less jerking me off in public, and your skirt pulled up high enough for me to see the Poundland thong you’re wearing.
‘Okay,’ I mumble back, deathly afraid I’m about to ejaculate over her hand – thus ruining the hideous plans she no doubt has in store for me back at the flesh palace she calls home.
One short but traumatic taxi ride later I’m surprised to find that the flesh palace is actually a rather neat three bedroom semi-detached in an area of town where the drug dealers have the good grace to conduct their business indoors.
‘Me mam’s place,’ Isobel explains. ‘I’m only livin’ here until the divorce is finalised.’
I really am going to kill Jackie...
Isobel’s mum is out, thank God. If she’s anything like her daughter I’d have found myself being double-teamed into an early grave.
The front door is barely closed before Isobel is on her knees and unzipping my trousers again. She whips out my abused penis - which by now is beginning to resemble a caveman’s club.
The experience that follows can be accurately recreated by any man who might be reading this. If you’re a woman you’ll just have to use your imagination.
Simply find the nearest Henry Hoover, turn it on and stick your John Thomas in the hose.
If you can find a yak nearby that’s trying to clear a particularly large hairball, you’ll get the aural effect as well.
I wasn’t complaining though. Not out loud, at least.
This is the first blow job I’ve had in two years - since my ex-fiancé Carla decided her boss was a better prospect for healthy children and a balanced bank account, and promptly left me.
…Carla could never manage to get both my testicles in her mouth, it should be noted. Isobel is quite the talented lass.
She eventually stops her impression of a performing seal and stands up with a look of such animal aggression in her eyes, I regret not telling my loved ones where I was going that evening.
‘Upstairs big boy,’ she orders. ‘You’re gonna eat me.’
I trust she means that she wants me to perform cunnilingus on her – and not that she wants me to engage in cannibalism. I can’t be a hundred percent sure either way though…
Isobel pulls me up the stairs by my belt, my penis waggling around merrily as we approach her bedroom.
On the door is one of those children’s name plaques. ‘Isobel’ is written on it in bubblegum pink and a couple of tutu clad fairies squat at either end, gormless smiles on their cherubic faces.
It hits me that I’m about to have carnal knowledge of a sexually belligerent divorcee in her childhood hideaway.
Once we get in the room, Isobel pulls her skirt down in a flash, her square arse exposed for me to see and (sort of) enjoy.
Her blouse is next, revealing those attractive breasts we spoke about earlier.
Focus on the boobs, Jamie, I tell myself. That’ll get you through this.
Isobel lies on the bed, spreads her legs and pulls her Poundland thong to one side. ‘Get to work,’ she demands.
Even my penis is starting to have doubts about this whole debacle now and is beginning to lose its happy mood.
Still, I’ve come this far, so I do indeed ‘get to work’ as best I can.
Thankfully Isobel’s lack of hygiene is only an oral issue - otherwise the seven pints I’ve consumed would probably be making a triumphant encore appearance right about now.
Isobel grabs me by both ears and pulls my head in so hard it’s like childbirth in reverse.
As I lap like an arthritic dog trying to satisfy Isobel’s desires as best I can, I’m painfully aware that I have to insert my currently flaccid penis into her at some point in the very near future.
The scene now looks so pathetic from an objective point of view it’s enough to make a grown man cry: Me squatting on the floor at the side of Isobel’s single bed, performing drunk oral sex on her and mindlessly flogging my penis in a last ditch attempt to get it hard enough to penetrate the hairdressing sex fiend; Isobel with her legs locked around my neck, her head thrown back in an orgiastic display of carnal delight.
‘Do me now!’ she screeches like a hyper-active drill sergeant.
‘Okay!’ I cry subserviently and stand up, still beating myself off like a man possessed.
Luckily I’m just about upstanding enough to enter Isobel’s dark domain.
This is like chucking a chipolata up the Blackwall Tunnel.
I don’t know who Isobel’s soon to be ex-husband is, but there must be horse DNA in his genetic code.
Despite my lack of girth and malfunctioning erectile tissue, Isobel seems to be enjoying herself immensely and starts spouting such filth from her mouth it makes me wish I’d brought a crucifix.
‘Oh yes… ram that hot pussy, you horny bastard!’
Yes ma’am! Please don’t hit me!
‘You feel massive!’
I’m pretty sure I don’t love, but thanks for the vote of confidence.
‘Bury me, you bastard. Bury me!’
With a stake through your heart and some holy water? No problem!
‘Cum all over my face! I want it in my mouth!’
Which might explain the awful breath, I suppose.
All I want to do now is arrive… then leave.
Nothing would give me greater pleasure than to escape this sexcapade from hell and retreat to the safety and sanctity of my one bedroom house. In my thirty one years on this planet, I’ve never felt so completely helpless.
Isobel suddenly stops bucking and thrashing like a landed turbot and stares me right in the eye. ‘I’m done. Pull out and finish over me.’
I once read that the universe is a place of diametric opposites: Good vs evil, light vs darkness, love vs hate… and so on and so forth. If there is a place in the universe that is the epitome of love, romance and passion… then this woman’s bedroom on a Thursday evening in January is surely at the absolute other end.
Isobel opens her gob so wide it’s like I’m about to ejaculate into a pedal bin.
With a cheerless grunt I spurt over my blind date, getting some in her eyes. The rest spatters onto her breasts and face, along with what’s left of my self esteem.
I know I haven’t actually just been raped, but I’m definitely in the neighbourhood and looking at the map for directions.
I tuck Jamie Junior back into his hidey hole and look down at Isobel. All pretence had now left my body, along with my spermatozoa.
‘Can I leave now?’ I ask forlornly.
Isobel’s expression of sexual contentment is replaced by one of disgust.
‘Well that’s charming isn’t it? I give you a good time and you just want to piss off straight away?’
I start to argue that the only person who’s had a good time in this room tonight is her, but can’t summon the energy to defend myself and just nod my head in resignation.
Isobel jumps to her feet. ‘Get out then!’ she screams and thrusts her finger in the direction of the door.
There’s still some of my ‘product’ on her hand, which flicks violently off. It flies across the room and splats onto a badly rendered portrait of Jesus hanging above Isobel’s dressing table.
If somebody had told me that this evening would end with my semen sliding down the cheek of our Lord and Saviour, I would probably have stayed indoors and played Gran Turismo.
Isobel may be a man hungry lunatic with a sex drive like a malfunctioning Formula One car, but it also transpires she is a religious nut as well.
She lets out a cry of anguish, rushes over to the portrait and starts wiping it with her blouse.
It’s an oil painting, so Big J’s cheek gets smudged badly as she feverishly tries to clean off my man gravy.
Isobel starts crying.
‘I’m sorry!’ I wail, as if I’d actively gone over and knocked one out over Christ’s face on purpose.
‘Just bloody leave!’ Isobel orders… and for once I’m delighted to follow instruction.
‘Er… bye then!’ I offer, along with a half-hearted wave - and exit stage left with great urgency.
Taking the stairs two at a time, I reach ground level in three seconds flat and see Isobel’s mother coming in through the front door.
Given that ‘Good evening madam. I’ve just penetrated your daughter and mucked up on the son of God’ isn’t the best way of introducing oneself, I elect to repeat the half-hearted wave, along with a smile bordering on the maniacal.
I decide it’s best not to wait around for a response, and am off running down the front path as fast as my little legs can carry me, hoping Izzy’s mum hasn’t got a good enough look at my face to provide an accurate description to the police.
Unbelievably, I got a text from Isobel the next day that said:
That woz a weird nite.
Thus far I have neglected to respond.
Wednesday, February 2nd
Dear Mum,
Your daughter is a shameful excuse for a human being.
Any redeeming value I may have had was extinguished last night in an act so heinous I may never recover.
All I can say by way of explanation is that I did it because I thought I needed to ‘get back into the game’ as it were – and pleasuring Brian with my hand on our first date seemed the most appropriate method of doing so… for some reason.
Quite why I thought giving a twenty nine year old estate agent with a lazy eye a hand job was the best way to reintroduce myself to the dating scene completely eludes me.
It was totally out of character.
You never brought me up to be that kind of girl, after all.
Before this I’d not so much as kissed a man before the third date.
But there I was, sitting in the passenger seat of his 52 plate Vectra doing my best milkmaid impression, while looking out of the window wondering how I’d arrived at this place in my life.
You know how bad I was when Mike and I split up - but I don’t think I’d even realised how much of a knock my confidence had taken, until I was staring at Brian’s average penis as he went cross-eyed and started to dribble.
I hadn’t wanted the date really.
Tim had pushed me into it.
‘It’ll be good for you Loz,’ he told me over his cappuccino with an almond twist. ‘Dan tells me Brian is a very nice boy. They go to the gym together. Apparently he’s not that well hung, but has a lovely body otherwise.’
‘I’m not sure, Tim. Blind dates and I have never agreed with one another.’
‘You can’t sit around waiting for Mister Right to walk into your life for much longer, miss. That evil thirtieth birthday is looming on the horizon you know!’
‘Yeah, yeah. I know.’
‘Besides, Dan showed Brian your picture on Facebook and he really liked the look of you.’
‘Oh bloody hell, Tim! You could have warned me. My profile picture is still that one of me dressed as the Bride of Frankenstein from last year’s Halloween party.’
‘Don’t worry. Dan wouldn’t have concentrated on that one. I’m sure he went straight to the
‘I’m not so sure they’re any better.’
‘Please! Those tits of yours look fantastic.’
‘Wow. You make me sound so classy.’
‘Classy doesn’t get you dates, Loz. When it comes to straight men, the tits do it every time. Brian really wants to meet you.’
I stared out of the Starbucks window in much the same way I’d be looking out of Brian’s windscreen a few days later.
‘Oh, alright. I suppose it can’t hurt.’
‘Great! I’ll get Dan to give Brian your number. Expect a call!’
That’s how the date came about, Mum. You always used to say Tim was a bad influence and would get me into trouble…
Five days later I was stood in front of the mirror wondering what the hell to wear that might impress an estate agent who isn’t well hung, but has a lovely body otherwise.
I wondered at what point somebody had come into my flat and burgled me of every item of evening wear that didn’t make me look like a prostitute at one end of the spectrum, or an Amish grandmother at the other.
My contact with Brian had so far amounted to one phone call, conducted at my end in the fruit isle of Tesco.
As I squeezed a few mangos looking for one that hadn’t gone too ripe, he asked me to a bar in the city called ‘Fluid’.
This is one of those places usually frequented by men who wear fake Armani suits and drive Porsche Boxters – accompanied by girls whose knicker elastic automatically loosens at the sight of both. It wasn’t a good sign that Brian had picked it as the location of our first date.
Still, as Tim had reminded me, thirty is coming up fast and I’m probably ripening quicker than the mangos, so I agreed to meet Brian in Fluid at eight the next evening and hung up.
A decision I was wholeheartedly regretting as I looked in my cupboard with the sure knowledge I had absolutely nothing to wear…
About the only item approximating fashionable was a black cocktail dress I wore once to a birthday party last year. I hadn’t put it on it since because it’s too short and shows off my knobbly knees too much. I always have to wear a pair of tights in order to disguise their horrific, malformed shape.
Sadly, the only other dress I would have considered wearing was the red one I bought for Mike’s pleasure on our third anniversary.
It’s virtually skin tight and puts my breasts on display like the meat in a butcher’s counter. I couldn’t be more forward if I wore a t-shirt saying ‘this vagina for rent’.
So it was the black cocktail dress… or a phone call to Brian saying that I’d come down with a severe case of ‘blowout-itis’ and couldn’t make it.
Every time I flipped open my Nokia a vision of Tim’s disgusted expression floated across my mind, so I pulled on the tights and slipped the dress over my head, allowing myself a small smile as it slid snugly over my hips. This proved that the chocolate binge from a couple of weeks ago hadn’t as yet made its presence felt on my figure.
Underwear-wise I went for a pair of plain black hipsters and matching bra.
There was no point in putting anything sexy on as the tights would ruin the aesthetic completely. They were about as sexy as genital warts.
Besides, lovely body or not, Brian wasn’t going to be investigating my lady garden that evening, so what would be the point?
The hair went back in a pony tail as I hadn’t had time to wash it and I also decided to apply make-up sparingly.
My entire outfit screamed ‘I’m not entirely sure about this’, which was fine with me.
If Brian turned out to be stimulating in every sense of the word I could break out the lacy thong, fresh dye job and ruby red lipstick the next time I saw him.
Slipping on the wedges I paid way too much for in the House Of Fraser sale, I tottered out of my bedroom ready for battle…
An hour later I’m already considering a tactical withdrawal.
It’s not that Brian is necessarily a bad guy - it’s just that he could quite easily pass for a new shipment of stock in the wallpaper department at B&Q.
If he were a colour he’d be beige.
If he were a country he’d be
If he were a member of Take That he’d be Howard.
I’m sure he’d be the perfect match for a woman just like him, but as I’m after bright blue,
Also, the tights are making my ankles sweat, which isn’t helping matters.
You know how you always told me to be polite, mum?
This is the first time your advice has backfired.
If I wasn’t so polite I probably would have held up a hand as Brian started in on a third anecdote about his cricket team, and told him I was leaving before my brain suffered a boredom related aneurism.
As it was, I just sipped my Pinot Grigio politely and tried to produce a dull smile every time Brian made a joke about googlies and being silly mid-off.
You may be wondering how I went from this state of affairs to pleasuring Brian in his Vectra, Mum.
You know how I came home at three in the morning when I was eighteen and you grounded me because I was completely shitfaced?
You remember how you shouted ‘this is the kind of mess too much alcohol can get you into!’ up the stairs while I threw up what felt like all of my internal organs?
The polite sips turn into large swigs as Brian explains how the exhaust manifold cracked on his Vectra last week while he was driving to the monthly meeting of his Dungeons & Dragons clan.
Even gulps aren’t doing the job when he tells me how fascinating the equity market is at the moment - and I’m wishing the Pinot was mainlined straight into my bloodstream when he describes the great retro seventies wallpaper his mother let him hang in his bedroom last week.
While he is dull, the Pinot is unfortunately telling me he’s also quite a handsome chap.
The Pinot lies though…
It’s wicked, wicked stuff – ready and willing to lead a young girl down dark and winding paths, to places she shouldn’t go.
Brian looks at his watch. ‘Wow, getting quite late Laura. Would you like a lift home?’
Well now Brian, let’s see…
It’s either a lift with you, or a twenty quid ride in a taxi.
I’m pretty drunk and wearing tights that are making my legs sweat like merry hell, so I’m willing to risk brain death listening to another one of your anecdotes, if it means I can have a free lift that’ll get me home quicker.
‘Yes please, Brian. That’d be lovely,’ I tell him and swig the last dregs of my fifth large glass of wine.
I somehow manage to make it to the passenger seat of his Vectra without breaking my ankle on the four inch wedges.
He climbs in the driver’s side and looks at me.
It’s that look.
The ‘I’ve spent the best part of thirty quid on you tonight and I'm hoping to get something out of it’ look.
Now, I could just smile and tell Brian to get driving. He doesn’t look the kind of guy who’s likely to get fisty with a woman if he doesn’t get his own way.
The Pinot suggests that I shouldn’t do that, however. It suggests I should just sit there and await developments.
Brian leans towards me.
‘I had a really nice time tonight,’ he says. ‘You’re easy to talk to’.
I’m quite surprised to hear this, as I have never played cricket, wouldn’t know an orc wizard if it bit me on the butt and can’t stand the seventies.
‘Thanks.’
He leans a bit closer.
Now, as you know Mum, I’ve not kissed a man other than Mike for five years. I’m rustier than a Scottish weather vane when it comes to this kind of thing.
If I’d have been sober I would have put a stop to proceedings before they got out of hand, but the Pinot is in control and decides it might be a good idea to let Brian kiss me, just to remember what it feels like.
Brian’s technique is to purse his lips the way
I break the kiss before he cracks my head against the passenger window.
Now what?
‘Well,’ says Pinot, ‘we don’t want to kiss him again, do we?’
No, we bloody don’t. I don’t need bruised lips or a fractured skull.
‘So we’d better do something else to satisfy him.’
What do you suggest, oh wine of the Italian vineyards?
‘Screwing him is going a bit far.’
Yes… yes it is.
‘I don’t even fancy the prospect of a blow job, what with that neck strain we got from lying funny on the pillow last night.’
True.
‘Well… you might as well toss him off then, Laura. It’s been ages since you’ve had a penis in your hand and you’d better make sure you still know what you’re doing with one before a guy comes along that you actually do want to date.’
I reach my left hand down to the inevitable bulge between Brian’s legs and give it a squeeze.
He makes a strange noise as I do:
‘Blibble’.
Not a sigh, or a moan, or even a sharp intake of breath.
Just blibble.
Weird.
I unzip him and pull out what is indeed a very average but otherwise inoffensive penis.
‘Oh Laura,’ he says under his breath.
Oh brother, I think - and start to rhythmically pump my hand up and down.
Unfortunately for me I’ve met the only Dungeons & Dragons fan in the world that doesn’t orgasm the second a woman touches his genitals.
A full five minutes of pumping go by with no indication that Brian is about to arrive at his final destination.
I’ve now started wondering what to buy the next time I’m in Tesco. I can’t really think of anything I do want, but am bloody sure I won’t be buying mangos.
Moving on to work matters: I have to get a new order of those popular praline fondants into the shop by the end of the month, and the Green & Blacks people will no doubt be on the phone again soon wanting to know if I’m re-ordering the summer selection this year. Running your own chocolate shop is a stressful undertaking. I wouldn’t recommend it to anyone with bad organisational skills.
I remember what I’m doing and look over to see that Brian has gone cross-eyed. A small dribble of saliva runs down his cheek.
This is starting to get ridiculous now. I’ll have sobered up by the time he ejaculates at this rate.
Time for some dirty talk.
‘I want you to cum for me Brian, right now,’ I say in a breathy whisper into his left ear. I mean it as well. There are two episodes of Hollyoaks I’ve got on the Sky Plus box I’d like to watch before bed.
The breathy thing seems to do the trick (doesn’t it always?) and Brian christens my hand and his steering wheel with a shudder, along with another odd blibbling noise.
He then says the following:
‘Hoocheemumma!’
I don’t know what ‘hoochemumma’ means. Nor do I wish to.
I know men can say strange things when they climax (the second guy I was with shouted ‘there’s the magic!’ every time) but this particular piece of gibberish is on a whole other level.
Brian says it in such a deep, throaty voice it’s like an African witch doctor is putting a hex on me.
I hate to think what he might shout when he orgasms during full sex. Whatever it is, I’m sure it’d give the folk in the next village a good dose of herpes.
A quick clean up with the pack of tissues Brian keeps in his glove box (slightly worrying) later and I’m finally being driven home.
I’ve established that I’m still quite capable of giving a man a hand job - and that I’m now firmly back in the dating scene.
Woo hoo.
I stagger out of Brian’s Vectra before he gets the chance to kiss me goodbye.
‘Can I see you again?’ he shouts out of the window as I round the car, rummaging through my handbag for the front door keys.
I look at Brian’s expectant face.
‘I’ll text you,’ I lie.
The Pinot has the decency to feel a little ashamed of itself as Brian offers me a happy smile and drives off into the night - a content and sexually satisfied estate agent.
I feel quite awful as I open the front door… and finally trip over the high wedges, landing spread-eagled on the carpet, painfully bashing one of my lumpy knees against the staircase.
Yes indeed, Laura McIntyre is back in the dating scene with a vengeance, Mum!
Love and miss you always,
Your shameless and shameful daughter, Laura.
xx
P.S: I’ve received seven texts from Brian since our date, asking in increasingly fraught tones about when the second one is going to be. I haven’t worked out how I’m going to let him down yet without coming across as a complete bitch. I might get Tim and Dan to tell him I’ve come down with a dose of herpes. That should put him off.
Saturday 26 February
There are invariably times in life when you wish you were somebody else.
Last night, on my second blind date in as many months, I wish I’d been someone at least 73% more physically attractive - with an IQ ten to twenty points higher.
Then I might not have felt like I was punching so far above my weight it caused oxygen depravation.
Annika was a goddess.
A blonde, perfect, golden-skinned creature of myth (or
New in town and my cousin Sean’s work colleague, she was looking to meet people. Sean thought I’d be the perfect candidate, given that he knew I was horrifically single and would therefore be guaranteed not to have any plans.
‘She’s stunning, mate,’ he told me over the phone.
‘Hmmm. Real stunning? Or let’s wind up the pathetic single cousin stunning?’
‘Honestly… drop dead gorgeous. You want to get in there before somebody else snaps her up – which they will in about five seconds. Shit, I’d have a pop if I wasn’t snowed under with three kids, and Denise didn’t give such a good blow job.’
‘Well… okay. But if I turn up and she looks like pig sick I’m going to kill you.’
She didn’t look like pig sick.
In fact, if someone looking like pig sick was at one end of the attractiveness spectrum, then Annika was at the other.
It was ball-achingly terrifying.
Because I didn’t entirely trust Sean – I figured he was either winding me up or just had very low standards – I didn’t go overboard with my preparations.
Also, memories of Isobel the sex fiend were still at the front of my mind, so I was determined to stay sober throughout.
The best way to achieve this was to pick a location that didn’t serve alcohol. I dutifully texted the number Sean had given me to arrange a date with Annika in Café Leon, a coffee shop in town that caters for people with too much money and chronic insomnia.
Annika texted back that she was looking forward to meeting me - which was a good start.
I naturally arrive early and spend ten minutes trying to decide which of the complimentary magazines I should be casually reading when Annika walks in.
FHM and Loaded are definitely out. Empire will make me look like a movie geek and Take A Break will make her think she’s meeting a retard.
I go for a copy of GQ - the magazine that no man actually reads, only buys to impress other people.
It takes me a further five minutes to decide between sitting on the brown leather sofa near the counter, or at a nearby table.
I elect for the table, given that while sitting in the huge sofa might be the more comfortable option, it would make me look like a five year old waiting for his dad.
I shoo the waitress away when she comes to grab my order. ‘I’m actually waiting for somebody,’ I tell her, like she gives a toss.
I sit back, open the GQ at a random page, and try to look as interesting and compelling as possible.
Annika walks in and I know I’m in serious trouble.
It appears Sean doesn’t have low standards. If anything he shows a marked ability to underestimate physical perfection.
I’m not even going to bother trying to give you an accurate description of this girl.
Instead, I suggest you spend a constructive ten minutes on the internet Googling ‘stunning Scandinavian girls’ and multiply whatever results you get by ten.
That would be Annika’s uglier little sister.
You may be wondering why I’m not sounding more positive about this. After all, how lucky am I to be on a date with this goddess?
No.
No, no, no.
I’d have been quite happy if she’d just been a very attractive girl. I have enough self confidence to hold a conversation with a pretty lass, without becoming tongue-tied or making a fool of myself.
Hell, I even bumped into Scarlett Johansen in the lift of a swanky
So, pretty girls I can cope with.
This fucker is flawless, though…
I always thought being slack-jawed was something only people in bad books and movies ever suffered from, but it happens in real life too.
Annika’s wearing a pair of tight black jeans that show off her long, sculpted thighs. Her honey blonde hair shines with health and light.
It’s a saving grace she’s wearing a suede jacket when she walks in, because if I’d caught sight of how amazing her tits look in the pastel blue sweater she’s got on, my brain would probably have exploded.
‘Hello. Are you Jamie?’ she says with a gentle European accent.
No! No, that’s not me, oh great and perfect one. How could a sorry sack of chicken faeces like me ever think he could be on a date with you? I’m sure this Jamie of whom you speak will be here shortly. I’ll just go and sit in the corner where I belong and try not to dribble while I stare at you.
‘Yes… yes, that’s me,’ I reply, in an octave higher than my usual speaking voice. ‘Pleased to meet you!’
‘Thanks, you too.’
Annika takes her jacket off and I can’t quite suppress the slight moan of excitement that jumps from the back of my throat as she shrugs the thing off. Those are classic 34DDs if I ever saw a pair in my life.
I will never be able to look at a blue sweater again without getting a raging hard-on.
‘What… what would you like to drink a coffee a tea or something else they do very nice muffins in here especially the blueberry ones I quite like the chocolate ones as well though they’re really bad for you!’
No, I haven’t lost my ability to punctuate dialogue. That’s how it came out.
‘Um…’ Annika didn’t quite get all that - understandably.
‘Sorry!’ I tell her as she sits down opposite me. I take a deep breath and try to speak less like I’m off my face on amphetamines. ‘What would you like to drink? A coffee?’
‘Yes please. I’d like a latte, if that’s ok?’
Of course it’s ok, you faultless bitch. I’d cut off my genitals if you asked me to.
‘Sure, I’ll call the waitress over.’
Now, I am usually a pretty easy going, self-effacing kind of bloke. Not prone to being bombastic or arrogant. It’s just not in my DNA.
However, being in the presence of Annika makes me feel more inadequate than an impotent midget with a one inch penis, so something deep down in my idiot brain decides I have to compensate for this perceived shortfall by acting big and tough.
Maybe if I come across as a commanding, hyper-confident kind of guy I might actually stand a chance of getting out of this blind date alive.
In any normal situation I would wait politely until the waitress was drifting past my general vicinity and raise a hesitant hand, calling her over in an equally timid voice. The waitress would fail to hear of course, forcing me to wait another few minutes until she’d finished serving the two Goths in the corner.
Today though, I intend to show Annika my thrusting prowess…
I locate the waitress over by the tills, raise one stiff arm skyward, click my fingers three times in sharp staccato fashion and virtually bellow ‘WAITRESS!’ at her from across the cafe.
I realise my stupidity as soon as it’s out of my mouth.
Annika’s perfect brow creases in horror as she processes the fact she’s on a blind date with Captain Arrogance.
Everyone in the cafe is looking at me with various levels of disgust - including the waitress, who’s probably not used to being ordered around like a newly minted army private.
She shuffles over, glowering at me.
Annika is now sat back in her chair with her arms folded. You can already see the excuses to leave formulating behind those glorious blue eyes.
‘Aah… sorry,’ I say meekly to the waitress. ‘I’ve been suffering with a build up of ear wax recently and it’s made me a bit deaf.’
As feeble excuses go, this one is a cracker.
The waitress seems to accept it with fairly good grace though.
From the corner of my eye, I can see Annika peering closely at my left ear.
Things are not going well.
‘What would you like to drink?’ the bored waitress asks.
Well, if pretending to be confident has backfired, maybe coming across as a cosmopolitan kind of guy will do a better job.
…and what better way to show how cool, relaxed and open to interesting new things I am than ordering an exciting flavour of coffee?
‘A latte and a…’ I peer over at the chalk board above the counter. There’s about ten different varieties on offer, none of which I’ve ever ordered. I decide to combine several in desperation: ‘…a skinny mocha cappuccino with a twist of lime, mint and vanilla please.’
The waitress looks at me like I’ve just shit in her hand. ‘What?’
‘Er… a skinny… er, what did I say? Um… a mocha cappuccino with vanilla, lime and some mint. Add another shot of espresso as well. And some more mint.’
She writes this down and offers me one last look of disgust before wending her way back to the counter to give the barista the strangest order he’s ever taken.
I turn back to Annika, breaking her horrified examination of my ear hole.
‘That’s an interesting choice,’ she says.
I lean back in my chair, waving a hand in a gesture of indifference that I think makes me look cool, but everybody else thinks makes me look like a screaming homosexual. ‘Well, I like to try new things, Annika. Life gets really boring otherwise, don’t you think?’
‘I suppose so.’
Silence descends.
Think of something to say, idiot.
‘Do you like coffee?’
Brilliant.
Here we are sat in a coffee shop and she’s just ordered a latte. The chances of her liking coffee are probably quite high, all things considered.
To Annika’s credit, she answers this massively redundant question. ‘Yes. I drink it all the time.’
‘Really? Instant or ground?’
Bugger me. Is this really the best conversation I can come up with?
‘Er… instant, I suppose.’
‘Excellent. Caff or decaff?’
Why not just ask her if she enjoys watching paint dry and be done with it?
‘Caffeinated mostly, though I swap to decaff after
‘Me too!’
At last! We have something in common!
‘Oh. That’s… that’s nice.’
We lapse back into silence.
The part of my brain that creates small talk has shut down for the day - citing unsuitable working conditions - and has bunked off for a smoke. What’s left is apparently unable to do anything other than stare at Annika’s breasts.
I don’t want to stare at Annika’s breasts, but my sub-conscious has now dropped into some kind of default setting as a way of protecting itself from this awful date – and boob watching is the way it intends to cope with the situation.
There follows a very uncomfortable three seconds where I know that she knows that I’m staring at her tits. A further two seconds pass as she realises that I know that she knows that I’m staring at her tits.
It takes a Herculean effort to snap out of this enforced default mode and look her in the eyes again.
For God’s sake, say something. It doesn’t matter what!
I pick up the ratty copy of GQ I was flicking through before Annika’s arrival.
‘I read GQ,’ I tell her and waggle the magazine at her for added emphasis. ‘Do you read GQ?’
Yes… yes of course she does. Her being the perfect audience for a men’s lifestyle magazine, you cretin.
‘No. I never have.’
‘I do. It’s great.’
‘Okay…’
‘There’s a particularly interesting article in this edition all about…’ I flick through the mag trying to find a feature. ‘…men addicted to excessive masturbation.’
Oh crap.
I stop the words ‘have you ever been addicted to excessive masturbation, Annika?’ from escaping my traitorous mouth and put the magazine back down.
Another period of silence, pregnant with awkwardness, descends.
It’s mercifully broken by the waitress, who brings over a latte for Annika, and something resembling nasal discharge for me.
‘Here you go,’ she says, offering me a smile. It’s a speculative smile, as if her and the barista have made a bet on how much I’m going to drink.
Annika picks up her cup. Even she is watching me carefully to see what happens.
With trepidation, I grasp the warm mug and put it to my lips. I take a sip… and immediately wish my taste buds didn’t work.
It’s like someone’s blended a packet of Polos into a jar of Nescafe and topped it off with washing up liquid.
My face crumples like a bulldog chewing a thistle.
But I can’t spit the bastard out, can I? I’m the one who ordered this concoction to appear daring and cosmopolitan, so I’m going to have to drink it.
I force a smile. ‘Mmmm. Lovely stuff.’ I keep my lips closed because there’s every chance my teeth have been irrevocably stained green by the minty coffee.
‘Is it nice?’ Annika asks, in much the same way someone would ask the Elephant Man if it was painful.
‘Yes,’ I say from between pursed lips. I take another gulp to prove how nice it is.
It’ll be another four hours before my bowels extensively disagree with me.
With a final grimace, I put the cup down and try to think of something else to talk about.
‘So… how are you finding the
‘Oh, it’s very nice,’ she replies with sincerity.
‘That’s great. Missing
This animates her even more. ‘Yes. A lot. Especially my family. Other things too, though.’
‘What like? Never been there myself.’ This is better! Now I’m starting to sound like a proper adult.
She looks up. ‘Oh, lot’s of things… the clean air… the friendly people… the scenery…’
‘The porn?’ I interject.
‘Excuse me?’
Oh shit.
I laugh nervously. ‘You know. The er… the porn?
Annika is on her feet before the last syllable of that particularly stupid sentence is out of my mouth.
‘I think I should be going,’ she says, putting on her jacket.
‘But… but you haven’t had your drink yet!’ I point out, as if the idea of losing half a latte is enough to keep her in the company of what is apparently a sex-crazed, arrogant maniac who drinks minty coffee.
‘That’s okay,’ she replies. ‘You can have it. I’m sure they’ll put some lime in it for you if you ask. Goodbye.’
Annika turns to leave and without a backward glance she rushes out of the coffee house - and out of my life.
…her arse is majestic.
I look round to see the Goths trying their hardest not to giggle.
My friendly waitress has disappeared under the counter. I can hear snorts of laughter drifting up from it.
I sit at the table, leafing through GQ for a further five minutes. I feel this is an appropriate amount of time.
I even take a final sip of minty lime coffee before getting to my feet, dropping eight quid in change onto the table (apparently a skinny mocha cappuccino with lime, mint and vanilla is bloody expensive as well as disgusting) and hasten my way out of the coffee house, vowing never to return.
Sean texted me later that evening. All the message said was:
You cock.
I couldn’t really argue with that.
Sunday, March 20th
Dear Mum,
I have the fashion sense of a demented chimpanzee.
I am completely unable to put together a decent outfit that makes me look like anything other than a mad fishwife.
My entire wardrobe is a sad collection of clothes from seasons past, none of which go together in an attractive ensemble.
I’m in this state because I have a date tonight with a guy called Graham, set up for me by my hairdresser Stephanie.
…yes, that’s how bad things are. I’m relying on the woman who hides my roots to sort out my love life.
There’s nothing for it, I’m just going to wear black.
Black jeans, black cardigan, black high heels.
I’ll throw on a white t-shirt as well, so I don’t look like a cross-dressing ninja.
Wish me luck Mum… I’m going to bloody need it.
I’ll report back on my return.
…
Three hours of Laura McIntyre’s life that she’ll never get back later…
Luck wasn’t needed in the end.
The outfit I wore wasn’t a problem.
To tell the truth, I could have turned up dressed up as a giant chicken and it wouldn’t have mattered.
I knew things weren’t going to go well when my date for the evening walks into Café
They were shiny silver (the shorts, not his plums) – mixed with what I can only describe as nuclear orange.
…so was the matching skin tight t-shirt.
…and the helmet.
…and the shoes.
…and good God yes – the bike as well.
It was about four degrees outside and pitch black. This guy has turned up to a date wearing a thin lycra body stocking that makes him look like a neon dildo.
I saw him ride up on the mountain bike through the window.
Café
I then watched with a sinking heart as he spent a good five minutes padlocking the bike to the railings outside. It takes him that long as he has three separate locks to clip round the frame and both tyres.
He double checks each one before walking away from the bike.
…then goes back and triple checks.
It’s plain that even if Graham turns out to be a wonderful guy who I fall head over heels in love with, I’ll be spending most of my time warring for his affections with the bloody bicycle.
Having established that his beloved mode of transport is less likely to be stolen than the contents of
I’ve never seen a man pull this off before (no pun intended) but he manages it. Some people lead with their heads, others lead with their feet. Graham leads with his penis.
The poor little bugger looks quite hamstrung and deeply uncomfortable in those shorts, but Graham doesn’t appear to be bothered.
He smiles broadly at me and comes over to the table.
‘Good evening! You must be Laura!’
It’s not just his clothes that are loud.
‘Yes, that’s me. Are you Graham?’
I say this with a small catch in my voice. It’s the last dying vestige of hope that there has been some kind of colossal mistake and Captain Crotchbulge is in fact here to meet some other poor unfortunate girl called Laura.
‘I am indeed!’
Bugger.
Graham sits down, his legs as far apart as is humanly possible – putting his genitals on display for the world to see.
‘Sorry I’m a bit late,’ he barks, ‘been on a ten mile ride and got lost in myself.’
What?
I’ve been lost in
Was this some kind of euphemism for masturbation I’d never heard of? If so, how did he manage to keep peddling?
‘Ah… okay. Well, don’t worry. I only just got here myself.’ I reply, a suspicious look creeping across my face. There was every chance I was on a date with a lunatic.
‘What can I get you to drink, Laura?’
‘Flat white with an extra shot of espresso please.’ I’d been up since five in the morning so this seems like an appropriate order.
‘Gotcha!’ he says… and does gun fingers.
You know what gun fingers are, don’t you?
It’s when people point their index finger at you and stick their thumb up.
I say people… I mean twats.
It was a miracle he didn’t make ‘peow peow’ gun noises as he did it.
Graham’s penis gets out of the chair and the rest of him follows it up to the counter.
I’ve never claimed to be a great judge of someone’s character from a first impression, but I’m fairly sure I’ve got a handle on Graham.
This is the type of guy who revels in strenuous outdoor activities. I’m sure he’s no stranger to paragliding, rock climbing, spelunking and extreme mountain biking.
He has a carefully controlled diet no doubt - and probably checks his own faeces for fibre on a regular basis.
I couldn’t hear him place his order at the counter, but I was willing to bet vital parts of my anatomy he was ordering something with soya in it...
I hate exercise.
This is because I am a normal twenty first century woman.
Exercise is only to be undertaken when a look in the mirror and a four pound gain on the scales demand it.
It is not something to be done in place of more entertaining pastimes, such as eating chocolate, watching soaps or having sex.
I’m pretty sure Graham would happily forego all of those things for a chance to cycle up the side of
He’s probably watched every TV show Bear Grylls has ever made.
My thoughts are interrupted by Graham’s penis as he brings our drinks over. My flat white looks delicious. His latte looks anaemic.
‘Here you go, Laura!’ he booms. ‘That’s a lot of caffeine you’ve got there… you want to watch how much you’re drinking. It can cause a lot of gastrointestinal problems.’
Wow. He’s got the charming small talk off to a tee.
‘Yeah... thanks for the advice,’ I reply. I then take a gamble: ‘How’s your decaff soy latte?’
‘It’s great!’
Hah!
Graham slurps his coffee and I start to wish those gastrointestinal problems would strike me down right now.
‘Stephanie tells me you’ve been single for ages!’ Graham says, with no trace of tact whatsoever.
‘Um. A few months, yes.’
‘Yeah, me too! Been far too busy with work and the biking. Just haven’t had the time to squeeze a woman in!’
‘Has something changed then?’ I ask, wondering if he’s finally given up on trying to have sex with his mountain bike and wants to return to basics.
‘No, not really, but Stepho filled me in about you and showed me your picture - and you looked hot enough to have a go at!’
Oh good God.
‘That’s… nice. I certainly wish she’d told me more about you,’ I say, biting the rim of my polystyrene coffee cup.
‘Yeah, I’ve got a really interesting lifestyle. You’d love it.’
‘A lot of mountain biking involved is there?’
‘Absolutely! I’m about to enter the annual
Really? I’m about to enter a state of abject despair.
‘That sounds difficult.’
‘It is! Going to be a real challenge, but I’ve been training for six months now. That’s why I was out riding before coming here. Can’t stop my regime just to meet up with a woman you know!’
‘No, no. It’s perfectly understandable that you’d put your training ahead of dressing to impress.’ I try to inject as much sarcasm into that statement as I can. It falls on deaf ears.
‘That’s right! I’m glad you understand!’ Graham takes another gulp of his pointlessly healthy coffee. ‘You sound like the kind of girl who likes to be active, just like me!’
Do I?
‘Do you bike Laura?’
I’m pretty sure ‘bike’ isn’t a verb, but I choose not to point it out. ‘I’ve got one in the shed. It’s pink.’
‘Do much riding?’
‘Not recently.’
Graham springs to his feet. ‘Come on then!’
‘What?’
‘Come on… let’s go outside. You can have a go on mine!’
I look with disbelief from Graham’s earnest face to the dark, cold winter evening beyond the café window. ‘Now?’
‘Yeah! Why the hell not?’
Because I’m not a bloody mentalist, that’s why, you stupid walking dildo.
‘Um… it’s a bit cold, isn’t it?’
‘Nah! Just brisk!’
Before I know it Graham has grabbed my hand and is pulling me to my feet.
The force of his sheer idiocy overwhelms my reluctance and I’m powered towards the door with a stunned expression on my face.
Outside, the elements batter my cardigan clad body. Graham appears completely impervious to the biting chill of the March wind.
The multiple locks come off the mountain bike and before I can protest further, Graham is waggling the handle bars in my direction. ‘Hop on then! It’s got active suspension, so it’s the most comfortable ride you’ll ever have!’
Shivering, I take the bike and try to mount it. It’s a man’s bike and my jeans are far too tight, so instead of throwing one leg over the bar I whack my knee on the frame.
‘Oopsie daisy!’ Graham says with a chuckle.
Oopsie fucking daisy?
I’ve probably just broken my patella and all he can offer in the way of commiseration is the kinds of phrase my
‘Never mind. These things can be a bit difficult to get the hang of, especially if you’re a girl on a guy’s bike.’ His tone is so patronising I want to kick him in the penis.
I never, ever intend to see Graham again for as long as I live. This ‘date’ will end with me handing over a fake phone number and showing him my heels as quickly as possible.
However, I’m not going to let the little bastard get one over on me like this.
I don’t like being patronised at the best of times, and I certainly am not going to let this walking sex toy with a handlebar fixation get away with it.
With a grunt of effort I stretch my leg over the cross bar, fighting against the tight jeans for all I’m worth. Having successfully negotiated my way onto the bike I sit back on the saddle with a look of hardcore female determination in my eyes.
I must show this prick that women are capable of riding a stupid man’s mountain bike!
‘Good girl! Well done!’ he cries with delight. I avoid looking down at his crotch just in case he’s started to get an erection.
My heeled foot fumbles around on one pedal for a few moments, before finally getting a decent amount of purchase.
I push away with the other leg and I’m off…
I’m sure there are things in this world that are more difficult than riding a full suspension mountain bike designed for a six foot man, when you’re in three inch heels, spray on jeans and a thin cardigan, but none immediately spring to mind.
The front wheel starts to wobble.
My feet slide off the pedals.
My bum cheeks grip the saddle as hard as possible.
My hair whips into my face.
I’m concentrating so hard on not letting the bike fall over that I’m unaware of cycling straight towards the local branch of Burger King before it’s too late. One of the spotty teenage staff is cleaning the windows and the door is propped open with a bucket.
I hadn’t intended to visit Burger King that evening. Especially not on a bright orange mountain bike.
It’s funny how your plans can change, isn’t it?
‘Oh fuck!’ I wail as I cross the threshold.
In my terror I forget I have brakes.
Two girls - the only customers at this time of night - watch in disbelief as a freezing cold skinny blonde in high heels rides right up to the counter, gets her wits together enough to brake before she flies into the chip fryer, and slowly topples sideways onto the freshly washed floor with a plaintive squawk.
Graham’s penis enters in front of the rest of him.
‘My bike!’ he wails.
I disentangle myself from the flaming thing, knowing that I’m going to have a large, healthy bruise on my right hip come morning.
Graham picks the bike up and starts checking it for damage.
I see red. ‘Oh thanks very much, you lycra wearing tosser! I could have been killed and all you care about is your bright orange girlfriend!’
‘This thing cost me three grand,’ he argues.
‘Really? How much did the costume cost? How much is it exactly these days to make yourself look a complete wank stick?’
‘Now, now. Calm down there Laura.’ He actually contrives to look hurt.
‘No, I don’t think so, Graham. All I wanted to do was have a cup of coffee with a guy and see where it might lead… and I end up nearly mounting a Burger King cash till!’
‘Are either of you going to order?’ says the teenager behind the counter.
‘No!’ I shout.
‘Do you have any salads left?’ Graham asks.
Throwing my hands in the air in disgust I storm out of Burger King, leaving the walking dildo to order his evening snack.
Stephanie rang the next day to ask me how the date had gone.
I started by telling her what Graham had been wearing.
‘Oh… that’s unfortunate,’ she said. ‘That’s why everyone calls him Crotch Goblin.’
So there you go, Mum.
Is it any wonder I’m single when people actively think it’s a good idea to set me up with somebody called Crotch Goblin?
Love and miss you,
Your bruised daughter Laura,
xx
Thursday 21 April
I’ve always thought the phrase ‘speed dating’ was something of an oxymoron.
When I do get lucky enough to score a night out with a woman I take an inordinate amount of time a) worrying about where to take her b) deciding what to wear c) trying to think of something witty and charming to say during the date itself, and d) worrying if she wants to see me again or not.
The concept of getting all this over and done with in mere minutes sounds completely counter intuitive.
Besides, finding the love of your life is surely something to take your time over, isn’t it?
This is a pretty serious life decision we’re talking about here, not what take-away food to order on a Saturday night.
…come to think of it, I take ages deciding whether I fancy a Chinese, Indian or a kebab, so even that’s not an appropriate analogy.
Nevertheless I’m desperate (as we know all too well) and will try anything once.
My sister saw an advert in the paper for ‘One-To-One Speed Dating in your area!’ and tore it out to show me. When your loved ones think you’re so pathetic that they have to scan the back pages of the local rag to find you a partner, you know you’re in trouble.
‘Go on, give it a go,’ she said.
‘I don’t want to. It’s stupid.’
‘Good grief Jamie, stop being so stubborn. You never know… you might have fun!’
‘I very much doubt it,’ I predicted with a scowl on my face.
What did I have to lose though, eh?
…other than what was left of my self respect, anyway.
The event is held at The Cheetah Lounge – a nightclub in the heart of town known for its relaxed approach to licensing laws and casual violence.
I arrive at the front door dressed in what I think approximates ‘smart casual’ and am ushered in by a large bald security guard, who can’t quite suppress the smile on his face as he looks into the eyes of yet another loser who can’t get laid.
That’s what his expression says to me anyway… but I admit I may be a bit paranoid at this point.
Following some barely legible handmade signs, I wend my way to the rear of the nightclub, into a Latin themed area called ‘El Cheetos’.
As I enter I’m greeted by an excitable stick-thin woman, who introduces herself as Natasha from One-To-One Dating.
‘And what’s your name?’ she asks.
‘Glen Artichoke,’ I reply.
Now, you may be wondering why I’m giving a false name.
If you’re thinking it’s because I’m embarrassed by this whole enterprise you’re only half right.
The other reason is because I watch far too many shows on the Crime Channel (which you’ll find way up in the thousands on your Sky box if you can be bothered to look for it).
I’ve recently been watching a fascinating series called Killer Broads, about women who murder - and why. There are many reasons why these ladies choose to take a life, but every victim has one thing in common: they’re all men.
One particular woman would stalk her victims via various dating services until she found one she liked the look of - and then she’d burn his house to the ground with him in it. The lunatic managed to cook six unfortunate blokes extra crispy before the law finally caught up with her.
I wasn’t taking any chances…
If there was a murderous nutcase here tonight then she’d have a bloody hard time tracking down Glen Artichoke afterwards for some light murder.
‘Here you go, Glen,’ Natasha says, handing me a badge with my fake name written on it in permanent marker, just below a large number 13. ‘We’ll be kicking things off shortly, but if you’d like to go in and order yourself a drink we’ll let everyone know when we’re starting.’
I pin the badge to my jacket, give Natasha a weak smile and walk into the bar area.
There are roughly two dozen men and women standing around, all looking as apprehensive as I feel. I order a drink and stand at the bar trying to look inconspicuous.
I spend more time checking out the competition than eyeing up the ladies if I’m honest.
There’s one guy in a white cotton suit who looks like he’s no stranger to the gym, but he’s the only stand-out in a group of unspectacular looking individuals.
This makes me feel terrible, as chances are I look as unspectacular as they do.
I’m amazed to discover that none of the women look like they’re on day release, or the backside of an angry cow, so my spirits rise somewhat. Maybe this wasn’t such a bad idea after all…
Five minutes pass and I nervously sip my Diet Coke until Natasha bids us follow her into the large dance floor area through a set of heavy blue curtains.
Inside is a selection of small tables and chairs, laid out in a ring around the edge of the dance floor.
There are sixteen men and sixteen women altogether, so we’ll get a chance to spend a whole five minutes with each member of the opposite sex before moving on to the next. The women stay seated while the men move one place to the left.
There will be a break after the first eight dates, giving us chance to wet our whistles and pop to the loo.
We’re given forms that we’re supposed to fill out afterwards, indicating whether we’d like to see any of the dates again - and those that match are put together by the company in a subsequent ‘proper’ date.
It’s a masterpiece of efficiency, and I can’t help wondering if a German originally invented speed dating.
I go over to table thirteen and sit down opposite a wide-eyed red head with an angular nose.
A buzzer goes off and the speed dating begins!
I won’t recount every second of each date, but here are the highlights:
Date one is Carol.
Carol is forty, a mother of four and loves to tango.
I hate children, am not attracted to older women, and only dance when stupid drunk.
Carol’s husband left her for his masseuse, taking their dog Wuffly Frank with him.
I’m fairly sure this is too much information for a five minute date.
I tell Carol I’m a national yo-yo champion, can speak fluent Swahili and work part-time as an Elvis impersonator – figuring that I’m never going to see the woman again, so why not have a little fun?
I’m telling her the Swahili for testicles when the buzzer sounds and I move on.
Date two is Angela.
Angela is thirty, has no children and permanently looks off to the left.
It’s highly disconcerting.
The slightly worried look on her face doesn’t help either.
I keep thinking there’s some mad axe-man or rabid Yeti standing behind me, about to attack at any moment.
I tell Angela I used to be a roadie for The Wurzels, have French kissed Sinead O’Connor and can whistle through my eyeballs.
Thankfully the buzzer goes before I am called upon to prove this.
Date three is Bryce.
Bryce is an American living in the
Much like the games she sells, Bryce is colourful, irritating, hard to understand and loud.
Unlike the games she sells she doesn’t have an off switch.
‘Oh my God, I love Ant and Dec!’ she screeches at me.
I tell Bryce I’m employed as a chicken sexer, have never slept in a real bed and think Stephen Hawking is faking it.
She’s asking me where a chicken’s penis is when the buzzer goes.
Dates four and five are both so deathly dull I can barely bring myself to write about them.
I can’t even remember their names, but I know one of them thought tarmac was a beautiful word.
One of them was wearing beige.
I’m pretty sure the other one was actually made of it.
You know they say a minute can last a lifetime?
They’re wrong.
It can last an entire geological epoch.
Date six is
The second foreigner of the evening is originally from
You’d think anyone with psychic powers would know that moving from the gloriously sunny Portuguese coast to Tooting would be a bad idea, wouldn’t you?
Before three minutes have elapsed she’s grabbed my hand and is telling me that Glen Artichoke’s future will contain overseas travel.
I counter by telling her I suffer from a rare medical condition that means I can’t move over bodies off water without the urge to masturbate.
Date seven is Maxine, the head of Human Resources at the newspaper I currently work for.
We sit awkwardly for five minutes discussing the changes to annual leave policy, before I rocket out of the chair when the buzzer goes.
We both know that this evening will never, ever be spoken about by either of us.
Date eight is Barbara.
Barbara’s surname is Toadingham, which almost makes me wish Glen Artichoke was real, as that would make one hell of a double-barrel.
By this time nearly an hour has gone by and I’m losing the will to live, so my conversation with Barbara is stilted and bland. I can’t even be bothered to make anything up.
‘You’re not enjoying this are you?’ she says.
‘Not particularly. You?’
‘Am I fuck. I could be at home watching Glee. Instead I’ve had to hear all about Colin and his piano collection, David’s wheat intolerance and Yuri’s problems getting a permanent visa.’
I like Barbara. It’s a crying shame I’m not attracted to her in the slightest.
‘Oh thank Christ for that,’ she says as the buzzer goes. ‘I need a drink.’
She’s up before I am, so for once I get to feel what it’s like to have someone scuttle away as quickly as possible.
I slouch over to the bar and order another Diet Coke.
Only eight dates to go…
And by the looks of things Barbara might be the highlight of the night.
I get a good look at the remaining women as they come to the bar.
There’s at least three more made of beige, two who obviously got dressed in the dark, one who is old enough to be my mother, but thinks she can wear the same make-up as a teenage girl - and a scared looking chubby girl I struggle not to feel sorry for.
The sixteenth and final woman of the evening would be a looker if it weren’t for the scowl permanently plastered across her face.
This might be due to the greasy looking individual in the white suit that won’t leave her alone at the bar, but I can’t be sure. From the speed she’s downing the bottle of Smirnoff Ice in her hand I can tell she’s having about as much fun as I am.
Can’t wait to chat with her.
I don’t particularly want an alcoholic drink right now, but I could murder a cigarette.
There’s five minutes of the break left, so I slope off for one.
I’m supposed to be quitting, but nothing raises my stress levels like trying to hold a polite conversation with eight complete strangers in a row.
It’s raining outside.
Not just raining actually, but absolutely bucketing it down.
I have the choice of getting soaking wet or not having a ciggie.
Neither appeals.
A third option springs to mind when I realise that the nightclub is virtually empty tonight, other than us lonely singletons.
Across the way is the corridor leading to the toilets.
I’m not one for arbitrary rule breaking, but I need nicotine damn it, so am more than willing to flaunt the law on this occasion.
As I walk down the corridor I have to dodge a very disgruntled looking blonde as she hustles out of the ladies loo. It’s the same one from earlier, and getting a second look at the black expression on her face makes me even less keen to make her acquaintance.
Nice arse though.
I go into the men’s loo and lock myself in a stall.
While I’m having a cigarette I might as well answer the call of nature, so I drop my trousers and assume the position.
Twenty seconds later I’m in creamy nicotine heaven, and the prospect of another eight speed dates doesn’t feel quite as bad.
Maybe one of them will turn out to be a winner!
…not the one that’s old enough to be my mother, though.
I never get the chance to find out.
You see, modern nightclubs are very well equipped places. They have great lighting rigs, pin-sharp speakers and state of the art bar facilities.
They also have very sensitive sprinkler systems.
A mere four puffs into my cigarette all hell breaks lose.
A klaxon goes off that’s so loud I’m glad I’m sat on the toilet.
I scream in terror and drop the cigarette in my lap. This elicits an even bigger scream of pain as the red hot ember singes my pubic hair.
I jump to my feet, brushing the cigarette away frantically just as the sprinklers get into action.
There’s one just above my head, so the toilet stall gets turned into an impromptu shower.
I scream for the third time in as many seconds as icy cold water goes down my neck and I throw open the toilet door, stumbling out with my trousers and boxer shorts still round my ankles.
…which means the bald security guard from earlier gets a good look at my meat and two veg as he comes barrelling into the toilet to check that everyone has evacuated.
I could have stuck around.
I imagine the speed dating continued after a clean up, but I was so embarrassed by this time that all I wanted to do was run home and hide for a couple of decades.
I was already soaking wet, so the rain didn’t bother me much as I traipsed back to the car, still smarting from the painful new burn in my crotch.
That was the beginning and end of Jamie Newman’s foray into the wonderful world of speed dating.
I failed to find the love of my life that night, but did come down with a nasty head cold, so didn’t walk away entirely empty-handed after all…
Friday, April 22nd
Dear Mum,
I’ve finally scraped the bottom of the barrel and gone speed dating.
Elise from the gym recommended I give it a try. She met her husband at a local event a couple of years ago and told me it was a really happy experience for her from start to finish.
Elise is unfortunately one of those people completely untroubled by original thought.
If it were possible to gaze into her head, it would probably look like a sun dappled meadow, full of frolicking bunny rabbits and doe-eyed deer.
Her husband Malcolm is just as bad.
If these are the type of people speed dating works for, I’m not entirely sure I want to be a part of it.
Nothing ventured, nothing gained though, eh?
Providing I don’t have to give anyone a hand job or ride a mountain bike, I should be fine.
I traipse down to The Cheetah Lounge on Tuesday night with more than a little trepidation, praying to whatever gods of dating might be up there that I’ll meet someone at least halfway decent.
I’m not in the best of moods when I turn up if I’m honest, as I’ve developed piles.
Yes, piles.
I’m twenty eight for crying out loud. How can a non-pregnant woman in her late twenties develop a complaint usually reserved for those in their pensionable years?
I can only put it down to the incredibly uncomfortable plastic chair I was forced to sit in for solid three hours at a wholesaler’s presentation on Friday.
Listening to a bunch of insincere salesman trying to persuade you to buy their product via a series of incomprehensible PowerPoint slides is bad enough. Add squirming around on a chair that’s slowly sending your backside to sleep makes the experience even worse.
With an itchy rear end and a cynical frame of mind I walk into The Cheetah Lounge to find that I’ve arrived a good half an hour early.
‘We’re not starting until eight,’ says the anorexic girl standing at the threshold to the Mexican section of the nightclub. I’m quite familiar with the place, having downed one too many tequila shots here last Christmas.
‘It said
‘Oh! Sorry. That should have been changed,’ she says, giving me an apologetic, wet smile. ‘The bar is open already though if you’d like to get a drink.’
‘I suppose I’ll have to, won’t I?’
‘What’s your name, miss?’
‘Laura McIntyre.’
She looks down a piece of paper, ticks my name off and hands over a large plastic badge. I’m apparently blessed with being number five this evening.
‘Thanks for coming tonight Laura!’ the girl says, plastering an enormous and completely fake smile across her face. ‘My name’s Natasha and I’ll be your host. Please enjoy the bar area until the other attendees arrive.’
She says attendees, but I hear losers.
‘Once everybody has settled in I’ll issue further instructions.’ Now it’s starting to sound like we’re about to embark on some kind of top secret mission into enemy territory.
‘Okay… thanks,’ I reply and walk over to ask the bored barman for a Smirnoff Ice.
‘Hello there,’ a male voice says from behind me. Without turning round I know this guy will be greasy. I can tell from his tone of voice.
I take a swig of Smirnoff, re-arrange my face into an expression of pleasant neutrality and turn round.
…yep, greasy as hell.
It looks like you could squeeze his hair and cook chips with what drips off.
‘Hello,’ I say, knowing I’m going to be stuck in a conversation with this bloke until somebody else shows up and saves me.
‘I’m Angelo.’
Of course you are. With a white cotton suit and slicked back hair, what other name could you possibly have?
‘Laura.’
‘That’s a beautiful name, Laura. It means goddess, doesn’t it?’
‘I don’t think so. I’m pretty sure it just means laurel shrub.’
In fact I know it does. When I was a kid I once sat with some friends looking up what our names meant. They called me shrub-a-dub for weeks.
‘Ah, I am sure it means goddess. Maybe it is Hebrew I am thinking of.’
This is obviously Angelo’s go-to chat up line.
I’m sure every woman on the planet has a name that means goddess in one ancient language or another as far as he’s concerned. I’d love to see what he makes of someone called Helga.
‘No idea. I was named after my grandmother,’ I add.
‘And a beautiful lady I’m sure she was as well.’
The rest of the Smirnoff Ice gets downed in one fast swallow.
‘Would you like another drink, Laura?’
‘Double vodka and coke please,’ I tell Angelo, safe in the knowledge I’ll be getting a taxi home due to my Ford Ka’s engine exploding last week.
Angelo takes a thin black wallet out of his white trousers and calls the barman over.
I’m barely into the evening and I’m already being wooed by a greasy Italian who couldn’t be more stereotypical if he spoke like Super Mario and twirled a pizza in one hand.
I bet he wouldn’t be quite so interested in me if he knew I was suffering from itchy piles. It was taking all my concentration at this point not to start scratching my backside.
Mind you, if Angelo won’t take the hint and go away soon, I might just start doing it anyway. It doesn’t matter how much of a goddess he thinks I am, I can’t see him staying around if I start working at my bottom with one finger like a dog with fleas.
I don’t need to resort to such drastic measures as at this moment three other women walk into the bar.
They’ve obviously come together – strength in numbers and all that. With hindsight I should have done the same thing. I could have dragged Elise along if nothing else.
At least one of these women is a rather stunning dark haired beauty, wearing an unfortunate ensemble of floral headscarf and gypsy skirt.
Angelo’s clocked her and I can see him trying to decide whether he should carry on chatting up the skinny blonde who keeps jiggling about on the spot, or go over and charm the Latin lovely with the deep brown eyes.
‘It was nice to meet you Laura. I look forward to our date,’ he says and makes a move to leave. I am entirely unsurprised.
‘And you Angelo.’
He saunters off towards his next victim and I am left blissfully alone with my second alcoholic drink and itchy rear end.
More people start to trickle in.
My nerves get worse as each one enters.
I order another double vodka, hoping it will calm them… and make the men look more attractive into the bargain.
I notice quite a good looking guy walk in bearing the number 13 on his badge. I’m put off by his name though. I really can’t see myself being Laura Artichoke any time in the near future.
By the time the rabidly upbeat Natasha issues us with instructions to go through to the dating area, I’ve got a real buzz on from the vodka.
There’s a card on one of the tables with a number 5 on it, so I sit down, hoping the hard wooden chair isn’t going to cause my embarrassing complaint too much grief.
Hah! Chance would be a fine thing.
I’m not two minutes into the first date - with a guy who won’t shut up about how much he loves pianos - when my bum starts to itch worse than it has at any point thus far. My eye starts to twitch as the irritation mounts.
What the hell do I do now?
I’m pretty drunk from the vodka, so my powers of reasoning have deserted me. I simply have no idea how to get myself out of this situation.
I’ll just have to sit here for the next hour while a series of single men are trotted out in front of me, trying my hardest not to squirm back and forth in my seat like a new born puppy.
‘…and that’s when it hit me. I should just buy one myself! What do you think of that?’ says Colin.
I have no idea what he’s on about.
‘Um…’
‘I mean, it’s not as expensive as I thought it would be. Maybe you’d like to see it if I do get one?’
Oh Christ.
…a new car?
…a new house?
…a penis extension?
I try to recall what little I’d picked up about Colin before my piles became all consuming. ‘Good for you Colin. I’m sure it’s a lovely… piano.’
‘Yes! Yes it is!’
Thank God for that.
I don’t intend to ever see Colin again, but nobody likes to be rude, do they?
I try a little harder to listen to him for the next two minutes, but when the buzzer sounds I really have no idea who he is beyond his predilection for ivory keyed musical instruments.
Before my next speed date sits down – a tall, chiselled looking individual called William - I shuffle my butt cheeks around a bit, which provides temporary relief.
I’m tempted to lean sideways to see if that helps, but this will look like I’m letting out a fart, which probably wouldn’t be the kind of thing that’d impress a prospective husband.
William turns out to be the kind of guy Graham the mountain biker would get on with like a house on fire. This one’s more into wind surfing than mountain biking, but displays the same idiotic propensity for casual sexism and random shouting.
I’m very relieved when the buzzer goes, because it gets rid of William and means I can seat shuffle again for a few moments.
Swiftly following William is Greg the PCSO, who spends five minutes telling me all about Section 4 of the Harassment Act. As far as conversation topics at a speed dating event go, this must take the brass ring for the most inappropriate. He seems quite disappointed when the buzzer sounds and he’s forced to move away.
To me, the buzzer is becoming the countdown to my salvation. The sooner I hear the eighth and final buzz I know this hell will be temporarily over and I can go to the ladies loo.
Next in line is Tom.
Tom seems like a nice lad, but frankly he could have told me he was a millionaire a-la carte chef, who could breathe through his ears and loved giving sensual massages and it wouldn’t have mattered.
Buzz!
Adam could have shown me a foot long tongue with prehensile abilities, talked about his volunteer work saving the lives of abandoned puppies and African orphans, and told me he worked for Smirnoff and I couldn’t have cared less.
Buzz!
Malik is another nice guy, who I would quite happily have chatted to in less trying circumstances.
Turns out he’s a graphic designer. I’ve been thinking about getting one in to improve the shop’s image so he could’ve been a useful person to know.
What prevents me from handing over my phone number and going out with him again on a night when it doesn’t feel like I’ve got a nest of ants in my underwear, is the fact he stills lives at home with his mother.
I once made the mistake of dating a guy who lived with his parents.
Never again.
The memory of seeing his mother’s face from the doorway between my upturned legs still haunts me to this day.
Buzz!
Just one more… just one more…
‘Hello beautiful Laura, who’s name is a shrub.’
I feel like crying.
Angelo proceeds to tell me all about his father’s vineyard, his mother’s singing voice and his own Maserati. It’s just as well he loves the sound of his own voice because I’m not contributing much.
Buzz!
‘Let me buy you another drink!’ Angelo cries, before the strident buzzer tone has died.
‘No, no, that’s okay,’ I tell him, getting up from the horrible wooden chair for the first time in an hour with indescribable relief.
‘Please, you are such a good listener and I think we have a real spark together. A drink is the least I can do for such a wonderful conversation partner.’
Seriously?
He calls mono-syllabic responses, a pinched face and a constant jiggle the hallmarks of a great conversationalist?
Before I can protest further though he’s got an arm round me and is propelling me back to the bar.
Now, frankly I blame you for this, Mother.
You always told me that when a charming man offers you a drink you should accept.
So despite the piles, the fact I’m already far drunker than I should be on a school night, and Angelo’s towering narcissism, I stand there for another five minutes necking my second bottle of Smirnoff Ice.
I elect to avoid more vodka for reasons which should be obvious.
I couldn’t bring myself to ask for a soft drink though. Not on a night like this…
Angelo has just started telling me all about the funk band he sings with when my resolve – and my reserve - breaks.
‘I’m sorry Angelo. Would you excuse me? I need to - ’
To what? Whip down my jeans and have a good rummage?
‘I need to… powder my nose.’
I may as well have said ‘I need to take a big shit’.
I slam the half empty Smirnoff Ice on the bar and hurry out in search of the toilet.
I won’t detail what goes on in the course of the next few minutes.
Suffice to say I am granted some small relief from the discomfort in my undercarriage by the application of cool water and warm air.
Those multi-directional hand dryers are a Godsend, I can tell you.
There’s no way I intend to spend another minute dodging Angelo and speed dating another eight single men tonight, so I head out of the toilet (nearly crashing into Mr Artichoke as I do) and make a bee line for the exit, hoping and praying Angelo doesn’t spot me.
I let out an audible sigh of relief as I leave The Cheetah Lounge.
I don’t even mind that it’s started to rain like crazy.
When you’ve just been sat in a hard wooden chair with the itchiest bottom in the known universe, getting soaking wet in a downpour is almost a pleasant experience.
I spent altogether far too much money on suitable ointments and creams the next day in Boots.
Love you and miss you Mum,
Your relatively comfortable daughter, Laura.
xx
Thursday 19 May
Somebody once said that a woman only comes your way when you’re not looking for her.
After my experience today, I’d say a woman only comes your way when you’re minding your own business doing a bit of shopping and she runs you down on a clapped out moped.
Her name is Laura and despite her attempts to murder me with a Vespa I gave her my phone number.
Yes indeed, it has come to the point when I’m willing to give potential homicidal maniacs a chance if it means I might get laid.
In fear of you tutting with disgust and moving on to a blog written by somebody less pathetic, I will now attempt to justify my actions:
I woke up this morning with the overwhelming urge to spend money on new pants.
Sadly, I had an entire day of work to get through before being able to sally forth into the local Primark, so had to wait a full eight hours before getting my hands on ten new pairs of knock-off Calvin Kleins.
With a hop, skip and a jump I left the office at
While the purchasing of pants was my main aim, I was also after something to liven up my living room, which has been looking depressingly empty for some time now.
I’m reliably informed that plants are always a welcome and attractive addition to anyone’s house, so I went in search of something suitable.
Whether or not the six foot rubber plant I wound up purchasing could be considered ‘suitable’ is something you’ll have to decide for yourself.
It was certainly a bugger to shift…
I always make terrible decisions like this when presented with too much choice.
I stood in front of more decorative flora than you can shake a stick at, wondering which one would look best in my front room window. At least ten minutes went by before I decided to go for the biggest bargain.
As the rubber plant was half price I dragged it over to the till and slapped down twenty quid.
I also made the schoolboy error of buying a large item before I’d done the rest of my shopping, so I had to negotiate Primark carrying my brand new green monstrosity, trying my hardest not to concuss the collection of reprobates that shop there with a huge, rubbery leaf.
It wasn’t easy I can tell you.
I had one near miss with a walrus of a woman covered in tattoos. I’m fairly sure she could have broken me in half over one knee, so it was just as well I managed to divert the flailing plant away from her head as she stood deciding which pair of combat trousers to buy for three quid.
Primark is a dichotomy of a high street store.
It sells everything at dirt cheap prices, yet you always manage to spend far too much money while you’re in there.
It’s just so hard to resist a bargain, isn’t it?
I picked up my ten pairs of fake Calvin Klein boxer shorts – along with four two quid t-shirts, two pairs of jeans for a tenner, a pair of cargo shorts for seven, some cheap looking gym trainers for nine, four short-sleeved work shirts for sixteen, and an absolutely disgusting Hawaiian shirt (perfect for a fancy dress party I’ve got coming up) for six.
So now I’m trying to negotiate a busy store carrying a gigantic rubber plant and enough clothes to fit out an entire African village.
I get to the cash desk without committing any acts of rubbery assault and plonk down my purchases.
The acne ridden depressive behind the counter spends a few moments deciding whether to charge me for the rubber plant, before deciding that Primark probably hasn’t expanded into the horticulture sector and starts scanning and bagging my other wares.
‘That’ll be seventy six pounds please sir,’ it utters in the tones of one sick of living.
Seventy six bloody quid!?
This is Primark isn’t it?
How the hell can I have spent that much in sodding Primark?
Not entirely sure I haven’t been conned, I hand over my debit card and start to regret my tendency to impulse buy.
I only came out for some pants.
I’ve now spent almost a hundred quid on a massive plant and a wardrobe of clothing produced by malnourished five year olds in a tin shack.
Out I stumble into the mild evening air, rubber plant in one hand slapping me in the face with every step I take, bulging recyclable bag of horrendous garments in the other.
I leave the pedestrian part of the shopping centre, my arms starting to ache under the weight as I amble along.
As the Green Cross Code man terrified me as a child, I stop like a good boy at the kerb and look both ways before walking across the road in the direction of the car.
This is the perfect time for the recyclable Primark bag to break.
Both handles give way under the weight of my new purchases and the bag drops to the tarmac, spilling its contents.
‘Bollocks!’ I tell the whole street.
This is when Laura McIntyre enters my life… and nearly ends it in short order.
Thursday, May 19th
Dear Mum,
You may remember a conversation we had when I was thirteen, when I told you how I’d like to meet my future husband.
I don’t remember all the details, but I’m sure there was a desert island involved, along with a gleaming white stallion and a box of chocolates larger than my head.
Teenage girls are simple creatures, so I guess the rampant clichés were to be expected.
Fast forward fifteen years and cold, hard reality has set in.
I’m not really bothered if there’s a desert island anymore, horses tend to smell bad anyway, and the box of chocolates would mean another month in the gym.
Frankly I’d settle for meeting my future husband without suffering embarrassment, personal injury or high financial expense.
I did meet a guy today Mum, and while I didn’t spend much money, it was bloody embarrassing and I only just avoided serious personal injury by the skin of my teeth.
It started with panic.
I’m not usually a forgetful person, but it’s been a hard few weeks at the shop and my mind’s been full of stock returns, balance sheets and advertising space, so I hope I could be forgiven for forgetting my God daughter’s birthday, surely?
It was mortifying.
I walk in the door at
Then, as I pass the fridge, I spot the picture of me, Melina and her beautiful little girl Hayley, taken at
It’s Hayley’s fourth birthday tomorrow! I haven’t bought her anything!
I’m invited to the party that starts straight after closing at
I can’t just pull something out of stock, as my chocolate is squarely aimed at the adult market. I can’t see Hayley being all that impressed with a luxury praline gift box or truffle selection – at least not until she hits her twenties.
There’s nothing for it, I’ll have to go back out now and get over to Toys R Us before it shuts.
This would be enough of a chore if my car was working, but it’s still knackered thanks to the ongoing saga of the head gasket, so I’ve got no transport.
I’ll have to get a taxi.
Then my eyes fall on the bowl of keys by the microwave.
One set belongs to Charlie. On it is the key to her 1982 Vespa moped.
Charlie has been nursing this monstrosity around for the best part of a decade. Not quite vegetarian enough to ride a push bike everywhere, Charlie has nevertheless decided that riding round on a clapped out scooter is better for the environment than owning an evil, polluting car.
I’m reminded of a conversation we had a few weeks ago:
‘You should have a go sometime, Laura. You’re more than welcome,’ Charlie says to me.
‘Yeah… maybe.’
I have no intention of ever taking her up on the offer.
Until today.
I could (and should) just order a taxi, but things are tight at the moment money-wise, so I could do without the extra expense – especially because I’ll probably end up spending a small fortune on Hayley’s present.
I spy Charlie’s bright red crash helmet down by the recycling bin and my decision is made.
It’s a moped.
How hard can it be?
Indeed, things go fine for the first few hundred yards:
Twist throttle and off you go.
I’d owned a little Honda Melody step-through as a student, so was familiar enough with mopeds to know how to ride one.
Sadly, the Vespa is a lot more powerful than the Melody.
A fact my neighbours are now acutely aware of, thanks to the ear piercing screams that emanated from Laura McIntyre as she careened down the road, having opened the throttle a little too hard.
With heart hammering in my chest, I apply the brakes and resolve to take things a lot easier.
The rest of the twenty minute journey into town is relatively incident free, other than an expletive filled exchange with a white van driver and a hairy moment involving a Peugeot 106.
I pull into Toys R Us with only a slight wobble and park in the motorcycle bay.
I’ll be the first to admit that buying a four foot doll’s house when you’re on a moped probably isn’t the wisest move, but every little girl should have a doll’s house, right?
I could just picture little Hayley’s eyes lighting up as she opened the front of the house to see all those little rooms, with their miniature furniture and tiny glass-eyed dolls. I loved mine when I was a kid, so what better present for Auntie Laura to buy her?
I even got the gangly sales assistant to help me lash the thing to the back of the moped with some parcel tape and the collection of fraying bungee straps Charlie kept in the seat.
The look of terror in his eyes as I started the engine and moved (very slowly) away was entirely unjustified as far as I was concerned.
…as were the repeated car horns as I pootled my way along the road, wobbling all over the place as the doll’s house unbalanced the Vespa with its colossal weight.
I was sure I could handle it though, and it was only a short journey home.
Everything would have been hunky-dory if the crash helmet hadn’t decided to fall back off the top of my head and nearly strangle me.
I knew it was too big when I put it on back at the flat, but cinching the chin strap up as tight as I could seemed to stop it moving round too much, so I though it’d be okay for the trip to the shops.
Nope. Not the case.
As I’m turning into the road that leads out of the shopping centre the bloody thing slips slowly backwards, nearly throttling me with the chin strap - and making my head tip upwards.
I’ve barely been in control of the moped / doll’s house combo anyway, so this latest development makes the situation ten times worse.
I lurch and weave across the road – now mercifully empty at gone
There are many effective ways to break the ice with a new man, Mum.
A compliment about his clothes, for instance.
A light touch on the forearm, accompanied by a warm laugh is always good.
The wearing of a brassiere designed to lift and separate is even better.
Side-swiping him with a £50 doll’s house in the middle of a road isn’t a good way to break the ice – though you’ll certainly end up breaking something if you’re not careful.
I barely have time to register the guy standing in the street holding a gigantic pot plant before I’m steaming right at him, applying the brakes for all I’m worth.
Luckily, I’ve got the speed down sufficiently to avoid serious injury to either of us - but I’m still thrown off the damn moped, earning a nasty scrape on my knee. My luckless victim is hit by the doll’s house and is sent sprawling to the concrete, hugging his pot plant like it’s his first born.
Apologising isn’t something I’m keen on, but I also don’t like the idea of being sued for every penny I’m worth, so I get up a good head of apologetic steam by the time I’ve dragged the moped to the side of the road and helped him carry his ridiculous rubber plant and bag of shopping over as well.
‘It’s okay. I’m fine!’ he says, still clutching the over-sized plant in front of him protectively, like I’m going to attack him at any moment. ‘Are you alright?’
‘Yeah. Just embarrassed is all. I really am very, very sorry.’
He finally puts the pot plant down, having decided I’m not about to jump on him like a rabid spider monkey.
As he stands up, there’s a light of recognition in his eyes.
‘Hey! Weren’t you at that stupid speed dating thing down The Cheetah Lounge last month?’
Oh terrific!
Humiliation piled on humiliation.
Not only does this bloke – who I’m starting to realise is really quite attractive, despite his obsession with potted green flora – think I’m a lunatic with a ballistic moped, he also knows that I’m a hideously single lunatic with a ballistic moped.
‘Yes,’ I admit. ‘I remember you too. Glen Artichoke, isn’t it?’
‘Ah… that might have been a bit of a fib.’ He extends a hand. ‘My name’s actually Jamie Newman.’
I offer a smile still laced with apology and take his hand. ‘Laura McIntyre. I wondered if that was a made up name at the time.’
‘Yeah. Call it an insurance policy against any psychopathic women out there.’
That’s a very nice smile you’ve got, Jamie Newman. Congratulations.
‘We never got a chance to talk did we?’ I say, remembering how the awful evening had ended.
‘No.’ Jamie looks a bit guilty. ‘That may have been my fault. I set the sprinklers off having a fag in the toilets.’ Guilt changes to pride. ‘That was my last cigarette, actually. It seemed appropriate to quit at that point.’
Jamie Newman and I spend a good ten minutes at the side of the road chatting, before I have to stifle a yawn.
Much as I’m enjoying speaking to what appears to be an intelligent, charming man, I am now virtually dead on my feet from near exhaustion. I can also feel blood trickling down my leg from the scrape and I need to get home to apply some TCP as soon as possible.
Not wanting to let this fish off the hook I decide to take a chance.
‘Look, I have to get home before I fall asleep in the street, but maybe I could buy you a drink sometime?’ I ask. ‘You know, by way of an apology for nearly killing you with a doll’s house?’
The smile he gives me makes my heart beat faster.
‘That’d be lovely.’
I give him my number, which he programs into his mobile. He promises to give me a call in the next few days.
‘Will you be okay riding home on that thing?’ he asks, pointing at the moped, which now has a lovely fresh dent down one side to go along with all the others Charlie has inflicted on it.
‘Oh yes. I’ll be fine!’ I reply with more than a touch of bravado, and jump back onto the infernal contraption.
I just hope I can ride away without crashing into the nearest lamppost…
Having cinched the crash helmet up as tight as it’ll go, I turn the key in the ignition and look back at Jamie, who is once again holding his rubber plant. It doesn’t look like he’s planning on throwing it at me this time though.
I give him a wave, which he returns awkwardly - and I pray to all the gods in the universe that the moped behaves itself as I twist the throttle and ride away.
Happy thoughts manage keep the Vespa upright all the way back to the flat.
I barely notice the car horns and screeching tyres that mark my uncertain progress.
I’m fortunate the local constabulary aren’t out in force. Any copper would probably run out of ink in his pen filling out all the penalty notices it would take to cover everything I’m doing wrong.
So there you go Mum.
I thought you had to dress like a high class prostitute and go clubbing to find a man - when all it really takes is a day old set of work clothes, a knackered moped and a hit and run.
Whether Jamie Newman calls me or not is another thing. Let’s just hope he can see past the attempted murder and bright red crash helmet.
Love and miss you, Mum.
Your tired but happy daughter, Laura.
xx
Tuesday 24 May
Today finds Jamie Newman in an astoundingly good mood my web-based friends, for I have had the best night out I’ve experienced in a long time.
First dates have always been something of a trial for me – even the ones that have resulted in a relationship – but the two hours spent in the company of the lovely Laura McIntyre last night at The Barley Corn pub were far more pleasurable than I expected them to be.
It started, as these things always do, with THE PHONE CALL.
I’m using capital letters for extra added emphasis to indicate just how important THE PHONE CALL is.
There are many times when you call a girl during the course of a relationship, but there is only ever one THE PHONE CALL - and it’s always the first one you make.
This call will determine the rest of your life.
Those few brief moments you spend speaking into a small electronic device can have ramifications on your future so profound it’s hard to put into words.
People with beards can bleat on about chaos theory and the ‘butterfly effect’ all they like, but they pale into insignificance alongside the seismic shifts that happen in the universe based on what transpires during THE PHONE CALL.
The biggest part of the call is establishing whether the young lady in question is still interested in meeting up with you. This is never, ever a certainty.
Just because she drunkenly scrawled down her number in lipstick on a beer coaster, it doesn’t mean she actually wants anything more to do with you three days later, when she’s sober and watching Eastenders.
…and just because a woman feels guilty about nearly killing you in the high street and gives you her phone number, it does not automatically mean that she’s got the hots for you.
Even if you do find out she is interested, you still have the thorny problem of engaging in a conversation with a complete stranger over the phone without saying anything stupid, offensive - or even worse, boring.
It’s not good enough to simply ask the young lady if she still wants to go out and arrange a time and place before signing off – that’s far too brief and to the point.
Unlike conversations on the phone with other men, women want you to actually have something of substance to say, to prove that you’re worth the time and effort of getting dressed up for.
Therefore you must have a topic of conversation prepared ahead of time for THE PHONE CALL.
Nothing that’ll take an hour to get through (don’t start telling her all about your hopes and dreams for the future, or your opinions on climate change) but something that will engage her interest for a good five minutes, and will make you sound like a charming, upstanding individual.
Avoid mentioning sex, football, cars, your personal hygiene or your mother and you should be fine.
With Laura I elect to ask her if her friend’s child enjoyed the doll’s house she’d battered me with. This shows that I listened properly to her explanation for why she nearly killed me with the bloody thing and demonstrates an interest in something Laura clearly felt was important to her.
In reality, I couldn’t give a shit if the kid had taken one look at the house and vomited into the chimney stack, but this is the type of bullshit you have to engage with if you’re going to secure yourself a date.
…which I did, I’m happy to say!
THE PHONE CALL went fine and we chatted amiably for a good ten minutes.
The girl did like the doll’s house it transpires.
I made the appropriate sympathetic noises when Laura described the nasty graze she’d got on her knee because of the crash, and she was pleased when I told her I had no lasting effects from my fall onto the concrete. I assume this was out of a genuine concern for my health, rather than a desire not to get sued.
It was a blatant lie in fact, because I’d actually woken up the next day with a nasty backache, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to admit it.
Backache is the kind of thing only suffered by men who have completely lost their grip on youth.
This is not the impression I want to give Laura at the outset.
She even sounded pleased when I suggested the out of town Barley Corn pub as a location for our date.
This is the riskiest part of THE PHONE CALL. The place you choose says a lot about your personality. The reaction you get says a lot about hers.
A girl like sex monster Isobel would have been deeply disappointed with a quaint, quiet country pub like The Barley Corn I have no doubt, as would Annika the Swedish goddess.
They would probably have both found it far too prosaic and boring.
I took a chance with Laura though. She struck me as being a down-to-earth, easy going kind of girl who’d appreciate the quiet atmosphere a place like The Barley Corn provides – and I was proved right when she sounded genuinely pleased at my suggestion.
Having arranged to meet at
Tuesday, May 24th
Dear Mum,
Oh my. My luck just might be changing…
I’m not saying last night’s date was necessarily the start of a love affair for the ages, but I can’t remember the last time I walked away from one as happy as this.
I’ve heard people talk about ‘clicking’ with someone before. It always sounded like the worst kind of buzzword bullshit to me, but I’ve got an idea of what they’re talking about now.
Jamie and I just seemed to fit together well and I couldn’t be more pleased.
Blah.
This is disgusting.
I’m a twenty eight year old independent woman with her own business and I sound like a giddy schoolgirl.
Three days after the crash Jamie phoned me.
He’d obviously read all the right dating manuals as this is the accepted time any man should leave before getting in touch. Long enough not to appear desperate, but short enough to seem appropriately interested.
To tell the truth, the call could have come at a better time as I was waxing my legs – something you want to concentrate on as much as possible, with no outside interference.
Besides, when a man calls, you want to feel at least a little bit attractive, even though he can’t see you, for the psychological boost if nothing else.
Being dressed in my fluffy blue dressing gown, biggest period knickers and sporting a set of hairy legs is about as far away from attractive as it’s possible to get.
It’s the kind of look you don’t want a man to associate you with until at least four years into a relationship.
I could tell Jamie was quite nervous by the speed at which he talked.
He was kind enough to ask whether Hayley liked her present or not, though he did call her Katy for some reason. I let it slide as the fact he even remembered who the present was for was surprising in itself.
I suppose the one saving grace of the ridiculous manner in which we bumped into each other was that we had something to talk about in our second conversation.
Jamie asked about the graze on my leg. I neglected to go into detail about the fifteen pitiable minutes I’d prodded at it with TCP soaked cotton wool, tears brimming in my eyes.
He did the typical guy thing of shrugging off being body slammed to the road by a frantic blonde on a Vespa.
I nearly brought up how funny he’d looked hugging his rubber plant like it was about to leave him for another bush, but thought better of it. A man’s ego is fragile enough at times like this and I didn’t want to scare him off.
Frankly, I was pleased he made light of the accident, just in case the date didn’t work out and he decided to sue me.
The Barley Corn was a bit out of left field for a location, it has to be said.
I’m so used to being invited to coffee houses and city pubs (where there are ample opportunities for the man to end the date early if he doesn’t like the look of me) that the prospect of a quiet drink in one of the more picturesque pubs outside of town seemed like a very nice alternative.
It also meant Jamie would be able to hide my body easily should he prove to be Ted Bundy’s little brother, but I figured the risk was worth it. My first impressions hadn’t set off any alarm bells. Charlie would be instructed to ring me at
With the date arranged, Jamie said goodbye in a tone of voice that suggested he was glad the call was over. I took this as a sign of nerves, rather than buyer’s remorse, and hung up with a faint smile on my face.
Now the only problem I had was deciding what clothes to wear that would effectively disguise the ugly two inch gash on my right knee…
Jamie’s Blog
Tuesday, 24 May continued…
Somewhat ruining the ambience of our date location is the fact somebody has left graffiti on the pub’s sign so it now reads ‘The Barley Porn’ - which sounds like a skin flick set in the West Country.
Still, it’s a mild Spring evening, I’m wearing my best bib and tucker and there’s a young lady to be wooed, so I don’t let it worry me unduly.
I’ve taken several strong pain killers to mask the agony I’m now in from the body slam into the road last week. The last thing I need is to be moving around like a crippled robot trying not to aggravate my back, so I’m pleased that the pills have taken the edge off.
I figure a bit of Dutch courage is the order of the day, so I make sure to turn up half an hour early at 7pm to drain a swift pint before Laura arrives.
I could’ve taken my time and sipped it as I’d forgotten the first rule of dating: the woman always turns up late.
If I hate one thing about the first stages of a relationship it’s the little games we’re forced to play in order to size up the ‘opposition’. A woman arriving late tests your patience, and gives her a good idea of how keen you are - if you’re prepared to wait around for her that is.
I’m keen enough on Laura to stand at the bar for nearly an hour before she walks in, dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a white vest top that’s tight enough to show off her boobs.
She’d obviously spent a great deal of time on her hair and make-up as she looks very pretty indeed.
…scratch that, she’s beautiful.
The ensemble is only slightly marred by the fact she appears to be limping.
It’s rather like looking at a Ferrari with a puncture.
Mind you, I’m trying my best to hide the fact I can’t move my head independently of my shoulders due to the sharp, stabbing pains I feel every time I try, so who the hell am I to be critical?
‘Hi Laura!’ I say cheerfully as she walks over.
At this point my brain decides to ruin everything. It’s been behaving itself all day, but now decides to throw in a suggestion which could potentially put a spanner in the works.
Why don’t you give her a kiss on the cheek? it suggests, with no regard for my well being whatsoever.
I can’t do that! I argue. It’s way too forward for a first date!
Don’t be a pussy! it replies.
Now I’m stuck in an agony of indecision as Laura heads towards me:
Do I chance a kiss on the cheek?
Will she like it?
Will it put her off?
What’s the dating etiquette here?
Why the hell did I agree to do this?
I want to go home!
I eventually win the argument with my treacherous brain and just go for a brisk hand shake.
‘What can I get you to drink?’ I ask.
Don’t say a pint of mild. Don’t say a pint of mild. Don’t say a pint of mild.
‘Small glass of white wine please. Pinot Grigio if they’ve got it.’
Phew.
I order the drinks from a barman who is only just able to suppress a smirk as he takes note of the nervous first date tone to my voice. He’s seen this little act play out a thousand times, I’m sure.
Drinks ordered, it’s small talk time…
The options on offer are: Weather, current events, sports, more about the weather, last night’s television.
All are boring, contrived and guaranteed to make me sound like a cretin with nothing to say.
I decide to thrown caution to the wind and go meta.
‘I think this is the point where we’re supposed to engage in small talk, you know,’ I say with a smile. It’s a huge gamble – potential success or otherwise depending on Laura’s sense of humour. She’s either going to find it funny, or think I’m an idiot.
The gamble pays off! She gets the joke and laughs.
The smirking barman returns with our drinks and I hand over the cash.
I pick up Laura’s wine and twist round to give it to her, forgetting my back problems for a brief moment.
A sharp bolt of pain rockets across my shoulder blades.
Don’t let her see! Man up!
I want to let out a contemptible gasp of pain and make a grab for my shoulder, but instead I internalise the agony.
I think I got away with it without Laura noticing…
Picking up my pint with deliberate caution, I suggest we go over and sit in the corner at a quiet table, where the chairs have nice high backs for me to rest against.
As previously stated, the next two hours are fantastic.
…well, other than the fact I have to sit bolt upright all the way through it.
Also, Laura has to pop off to the toilet several times, which is a bit strange as she only has one glass of wine and a diet coke.
I can tell when she needs the loo as her left leg starts to jiggle up and down a bit and her brow creases in apparent discomfort.
I’m not going to let a minor thing like a weak bladder stop me from liking this girl though.
It was gone eleven before I reluctantly said I’d have to wind the date up thanks to a
The dull ache that had settled across my shoulders roared into life as I stood up, and I couldn’t stop a look of agony briefly crossing my face. Luckily Laura was putting her coat on, so she didn’t notice.
On the walk back to the car, my brain once again threw up the kissing suggestion, this time by way of a goodbye.
Go on. Do it. Just a quickie on the cheek, you bloody coward.
This time I didn’t intend to argue. I liked this girl and thought it was worth a punt.
We arrived at her bright red Nissan Micra.
There was a nasty dent down one side on the driver’s wing. ‘That looks bad,’ I commented, pointing at it.
‘Yeah. Had to buy a car cheap. My old one was too far gone to bother fixing. This was the best I could find for the money.’ She ran a hand over the dent. ‘I call him El Denté’.
That just made me fancy her even more.
A tight body and a pretty face are one thing, but add a sharp sense of humour and I’m in heaven.
Time for THE QUESTION.
This is much like THE PHONE CALL. Its importance can also never be underestimated in the grand scheme of things.
‘I had fun tonight Laura. Would you like to get together again some time?’
‘Yeah, I had a good time as well. That’d be great.’
Woo hoo! Now go for the kiss, you idiot!
I do.
And while this blog is full of embarrassing mistakes, social faux pas and idiotic moments in the life of Jamie Newman, this is not one of them.
I don’t accidentally head butt Laura, or let out an unexpected belch into her face. I merely lean forward, plant a gentle kiss on her cheek and stand back.
She offers me a heart racing smile and her eyes twinkle.
‘See you soon,’ she says and jumps in her dented car.
I see her off and walk back to my Mondeo at roughly three hundred feet above the ground.
That was yesterday, and I’m still buzzing.
All that bloody stupid game playing can go to hell as far as I’m concerned - and with no concern for my own welfare I called Laura this morning and asked her out again.
We’re due a second date at the weekend!
Laura’s Diary
Tuesday, May 24th continued…
‘Make sure you turn up late, darling,’ Tim had advised me in the shop that morning. ‘The right man will happily wait for you.’
I’m never sure about these dating games, but Tim’s had more relationships than I can shake a stick at, so I followed his advice this time and got to The Barley Corn at nearly eight.
I would have been a bit late anyway, given the length of time it took me to deal with my stupid leg wound. The gash needed a dressing over it, which usually wouldn’t have been a problem, except that tonight I was determined to wear my best jeans and the huge bloody plaster I’d put over the cut kept painfully ripping off every time I tried to pull them up.
I had to resort to wrapping surgical tape right round my leg to keep it in place, which meant I couldn’t bend my knee properly. This caused a noticeable limp.
Therefore, Jamie would enjoy a lovely evening with someone doing their best impression of Long John Silver.
I hobble into the pub and see Jamie standing at the bar.
I’m no expert at body language but from the way he’s stood so stiffly, it’s obvious he isn’t feeling any more relaxed than I am. First dates are not for the faint hearted.
‘Hi Laura!’ he says, and I walk over, resisting the urge to cry ‘Aaar Jim lad!’ and offer him the black spot.
As I hobble towards him, there’s a very strange moment when Jamie appears to freeze in position, a blank expression plastered across his face. It’s like somebody has switched off the power.
His eyes flicker for a second before he blinks a couple of times and re-animates, sticking his hand out for me to shake.
‘Hi Jamie,’ I say and take his hand. It’s warm, smooth and feels very nice.
He asks me what I’d like to drink. I’ve got my nerves just about in check enough to only need a small glass of white.
I figure if he orders anything that’s pink or has an umbrella in it for himself, I know I’m probably onto a loser.
‘A small glass of Pinot Grigio and a pint of Fosters, please mate,’ he says to the barman – who can obviously tell two people on a first date from a bloody mile away.
Time to think of some small talk while the drinks are coming…
I hate doing this. What the hell do you say to a complete stranger you’re trying to create a good impression with?
Luckily Jamie saves me the trouble by coming out with something rather clever about how this is the point where we’re supposed to engage in small talk. It’s like he read my mind.
Another tick goes in the mental list of check boxes.
‘Shall we not bother?’ I reply. ‘I don’t care what the weather’s doing, and didn’t watch any telly last night.’
He laughs and the ice on this date is suitably broken with no injury.
Jamie hands me my glass of wine. For some reason, as he does this, he lets out a little high pitched squeak from the back of his throat and for the briefest of moments it looks like he’s just licked a battery.
This is the second strange interlude I’ve seen so far tonight. I hope they’re not a sign he has some kind of mental complaint.
So far the advantages are outweighing the disadvantages though, so I let it slide and we go over to a table close by the window.
Our conversation from then on is very enjoyable.
Jamie is quite charming and can spin a good story. Not massively surprising since it turns out he’s a writer.
I relax nicely into it, but I get the impression he’s still nervous throughout, as he sits upright the entire time and only makes small, careful movements.
I think it’s quite endearing really… and a good sign he’s not a cocksure idiot.
The only bad thing that happens is when my leg starts to bleed.
There I am, happily talking about how bad Come Dine With Me is and I feel the disconcerting sensation of blood trickling down my calf, towards the hundred pound high heels I’ve only owned for a month.
I have to beetle off to the loo on three separate occasions to sort the plaster out before the threat of a blood stained shoe is completely averted.
Still, it isn’t nearly as bad as the piles episode from a few weeks ago and I don’t think Jamie notices I’m having a problem.
As the evening wears on I become unpleasantly aware of the stock check I have to get up at six in the morning to do tomorrow, so part of me is quite glad when Jamie says he needs to leave as he has an early morning too.
There’s another part of me that hates the infernal drudge of the working week though, as I’d be more than happy to stay here and keep talking with this handsome, funny guy for a lot longer - instead of having to rush off home early because I’ve got to pay the rent.
We leave together and I manage not to limp too much as we walk back to where I’ve got El Denté parked.
After a slightly embarrassing exchange about how the little red terror came into my life, Jamie asks if I’d like to see him again, and for what seems like the first time in my life, I don’t have to hesitate to say yes.
My heart skips a beat as he leans forward to plant a soft kiss on my cheek. I feel a little electric shock run down my back as he does.
Having said our goodbyes, I drive away from The Barley Corn with the dumbest smile in history plastered across my face.
So there you go Mum, that’s how I officially met Jamie Newman.
We’ve already planned a second date. He’s promised to cook for me!
I’m expecting to be struck down with some hideous, disfiguring disease any moment now.
Or he’ll turn out to be a serial killer.
Or worse – married.
Love and miss you, Mum.
Your surprised daughter, Laura.
xx
Saturday 4 June
I should have known.
I should have bloody well known.
Whenever things look like they’re going well, along comes Captain Cock-Up to ruin everything.
It’s my fault really.
What else did I expect from being so optimistic about a new woman?
It simply isn’t in the great, galactic plan of existence for me to be anything other than a hideously lonely single bloke. Jamie Newman is simply meant to be a champion masturbator and video games expert.
All that successful relationship stuff is for other men, who haven’t in some way offended the gods at some point in their lives.
I don’t know what I did, but it must have been a transgression of enormous magnitude to deal me such a harsh blow - and remove yet another chance of a happy relationship from my miserable little life.
Everything started out well.
On paper it looked like a good idea as far as second dates go.
Instead of the usual trip to the cinema or repeat pub performance, I thought I’d invite Laura round to my house for some grub.
Now, I’m fully aware that this kind of thing is usually third, or even fourth date territory, but sue me, I liked this girl a lot and wanted to make a good impression.
What better way to prove that I’m the right man for her than knocking up some tasty fajitas, along with a bottle of expensive red?
No, get your mind out of the gutter, I didn’t plan on this being some kind of seedy night of seduction… just something a little bit different, with more effort on my part.
I fully intended to sit at one end of the couch with her at the other, and a suitable amount of second date distance between us.
From asking around, I’m led to believe that fajitas are a popular meal for couples in the very early stages of courtship. I have no idea why this is. I’m sure somebody with a beard and too much time on their hands would say it has something to do with sex - but they’ll say that about anything if it’ll make girls more attracted to their beards and improve their chances of a bunk up.
Regardless, Laura seems to approve of the fajita idea. ‘Not too spicy though, please,’ she asks, and I’m more than happy to oblige. While I’m not going to attempt any horizontal shenanigans, it would be nice to get a proper kiss at the end of the evening, and having breath like our old friend Isobel probably wouldn’t be a good idea.
Ever since I burped into a girl’s mouth when I was a teenager I’ve been terrified of food related disasters while dating.
I promise Laura to keep the spice to a minimum.
A speedy shop in Tesco provides all the ingredients I need.
Such was my desire to create a good impression I didn’t even plump for the own brand cheap stuff. I went straight for the top of the range.
I was particularly pleased with acquiring some of that very expensive free range corn fed chicken, which had been put in the sale section at 50% off.
Laden down with various ingredients including peppers, salsa sauce, the chicken and an onion (chuck in the spice mix and that’s pretty much the recipe for fajitas if you’ve never attempted it) I wend my merry way home to begin my cooking extravaganza.
As usual when I’m doing something outside my comfort zone, I over compensate.
Instead of just going for a few fajitas, I also decide to cook nachos, cheesy jacket potatoes and a mixed salad – with an enormous chocolate torte for afters.
You know that African village I could have clothed with my Primark purchases? Well tonight I was going to cook enough to feed the buggers for a week as well.
I won’t bore you with the details of Mexican cookery. Suffice to say you chuck the fajita stuff into a frying pan, the potatoes in the oven and the nachos in the microwave.
By
The doorbell rings at
She’s wearing a very pretty cream dress, which looks fabulous, but probably isn’t the best thing to wear when you’re about to eat messy Mexican food.
I don’t point this out of course… I’m not a complete idiot.
She makes appropriate noises over how good the food smells, and as I pour her a glass of red, I’m very pleased to hear her compliment me on the way I’d laid the table.
This delights me more than it usually would because I had to borrow the table (and the matching cutlery) from my sister.
It had been a right bugger to lug back to the house in the car. Single men don’t have much call for dinner tables (it’s much easier to eat your pizza straight out of the box while sat on the sofa) and I sure as hell wasn’t going to buy one for just one evening.
I like Laura a lot, but let’s keep things in a bit of proportion, eh?
I nearly picked up some candles from Wilkinsons to top the whole thing off, but thought better of it, as it’d be laying it on a bit thick for a second date.
Unfortunately the table is quite small, so can’t handle the banquet I’ve cooked.
I have to resort to dragging over the coffee table, which wouldn’t be too bad were it not for the fact my mate Ryan had drawn a penis on it in permanent marker last month while he was arseholed on cheap gin.
I cover the offending phallus with the bowl of potatoes before Laura sees it.
The meal itself goes off without a hitch. The non-spicy fajitas come out well, Laura likes the cheesy jacket potatoes and the chocolate torte is demolished with no concern for calorie intake.
Admittedly, there’s still a mountain of food left at the end, but that’s what Tupperware and freezers are for, after all.
We stay sat at the table chatting for well over an hour with no problems whatsoever. She isn’t even bothered when she lifts the bowl of potatoes and sees Ryan’s handiwork.
By
Oh Lord have mercy, how wrong I was…
Sunday, June 5th
Dear Mum,
I knew it was too good to be true.
I don’t think I’ll be seeing Jamie Newman again.
Things happened on Friday night that I am only now able to put into words.
I’ve spent the weekend in mortified shock and while I’m usually happy to tell people about my dating misadventures, this one will stay between me, you, Jamie and whatever heavenly deities may be watching (and laughing their collective celestial bottoms off no doubt).
The evening began with the customary hatred of my wardrobe.
There was literally only one item I could wear that was suitable: the lovely cream dress I’d picked up for Melina’s wedding to Travis last year that I never got round to wearing because of the ‘incident’. You know… the one I told you about? Where she found all those pictures of her sister naked on Travis’s phone?
The fallout has only just settled from that one.
Anyway, that was the dress I wanted to wear.
One problem though: I was going to be eating fajitas.
Sloppy Mexican food and cream dresses do not a happy combination make.
But what choice did I have? It was either that or the purple maxi that sagged at the boobs, the cocktail dress with the permanent absinthe stain, or the Elvis jump suit I’d bought for a Halloween party two years ago.
I’d just have to eat very, very carefully, that was all.
It’s apparent when he opens his front door that Jamie has decided to wear an entire can of Lynx deodorant this evening. I let him off (and hold my breath) as at least he’s made too much effort instead of none… which is always better in my book.
The rather lovely smell of cooking fajitas is even stronger than the Lynx and I feel my stomach rumble in anticipation.
I’ve virtually starved myself all day to make sure I’m hungry. Even if Jamie is a terrible cook, I’ll eat whatever is put in front of me.
This is another one of Tim’s valuable dating tips – one which actually makes some sense in a twisted, masochistic way.
I needn’t have worried… Jamie is in fact a very good cook – even if he has made enough to feed an entire football team.
His house is quite tidy for a boy.
The Raiders Of The Lost Ark poster hung on one wall is a bit much, but at least it’s in a frame.
‘Signed by George Lucas himself!’ he says with pride, as if this is meant to mean something to me.
Other than that – and the vast collection of DVDs that seemed to exclusively feature things exploding – Jamie’s bachelor pad is more than acceptable.
I firmly believe the way a man keeps his house says a lot about him.
There was one guy I dated years ago called Nathan, who thought that purple suede effect wallpaper all over the house was a good idea - along with a black sofa, black curtains and a matching black coffee table. His penis, along with his skill at conversation, was very small.
Then there was Terry, who thought nothing of inviting a girl to his house, even though he had no less than thirty posters of Page Three girls stuck up with blu-tac in various places. There was even one on the toilet door, to be gazed at whenever he was taking care of business. Terry could talk the hind legs off a donkey, but was also severely under-endowed - and snorted when he laughed.
Finally, there had been Zach. Zach was hung like a horse and a very witty guy. Unfortunately, he also had the hygiene habits of a pig with chronic sinusitis. There were things growing in his kitchen that still give me the willies every time I think about them.
Zach therefore never managed to give me his willy, no matter how many times he invited me over to his cess pit.
Once Jamie’s meal is finished (including a bloody huge Gü pudding that’s going to take weeks on the infernal cross trainer to get rid of) we sit at the table with contented full bellies, chatting about anything and everything for a couple of hours.
The night goes swimmingly and the conversation is sparkling.
The first indication that something is horribly wrong is when I have the uncontrollable urge to fart.
I’d deliberately asked Jamie not to put much spice into the fajitas for just this reason. Spicy food plays havoc with my internal workings.
They had been mild fajitas – but not mild enough it seems.
So while he’s telling me all about the time he went kayaking in
I hold on to the fart successfully until Jamie goes out to make coffee.
With relief I negotiate it out of my body without noise.
But oh my, it’s a stinker.
You cannot imagine how embarrassed I was…
Here I am on a second date with a man I already like a lot and I’ve just turned his front room into a gigantic Dutch oven.
All I can do as he returns is hope his sense of smell is terrible.
Jamie puts down the coffee and has a sniff.
‘Oh no,’ he says, as I go crimson. ‘Sorry Laura, the bin smells a bit. I’ll just go empty it.’
So there it is… my backside officially smells like a rubbish bin.
As Jamie bashes and crashes around in the kitchen I feel a very unpleasant rolling motion coming from my stomach.
A blinding wave of nausea passes through me.
‘There we are, all better,’ Jamie says as he comes back into the room.
‘Where… where is your toilet, please?’ I ask weakly.
‘Upstairs. Second on the left. Are you okay Laura?’
‘Yes, yes I’m fine.’
No, no I am not fucking fine!
Out of the chair like a shot, I’m over to the stairs faster than you can say salmonella.
I experience the onrush of another enormous pocket of air in my bowels and hurry up to the first floor.
Sadly, the motion of rushing up the stairs is too much for my delicate innards and as I get three quarters of the way up I fart again. A long, sonorous wet number that carries all the hallmarks of somebody in imminent danger of soiling themselves.
It was so loud Jamie must have heard it.
I wish I had time to be suitably mortified, but my bowels are sending me such strenuous emergency signals that all other thought is banished from my mind.
In the bathroom I get my dress pulled up and my knickers down at the speed of light and park myself on Jamie’s toilet (I still have bruises on the backs of my thighs from where I sat down so heavily on the seat).
Blesséd - and noisy - relief then follows.
This is such a terrible turn of events I should be feeling that the bottom has fallen out of my world – were it not for the fact the world is now falling out of my bottom.
It’s only a small house, so Jamie must be able to hear what’s going on. I’m pretty sure the people in the neighbouring houses can too.
It was a wonder they didn’t call out the fire brigade.
‘Are you okay?’ I hear Jamie cry from downstairs. ‘Only you looked a bit green when you - ’
He stops mid sentence.
I then hear the sound of heavy, fast footsteps and the clatter of pots and pans coming from the kitchen. A cry of horror, a couple of gasps, a plaintive squeal, and then hideous, hideous silence…
I remain locked in my death struggle for a good ten minutes.
Finally – mercifully – the tide abates and I can prize myself off the bowl.
I still feel pretty nauseous and fear that there will be an encore performance in the near future, but for now the worst is over.
I flush and wash, breathing deeply to restore some composure.
The walk back downstairs is… cautious.
Jamie is nowhere to be seen so I walk across his lounge, along the hallway and into the kitc -
Oh sweet mother of God!
Jamie is squatting over the pedal bin, his trousers round his ankles. He looks up at me in horror.
‘I’m sorry!’ I wail and back away as fast as I can.
In a state of skin crawling disbelief, I stand in the lounge waiting for Jamie to (oh God) finish up and compose himself.
He eventually re-appears, holding his stomach and shuffling slowly into the room. The look on his face is one of such abject misery I feel a pang of sympathy.
I’m sure the expression on my face isn’t that much different…
On the surface it’s because of the rampant food poisoning we’re obviously suffering from, but on another level I’m sure we also realise that there’s no hope of a relationship blossoming between us now.
Not after he’s heard me fart like a sumo wrestler with irritable bowel syndrome.
Explosive diarrhoea is not something you can simply overlook after two dates.
…nor is shitting into a bin.
There are no words.
The mutual embarrassment is so cringe worthy there’s simply nothing to say.
I scuttle past Jamie into the hall and grab my coat. My stomach rolls again as I catch a whiff of the kitchen.
‘You don’t have… have to go,’ Jamie says.
‘I really think I should,’ I argue. ‘This might not be over yet. I want to get home.’
His little face crumples. ‘Aah. Okay.’
He opens the front door and I walk out into the blissfully cool night air.
I know I should turn and say goodbye, but the mortification is too much to bear. All I can do now is keep my head down, run back to El Denté and drive back to the flat (with its lovely clean girl’s toilet) as quickly as possible.
As I reverse the car out, I look back at Jamie still standing in his doorway, watching me go with a face like a kicked puppy.
I see him clutch his stomach again and grimace - and know he’ll be running upstairs any moment to finish the evening with a bang.
I feel another wave of nausea pass through me and hope I get home before the rotten fajitas assault my lower intestines again.
El Denté’s dashboard may be wipe-clean, but that is of scant comfort. Besides, the seat sure as hell isn’t.
In the space of two hours this has gone from the very best date I’ve ever had to the very, very worst.
I’m frankly surprised the whole debacle hasn’t given me severe emotional whiplash.
I did make it home, Mum.
Just.
Things finally settled down about two in the morning and I dropped into an exhausted sleep.
It’s been two days now and I managed to eat some dry toast for tea this evening. I think I might be ready to try something more exotic like a tin of baked beans tomorrow.
What I won’t be trying again for an extremely long time is dating.
When it results in a near death experience and the most embarrassing moment of your life, it’s probably time to give it a rest for a while, don’t you think?
Love you and miss you, Mum… as always.
Your poorly daughter, Laura.
xx
Monday 4 July
Today marks the one month anniversary of the worst night of my adult life.
It eclipses the day I was fired from a lucrative freelance contract with a popular restaurant chain due to a spellchecker changing the word ‘taste buds’ to ‘testicles’ in a promotional pamphlet I was responsible for. Thousands of people got a chance to read all about how the cuisine on offer would ‘tickle their testicles with flavour’.
It was also worse than the time I broke my ankle while pretending to be Spider-man at a fancy dress disco, and had to spend eight hours in casualty dressed as the web-slinger, because nobody sober enough was around to bring me a change of clothes.
Yep, straight to the top of the pile of shame is the night I gave a pretty girl food poisoning, causing her to take the shit from hell upstairs in the bathroom, while I defecated painfully into the pedal bin downstairs.
…look, I had no other choice, alright? By the time I reached the kitchen, my bowels were screaming at me to do something constructive. It was either the bin or the sink, and when you lift the bin lid it looks a bit like a toilet seat. I wouldn’t recommend it as an alternative to the more conventional set-up. Let’s just say there’s a real danger of splash back and leave it at that.
It was only last week I was able to tell somebody about what happened during my second (and last) date with Laura McIntyre.
Ryan tried his hardest to stop laughing after an hour, but eventually had to go and splash water on his face to calm down a bit.
Needless to say I didn’t attempt to contact poor Laura again.
I mean, what the hell do you say?
The text would go something like: Hi! Sorry I gave you the galloping shits. Fancy a movie? I’m sure the popcorn won’t be full of salmonella!
There was a tiny part of me that hoped I might hear from her though… but that hope has thus far come to nothing.
It’s been over four weeks now and I’m fairly sure Laura (and her intestinal tract) have gotten over the night of the uncontrollable squits. I’m sure she just wants to put the whole thing behind her and move on with her life.
…which leaves poor old Jamie Newman mired back in the world of the single man again.
To compound my misery I was invited to a dinner party at the weekend.
Now, I know this makes me sound initially ungrateful. After all, an invite to a party is not to be sniffed at, and at least goes some way to proving that I’m not a complete social pariah.
However, you have to bear in mind that the people inviting me to the party are a couple.
Couples invariably invite other couples to parties. This is the way of things. Similarly, single people tend to mainly ask other single people to their shin-digs.
I’m thinking of ringing up the Natural History Museum and telling them
There are in fact two distinct types, who only like to mix with their own kind whenever possible: Homo couplus and Homo singlus.
Sure, there is interaction between species when necessary, but it is often stilted and awkward. It always comes as something of a relief when the other one eventually buggers off.
As very much a member of the Homo singlus crowd I had to weigh up the pros and cons of being invited to a party that would no doubt consist predominantly of the enemy camp.
Was it worth the discomfort and possible social inadequacy to avoid another Saturday evening on my own, watching whatever crap Ant and Dec are hosting at the moment on ITV?
I concluded that it probably was…
It would be bad enough if there had only been a sporadic number of my fellow singlus species at the party, scattered amongst the happy couples, but it turns out I’m the only single person invited.
Yep, it was three happy partnerships and one miserable Jamie Newman sat round the dinner table eating Chinese food.
Hosts for the party are my mate Dave and his wife Katherine. They’ve been married for seven years, so have reached the stage where the shine has well and truly been rubbed off the apple.
This suits me fine, as if I’m going to engage with members of the Homo couplus crowd, I’d prefer them not to be enthusiastic about the whole thing. There’s nothing worse than a new relationship being flaunted in front of you when you’re all on your own.
As for couples two and three, they are the epitome of horrifying middle class self-obsession, and were both ostensibly invited along for the entertainment value.
One couple are Dave’s friends, the other Katherine’s.
‘You’ve got to come mate, it’s going to be hilarious,’ Dave had told me over the phone. ‘You know how bloody awful they both are – especially when they get together.’
That’s what really swayed it for me. I very much doubted Ant and Dec could come up with anything as potentially amusing as two middle class couples trying to out-do each other in the materialism stakes.
Angela and Mitchell know Dave and me through work, while Katherine had introduced Sophia and Iain to our social circle about six months ago. Ever since then, whenever they were in the same room together, you could almost feel the tension crackling back and forth between them.
I begged David to let me be the one to get the ball rolling this evening. I hadn’t been given the chance yet and was thoroughly looking forward to it.
So, about an hour into the dinner party, with most of the kung po chicken eaten and a relaxed, convivial atmosphere in the room, I drop the following bombshell:
‘So then everyone, are any of you going on your summer holidays in the next few weeks?’
It’d taken me mere seconds to decide on this particular opening gambit. I knew damn well that both couples hadn’t been on holiday yet and were planning to go away, so this was the perfect catalyst for tonight’s entertainment to begin.
Dave stifles a laugh and Katherine has to get up to pour another glass of wine before she gives the game away.
‘Oh yes!’ Angela says happily. ‘Mitchell and I are off to the
‘We’re not that keen on the
‘Really?’ Mitchell pipes up, barely able to disguise the sneer on his face. ‘I never feel it’s exclusive enough there.’
‘Oh, it is indeed,’ Iain retorts, sitting up in his chair. ‘We get the same vibe from going there as we do when we ski in Val d’Isère every year.’
‘
‘Pfft!’ Sophia exclaims, sounding like a tyre going down. ‘The place is full of Americans. It’s also heavily commercialised.’
‘Maybe the parts you’ve been going to, hun.’
Zing! That’s round one to A&M.
‘We’re going to
I have to get a piece of this. ‘Really? I’m going camping in the
Katherine spits her wine out.
Angela, Mitchell, Sophia and Iain all look at Dave with barely concealed contempt. They don’t even bother trying to conceal it when they look at me.
Dave ratchets things up a notch by moving on to an even more electric topic: ‘See you’re driving the new Mercedes SLK, Iain.’ He turns and regards Mitchell. ‘Tell me Mitchell, has that got a better spec than your BMW or not?’
Ooh. That’s a good one…
Mitchell and Iain spend the next ten minutes arguing who has the better traction control system, heated rear seats and on-board computer.
They probably should have just whipped down their trousers and measured up - it would have saved a lot of time. I have a feeling neither would win any awards if they did.
Iain wins the car round by correctly identifying that his over-priced German executive cruiser costs about a grand more than his opponent’s.
I thought Mitchell did very well to not bite into his wine glass.
‘My Punto went through its MOT last week!’ Katherine tells us all.
‘Good for you,’ I congratulate. ‘My Mondeo’s suspension makes a noise like a cat throwing up whenever it goes over a speed bump!’
Dave nearly chokes on a prawn ball.
It’s Katherine’s turn to stoke the fires now and she really hits a home run with: ‘I see you’ve got a new handbag, Sophia. Chanel, is it?’
Perfect.
If cars get the lads going, handbags are sure to set the women off.
‘Yes! Wonderful isn’t it?’ Sophia holds up a ghastly brown snakeskin monstrosity that features two golden buckles slightly larger than my head.
‘I had that one last year,’ Angela comments in an off-hand manner that in reality is anything but.
‘Really? What have you got now?’ You could have cut diamonds with Sophia’s tone.
Angela pulls out a slim, silky grey number that certainly looks more aesthetically pleasing than the bulky Chanel job and waggles it in Sophia’s face. ‘Prada.’
Game, set, and match Angela and Mitchell!
Silence descends.
You can almost hear Sophia chewing on her own liver. Iain has gone a somewhat disturbing shade of puce.
I’m trying very hard not to giggle every time I take a sip of wine.
Then Angela ruins it. ‘Have you found yourself a girlfriend yet Jamie? Maybe you can take one camping in the
Bitch.
‘Not yet,’ I tell her and knock back the rest of my Merlot.
‘Oh, that’s a shame. You should try speed dating.’
I bite back a suitable retort and resist the urge to jump across the table and throttle middle-class Angela, with her shameless materialism and oh so helpful nuggets of advice.
‘Or the internet?’ Sophia adds. ‘My assistant Karen found somebody on a dating site, bless her. She’d been single for years by the time she gave it a go. It’s not something I’d ever consider, but it looks like it’s worked for her, the poor girl.’
Is it possible to throttle two people at once? Or should I just go and buy a shotgun?
Then I come out with the well rehearsed and practised lie that every singleton knows off by heart: ‘I’m not really looking at the moment, actually. Happy being free and single, to be honest.’
You pathetic, lying bastard Newman…
Katherine sees the look on my face and quickly pours more Merlot into my empty glass. I can see veiled sympathy in her eyes, which is almost worse than the barbed comments from the other two women at the table.
‘How are things at the company, Iain?’ Dave asks, trying to steer the conversation away from my barren love life.
Iain and Mitchell proceed to try and beat each other in the ‘who gets the better job perks’ argument, but frankly my heart’s not in the contest anymore.
For the first time I’m acutely aware that I’m the only single person at the table. The half bottle of red wine I’ve now consumed is not helping my mood, so by the time the clock hits
I manage to suppress the urge to strangle both Angela and Sophia as they air kiss me goodbye.
Dave claps me on the back as I walk to the front door, blackening my mood further.
I don’t need people feeling sympathetic for me anymore than I need to be told I should try internet dating like that ‘poor girl Karen’.
My house is about a thirty minute walk from Dave’s place so I amble home in no particular rush, attempting to lift my mood by breathing in the fresh summer night air and thinking happy thoughts.
Needless to say, even though it’s gone
…this always happens.
There’s nothing more guaranteed to bring hoards of happy, loving couples out onto the streets than when you’re trying to forget how single and lonely you are.
I decide to count how many examples of Homo couplus I stumble across in the two mile walk back to my house.
Eleven.
Eleven bloody love partnerships between me and my front door.
Can you believe that?
The bastards were coming out of houses, passing in cars, walking hand in hand down the street.
There was even one pair walking a dog. One of those poxy little
I stumble back into my house, lock the door and sit down in the lounge to watch a bit of Saturday night television.
The first programme that pops onto the screen when I turn on the Sky box is Dating In The Dark.
Luckily I’m still quite drunk, so my aim is off and the remote control thankfully misses the telly.
I regret my outburst – and the broken remote control - ten minutes later when Four Weddings comes on and I have no way to turn the bastard thing off.
It’s a good job I went to bed before Snog, Marry, Avoid? started, otherwise the next day’s paper would have carried the story of my late night homicidal rampage through the streets, killing anyone who looked remotely like they were in a relationship.
…or walking a fucking
Sunday, August 14th
Dear Mum,
The sunburn has finally faded and stopped hurting as much.
I now look like a human being again, instead of a boiled lobster.
It was a fantastic holiday, but boy have I paid for not taking the Italian sun seriously…
Still, two weeks soaking up the Tuscan heat was just what I needed after the year I’ve had so far.
The shop is just about making a turn back into the black thanks to the new deal I’ve struck with the wholesalers, and getting Tilly in as an assistant has been a Godsend. I was sad that Tim had to leave, but I won’t lie when I say that paying Tilly a lower wage has really helped balance the books - and kept me sane.
My series of dating disasters put me on the back foot as well – particularly the fajita episode with Jamie Newman.
There were a couple of times I almost texted him to say hello, but as my finger hovered over the send button, I had flashbacks to thunderous stair farts and pedal bins - and hit delete instead.
The anniversary is always hard, Mum.
No matter how many years pass, I still dread July 17th. It never gets easier without you here.
When Charlie suggested the trip with her to
Her cousin’s villa was gorgeous, right out of a romantic novel.
Despite the crispy lobster complexion I walked around with for the fortnight after coming home, I can safely say it was one of the most relaxing weeks of my life.
So content was I when I returned I even agreed to go out with Martin, the blonde, attractive salesmen from the wholesalers I’m now working with.
It was completely out of the blue.
We were doing a stock check at the warehouse and discussing a potential increase in the amount of truffles on my monthly order, when he straight up asked me if I’d like to go for a drink.
I never even knew he was single!
I said yes (much to my surprise) and we had a very enjoyable lunch date at one of the local bistros in the shopping centre a few days later.
The second date was just as pleasant, this time for a couple of hours in the pub just down the road from me.
It was only when we hit the third that things unravelled spectacularly... resulting in a very unexpected development, it has to be said.
I’m not the kind of girl who believes in things like fate, but after Friday night I may have to re-evaluate.
In a change of pace Martin suggests we hit the town together and visit some of the clubs dotted around the city centre.
I’m pretty keen on this idea as I don’t think my mortal soul can stand yet another quiet country pub or coffee house.
Instead, we meet at The Frog And Figment - one of the popular bars in the part of the city frequented by the hip, happening young people.
I freely admit to being someone who happened about eight years ago, but I’m willing to revisit the hectic Friday nights of my youth just this once.
We both turn up in taxis, so we can drink without fear of subsequent criminal proceedings.
Martin certainly seems in the mood to let his hair down and has downed two Jack Daniels before I’ve even got halfway through my first vodka.
‘It’s good to be out on a Friday night, isn’t it?’ he shouts at me over the Lady Gaga spilling from the enormous speakers mounted close to the ceiling.
‘Yeah, sure is!’ I reply enthusiastically, trying to get into the spirit of things.
‘Rock ‘n roll baby!’ Martin shouts, knocks back the tequila shot he’s just bought and loudly claps his hands together.
It appears Martin becomes a somewhat different proposition once he’s got a couple of drinks inside him…
He was quite a straight-laced, quiet guy on our previous two dates, so I’m rather surprised to find myself in the company of a guy who says things like ‘rock ‘n roll baby’ with no trace of irony when approaching the legal limit.
Still, it’s been ages since I let my hair down and Martin is a good looking guy, so I decide to forgive him some alcohol induced exuberance and try my best to catch up in the inebriation stakes.
This proves impossible, given the pace at which Martin is downing shots. You’d think alcohol was about to be made illegal.
‘Lesss go to the Sheeter Lounge,’ he says about an hour later, draping an arm around me. ‘I wanna do some dancin!’
The Cheetah Lounge isn’t my favourite place, given the speed dating / piles triumph of a few months ago, but I’m willing to give it a try. ‘Okay!’ I holler over The Kings Of Leon.
‘Great! C’mon then!’ He downs the dregs of his pint (this is one boy not afraid to mix), grabs my hand and drags me towards the exit before I have time to finish my vodka.
It’s gone
Martin and I stand with a selection of people younger, better dressed and more excitable than we are.
…actually, scratch that last one as far as Martin is concerned.
One of his legs is jiggling up and down and you can tell he’s dying to get on that dance floor and bust some shapes.
He pays for us both to get in (which my overdraft thanks him for) and we push our way into the already full club.
‘How about El Cheetos?’ he suggests. ‘They’re doing cheap tequila all night!’
‘Can we just go to the Jungle Bar instead?’ I respond. I don’t really fancy the Mexican section, having spent an itchy couple of hours in there. Also, Martin appears to have quite the taste for tequila. I don’t think being near a bar selling it for next to nothing would be a good idea.
‘Yeah! Alright! Rock ‘n roll baby!’ he virtually screams and does the hand clap thing again.
To use a phrase like that once can be considered unfortunate, but twice in one evening suggests we might be skirting close to the edges of a catchphrase here, which is a distinct no-no in my book… especially when it’s punctuated with that annoying hand clap.
Still, I’ve downed four vodkas, so I once again put the issue out of my mind as we head to The Jungle Bar and the dance floor Martin is no doubt desperate to shake his booty on.
And boy, does he shake it…
I’ve never seen somebody have an epileptic fit while simultaneously being electrocuted with a cattle prod, but they would still have more co-ordination than poor old drunk Martin.
There’s a strange jerking of the hips going on, accompanied by wild arm flailing that makes him look likes he’s directing air traffic during a hurricane.
As the Pendulum track gets into its stride, my date’s wild undulations achieve dangerous proportions. The other people on the dance floor are now starting to give him a wide berth.
There’s every chance he’s about to head butt his own knee.
‘I’m just getting a drink!’ I shout. ‘Do you want one?’ This should get me away from the blast zone for a while.
Martin takes time out from his erratic thrashing to tell me he wants a Jägermeister. ‘Make it a double!’ he adds.
‘Okay!’
‘Rock ‘n roll baby!’ Hand clap.
Oh shit.
So this date’s gone south then.
A third use of the catchphrase, accompanied by a style of dancing that would make Morris Men weep, means I’ve had enough.
I start formulating excuses to leave as I’m waiting for the drinks. I’ve elected to go with a Diet Coke, as I’m going to need all my wits about me.
Mind you, I’m not sure Martin would even notice if I just sloped off without telling him, as caught up as he is in his body popping extravaganza.
Nevertheless, I decide to go with an ‘I feel sick and need to leave’ excuse as I carry our drinks back over.
If he pushes it I’ll just tell him it’s period related. That should shut him up.
I hand Martin the drink, and he mercifully stops his one man assault on the art form of dance to take a swig.
‘Phew! I’m really hot!’ he says.
Hmmm… with your hair sticking up, face as red as a baboon’s arse and sweat patches under your arms? I’m not so sure, buddy.
‘Shall we go outside Laura?’
This is actually a pretty good idea. I’m pretty damn sweaty myself and could do with some air. It might also be easier to give Martin my excuses to leave if I don’t have to shout at him over more Lady Gaga.
‘Okay!’ I shriek and lead the way out onto a broad veranda at the back of the club.
The terrace is packed with smokers and clubbers looking for a breath of fresh (hah!) air, but we find a corner to stand in, having squeezed past them.
The cool air is glorious and Martin is starting to resemble a normal human being again now he’s not in sight of a dance floor.
‘You having a good time, Laura?’ he asks.
He’s got such a happy smile on his face that my resolve crumbles. I can’t bring myself to throw out a spurious excuse for leaving.
Damn my manners!
‘Yes I am,’ I lie.
‘Yeah, me too. Wouldn’t mind leaving soon though.’
Brilliant!
It sounds like I won’t need to use an excuse anyway.
‘Getting a bit hot and bothered here and wouldn’t mind going somewhere quieter.’ Martin leans closer to me.
Oh dear.
‘Um… that’s nice,’ I say and try to back away. Sadly I’m right up against the railing that runs around the veranda and have nowhere to go.
‘Maybe we could blow this joint and have a little fun on our own,’ he says and waggles his eyebrows.
Martin then does something so incredible I still have trouble believing it happened.
He leans against the railing and starts to gently massage his right nipple through his shirt with one finger.
My eyes widen in shock.
He must be mucking about.
‘How would you like to come back to my place?’ he says, leering at me while continuing to play with his nipple in a slow, seductive circular motion that makes me feel quite ill.
Oh good God, he’s serious.
Martin has gone from potential relationship material to potential restraining order material in the space of two hours.
I have to suppress a horrified laugh as he starts to caress both nipples.
He’s also pouting at me.
‘Sorry! Feel ill! On my period! Have to leave!’ I blurt out and shove past him.
‘Wait! Laura!’ he calls after me as I speed back into the club, heading towards the main exit as fast as I can in the tightly packed throng of people.
I can hear Martin calling my name even over the bombastic music, so I know he’s close behind me.
If I can just get to a taxi as quickly as possible, I’ll be okay.
Bursting from The Cheetah Lounge I hurry along the pavement to the taxi rank.
There aren’t any…
Unbelievable.
Martin is now right behind me again.
‘Oi! Where the hell are you going, baby? The night’s still young.’ He grabs me by the arm and spins me round.
‘You can’t just fuck off and leave me like that.’ He drunkenly stabs a finger at my face. There’s an edge to his voice that makes my heart race.
Okay, this has now gone from plain weird to downright scary.
I look over his shoulder to see the bouncers busy with a herd of scantily clad girls. No-one is looking at me - and what is fast becoming my maniac stalker.
‘I reckon you should just relax and give me a kiss,’ Martin says, leaning in. His breath is horrendous.
‘Let me go, Martin,’ I tell him firmly and try to shake off his grip. He outweighs me by a good four stone though and his arms are very strong, so I can’t get free. ‘You’re hurting me.’
‘Nah… I’m not hurting you. You’re fine. You just need to loosen up a bit.’ He tries to kiss me and I turn my head away in disgust. ‘Don’t be a fucking bitch Laura,’ he hisses.
I try to pull away again.
Now I’m scared to death.
‘Let her go, mate,’ a calm voice says to my left.
I look up and Jamie Newman is standing there.
‘Piss off, dickhead,’ Martin replies.
What happens next is scary, but quite wonderful at the same time.
Jamie walks forward, grabs Martin round the throat, puts his face right up to Martin’s and stares at him with an absolute look of hate. ‘I said let her go, or I’m going to beat the living crap out of you right here and now… dickhead.’
Martin is a good three inches taller and two stone heavier than Jamie, but the venom with which the threat is issued causes the bigger man to instantly release me.
Martin pushes Jamie away and steps back.
You can see his intoxicated brain trying to size up the situation. Jamie looks to be stone cold sober, so it could be something of a one-sided fight.
…mind you, if Martin starts busting out some of his head butting dance moves it might end up being a close run thing.
Given the look of fury on Jamie’s face and his sobriety, Martin wisely decides this is a fight his inebriated body is very likely to lose and puts up his hands. ‘Chill out, mate. Jus’ mucking about.’
‘Go muck about somewhere else.’
Jamie couldn’t be my hero any more right now if he had his pants on over his trousers.
Martin looks back at me. ‘You’re a fucking slut,’ he says and points a finger.
Charming.
The drunken idiot then turns and marches back towards the club.
I lose sight of him in the crowd of girls and turn to Jamie. ‘Thank you so much,’ I say with relief.
‘Not a problem. I was walking along and saw you over here. Wasn’t going to bother you, but I saw him getting handy.’
‘Yeah. That was scary as hell. Don’t know what I’d have done if you hadn’t come along. Very brave of you. Thanks.’
‘Brave? You’re kidding aren’t you? I think I’ve just shit myself.’ The fury is gone and Jamie now looks as white as a sheet. ‘I’m glad he didn’t kick off. He probably would have beaten me senseless. The last time I won a fight it was because my best mate broke my favourite He-Man.’
‘I thought he was a nice guy,’ I say in a small voice.
‘He-Man?’
‘No… Martin. That guy you just saved me from.’
‘Apparently not.’ Jamie fishes out a packet of cigarettes, pulls one out and lights it. He looks at me and misinterprets my expression. ‘Sorry, I keep meaning to quit but don’t seem to get round to it.’
‘No, no. That’s fine. You mind if I have one?’
I haven’t had a cigarette for seven years, but as I’ve been nearly sexually assaulted by one man - and certainly saved from it by another - I figure a smoke can’t hurt at this point.
It turned out Jamie was only in town to pick up his friend Ryan and his new girlfriend Isobel.
He offered to give me a lift home and I gratefully accepted.
As I climbed out of his car outside the flat, I paused and looked at Jamie.
This was the man who had been the cause of the single most embarrassing moment of my life.
…but he was also now my knight in shining armour.
I was still drunk at this point remember, so probably wasn’t thinking straight, but I decided that the second thing cancelled out the first.
‘Would you like to go out with me again sometime Jamie?’ I asked him, eliciting a wide-eyed look of surprise.
There’s that smile again. I’ve missed it.
‘Yeah, I’d love to Laura.’ He looked worried for a second. ‘I promise I won’t cook.’
So we’re going out on a second first date together.
Or should that be a third date?
I can’t quite decide.
Love and miss you, Mum.
Your karmic daughter, Laura.
xx
Sunday 21 August
This being the twenty first century, I was under the impression that to pull a member of the opposite sex you had to be in touch with your feminine side, openly express your emotions and have ‘empathy’ with other people (whatever the hell that is).
However, it turns out all I had to do to get another date with the lovely Laura McIntyre was threaten to beat up another man.
Who says chivalry is dead, eh?
After the fajita debacle I’d tried to convince myself that Laura really wasn’t worth the trouble anyway, and that it didn’t matter I’d never see her again.
A load of old hogwash, of course.
I was really hung up on Laura McIntyre… whether I liked it or not.
I admitted this to myself for the first time the other night when I was in town meeting Ryan and saw Laura being roughed up by some prick in a cheap suit.
I am not by nature a violent (or particularly brave) man, so it was testament to how much I fancied her that I threw caution to the wind and stepped up.
Thank God he wasn’t some ju-jitsu expert who could weight lift half a ton and crack walnuts with his arse cheeks.
It was the look of fear in her eyes that spurred me into action.
The second I saw it I was consumed by some kind of unholy, indignant rage that propelled me through the confrontation to its successful conclusion - and out the other side into the cool, calm lagoon of reflective dread known as the ‘what the fuck have I just done?’ feeling.
You know… when you’ve just narrowly escaped serious physical harm and can’t help dwelling on what might have been.
When my heart beat had returned to a normal pace and my bottom had stopped twitching, Laura and I held quite a sensible conversation.
Explosive bowel movements and pedal bins weren’t brought up once.
I further secured my position as her knight in shining armour by offering her a lift home.
This was only slightly marred by Ryan and Isobel making some unsubtle comments about Laura and me, which probably sounded like the height of comedy genius to them in their drunken state, but was embarrassing as hell for me.
I really shouldn’t have introduced those two to one another…
Once I’d chucked them out of the car - to parting cries of ‘Wahaay! Get in there Newman!’ and ‘Watch out! He spunked on Jesus!’- it was a far more pleasant drive through the quiet early morning streets.
Laura was wearing perfume that targeted my libido and I found it quite hard to stay on the right side of the road.
You can imagine how surprised I was when she asked me out on another date. I think she was pretty surprised herself, judging from the look on her face after she’d suggested it.
I wasn’t going to give her a chance to back out though and immediately said yes.
It seems, gentle people of the blogosphere, that the cure for giving someone chronic food poisoning is to save them from a drunk sex maniac.
I don’t know that you’ll ever be called on to use this piece of advice constructively, but you can’t say I didn’t warn you.
Right then… third date time!
Usually, these are pretty easy to arrange. By this point you’ve generally established a mutual interest in one another and the third meet up is really just an excuse to get the two of you together in an environment conducive to snogging.
Unfortunately, my situation with Laura was somewhat unique.
This was indeed the third date, but given the disaster of the second I felt a bit more effort was required on my part to make sure that she fully forgave ‘The Fajita Debacle’.
This meant spending a decent sum of money on an interesting and exciting activity that would bring us closer together – but one that wouldn’t scare her off by being too overtly romantic.
Now, you may already be thinking of ideas for such an activity…
Perhaps a nice bike ride in the country, followed by drinks and a meal in a pub sounds like a good idea?
How about a show in
Or how about something more unusual, but potentially rewarding, like a pottery class? After all, it worked for Patrick Swayze in Ghost, didn’t it?
You may be considering all these things and more, but please don’t forget for one second that I am a colossal idiot.
In my infinite wisdom I decide we should spend an evening go-karting.
Yes, you read that correctly: go-karting.
I panicked, you see.
The weather wasn’t nice enough for riding a bike, I wouldn’t know a good musical if it bit me on the arse and then sang about it, and if I attempted pottery I would inevitably end up producing a giant ceramic phallus.
About a week beforehand I’d been chatting to somebody at work. They’d mentioned how much fun last year’s works outing to the local go-kart track had been.
It sounded like a brilliant idea to me, so I rang and booked two places on an open session.
You’ll be completely unsurprised to learn that Laura was less keen about the whole thing.
‘Go-karting?’ she says. I can tell by her tone of voice that it isn’t her cup of tea.
I grimly plough on, because once I’ve got an idea in my head, it’s very hard to dislodge, no matter how hard you smack it. ‘Yeah! It should be great fun.’
‘Er… okay,’ she says, trying to sound positive. ‘It’s different I guess.’
The doubt in her voice makes me wince.
I give her the details of where to meet and I hang up to begin some hardcore hand-wringing.
This is another one of Jamie Newman’s legendary dating gambles.
As the last one ended up with me having to buy a new bin for the kitchen, I’m not altogether confident it’ll pay off.
We meet outside ‘Go-Karting For Fun’ on Friday night. I only managed to get us booked in at
Laura looks nervous.
As do I.
I’m guessing it’s for very different reasons.
‘I’ve never done anything like this before,’ she tells me.
‘Neither have I. Still, nothing ventured, nothing gained, eh?’
‘Hmmm.’
She follows me in to the building and we walk over to the cash desk, the drone of kart engines filling the enormous metal warehouse.
‘Hi,’ I say to the race director standing behind the counter. He’s about the same age as me and is wearing the expression of a man who knows that things went horribly wrong at some point, but can’t quite remember when.
‘Can I help?’ he says, hoping I’ll say no.
‘Yeah. I booked an hour for two people. Name of Newman?’
The guy picks up a pen and asks us to sign in. We write our names down on a sheet of paper that contains several paragraphs of small print – no doubt designed to absolve the company of any blame should either one of us get decapitated while out on track.
He then points out the changing room just along the way and we head off to get into our racing overalls.
Unlike the type Formula One drivers wear, these look like oversized baby grows. I’ve never worn a ‘onesie’ before so this is a new experience for me.
Laura gives me a non-descript look as she stands up and folds her arms over the expansive material.
‘I don’t feel much like Lewis Hamilton,’ she remarks. ‘Well… maybe when he was two years old.’ She sticks her thumb in her mouth and crosses her eyes.
‘These things aren’t flattering, are they?’ I say, doing a couple of quick squats.
Laura joins in the impromptu exercise routine, and before long we’re both laughing our heads off doing squats and lunges in our enormous overalls.
We then add helmets to the ensemble, which makes us both look like those bobble-head toys people stick on their dashboards. I start wobbling my head around like a maniac while continuing to do expansive lunges, making Laura actually snort a couple of times with laughter.
‘Ready to go, are you?’ the race director says, poking his head through the doorway and looking at us both like we’re lunatics. Laura and I sober up fast.
‘Oh yes,’ I say. ‘Roger that!’
Quite why I’ve started talking like a fighter pilot is beyond me. It seems appropriate though, what with the helmet and everything.
The director favours me with a withering look and turns to leave. Laura and I trail in his wake like naughty children. She starts wailing like a toddler (thankfully muffled by her helmet) and waddling as we make our way onto the track. I follow suit, much to the disgust of the surly looking marshals who are stood around waiting for us to bloody well get on with it.
There follows a mind numbing ten minute safety lecture, delivered in a monotonous tone of voice by our bored host.
Then finally, the fun begins…
In the next hour (which I had to pay an obscene amount of money for I should add) I learn a lot more about Laura McIntyre than I would have had we done something more prosaic like bike riding. I can thoroughly recommend a bit of competition laced with mild danger to show you a person’s real character.
We’re barely out of the pits before Laura is bumping into me from behind, telling me to get a move on. All trace of the nerves she’d displayed when we arrived had well and truly disappeared.
‘Come on slow coach!’ she shouts and moves out to overtake me as I sedately take the hairpin.
Given that I was still trying to make up for giving her food poisoning, I should probably have let Laura run rings around me.
I am a heterosexual male however - and am therefore incapable of letting a woman get the better of me while sat in a mechanically propelled device. To do so would let down my entire gender.
With red mist descending, I take off after my date - sorry, my opponent - with the pride of the male species at stake.
The next forty five minutes of my life are humiliating to the point of absurdity.
Laura laps me.
Twelve times.
It appears I’ve untapped some hitherto unknown talent for motor racing in Laura McIntyre that puts my hack-sawing at the wheel to utter shame.
She’s frankly brilliant.
While I spin the kart almost every time I try to take a corner with any speed, she’s on and off the gas with expert timing, hitting all the apexes perfectly.
When presented with some competition, Laura becomes an altogether different person… one I wouldn’t like to meet in a dark alley.
Every time she comes haring past to put me another lap down, I’m treated to an insult or abusive gesture, each one more obscene than the last:
Lap one: A mocking wave.
Lap two: ‘Speed up Jamie!’
Lap three: ‘Put your bloody foot down!’
Lap four: Pokes her tongue out.
Lap five: ‘‘My granny’s faster than you!’
Lap six: ‘You suck!’
Lap seven: Middle finger.
Lap eight: ‘Twat!’
Lap nine: ‘You’re my bitch!’
Lap ten: Wanker sign.
Lap eleven: Double wanker sign.
Lap twelve: Double wanker sign. Tongue poked out. ‘You’re fucking crap!’
By the time the buzzer goes to signal the end of our session I’m feeling so emasculated I might as well be wearing a dress and lipstick.
As I trundle into the pits, she jumps out of her kart and starts to do a bizarre victory dance. This alternates between wiggling her arse at me and jumping round like Zebedee, singing about how much of a loser I am.
I stand there and watch her do this with a rueful smile on her face.
I should be feeling terrible.
I should be feeling embarrassed.
But I’m pretty sure what I’m actually doing is falling in love.
Here’s this beautiful girl - who was prepared to give me a second chance after I’d nearly killed her – so completely at ease that she can make herself look a complete pillock in front of a man she’s met three times and a bunch of bored race marshals.
Hell, I even enjoyed the trash talk while we were on the track.
I’ve never met anyone quite like her. She’s amazing!
…oh fuck me, I’m in trouble.
Laura continues to berate me about my driving skills as we get rid of the overalls and helmets.
We head out of the building over to our cars and Laura starts questioning other aspects of my manhood, including my general sporting prowess, my physical strength and even my skills in the bedroom.
I get the feeling she’s getting her own back for the embarrassment of the fajita incident and I’m (more or less) happy to let her rant.
Besides, she’s very funny and I can’t help but laugh.
‘Now, would you like some tips before you drive home, Jamie?’ she says as I open my car door. ‘We wouldn’t want you crashing the second you pull out of this car park, would we?’
‘Ha ha. You’re not doing much for my self esteem here, woman.’
Laura affects a quite hideous expression of misery. ‘Ooooh. Is wittle Jamie feeling bad about himself?’ she says in the silliest baby voice I’ve ever heard.
‘Give it a rest, McIntyre.’
‘Oh yeah?’ Laura pulls herself up to her full five foot six inches and steps forward. ‘…and what are you going to do about it if I don’t Newman?’ She puts her hands on her hips and thrusts her chest out in an age old gesture of defiance.
I’ve never wanted to kiss anyone more in my life.
‘Guess I’ll have to prove to you that my go-karting skills have no bearing on my manliness.’
‘Oh right... and exactly how are you going to do - ’
I’ve thrown caution to the wind and gone in for the kiss.
Luckily for me (and future instalments of this blog) she kisses right back.
It’s not the most romantic place for a first snog - in a dark car park on an industrial estate, up against a P reg Nissan Micra with a dent in the wing - but it’s still ten of the best minutes of my life.
‘Okay…’ she eventually says in a breathy whisper and pulls her head back. ‘That’s enough of that for one night, pal.’
I let out a little whimper of disappointment. ‘Alright.’
…actually, this is to be expected.
Women are much like the monster in a good horror movie. They don’t like to give away that much too quickly.
A horrible analogy obviously, but I’m sure you get the point.
‘Thrashing the pants off you has knackered me out,’ Laura continues, separating herself from me and the monster erection I’m now sporting.
‘Well you can thrash the - ’
‘Don’t even think about finishing that sentence,’ she tells me.
Yep, I’m in love.
Bugger.
‘I’m off home to take a nice bath before bed. I stink of oil.’
‘You smell pretty good to me. When can I see you again?’
‘Not sure. I’ll give you a ring though.’
Laura jumps into her car and starts the engine. ‘Despite the fact you drive slower than old people have sex, I really enjoyed this evening Jamie.’
‘Me too Laura.’
‘You certainly kiss better than you take a corner. See you soon.’ She pokes her tongue out and goes momentarily cross-eyed. ‘Loser!’
…and she’s gone. Out of the car park at speed in her little dented Nissan, driving like she’s still in the go-kart.
I stand in the car park for another few moments, a dumb smile on my face.
I probably would have been there longer, were it not for the fact that the race director came outside for a smoke and started giving me the stink eye.
A woman ran rings around me tonight – in more ways than one.
Some guys would probably hate that.
I couldn’t be happier.
Sunday, August 28th
Dear Mum,
It was up to me to arrange the fourth date.
I couldn’t keep expecting Jamie to do it. God knows what he’d come up with next. I didn’t really fancy a day rock climbing or shark fishing.
…that’s being a bit unfair.
I really enjoyed the go-karting in the end, despite initial reservations. Even if it did bring out a side of me I’ve never seen before – and don’t particularly want to see again.
I’ve spent the past few days being very careful not to earn myself a speeding ticket. Whenever I see a corner now, I want to take it with my foot buried in the throttle.
I also find myself swearing at other motorists and making v-signs.
I may require counselling at some point in the near future.
Anyway, I said I’d come up with the idea for our next date.
It’s the twenty first century after all, so the woman should be allowed to set the tone of the evening as much as the man.
Sadly, I couldn’t think of a bloody thing for us to do.
The shadow of fajita night still hung over us, so a meal was out. I can’t stand ten pin bowling - and being a typical bloke, I doubted Jamie would like a long, romantic walk in the country.
Hmmm.
Cinema it is then!
Yes, I know it’s clichéd and dull, but all I really wanted was another go on those lovely soft lips of his, so I couldn’t give a damn what the actual content of the date was beforehand.
The choice of movie wasn’t important either, so I took a cursory glance at the local listings and saw something called ‘Bound Together’. It looked like a thriller, which was perfect. Not a girly romantic comedy he’d have hated, and not a stupid action movie I would have been stone cold bored with after five minutes.
I went for the small cinema on the waterfront that shows independent movies.
I can’t stand the multiplexes – partly because the smell of rancid popcorn turns my stomach, and partly because at this time of year they’re packed to the rafters with people going to see the latest CGI infested blockbusters.
The Harbour Cinema is a much nicer proposition.
We meet in the car park outside and I have to resist the temptation to kiss Jamie there and then. No-one likes to be easy though, so I just let him give me a quick peck on the cheek and we go in.
The woman behind the counter gives me a funny look when I ask for two tickets to Bound Together. I should have realised something was amiss right then.
Her expression doesn’t register though as I’m quite pre-occupied with how nice Jamie smells. He’s standing right behind me, and whatever he’s wearing is making me a bit weak at the knees.
‘Did it sound good in the write up?’ he asks as we walk away from the counter.
‘Mmmm. Yeah. Yeah it did,’ I reply. I didn’t have a clue whether it sounded good in the write-up or not. I didn’t care either. As long as I could sit nice and close to Jamie in a darkened room I was happy.
We settle in to our seats.
There are only a few other people in the cinema with us. All of them men.
…another vital clue I completely missed thanks to Jamie’s aftershave.
There are no trailers, so we go straight into the movie.
The first few minutes seem pretty innocuous.
A pretty girl is walking through an indeterminate Eastern European city. A suitably airy piece of incidental music plays over the scene as she meanders through a flower market.
Then a large black van pulls up and whisks her from the street.
Exciting stuff… but not nearly as exciting as the fact Jamie’s leg just brushed up against mine.
The screen fades to black.
Then we see the girl again, this time tied to a chair. She’s naked.
Two men enter the room.
The music isn’t light and airy anymore.
The men move closer to the girl and things start to happen.
The next few minutes are eye-opening to say the least.
While not quite hardcore pornography, there’s certainly enough flesh, grunting and bodily fluids on display for it to be borderline. There’s also a nasty misogynistic element that makes me squirm even more in my seat than the piles did at The Cheetah Lounge.
God knows what Jamie is thinking…
I’d barely paid attention to the movie I’d chosen, figuring it wouldn’t matter. He must think I’ve actively decided that the best movie for us to see on our fourth date is a seedy European softcore porn movie.
I daren’t look at his face.
Mine is bright red.
I can feel the embarrassment radiating from my cheeks like a convector heater.
I’ve got nowhere else to look but at the screen, where it appears one of the gentlemen concerned is now slapping the poor young girl on the forehead with his penis, while the other one in inexplicably putting her feet into a bucket.
I have no idea why.
Perhaps the Eastern Europeans find galvanised steel sexy.
The penis slapping goes on for another few seconds. I can’t quite decide whether the girl is enjoying it or not.
The other guy starts washing her feet in the bucket with icy water. He also appears to be masturbating feverishly.
I’m now so shamefaced by all this I’ve sunk down into my seat far enough for my knees to be hitting the back of the one in front.
Look at him. See what expression he’s got on his face.
No! I can’t do that.
You have to, you idiot! If he’s looking disgusted it’s bad… if he’s looking horny it’s worse.
I sneak a glance at Jamie, terrified I’m going to see him cross-eyed and dribbling with pleasure – much like the guy sitting about eight seats further down the row.
Jamie is in fact crying.
…with laughter, that is.
It’s one of those silent laughing fits that are almost painful to experience. He’s holding his sides, and it looks like someone’s shoved a broom up his backside. The tears flow down his cheeks and he keeps making high pitched squeaking noises in an effort not to burst out laughing and disturb all the mouth breathers - who are no doubt loving every second of the penis slapping.
Laughter is infectious as we all know.
My cheeks rapidly become bright red through suppressed hilarity, rather than embarrassment.
We both manage to hold it together for another couple of minutes, but then the penis slapper calls the girl a ‘cock-a-holic’ in a thick Polish accent.
I’ve never laughed so much in my life…
It doesn’t help that the other guy is now sucking the girl’s toes like his life depended on it, while simultaneously slapping his own meaty posterior with a tennis racket.
Jamie and I jump out of our seats to a chorus of angry shushing noises from the mouth breathers.
There’s nothing like two idiots laughing like hyenas to put you off your stroke, I suppose.
We erupt from the screen in a gale of laughter.
Jamie has to stand against a wall bent double for a few moments while the giggles do their terrible work and I have to sit down in a nearby chair to get my breath back.
‘Why… why did you think we should see that?’ he asks between gasps. ‘I thought you said it looked good?’
‘I lied! I didn’t… didn’t look at the reviews properly.’
‘Really? You don’t say?’ Jamie wipes his eyes. ‘I’d love to have seen them though,’ he continues, and makes writing gestures with his hand. ‘If you only see one movie this year with a man slapping his penis on a girl’s head, make it this one! Five stars!’
This sends me off into another gale of laughter and we only sober up enough to leave the cinema when the woman from behind the counter comes storming round the corner, telling us to be quiet.
With our movie going experience cut short, we elected to visit the nearest pub… where Jamie proceeded to mercilessly tease me about taking him to see a porno flick.
After I rubbed his nose in his total lack of driving ability the other day, I guess it was nice for him to get his own back.
‘Now Laura,’ he said, leaning forward and taking my hand. ‘If that was your way of saying you like having your feet sucked, you could have just told me, you know.’
‘Sod off.’
‘And indeed, if it makes you feel sexy, I can go buy a sausage and smack you over the head with it, if you like. It’s not quite the same thing, but this is only our fourth date.’
He spends another fifteen minutes at this before I get bored and shut him up by moving my chair right next to his - and favouring him with a lingering kiss that definitely wakes his sausage up.
Frankly, I wanted sex there and then, but if there’s one weapon a woman has in her arsenal when it comes to assessing a man’s worth, it’s seeing how he reacts when you hold off getting naked and sweaty for just a little bit longer…
We parted company in the car park after virtually dry humping against his Mondeo for ten minutes.
Any of the mouth breathers watching Bound Together would have probably enjoyed what we were doing even more.
…provided we both put buckets on our heads, I suppose.
As I drove home, I knew that the next time I’d see Jamie would be when I’d finally go all the way with him. I just had to decide the best way for that to happen on my terms.
As ever, love and miss you, Mum.
Your very distracted daughter, Laura.
xx
Tuesday 6 September
Good grief, it’s hotter than a mustard vindaloo out there.
This is not the weather you’d expect for September in the
The unseasonable warmth was an appropriate backdrop to the consummation of my relationship with Laura McIntyre on Sunday night.
While the country was sweating thanks to the clammy Indian summer, we were sweating for much more enjoyable reasons.
Don’t fret, I’m not dumb enough to write about it here without having run it by Laura first.
I’m smart enough to know that telling the world about your first sexual encounter with a new woman without getting her permission isn’t likely to win you many brownie points.
She’s given her blessing… and actually said she was looking forward to reading it.
No pressure there, then.
Turns out she writes a diary herself, though she’s very cagey about it.
…my mind’s afire with curiosity.
I got the idea that Laura might be ready to go a little further than the public display of affection stage when she suggested I come over to hers for the evening.
When a woman invites you into her home it tends to suggest things are proceeding in the right direction.
While I didn’t count my chickens before they’d hatched, I did make sure a fresh condom was secured in my wallet, just in case.
I won’t lie and say that my heart wasn’t beating faster than usual as I rang her doorbell. I was really looking forward to having the opportunity to, well… ring her doorbell.
‘Evening handsome,’ Laura says with a cheeky smile as she opens the door.
‘Christ, you look incredible,’ I reply.
This is no word of a lie.
Laura is wearing the classic ‘little black dress’.
If someone has invented a sexier outfit than this, then I certainly haven’t seen it… especially when the woman wearing it has a figure to die for.
To trot out a hackneyed expression: there she stood with all those curves and me with no brakes.
I stop speculating about what she might be wearing underneath the dress, otherwise I’m likely to spend the next five minutes on the doorstep staring at her and dribbling.
I hand over the bunch of flowers I’ve just picked up in Tesco and give her a kiss.
Stop making that face.
Tesco flowers are perfectly acceptable in my book - provided it’s a last minute thing.
It only occurred to me that I should buy her some as I walked out the door.
Admittedly, I should have thought of buying a bunch a lot sooner and visited one of the local over-priced flower emporiums, but at least I didn’t pull into the nearest Shell forecourt and pick up a bunch that stank of petrol.
Originally our plan was to get take-out, but Laura surprises me by stating that she’s cooked us a spaghetti bolognese.
‘Don’t worry,’ she says when she sees the look on my face. ‘I made sure the mince was fresh and cooked properly. We’ve got two toilets though, just in case.’
‘Very funny.’
‘Got us a movie to watch afterwards as well. My flatmate’s out, so we can watch it in the lounge.’
Movie?
Lounge?
These are not the things a horny gentleman wishes to hear on a night he’s designated for first time rumpy pumpy.
Watching a movie (along with eating a meal) will fill up a majority of the evening, leaving little time for hanky panky.
Maybe this is Laura’s plan though.
Perhaps she wants to take things slow, and not jump right to the winky wonky.
…yes, I did make that last one up.
This turn of events does not meet with approval from my penis. He’s not happy in the slightest.
My stomach is quite content however with the smells emanating from Laura’s kitchen.
I go into the lounge and sit at the table while she dishes up the meal. We chat about our respective days through the serving hatch as she wrestles with the pasta.
I offered to help, before you accuse me of being a lazy misogynist, but she told me to stay put.
This is probably wise as the last time I was let loose in a kitchen I nearly killed the both of us.
To head off any thoughts you might be having of a repeat performance of fajita night, the bolognese is fabulous and there are no unpleasant after effects (other than my need to break wind expansively later that evening).
We continue to chat about nothing in particular over the meal, though I have to admit to being somewhat distracted by the soft whispering sound her stockings make every time she crosses her legs.
‘What movie is it?’ I ask.
Please be a short one. Please be a short one.
‘Slumdog Millionaire. I’ve never seen it. Have you?’
‘No, but I’ve heard good things about it.’
Mainly that the bugger is a good two hours long, damn it.
‘Great!’
‘Completely devoid of slapping penis, I’m led to believe.’
We clear away the plates and settle down to watch the flick.
To be fair to Danny Boyle’s tale of life in the Mumbai slums, we did manage to get through a whole thirty seven minutes before turning our attention to more exciting activities.
While the acting, storyline and cinematography are all very nice, they really can’t compete with a beautiful woman in a tight black dress, who’s had three glasses of wine and is feeling frisky.
By the time Slumdog (I never catch his real name) starts getting close to winning the million rupee jackpot, I’m getting pretty damn close to scoring a jackpot of my own.
Upon discovering what Laura has underneath her little black dress, my penis goes on a metaphorical victory lap and high fives my testicles: Black stockings, black frilly knickers and suspenders with red bows – it’s every red blooded man’s dream.
I’m not sure she’s so enamoured with my Primark boxer shorts, but at least they were clean on that day, which hopefully counted for something.
Ten more highly enjoyable minutes go by before Laura says something that sends my penis off around the track again for another lap.
‘Let’s go upstairs,’ she whispers into my ear.
As this isn’t a bad romantic comedy from the eighties, I don’t attempt to pick Laura up and carry her. I let her climb the stairs under her own steam – which is fine by me, as I’m right behind her and get a good eyeful of her bottom. She hasn’t pulled the dress back down properly, so the tops of her stockings are visible.
My penis is now pulling champagne corks and jumping up and down on the podium with the national anthem playing in the background.
It’s baking hot in her bedroom so Laura throws open the windows, letting in a pleasant breeze, only slightly blocked by the curtains she pulls to prevent the neighbours getting a free sex show.
It’s still fairly early in the evening so I can hear voices coming from the gardens of nearby houses.
Within a minute of hitting the bed I’m naked apart from the budget Primark pants.
Laura allows me to divest her of a majority of the lingerie, to her apparent relief.
‘This stuff looks good, but it’s a pain in the backside when it’s hot like this,’ she says as she rolls one stocking down her long, tanned leg.
‘Mmmm,’ is about all I can manage. My brain has pretty much frozen solid watching the stocking as it makes its way down her thigh.
There’s a moment when you’re in bed with someone for the first time when you realise that you’re completely naked in front of them.
This usually leads to a strange combination of sexual excitement and neurotic anxiety.
It’s one thing to see someone else’s sweaty naked body, but the prospect of them also seeing yours – with all its blemishes and imperfections – is somewhat disconcerting.
Luckily, sexual excitement generally wins the battle nine times out of ten, and worries about self image are lost in the ensuing tangle of body parts.
The foreplay is brief. We both want it that way.
There will (hopefully) be plenty of time for long, languid sex sessions in the future, but right now we were both in such a state of excitement that delayed gratification really wasn’t on the cards.
I climb on top, look into her deep blue eyes, plant a gentle kiss on her lips and slide slowly into her, making us both gasp.
My eyes stay locked with hers as I run a hand down that long, tanned leg, marvelling at how soft and sensual -
‘MITTENS!’
What the bloody hell is that?
‘WHERE ARE YOU, MITTENS!?’
From what seems like right outside the window, the sound of a highly upset little girl’s voice breaks the mood like a badly thrown sledgehammer through a sheet of glass.
‘What the hell’s going on?’ I exclaim.
‘Oh Christ… it’s the girl in the block across the way,’ Laura says. ‘She’s got a cat. The bloody thing’s always going missing.’
For a few moments we stop, listening out for more from beyond the curtains.
When there isn’t I look back into Laura’s eyes and start to move my hips forward again, watching her reaction as I –
‘MITTENS!’
Bollocks.
‘COME HOME MITTENS!’
Now I’m really getting put off my stroke.
I stop again… and we both wait once more for another outburst.
This time a good couple of minutes go by.
‘You think she’s given up?’ I ask.
‘Yeah. She doesn’t normally do it for long.’
‘Okay.’
I kiss Laura and again start to move my hips back and forth.
I expect to be interrupted at first, but by the time I’ve worked up a bit of a rhythm, I’ve forgotten about Mittens and have my mind firmly back on the job.
It’s not long before Laura starts to moan loudly.
She’s starting to build to a climax and I increase my speed, her moans becoming gasps with each thrust.
We’re moving together now, faster and faster… the orgasm getting closer as our bodies work in harmony and our –
‘MITTENS!’
Laura starts laughing – partly at the timing, partly at the look of angry frustration on my red, sweaty face.
‘Astrid?’ a man’s voice says. ‘Will you stop calling that stupid cat? It’ll come home when it wants to.’
Judging from how annoying ‘Astrid’ is, I’d wager Mittens has done a runner in an attempt to avoid going deaf, and won’t be back any time soon.
‘But daddy! He might have been run over!’
‘I doubt it. Inside with you, I’m sure it’ll be back soon.’
I would have genuinely liked this bloke for dragging his noisy daughter inside, were it not for the fact the idiot had called her Astrid.
The moment somewhat lost, I climb off Laura and lie next her while her giggles gradually dissipate.
‘Sorry about that,’ she says, draping one leg over my body. ‘The flats are close together round here. You get to hear a lot.’
‘No worries. Let’s just hope nobody heard us.’
‘I was being as quiet as possible. It wasn’t easy though… you know what you’re doing, Newman.’
Excellent.
‘In fact, I feel like I should step up my own game.’
For once, I’m glad that Laura is a competitive little soul, as she now slides down my body and starts to give me the single best blow job I’ve had in years.
I’m in absolute heaven.
Before long I can feel my climax building again. I’m caught in a wave of total pleasure as she licks me with her tongue.
This is simply the best feeling I’ve had in months and I never want it to –
‘MITTENS!’
We ended up watching the rest of Slumdog Millionaire on Laura’s portable TV, figuring that Astrid would eventually go to bed and we’d be left in peace.
The credits rolled on the movie at about eleven, and Laura and I finally got to have some uninterrupted fun.
I just about managed to put Astrid and Mittens out of my head, but I have to confess I didn’t relax entirely until the deed was properly done and Laura was wrapped in post-coital bliss in my arms.
I ended up staying the night and was late for work the next day.
There’s nothing quite like waking up with a warm, soft female body next to you to put a smile on your face on a Monday morning.
In the end it was fantastic night, but I don’t think I’m ever going to be able to look at a pair of children’s gloves in the same way again…
Monday, September 19th
Dear Mum,
It’s at times like this I really miss your advice.
Something’s happened that has set my head spinning faster than a washing machine on ‘heavy soiled’.
I’ll try to explain. Maybe writing it down will clear my head and help me come to some kind of decision.
Last time I spoke to you, I was telling you about my first time with Jamie.
Despite the next door neighbour’s insistent attempts at ruining the moment, Jamie and I had sex for the first time - and it was quite exceptional.
There’s nothing like a hot, sweaty summer’s evening to kick start your libido… even if it does mean being part of one small girl’s hunt for her missing cat.
Having got past the semi-awkward first time together, Jamie and I embarked on what could only be described as a rampant sex-a-thon. Over the course of the next week we rocked the Kasbah every night.
Sometimes twice.
By the end of seven days I was so knackered from trying to combine a newly discovered sex life with work I could barely keep my eyes open.
I always tend to get emotional when I’ve not had much sleep, so I’m afraid I let the side down a bit last Wednesday when I burst into tears in front of Jamie as we lay together in his bed.
‘Are you alright?’ he said in a panicked voice. ‘I didn’t do anything wrong did I?’
‘No,’ I assured him as I wiped tears from my face. ‘It’s nothing to do with you. Today is my mum’s birthday.’
‘Aaah.’ He didn’t really have anything else to say, bless him.
Jamie already knew that I’d lost you Mum, but we’d never gone into much detail. Things were different now though, so I spent a few minutes explaining what had happened.
‘A friend of mine died of cancer about three years ago,’ he said when I told him what had taken you away. ‘I know it’s nothing like what you’ve had to go through, but it was horrible.’
He planted a soft, gentle kiss on my forehead. This made me cry again – for somewhat different reasons.
‘What was she like?’ he asked, wrapping his arms around me. I’d never felt so safe.
I told him all about you…
The big things and the little things:
How you brought me up on your own after dad left us, working yourself into the ground so I could go to college and university.
How you loved chocolate, eating and cooking with it, and the hours we’d spend in the kitchen when I was a little girl, rustling up all sorts of sugary treats… which led to three fillings in my twenties.
I even told him about my twenty first birthday, when you surprised me with the trip to
‘Why
‘I’ve always wanted to go there, ever since I saw Roman Holiday. Audrey Hepburn was my idol when I was a girl. It’s a truly beautiful place. Mum started to get sick just after the trip, so it was the last time I got to spend quality time with her. It was the happiest weekend of my life.’
‘That’s lovely,’ Jamie said. ‘Nice that you have a memory of her like that.’
I’m going to stop writing about this. It’s getting difficult because I’m having trouble seeing through the tears.
Moving on then:
Suffice to say, things were going very well with Jamie at this point.
Then my bloody ex-boyfriend Mike comes along and throws a gigantic spanner in the works.
I hadn’t seen him for over a year and a half, and was at the point where the break-up was a distant memory, rather than the all consuming agony I’d carried around with me for months.
It was last Friday when Mike Adams walked back into my life and turned it upside down.
Again.
It was lunch time and I was stood behind the counter enjoying a lull in foot traffic. I’ll never complain about having lots of people in the shop parting with their hard-earned, but it’s nice to have a break now and again when you’ve been on your feet for five solid hours.
Sipping a cup of coffee and munching on a prawn mayo sandwich from Marks & Spencer, I was neatly ensconced in a pleasant daydream about what filthy things I intended to do to Jamie that evening. It involved the French maid’s outfit that had been hidden at the back of the wardrobe for four years, and the tube of play lube stuck in the front pocket.
The speculative smile dropped off my face when I looked over to the entrance to see Mike standing there looking tanned and annoyingly healthy.
A jolt went through my whole body.
‘Hi sugerbear,’ he said and walked towards me.
My stomach rolled.
The last time I heard him call me that was the night he dumped me.
The night he sat on my bed, the sheets crumpled from the desperate sex I’d just had with him, and told me all about Le-Anne, the girl who worked with him at the gym.
‘We’ve done nothing together yet,’ he’d assured me, as if that would make it any better. ‘But we really like each other. I don’t know what it is about her. We just seem to get on so well.’
…well enough to send a five year relationship with me down the drain, anyway.
Enough!
I spilled this all out last year in these pages. We don’t need a repeat performance.
Needless to say all the tears and misery come flooding back as Mike strolls up to the counter - that oh-so charming lop-sided smile plastered across his face.
‘What are you doing here Mike?’ I ask, from roughly ten thousand miles away.
‘I would have come in sooner. It just took this long to work up the courage.’
‘What do you mean?’ I drop the half-eaten sandwich. My appetite has deserted me.
‘I’ve been walking past for a few weeks now. Every time I think about coming in, you look busy with customers so I don’t. How’s the shop doing?’
‘It’s… it’s doing fine, thanks. Why have you been walking past?’
‘To see you, baby.’ He looks genuinely sad. ‘I miss you so much.’
‘You miss me?’
‘Yeah. Of course I do.’
‘What about Le-Anne?’
He contrives to look guilty. ‘Well, we didn’t work out in the end.’ Those big green Irish eyes look deep into mine. ‘She just wasn’t you, hun.’
It’s impossible to describe the mixture of emotions that cascaded through me.
I open and close my mouth a couple of times like a hungry guppy, before pulling my wits together enough to respond.
‘I’m seeing somebody,’ I say, altogether too quickly. Jamie’s kind, open face pops into my head. ‘It’s too late for us.’
Mike actually looks like he’s about to cry. ‘I was afraid you’d say that. Should have known you’d get snapped up by somebody else. I’m so sorry I left you. I was an idiot.’
‘Yes. Yes you were.’
‘But I realise that now. I love you, Laura. Always have. Is there any chance for us? Do you like this guy that much?’
…God help me, I don’t know.
I should be showing him the door. I should be telling him this boat has sailed. I should be kicking him to the curb.
But damn me, I’m not.
Jamie’s face is replaced by the five years I spent with Mike: The holiday to Koh Samui. The way he used to nibble my toes. The long weekend in
Oh bloody hellfire.
‘You dumped me for another woman, Mike.’ I’m trying to keep some steel in my voice. It’s not working.
‘I know. I’m an idiot. I threw the best thing I ever had away.’ He moves around the counter, removing the barrier between us. ‘Please Laura. Just come out with me. We can talk. Then if you want, I’ll just leave you alone.’
Somehow, he’s taken my hand in his. I didn’t notice it happen.
‘I don’t know, Mike.’
‘For old time’s sake, if nothing else?’
The eyes have it.
‘Okay. Next week sometime.’ Jamie’s face reappears in my head. I feel terrible.
‘Great. I’ll call you. Same number, yeah?’
I nod, dumbfounded by this turn of events.
‘Great.’ He turns and notices an old couple walking into the shop. ‘I’ll leave you to it.’
I don’t even flinch when he leans forward and kisses my cheek.
What the hell is wrong with me?
This man put me through the emotional wringer and here I am contemplating letting him back in my life again.
I watch Mike leave, my jaw slack.
The timing is incredible.
I finally meet a new man and the old one comes barging back in, turning everything upside down.
I’m consumed by guilt at agreeing to meet Mike for a drink. There’s a part of me that loathes the ease with which he talked me into it.
Jamie doesn’t deserve this.
But how the hell else am I supposed to feel? Mike was my entire life for five years. I’ve known Jamie a few weeks. I don’t have the history with him… or the memories.
And let’s not forget that he was the guy who gave me food poisoning.
So what’s worse, McIntyre? Breaking your heart or giving you the galloping shits?
Good point…
Damn it.
I’m seeing Mike on Thursday night, Mum.
I’m nervous, excited, sickened, ashamed and angry - all in equal measure.
He’s got a lot of explaining to do, but God help me, I do want to hear what he’s got to say.
I’m seeing Jamie tomorrow as well… though I might try to get out of it.
I owe it to the poor guy to get my head straight before anything else happens with him.
What’s a girl to do, Mum?
Your confused daughter, Laura.
xx
Wednesday 21 September
I knew something was wrong with Laura the second she answered the phone.
There was a reluctance in her voice she couldn’t disguise. It sounded like she couldn’t wait to hang up.
Until yesterday, she’d always sounded happy to speak to me, but when I rang her at work mid-afternoon there was a definite change.
‘So what do you fancy doing this evening?’ I asked.
‘Um. Not sure. Might just have the evening in actually. Quite tired.’
Hmmm.
She’d sounded keen about getting together the last time we’d spoken on Sunday. Something was definitely wrong.
‘Okay. How about I just come over and hang out for a while?’
‘I don’t know Jamie.’
The cold clammy feeling that had been settling in across the back of my neck got worse. I tried to ignore it.
‘I won’t stay long if you’re tired. I’d really like to see you though.’
‘Yeah… okay. Come over at
Maybe she was just tired.
Or maybe she’s decided she’s had enough of you.
I said goodbye and hung up with a sinking feeling in my stomach.
I didn’t have a clue what I’d done wrong.
I certainly hadn’t poisoned her again.
The sex had been pretty fantastic from my point of view… hers too, judging from the noises she’d been making. I hadn’t made any social faux pas (much to my surprise) and had been on my most charming behaviour every time I’d seen her.
I literally had no idea what the problem could be.
It was therefore with some trepidation that I rocked up at her flat that evening.
‘Hiya,’ she says, the smile on her face a bit forced.
‘Hi,’ I reply. I’m too worried to smile.
‘Come in Jamie.’
The rather formal use of my name doesn’t bode well.
Neither does the way she ever so slightly backs away when I lean in to give her a kiss.
‘Is something the matter Laura?’ Two can play at the formal game.
I don’t get a reply immediately, but I know the dreaded phrase ‘we need to talk’ is fast homing into view like a runaway oil tanker.
Say anything else, woman.
Tell me you’ve come down with herpes.
Tell me you have to leave the country because the KGB has caught up with you.
Tell me you’ve been in contact with your home world and are being called back to the Orion Nebula.
‘We need to talk.’
Bollocks, fuck and shit.
‘Alright,’ I sigh deeply and make my way through to the lounge like a man headed to the gallows.
She sits in the chair across the room from me, a sure sign she’s about to say something unpleasant.
‘You’re not about to tell me you’ve won the lottery, are you?’ I say, trying to make light of the situation.
She smiles in a half-hearted way. ‘No.’
‘Go on then. Put me out of my misery.’ I point a finger at her. ‘But if you don’t want to see me anymore because of the bloody fajita thing, I won’t be happy.’
‘I don’t want to stop seeing you.’
Well, that’s unexpected.
A small bloom of hope makes the stupid mistake of forming in my chest.
‘Then why have you got a face like a bulldog chewing a piss covered thistle?’ I can’t help it. I get crude when I’m nervous.
‘It’s just that… I have to… I don’t want… Oh for fuck’s sake.’ She puts her head in her hands.
‘Make like your head and come to a point, woman.’ I know this isn’t really the time for banter, but I can’t help myself.
‘My ex Mike came into the shop the other day. He wants to see me again. Says he misses me and wants me back.’ This came out very fast in one breath, like she wanted it out there as quickly as possible.
In these situations, a man more in control of his emotions (and one more experienced with the vagaries of the female mind) would have handled things much better.
I’d only been seeing Laura for a few weeks, and this guy – who she’d told me about only a week beforehand in one of those ‘who’s ex is worse’ conversations you always have early in a relationship – had been a part of her life for half a decade.
Of course she’d still be conflicted about it.
Of course she couldn’t just brush his reappearance off without a thought.
Of course I should let her explain.
After all, the best way to show that I was the man for her - and not the guy who’d dumped her unceremoniously a year ago – was to act in an understanding, mature manner.
‘You fucking what?’ I say in a semi-growl.
‘It’s very confusing, Jamie. He wants to see me and I’ve agreed, just so I can get my head straight about him, you… everything. Please don’t be angry.’
‘Don’t be angry? Your cock of an ex walks back into your life and you don’t kick him straight back out again?’
‘I said it’s complicated.’ There’s an edge to Laura’s voice now.
‘Looks pretty simple from where I’m sitting. You’d rather give the prick that dumped you another go than carry on seeing me.’
‘That’s not what I said! I don’t want to stop seeing you. I just need to hear what he’s got to say. I was with him for years.’
Shame-faced humiliation is fuelling my anger. I’m far too het up now to back down.
‘Oh, well that’s fine then! Perfectly reasonable to expect me to sit back and wait for you to make your fucking mind up about whether you want me or your ex.’
I’m off the couch and headed towards the front door in a flash. Laura follows.
‘That’s not fair, Jamie!’
‘You know what’s not fair? Actually thinking a girl’s into you and finding out you’re just a bloody seat warmer until the real love of her life prances back on the scene. I hope you and marvellous Mike will be very happy together.’
‘It’s not like that!’
‘Bullshit! You’re a bitch!’
I throw the front door open and stalk out.
I know I’ve completely over-reacted.
I’m already starting to regret it even as I walk into the street and storm towards my car. I should go back, apologise and try and salvage this mess. I know this girl is worth the effort.
Sadly, I’m hurt, humiliated and angry. Logic has flown right out of the window.
I gun the car angrily and drive past the flat. Laura is standing in the doorway with tears in her eyes.
There are tears in mine too.
So here I sit, two hours later and still in a right old mess.
Laura hasn’t called me and I sure as hell don’t intend to ring her.
Every time I think I should phone and apologise, I remember that she’s agreed to see her ex, even though she’s supposed to be seeing me.
It’s just so unbelievable that she’d let him back in her life like that!
How am I supposed to compete with a guy who can screw Laura around, dump her for another woman… and still get his way, even though he’s been gone over a year?
She obviously wants to check whether he’s changed - and come right back to me if he hasn’t.
Well, bugger that for a game of soldiers, I’m nobody’s second choice!
From a quick Google search it appears there are many ways I can become a monk.
The idea of living halfway up a mountain, somewhere hundreds of miles from the nearest woman, sounds incredibly appealing.
Maybe I can learn martial arts, come back in ten years and snap Mike’s neck.
I hate my life.
Friday, September 23rd
Dear Mum,
I am a colossal idiot.
A gold plated moron.
A five star pillock.
An all-singing all-dancing twat of the highest order.
Seeing Jamie went about as well as I’d feared.
He went totally overboard, of course.
Can I really blame him? The last thing a man wants to hear is that the woman he’s been dating intends to meet up with her ex for a chat.
I didn’t expect him to go quite as mental as he did though.
The storming melodramatic exit from the flat was well executed, I’ll give him that.
It left me feeling pretty damn shitty about myself, if I’m honest. As I watched his car roar away down the street, I knew I’d potentially ruined a good thing just to get some kind of closure on my relationship with Mike.
But was that what I wanted? Closure? Or was there a part of me that still loved Mike and really was willing to take him back?
I knew I’d done the right thing in agreeing to see him. It was a real pity I had to hurt Jamie in the process.
The last thought I had as I shut the front door was that Mike Adams had better have changed his bloody tune and be worth all this trouble.
Naturally Mike said we should meet at
We’d spent a lot of time in this gorgeous nature reserve when we were together.
It’s still one of the most beautiful places I’ve ever been to and I have very fond memories of the long walks we used to take… before heading into The Langtree Arms for a refreshing drink.
I hadn’t been back since the break-up though.
The big problem with getting dumped is that so many of the places you love suddenly become completely off-limits.
I’ve often thought it would be better to just visit a load of shit holes with the love of your life. Then, even if the relationship does grenade itself, you’re not going to mourn every beauty spot in the area, as well as your ex.
It looks exactly the same as I turn the Micra into the small gravel car park.
The last vestiges of the Indian summer still hold the country in its embrace, so it’s a gloriously sunny evening.
And there he is…
Mike Adams.
Sitting on the very same bench he always used to while he waited for me to arrive.
We’d kissed on that bench.
There was even one occasion - on a hot summer’s evening much like this one, with the car park deserted - that we’d done a little more.
It’s like going back in time.
A cynical part of me suggests this is all a very deliberate ploy on Mike’s part to keep me thinking about the good times we’d shared, rather than the raging arguments that had peppered the latter stages of our five years together.
I try to ignore it though. Dredging up the past won’t get us anywhere, and I want to go into this meeting with an open mind.
He gets up and walks over to the car.
‘Hello beautiful,’ he says in his charming Irish lilt, opening the car door for me like a perfect gentleman.
‘Hi Mike.’
I’m struck with nervous anxiety.
I’ve gambled a hell of a lot on the idea Mike has changed.
He certainly hasn’t altered physically one bit. That shock of dark brown hair is as unruly as ever. He still favours his chequered shirts and black jeans. The gym instructor’s body still moves with the same consummate grace and poise.
Calm down, woman. Getting horny isn’t going to put you in the right frame of mind to deal with this, is it?
‘It’s great to be back here with you,’ he says, closing the car door behind me. ‘Shall we walk the old route?’
‘I guess so.’
We stroll past the first of the four lakes Langtree gets its name from. There’s still enough sun at
I decide to get straight to the point. ‘So, why the hell should I consider taking you back Mike?’
‘Because I love you.’
‘Not good enough. You broke my heart last year.’
‘I know I did… and I’m sorry.’
I stop and look at him. ‘Why Mike? Why did you run off with that twelve year old?’
‘She was twenty one,’ he protests.
‘I know. I was exaggerating for effect.’ This is an annoying habit Mike always had. He can’t resist correcting an error you’ve made, even if he knows damn well it’s a deliberate one.
‘I was stupid. She was just there all the time… and you were working such long hours.’
‘I was trying to get my business off the ground!’
‘I know! But I didn’t see you for what seemed like days on end… and Le-Anne was there for me.’
‘Not anymore though, eh? She’s had enough of you, so now you’re back, I suppose?’ I walk off in a huff. He catches up and takes my arm. For some reason, I’m horribly reminded of the confrontation with Martin the salesman outside The Cheetah Lounge.
‘That’s not true baby. I finished with her, like I said.’
‘Why?’
‘There was nothing to her, you know? Once you got past the physical attraction. I only realised how unique you were when I had somebody else to compare you to.’
This is probably the smoothest line delivered in history. If you examined it with an electron microscope you wouldn’t find a single flaw in its surface.
‘It’s not like I was the only busy one,’ I remind him. ‘You were off out with your friends so much back then. I remember the arguments when you’d stumble back in at two in the morning.’
‘Yeah. I was selfish. I just got too… relaxed, you know? Took you for granted.’
‘Yes. You did.’
‘But I’ll never do that again. It’s been awful without you. Not a day goes by when I don’t wish things had happened differently.’
‘Like not sticking your cock in a gym assistant?’
‘I told you I never cheated and I meant it!’
And there it is. The old
‘Alright Mike. I believed you then and I still do,’ I say.
He takes my hand and leads me down onto the small wooden jetty that sticks out over the second and largest lake on the reserve. This is another highly romantic place from our past.
Memories come flooding back.
Good ones.
‘All I want,’ he says as he turns to face me, ‘is another chance. Put the past behind us. Not try to get the old relationship back, but to start a new one.’
God almighty, he’s still a beautiful man.
‘I don’t know Mike. We’d have to take it slow.’
‘I know! That’s fine with me. We’ll do it your way.’
I take far less time to make a decision than I would have liked.
‘Alright. A second chance,’ I tell him. I’m not sure whether this is the right decision, but the green of his eyes and the blue of the lake are doing a good job of convincing me it is.
Mike leans in and I let him kiss me.
I’m not sure whether it’s better than the way Jamie Newman does it or not.
‘So the shop’s going okay is it?’ he asks as he pulls away. This is something of a sharp change in subject, but I don’t immediately think too much of it.
‘Not too bad. Sales have picked up.’
‘You’re in the black then?’
‘Yes. At last.’
‘That’s great to hear. I’ll be happy to get involved again.’
What?
‘What?’
‘You know, with the shop? That’s one thing I’ve really been looking forward to about getting back together.’
‘How do you mean?’ This is confusing. Mike’s only contribution to the shop had been the five grand he’d given me when I was starting out. He’d never shown a moment’s interest in it after that.
There had even been one time when he’d said he thought that
‘You know? With the shop? Things have been tight for me recently. The gym shut its doors so I’ve been out of work for a few months.’
My eyes narrow. ‘So what are you expecting from me?’
Mike can’t look me in the eye. ‘Well, I did put a lot of money into the place when you opened it. In a way it’s kinda partly mine.’
‘Really?’ The lazy evening sun can’t melt the ice in my voice.
‘Yeah. Don’t you think it’s fair I get something back?’
This is when I realise what a complete and utter fool I’ve been.
I feel faint.
I’ve been well and truly suckered.
Mike doesn’t want me back. He wants a job. He wants a cut of my profits.
The scum-sucking piece of shit has lost his job (and probably the girlfriend at the same time) and wants to lean on me for support.
All the talk of the past, the meeting at the lakes, the apologies, the charming smile, the deep green eyes - all of it is bullshit.
…and I’ve fallen for it hook, line and sinker.
Just like all those times he’d come home late saying he’d been out with the boys. I’d believed him at the time, but now? When he’d finally showed his true colours?
He was with her, you stupid twit.
I feel on the verge of tears.
A hopeless sense of frustration, self-pity and betrayal washes over me. It’s like he’s dumping me all over again.
I’m probably going to stand here in this beautiful place and cry my eyes out in front of the man that’s made my life a misery.
The man I’d once again trusted like a total idiot.
Jamie Newman’s earnest, honest face pops back into my head… notably the look of hurt in his eyes as I’d told him about seeing Mike.
If I had a mirror handy I bet I’d see that same expression reflected back at me now.
Grief and self-loathing turn instantly to anger.
I’ve let Mike ruin the best thing in my life. I’ve traded a good man (with horrific cooking skills, admittedly) for a pathetic coward.
‘Are you okay, baby?’ the coward says. ‘Everything I said makes sense, yeah?’ he continues, unaware of the turmoil going on in my head. ‘Shall we give it a try? I can start at the shop on Monday. It’ll be great!’
Do you know that I’ve never punched someone in the face before, Mum?
It’s quite a satisfying experience.
Even if it does mean you take an age writing an entry in your diary because your hand is throbbing so much.
I cock one arm back and try to remember what I’d seen them do in all those action movies.
Making a fist, I bring my arm back round with a scream of rage and connect soundly with Mike’s left cheek.
It isn’t the hardest punch ever thrown. Any other time it would be one Mike could shrug off without much trouble, but today I catch him completely by surprise.
He lets out a squawk and topples backwards.
…straight off the side of the jetty and into the lake.
I bend over and watch him flounder.
‘Fuck you, you little shit!’ I yell at the top of my voice. ‘I can’t believe I gave you another chance!’
The birds in the trees start making a run for it.
‘You’re the most pathetic, loathsome little cock I’ve ever met!’
‘You’re insane!’ Mike howls, clutching his jaw with one hand, scrabbling for purchase on the jetty with the other.
‘Yeah. I must be to believe a word you say! I ruined a really good thing with Jamie for you!’
‘Who the hell is Jamie?’
If I could have punched him again I would have.
If I could have pulled his penis off and rammed it up his backside I would have.
In lieu of either option I show him two of the angriest middle fingers I can produce and stomp away.
Ignoring his pleas at me to come back and help him out of the water (I later remembered he couldn’t swim – what a crying shame) I walk away and head back in the direction of the car park.
By the time I’ve climbed in El Denté my anger had burned off and I can’t help bawling my eyes out as I drive away. So much so that I have to stop in a lay-by a bit further along to get it out of my system.
I feel used, gullible and stupid… but that’s not what is making me cry.
It’s Jamie Newman’s smile, and the fact I’ll probably never see it again thanks to Mike fucking
It’s taken me a good three hours to spill this onto the page, Mum. I feel exhausted.
My hand is killing me as well. The painkillers have worn off.
I’m going to bed now, and will try to put this entire week behind me.
I’m seeing Tim tomorrow and a bit of retail therapy in town will make me feel better, with any luck.
I just hope I don’t see any rubber plants. I just might kill myself if I do.
Miss you more right now than I have in a long time, Mum.
Your distraught and drained daughter, Laura.
xx
Sunday 31 October
Crying in front of a woman who’s holding your manhood isn’t an ideal way to celebrate Halloween, but that’s exactly how I ended up doing it Friday night.
I also had a very important epiphany about the future of my life… but we’ll get to that in due course.
First, let me explain the crying.
It started with a party.
Specifically, a party at work.
These gatherings are usually attended by a gaggle of disparate human beings who would never normally hang out together. They are thrust into a social event organised by the management, in order to build team spirit and foster good working relationships.
This never works of course, and as such, events of this type are always abject failures.
However, if the management deliberately organised these get-togethers to bring long simmering disputes to a drunken climax, damage valuable office machinery and create circumstances leading to excruciating levels of embarrassment the following Monday morning, they would be classed as an unqualified success.
This particular office party is the brainchild of Alex, the editor of the news desk. Alex is the kind of guy you’d feel uncomfortable stuck in a lift with.
Morale at the paper has been rock bottom for months, so this is his attempt at making us all feel like valued members of the team.
The festivities have a fancy dress theme… inevitably.
I considered turning up dressed in a straight-jacket covered in blood, with a sign hung round my neck saying ‘Alex after the breakdown’ but I thought better of it in the end.
Lacking inspiration (and taking the freezing cold weather into account) I go along as Neo from The Matrix - which requires the wearing of a lovely thick long black coat, black jeans, black t-shirt and a pair of cheap sunglasses I’d picked up in Asda.
I look like an utter tit. But I’m a warm utter tit, which is the important thing.
The most depressing thing about office parties is that they are held in the office. At work. The last place you tend to associate with the word ‘fun’.
It doesn’t matter how many pretty decorations they hang to cover the whiteboards and filing cabinets, or how loud they blast the dance music across the cubicles, you’re still stuck in the same bloody place you’ve already spent eight hours in that day.
I have to resist the urge to check my emails once I arrive at the party, to see if the marketing suggestions I’ve made recently have been approved or not.
Others have made more of an effort with their costumes.
There are two pirates, one ninja and a Doctor Who.
The insufferably annoying trio from Personnel have come as Harry, Ron and Hermione.
Pete, the skinny part-time assistant from reprographics is dressed as Wolverine from the X-Men, which consists of spiking his unruly ginger hair up and gaffer taping a few unbent coat hangers to his hands.
Clare, the chunky lass who writes the lifestyle section, obviously can’t let go of the nineties and has come as Lara Croft.
Alex, whose grip on sanity is tenuous at best these days, is dressed as The Joker from The Dark Knight, which everyone agrees is very fitting.
All in all it’s a motley collection of half-arsed, thrown together outfits… just like every other fancy dress party you’ve ever been to.
In light of the fact I’m dressed like Keanu Reeves’s older, chubbier brother, and am in the office at
With stupendous success, it has to be said.
By
I send an email to the chief editor demanding that my genius marketing ideas are approved immediately, or I’ll punch his wife in the face.
I giggle as I hit send on the keyboard.
I doubt I’ll be giggling when I get into work on Monday morning.
Nevertheless, my spirits are high right now and I’m enjoying myself.
…as long as standing on a desk, sweating my arse off in a thick leather trench coat, singing Poker Face at the top of my voice, and swigging from a whisky bottle constitutes ‘enjoyment’.
Clare, the Croft-a-like lifestyle guru, has joined me on the table and is performing a badly co-ordinated bump and grind dance against my leg.
This brings cheers from the surrounding party-goers.
She’s by no means a slender girl, so the desk is now in serious danger of collapsing under our weight. I still have my wits about me enough to know that we should get down before we have to spend hours filling out an accident report, so I help my impromptu dance partner to the ground.
‘Thank you Neo! You’re my hero!’ she yelps and throws her arms around my neck. ‘You’re very sexy in that get-up,’ she adds. Any germs or bacteria that may be lurking on my face are instantly killed by her alcoholic breath.
‘Thanks.’ I try to come up with a return compliment that’s at least half true. ‘I like your ponytail.’
Clare laughs and slaps me across the face with it a couple of times. ‘Naughty boy.’
I don’t quite know what’s naughty about commenting on someone’s hair-do, but I let it slide.
My blood is now 60% proof, so Clare is starting to look pretty damn good in her little shorts… if you ignore the cellulite and the slightly disconcerting way her ample left boob is trying to make a break for freedom from the blue vest top she’s wearing.
Yes. You’re absolutely right. What you think is going to happen next is exactly what does happen.
Some things in life are inevitable.
Being stupid drunk at an office party and getting off with someone completely inappropriate is one of them.
It takes another half an hour for my blood alcohol level to reach the point where Clare is starting to look really sexy.
There she is, over by the fax machine playing with Pete’s coat hangers.
She keeps throwing me little glances that speak volumes.
I can tell she wants to do more than just dance on a desk with me this evening.
And what would be the harm, eh?
After all, I’m young, free and single!
Sure, Clare isn’t the thinnest girl in the world (I’m pretty sure the guys down in Deliveries have nicknamed her ‘dumptruck’) but she’s got an attractive face and a nice ponytail… as we’ve already discussed.
It’s nearly six weeks since I last saw Laura, so there’s no reason not to try it on with Clare.
It’ll be good for me to have some fun with a different woman. It might help lift the fog of depression I’ve been under for the past month.
I miss Laura like crazy and am getting sick it. A bounce with Clare will be just the thing to sort me out.
Anyone who’s been dumped and looked for solace elsewhere in this fashion will know that this kind of thinking is always constructive - and that shagging a virtual stranger mere weeks after having your heart broken is always the best way to get over the pain.
Hmmm.
I saunter over to where Pete is explaining to Clare that Wolverine’s claws are constructed of something called Adamantium.
I give him a look that is constructed of pure GoawayPeteium and he takes the hint.
‘Come back for another dance, have we?’ Clare asks.
‘Yeah. There’s nothing wrong with a little bump and grind, eh?’ I say, gyrating my hips awkwardly.
It’s amazing how a copious amount of alcohol has the capacity to turn you into a complete arsehole, isn’t it?
I would never have come out with the above pronouncement sober.
In fact, it’s such an awful line that I’m fairly sure it causes ripples in the fabric of existence, sending shockwaves out into the universe. Strange, alien scientists on a planet across the other side of the galaxy will feel the effects of those ripples in a few thousand years and conclude that if my conversation skills were indicative of the human race as a whole, it was a good job we were all wiped out by that cold virus in 2134.
Clare doesn’t appear to be bothered by it.
She’s well into her ninth bottle of Bacardi Breezer though, which may explain things.
‘You sure that’s all you want to do?’ she asks and parks her hand over my genitals. ‘Or maybe we should go somewhere a bit quieter?’
‘Sure,’ I reply and my penis does its customary victory lap. Given the fact Clare isn’t quite up to Laura’s standards the lap is a lot slower and doesn’t get as far as the podium celebrations.
‘There’s the supply cupboard,’ Clare suggests. ‘Or we could go to Alex’s office. I would say we could go upstairs onto the roof, but they lock it at this time of night.’
Judging from her knowledge of secluded locations in these parts, this isn’t the first time Clare’s contemplated some extra curricula office shenanigans.
‘Cupboard’s fine,’ I drawl. The prospect of The Joker bursting in on me humping Lara Croft over his ergonomic keyboard isn’t one I want to entertain.
The front of my coat is grabbed like a drowning man clings to life and I’m dragged towards the cupboard at the back of the office in unceremonious fashion.
Clare isn’t displaying Isobel-like levels of sexual aggression, but she’s not that far behind.
I get a few sympathetic looks from the other party-goers as we fly past. There are also a few chuckles. It looks like Clare’s reputation proceeds her.
The cupboard itself is tucked out the way down a short corridor, so there is some privacy, thank goodness. I can do without a herd of pissed work colleagues standing outside, listening intently and giving me marks out of ten for presentation and stamina.
Once the door is closed, Clare moves back into the recesses of the cupboard, beckoning me forward with a curled finger. I oblige. After all, what else am I supposed to do?
I put my arms around her waist (which is quite a bit wider than Laura’s) and move in for a kiss.
Clare responds feverishly and before you know it we’re sucking face like the best of them.
She kisses in a firmer way than Laura, but it’s not unpleasant and my johnson is soon straining for release from its denim prison.
‘I want you in me,’ Clare whispers breathily into my ear. I’m reminded of when Laura said much the same thing to me in bed a couple of months ago.
Clare unzips me and starts jerking me off. Her grip is quite firm and she doesn’t quite have Laura’s finesse, but –
I can’t stop thinking about Laura.
Everything Clare does just reminds me she’s not the girl I last saw standing in her doorway crying.
Here I am, in a closet with a perfectly nice (if slightly chunky) girl and I can’t take my mind off another woman.
My penis, which has started reminiscing along with me, starts to wilt.
Stop thinking about her! She’s gone!
I kiss Clare harder, running my hands over her breasts, which are larger than Laura’s but not as firm.
Oh for crying out loud.
My hard-on is fading fast. So is my libido.
‘What’s the matter?’ Clare asks, looking down at my rapidly deflating dick. ‘Got brewer’s drop have we, sweetheart? Or are you just not into Lara Croft?’ She gives me a sad little smile. It’s quite a cute expression, but not as cute as the one Laura makes when she’s just made some sarcastic comment about –
I’m crying.
God help me. I’m standing in a supply cupboard surrounded by printer cartridges, dressed as Neo from The Matrix, accompanied by a chubby Tomb Raider - and I’m crying.
‘What’s the matter?’ Clare asks. ‘Did I pull it too hard?’
‘No. No. It’s fine.’ I tuck little Newman back into his hidey-hole, where he’ll no doubt sulk for the rest of the night.
‘You’re not bloody gay are you? Only this happened to me before with a guy. He started crying too. I was his way out of the closet.’
‘Not gay, no.’ I lean back against a shelving unit and wipe my eyes. ‘I just split up with someone recently and I’m still not over it.’
‘Aaah.’
‘Didn’t think I was this cut up.’
‘Well, I’d say bursting into tears in front of a woman who’s trying to wank you off is a sure sign that you are, Jamie.’
‘Sorry, Clare.’
She sighs and rubs her eyes. ‘No worries. These things happen. What’s her name?’
I went into that cupboard thinking I’d get a shag. Instead I got a therapy session most people would pay good money for.
I don’t know why Clare writes all that lifestyle crap for the paper. She should be writing relationship advice books. They’d make a bloody fortune.
‘You over reacted Jamie,’ she tells me. ‘You’d only been seeing each other for a few weeks. I don’t blame you for not liking it, but you should’ve left that night without saying anything more and rung her a couple of days later. Slagging her off didn’t accomplish anything.’
‘My ego got in the way.’
‘Of course it did. I’m not saying she was any more in the right than you. But you could’ve taken the higher ground.’
‘Doesn’t matter now, anyway,’ I say and hang my head.
‘So that’s it? You’re not gonna contact her again?’
‘What’s the point? She’s probably back with this guy Mike.’
‘Maybe. Maybe not.’ Clare looks into my eyes. ‘I’ve only got one question for you.’
‘What?’
‘Do you love her?’
Bugger, I’m going to start crying again.
‘Yeah, I do.’
‘Then you should do something about it.’
‘What? And embarrass myself when she says her and Mikey-boy are getting married?’
‘Your choice. But if you do love her, you should do something about it before it’s too late. Take the risk, boy.’
‘I don’t know, Clare.’
‘Nor do I. But it’s gotta be better than blubbing like a little girl when you’re getting a hand job, isn’t it?’
You can’t really fault logic like that, can you?
We rejoined the party just as it was winding down. I spent what was left of it sat in a corner, thinking about what Clare had said.
As I stumbled out the main doors at
‘Good luck Jamie!’ she called and gave me a broad smile.
I looked from her to Pete. ‘You too.’
‘It’s not me who’s going to need it,’ she said and grabbed Pete’s arse, making him squeal.
Poor old Pete the X-Man didn’t know whether to look x-cited or x-tremely scared.
His evening was going to end better than mine though, that was for certain. I’m sure he’d compare favourably to Neo the lovesick idiot, even if he kept the Wolverine costume on while he was shagging her.
I was up until three in the morning thinking about Laura.
It was obvious I had to do something to get her back… to show her how I felt.
As I dropped into a fitful sleep, an idea popped into my head that I thought would do the trick.
So this morning I’ve got a definite plan…
If Laura and I are meant to be, I’m going to do everything in my power to make it happen!
Friday, November 11th
Dear Mum,
This has been a very big day.
So big I really don’t know where to start.
It’s nearly
Last week I told you I was dreading my birthday.
It’s no fun turning twenty nine when you’re single, all your close friends are on holiday, you have no immediate family, and you have a meeting with your distributors at
You can imagine how delighted I was to hear the alarm go off this morning. The groan that escaped my lips was louder than usual.
‘Happy birthday to me,’ I sung into the mirror as I cleaned my teeth. ‘Happy birthday to me. Happy birthday, dear loser. Happy birthday to me.’
Okay, so wallowing in self-pity is never attractive, but I couldn’t help it.
A few text messages and a doormat with five birthday cards on it improved my mood somewhat.
I rather hoped I’d hear from Jamie Newman, but there was nothing from him. Not much of a surprise, I suppose.
By the time I get to the shop the two guys from the wholesalers are already waiting for me.
My heart sinks when I see one of them is Martin the Nipple King.
He has an expression on his face that makes him look like a constipated badger, so I guess he hasn’t been looking forward to this meeting either.
‘Morning gentlemen,’ I say as I unlock the shop. ‘Sorry I’m a bit late.’
…I’m not really. Tim had called me from his skiing trip in
‘Not a problem,’ says Aamir, the tall, pleasantly spoken salesman I’ve had a majority of dealings with over the past few months. Martin remains quiet.
Once inside, I offer them both a coffee and we get stuck into the business they’ve come to discuss. Tilly has arrived and is out the front keeping the customers happy.
Negotiations tire me.
I’m not the best haggler in the world and would rather be presented with a limited series of options. All this going backwards and forwards business gives me heartburn.
It’s evident that Martin still holds a grudge after what happened back in the summer. Every time I think we’re getting close to an agreement on pricing for the next twelve months Martin chips in and tries to either raise the cash amount or lower the order number. Even Aamir is starting to give him funny looks after a while.
I’m starting to get pretty bloody angry.
…angry at myself as much as at the Nipple King.
His presence reminds me of how Jamie had come to my rescue, which reminds me of my stupidity over Mike.
When Aamir goes off to the toilet I decide to nip the problem in the bud before it festers anymore and gives me a stomach ulcer.
‘Now look here Martin,’ I spit at him the second Aamir is out of earshot. ‘You need to stop acting like a prick. What happened that night is in the past. I’ve forgotten about it, now you have to as well. You’re not being fair.’
‘Fuck off bitch,’ he hisses back. ‘I couldn’t speak properly for days after your boyfriend grabbed me round the throat.’
‘Then maybe you shouldn’t have tried to molest me on a street corner then.’
‘Prove it,’ he says, a smug look on his face.
He’s got a point.
I can’t prove a damn thing. Martin can cheat me as much as he likes on this deal and I have nothing to retaliate with.
Time to bluff.
‘Two things Martin… if you keep trying to screw me over I’ll go straight to your boss and tell him all about your behaviour outside the club. Proof or not, me telling everyone about how you pushed me around isn’t going to go down well, is it? Oh… and that boyfriend of mine? He’s a copper.’ That makes his eyes widen. ‘Is all that getting through your thick skull, you nipple tweaking weirdo?’
The bluff works. Martin goes a very satisfying shade of white.
‘You feeling alright, Martin?’ Aamir asks when he comes back. ‘You look a little pale.’
‘Maybe something I ate,’ Martin mumbles back.
It’s good to see that the old maxim of bullies being the biggest cowards is still true…
The meeting concludes with a deal that won’t completely cripple me financially and I bid goodbye to Aamir and Nipple King with relief.
Aamir has left a load of free samples which I hand out to the slow trickle of customers that come in over the rest of the day.
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‘Are you doing anything for your birthday this evening?’ Tilly asks as we close up. She’s bought me a lovely card and a voucher for The Body Shop that I intend to waste on as many stress relieving products as I can.
‘Not tonight. My friends are around on Sunday, so we’re headed out for a curry then.’
‘Oh, that’s a shame. It’s always nice to do something on the actual day,’ she says and pats me on the shoulder. ‘Have a nice evening anyway Laura.’
Great.
Pity from an eighteen year old.
‘Night Tilly,’ I reply, sounding brighter than I feel.
The drive home doesn’t improve my mood.
The incessant autumnal rain has caused an accident on the main road, so I get stuck in a tailback for half an hour. This gives me plenty of time to reflect on getting a year closer to being thirty… which is always a fun thing to do.
By the time I pull up outside the house, my mood can best be described as thunderous.
The birthday girl really isn’t feeling the occasion, Mum.
My fingers are slippery with rain by the time I get the door keys out of my handbag, so I fumble around trying to get them in the lock, allowing the heavy rain to drench me thoroughly.
Luckily, the door opens from the inside.
‘Thanks Charlie,’ I say to my flatmate. ‘The keys were - ’
It isn’t Charlie.
It’s Jamie Newman.
He gives me a little wave. ‘Hello.’
I forget about the rain. ‘What are you doing here? Where’s Charlie?’
‘She’s out. I asked her to give us some time alone.’ He peers out into the gloom. ‘Er, hadn’t you better come in? You’re getting wet.’
Still a bit stunned, I cross the threshold.
Jamie shuts the door behind me. He’s got a nervous look on his face.
‘What are you doing here, Jamie?’ I repeat.
‘Well. It’s your birthday and I thought… look, just come through to the lounge with me, ok?’
‘Okay.’ I have no idea where this is going. This is the first time I’ve seen Jamie since our bust up. If our genders were reversed I’d be worrying he was about to tell me he was pregnant.
I follow him through into the lounge.
My jaw drops.
The entire room has been turned into an Italian Piazza.
There’s a wrought iron café table (complete with parasol) and chairs where the Ikea dining room set usually lives. On the table are two wine glasses and a bottle of top end Pinot Grigio.
An enormous free standing photographic fresco of the Piazza Navona in
There are four grape vines in a long, low planter against the other wall, giving off a pleasant leafy aroma.
Smooth Italian bistro music comes from the stereo. I’m pretty sure it’s Dean Martin singing.
‘I know it’s all a bit clichéd,’ Jamie says, pulling out a chair for me to sit on, ‘…and I’m not completely sure the grape vines were a good idea.’ He gives them a doubtful look. ‘But anyway… happy birthday, Laura!’
I sit down, my jaw still agape.
‘I brought in a cook, because, well… you know my track record. We’re having pizza… obviously.’ He pours me a glass of wine.
‘Why have you done all this?’ I ask in a faraway voice.
‘It’s your birthday!’
‘But you called me a bitch.’ I feel it’s important to point this out.
‘Yeah. I know. Went a bit overboard there. Sorry.’
‘Why have you done all this?’ I sound like a broken record, but I’m still in a state of shock and can’t do anything about it.
‘You told me about that trip you took with your Mum? The one on your twenty first birthday?’ He points at the fresco. ‘I know it’s not quite the same thing, but you said it was the happiest time you can remember, so…’
Tears prick my eyes.
He’d remembered.
A fat man in a white apron comes into the room. I know he’s going to speak in a broad Italian accent before he even opens his mouth.
‘Pizza is ready, sir!’ he tells Jamie and sees me. ‘It’s nice to meet you, Miss Laura!’ he says, taking one hand and kissing it.
‘Thanks Georgio,’ Jamie replies, pouring himself a glass of wine. ‘You hungry?’ he asks me.
‘Um… yes?’
‘Excellent. I know you don’t like spicy so you’ve got a four seasons.’
Georgio returns from the kitchen and plonks two delicious looking pizzas in front of us.
I look at it. Then I look at Jamie. Then I look around the room.
‘How much did all this cost?’ is all I can think to say.
Jamie smiles. ‘Tuck in!’
It takes most of the pizza and two glasses of the smoothest wine I’ve ever tasted to get my wits about me again.
‘Thank you for all this Jamie. It’s lovely.’
‘My pleasure.’
‘I can’t believe you remembered about the trip I took with my mum.’
‘You sounded so happy when you told me about it. Your face really lit up. Not something I’d forget in a hurry.’ He throws back a huge gulp of wine, puts the glass back on the table and looks at me. ‘I’m sorry about this, but I have to tell you something. I love you Laura.’
No-one has ever apologised for being in love with me before.
‘I shouldn’t have stormed off the way I did when you told me about Mike - ’
‘No! Don’t apologise,’ I say, stopping him in his tracks. ‘It was my fault. I… I was confused… mixed up.’ A bit like how I feel right now, to be honest. ‘You love me?’
Jamie goes red. ‘Yeah. I missed you so much. Knew I had to do something.’ He looks round at
‘Charlie told you?’
‘Yep. She’s been dead helpful.’ He grimaces. ‘I did have to pay her to go to the cinema tonight, though.’
‘And you love me?’ There’s the broken record impression again.
‘Have from the first second I lay eyes on you… though I guess it could have been concussion from the doll’s house.’ The cheeky smile is back. The one I never thought I’d see again.
‘I love you too.’
…and there it was. So easy to say, so hard to admit.
‘You do?’
Tears didn’t just prick my eyes now. ‘Yeah. Thank you for coming back.’
Jamie gets up, walks around the table and bends down to kiss me.
He hesitates. ‘Are you sure you don’t want Mike?’ he asks uncertainly.
‘Absolutely not.’ That didn’t seem enough. ‘I punched the arsehole in the face,’ I tell Jamie matter-of-factly, before putting my arms round his neck and kissing him for all I was worth.
Hands down, that was the most romantic thing anyone’s ever done for me.
Any lingering resentment I may have had about being poisoned and called a bitch was now well and truly gone.
Charlie didn’t come home until gone eleven, and Georgio left shortly after dinner with a smile on his face and a large tip in his pocket, so Jamie and I had plenty of time alone to do lots of exciting things that would have got us arrested instantly if we’d actually been in a Roman piazza.
Afterwards, we lay together on the couch in an exhausted state of bliss.
‘I think those vines are setting off my hay fever,’ Jamie said and sniffed.
‘It was a nice touch.’
‘Thanks.’
‘So was the fresco.’
‘You should have seen the girl’s face in the printing shop when I told her what size I wanted it.’
‘Where did the table come from?’
‘Let’s just say I’m glad Ryan is the assistant manager of a garden centre and leave it at that.’ He frowned. ‘Anyway, stop asking questions, you. You’re ruining the magic.’
‘Relax Newman. Your efforts have paid off… thoroughly.’
‘Thank God for that. I considered learning some Italian as well, but decided it might be going overboard.’
‘I’d say you got it just about right.’ I kissed him, and managed to get my head out of the blast zone just before he let out a tremendous sneeze.
…and there you have it, Mum.
From a depressing, lonely birthday morning, to a wonderful, blissful birthday evening.
Who says the world can’t change in a day?
Love and miss you, as always.
Your twenty nine year old daughter, Laura.
xx
Monday 26 December
The only problem with a huge romantic gesture that wins the heart of the fair lady (and costs a bloody fortune to boot) is that you then have to think of something to top the bugger…
I knew I wanted to ask Laura to marry me, but had no idea how to do it in a way that’d compete with last month’s Roman effort.
I wanted to pop the question on Christmas Day, so I spent the previous three weeks wracking my brains trying to think of a clever way to do it that’d tie in with the festive season. Nothing sprang to mind that wasn’t cheesy as hell or just plain ridiculous.
Hiring a sleigh and four reindeer was right out, as was getting a choir to stand outside the front door expressing my undying love in rhyming couplets.
Sky writing wouldn’t have been a good idea in the middle of a cloudy December day, and I couldn’t take the embarrassment of being rejected at a major sporting event in front of thirty thousand people.
Frankly, my girlfriend budget was more restricted than it was last month anyway.
Creating
It was going to have to be something on a much smaller scale… and therein lay the problem.
Grand gestures may cost a lot and take time to arrange, but they’re usually quite easy to think up in the first place. Throw enough cash and time at a project and the chances are you’ll impress somebody – for the effort you’ve gone to if nothing else.
The small, subtle, heartfelt stuff is where I come a cropper.
I’m a man, and therefore subtlety isn’t my strong suit.
Unfortunately, the one person I’d have asked for advice about this kind of thing was Laura - which would have defeated the object somewhat.
While planning the proposal stressed me out, I have to confess it was a problem I was actually glad to have in the first place.
My gamble on Laura’s birthday could have gone horribly wrong.
She could have hated me for reminding her of her mother’s death, and she might never have wanted to see me again after the argument we’d had. Then there was the issue of Mike.
I needn’t have worried… especially about the ex-boyfriend. Laura told me about their trip to the lakes and the assault charge she’d narrowly avoided.
I’ve made a mental note not to be standing within punching distance the next time we have an argument.
I searched the internet looking for inspiration on how to propose. This wasn’t the most romantic way of going about things, but needs must when you’re up against it.
It wasn’t helpful.
The idea of putting the ring into a Christmas pudding was out the window the second I read the story of a girl who’d nearly choked to death when her boyfriend had tried much the same thing.
Wrapping the ring in a present was more clichéd than a
On Christmas Eve I still hadn’t thought of anything.
Laura and I spent the evening together in her flat. Charlie had once again covered herself in glory by going away for the festivities.
Laura asked me why I looked so pensive a couple of times, but I managed to brush it off, saying I was just tired from the long days at work in the run up to the holidays.
In truth, it was the problem of the proposal making me on edge.
Before proper panic had a chance to set in, I decided to throw caution to the wind and play it by ear the next day.
After all, you can plan a proposal any way you want, but ultimately it comes down to a simple question and an even simpler answer. There’s no point in gilding the lily, is there?
God (or the heavenly entity of your choice) seems to agree with this train of thought as Christmas Day dawns beautifully, with soft snow falling from the sky.
Perfect!
There’s a small, picturesque garden at the back of Laura’s flats, which is now covered in a pristine coating of white snow. What better place could there be to ask the woman you love to marry you?
‘Shall we go and play in the snow?’ I say to Laura nonchalantly as she tidies away the last of the torn wrapping paper. ‘It looks lovely out there.’
‘That’s a great idea. Let me go and throw some warm clothes on.’
By the time we walk out of the flat and along the path to the garden my heart is pounding.
Is this too quick?
Am I jumping the gun?
What the hell do I do if she said no?
Christmas dinner round my parent’s house will be ruined, that’s for certain. Rejection tends to put me off my pigs in blankets.
Laura sits on the small bench in the middle of the snow covered grass. She tilts her head up to the sky and pokes out her tongue, giggling when the fresh falling snow touches it.
Right then all my doubts disappear.
Whether she says yes or not, I know I have to propose.
‘What?’ she asks, seeing my expression.
‘Nothing,’ I mumble as I sit down next to her.
‘What’s the matter, Jamie?’
This is it.
This is the moment.
This is the point where our lives irrevocably change.
‘Laura. I just wanted to ask you…’ I can’t speak. The nerves steal my voice.
Laura takes my hand in hers. ‘Ask me what?’
‘I just wanted to ask you if you’d - ’
‘MITTENS!’
Fuck me!
Monday, December 26th
Truth be told Mum, I had a fair idea Jamie was going to ask me to marry him.
I know we’ve only been together a couple of months but I’m already learning to read his face and body language. I know when he’s worried. In the lead up to Christmas he seemed particularly fraught and I knew it had something to do with me.
I was pretty sure he wasn’t planning on dumping me, so the only other option was right at the other end of the relationship spectrum… so to speak.
I was going to say yes, of course.
I wish I could have told Jamie that to save him fretting so much.
It was evident on Christmas Eve that he was building up to popping the question.
You could tell by the way his little face would crumple into a look of indecision and angst every half an hour or so.
I had no idea what he was planning, but I was hoping it wouldn’t be a grand, rehearsed event. Asking someone to spend the rest of their life with you should be an intimate experience, as far as I’m concerned.
I had to suppress a smile the next morning when Jamie casually suggested we go out into the snowy garden at the back of the flats. It was perfect.
I spent a good ten minutes deciding on what to wear. I figured that’d give him time to rehearse.
Besides, this was a momentous occasion. I wasn’t about to let it pass in a pair of jogging bottoms and a parka coat three sizes too big for me.
I picked out a cute ensemble of blue jeans, blue cashmere sweater and the cream Eskimo coat I’d bought from M&S a week earlier, and went back downstairs to lead my nervous boyfriend out into the crisp winter morning.
Things didn’t go according to plan.
To be fair to Jamie, he managed to control his temper fairly well - during what I’m sure we’ll come to refer to as ‘the second Mittens incident’ in the years to come.
He didn’t physically assault anyone, which was a pleasant surprise.
…and I’m sure little Astrid’s Christmas Day wasn’t completely ruined by the crazy man next door screaming at her over the garden wall.
I’m also positive she was delighted when the same crazy man found Mittens (having spent a good twenty minutes searching in the snow for the little blighter) and delivered the creature back to her doorstep with the greeting ‘there’s your bloody cat. Lock him inside in the future. Otherwise I’m going to eat the little bastard.’
It was midday before Jamie had warmed up enough to unwrap himself from the king sized duvet and get off the couch.
He looked miserable.
His planned romantic proposal was ruined and he evidently wasn’t happy about it.
I, on the other hand, was trying my hardest not to laugh my butt off.
By one o’clock I figure it’s time to put him out of his misery…
‘Are you ok, honey?’ I ask and sit down next to him.
‘Yes,’ he lies, face grumpier than a Scotsman in a heat wave.
‘Was there something you wanted to ask me earlier, before Mittens interrupted?’
‘Doesn’t matter.’
Oh dear. I’m going to have to salvage this one myself. ‘Jamie?’ I say, grabbing his chin and turning his head to face me. ‘Yes Jamie. I will marry you. Nothing would make me happier.’
Several weeks ago I’d been the one slack jawed with surprise, now it was Jamie’s turn.
‘You will?’ he says in a disbelieving voice.
‘Of course I will, you silly sod. You only had to ask.’
‘Mittens wouldn’t let me,’ he snaps, folding his arms across his chest and making a face like a sucked lemon.
I know being doubled over with laughter is not the typical way you’re supposed to conclude a successful marriage proposal, but my relationship with Jamie hasn’t really been typical from day one, has it?
So there you go, Mum. I’m engaged!
The ring sits on my finger right now and I have to stop myself looking at it every thirty seconds or so to check it’s really there.
We’re not going to hang around. Jamie’s going to book the wedding in the New Year.
After everything we’ve been through, we reckon it’s best to get the wedding out the way before, as Jamie put it: ‘the universe notices I’m happy and takes steps to ruin everything’.
I’m feeling much more optimistic about our prospects. This is very handy I think, as it balances out his pessimism nicely.
I have a feeling this kind of dynamic is going to be the cornerstone of our relationship…
Miss you more than ever right now, Mum. Can’t believe you won’t be here to see me married. I know you’ll be watching though.
Your contented daughter, Laura.
xx
Jamie & Laura’s Honeymoon Blog
Thursday, January 12
Right, I’m starting this.
No doubt Miss McIntyre (sorry, I mean Mrs Newman) will interrupt before long with some inane comment –
Watch it, Newman.
- like that one, but for the minute the floor is mine.
So here we are in the
You’ll be entirely unsurprised to learn it’s hot and sunny.
This is causing my British equilibrium to be completely thrown off. It’s January. I should be freezing cold and dressed in thermals right now, not strolling around in a pair of shorts and flip flops.
The locals would probably prefer it. The pasty white complexion of your legs is blinding them.
Quiet, woman.
We have Last Minute.com to thank for our impromptu honeymoon destination.
Who’d have thought you could score two weeks in paradise for less than a grand at this time of year?
Admittedly the building site next door to the hotel isn’t exactly picturesque, but when you’re a freelance copywriter and your newly betrothed runs her own recession hit chocolate business, getting value for money is at a premium.
Thanks to the way the government is throttling our pockets these days it’s a miracle we could afford this at all…
Please don’t start getting political. A vein pops out on your head when you rant about the government. It’s not attractive.
My apologies, I’ll try to curb my natural instincts.
We’re currently sitting by the pool, taking turns to type.
Laura looks quite adorable in her big straw hat and sunglasses. Every time she leans closer to see what I’m typing I get a quick blast of the perfume she’s wearing. It’s a smell I’ll never get tired of.
Why thank you, kind sir. You don’t look so bad yourself – apart from the sunburn. The hat’s on my head for a reason, dummy. And I can easily provide you with the name of my perfume and what excellent shops you can purchase it from.
Gee… thanks, honey.
Get on with it, Newman. It’s getting bloody hot out here and I want a dip in the pool.
Alright, alright…
This is the sum-up of everything that’s happened since Laura was mad enough to say yes to my marriage proposal at Christmas.
It will also be my last entry on this blog for a while. I don’t feel the urge to spill my guts online anymore.
Perhaps this has something to do with the fact I’m happy.
Nauseatingly happy.
Misery loves company - and blogging is really good therapy if you’re having a bad time of it. My life’s been a rollercoaster over the past year, so there have been a lot of good reasons to post.
I’m in a much better frame of mind now, and I don’t want to put you in a diabetic coma from all the saccharine bollocks that’d probably come spewing out of my head if I kept blogging.
Oh great. They’re going to blame me for ending the blog now, you idiot!
…it’s his idea to stop, everyone. Believe me!
I agree with what Jamie says though.
My diary’s probably going to get a rest for a while as well. I don’t know where in the universe my poor Mum is these days, but I’m taking up way too much of her time with my problems, when she could be off chatting up Cary Grant somewhere.
Why
Mum loved his movies. Wherever she may be in the afterlife, there’s a good chance she’s already asked him out on a date.
Let’s hope it’s not to see a Polish penis slapping movie.
Very funny.
I am, aren’t I?
Anyway, back to the point:
We were married the day after New Year’s at the local registry office.
We kept it a small affair.
Just my parents and sister, Laura’s best friends and a few others who’d got wind of our nuptials. I didn’t invite my middle class chums - they would have just spent the entire time arguing over who had the bigger wedding cake at their own ceremonies. Dave and Katherine were there, though.
The registry office staff were a bit bemused when we requested the room be decorated with rubber plants.
I also suggested fajitas for the wedding meal.
Laura didn’t think that was very funny for some reason…
You want to be careful, pal. One day I’ll get my own back. You won’t notice five day old beef if I cook it for long enough.
Gulp.
I’ll take over here, thanks. You’re a man, so you’re not describing it properly.
…Tim gave me away.
He ended up crying more than anyone else, bless him. Both he and Dan wore the most beautiful frocks I’d ever seen.
Charlie and Tilly looked adorable as well. So much so that Jamie’s friend Ryan didn’t stop dribbling for the entire day, much to the disgust of his terrifying girlfriend Isobel.
It was a simple ceremony as Jamie says, but that suited us both down to the ground.
I’ve never been the type to crave a spectacular wedding, so was more than happy for something quick - and relatively painless.
…and I’ll be honest, without my mum there, it just wouldn’t have been right anyway, no matter how much money we threw at it.
Anyway, this is about the marriage for me, not the wedding. I love this idiot with all my heart – and I don’t need to spend thousands of pounds to prove it.
Aww, that’s sweet. I love you too, baby.
You’d better!
I wore a very nice strapless white silk dress. Jamie managed to climb into a suit for the first time ever.
Second actually. I had a job interview once.
The service only took twenty minutes, and we were at his parent’s house for the reception by five o’clock, at which a lot of alcohol and buffet food was consumed.
All in all it wasn’t the most spectacular or original wedding in history, but we got the chance to spend the day with (almost) all the people we loved, which was all that mattered.
It also meant we had more money to spend on the honeymoon – hence my sunburn and her big straw hat.
That’s right. A three layered dress and a six layered cake sound like nice ideas, but give me a bikini and a Mai Tai anytime.
You’ll get no argument from me on that one, beautiful.
…particularly the bikini part.
The laptop came with us of course – despite my protestations – hence this entry on Jamie’s blog.
There is a point to it I assure you - and if Newman would stop interrupting for a minute I could get to it.
Sorry, oh bright shining light in my otherwise cloudy, miserable day.
Apology accepted.
…
…now I can’t think of what to say. The lure of the pool is breaking my concentration.
You’re the writer Jamie, you have a go.
I think what my gorgeous but absent-minded wife is trying to say is that we’ve been through a lot to get to this happy place.
I’ve read her diary and she’s seen my blog. They both appear to be a catalogue of mistakes, embarrassments and failures that make you wonder how we ever managed to get to this point: in love, married and sipping cocktails under the
There’s only one explanation really, and it’s as cheesy as it is true:
We love each other.
Love may not conquer all like the songs say, but it can keep you upright and on your feet when a cold wind is blowing hard, trying its best to knock you on your arse.
It can bring two people together, even when piles, sprinkler systems, food poisoning, porn movies and ex-boyfriends try to keep them apart.
When you fall in love, there’s nothing that can stop you, no matter how bad it might be.
Including her seeing you shit into a pedal bin.
And that’s why I married this idiot.
…not the shitting into a bin I hasten to add. There isn’t enough vodka in the world to blot out that memory.
The rest of it though?
Yeah… that about sums it up for me.
No relationship is ever perfect, but when you truly love each other… it doesn’t have to be.
The End
Jamie and Laura’s story continues in the sequel ‘Love… And Sleepless Nights’ available now at Amazon UK and Amazon USA
Titles by Nick Spalding available on Amazon Kindle:
Love… From Both Sides

Sometimes, the hardest part of finding love is keeping a straight face...
For Jamie Newman, being a single guy isn't proving to be much fun, especially when confronted with a sexually belligerent divorcee and a goddess so far out of his league she might as well be a different species.
Mind you, being a girl in search of love isn't a bowl of cherries either. Just ask Laura McIntyre, who's recently contended with a horny estate agent on a quest for light relief and a rabid mountain bike enthusiast with a penchant for displaying his genitals.
When Jamie and Laura bump into one another (quite literally) it looks like their luck may have changed - but sometimes finding the right person is only the start of your problems...
Based on real-life tales of dating disaster and relationship blunders, Love... From Both Sides is a warts-and-all romantic comedy for everyone who knows how tricky (and occasionally ridiculous) the quest for love can be.
Love… And Sleepless Nights

Sometimes, the hardest part of becoming a parent is keeping a straight face…
Just ask Jamie and Laura Newman, who (thanks to a rather relaxed attitude to contraception) find themselves about to have a baby. It’s obviously a terrifying prospect for a newly married couple, but as long as they stick together they’ll be fine, right?
They’d better, because the path between conception and those first few baby steps is littered with many obstacles - such as public sickness, rabid insomnia, violent mood swings, complicated sex, and copious amounts of swearing.
Featuring a cast that includes an overbearing mother-in-law, a terrifying midwife, and at least one chorus of mating humpbacks, Love… And Sleepless Nights is the hilarious sequel all about what happens next.
Falling in love with another person is easy. Making a new one with them is where things get complicated.
Life… With No Breaks

Nick Spalding tried to write a book in 24 hours. Turns out that's impossible... it took 30!
Life... With No Breaks is a unique, hilarious and heartfelt look at the modern world we live in, told by a master story-teller with much to say - and only a weekend to say it in.
You'll laugh out loud reading Nick's odyssey of non-stop writing in a collection of anecdotes, asides and stories - all dredged up from an over-stimulated brain functioning on caffeine, nicotine and the occasional chocolate biscuit.
The book is a conversation with you, and with Nick you'll venture into the thorny topics of love, life, sex, horribly timed bowel movements and a deathly fear of sponges (among many other things).
After you've read Life... With No Breaks, you may never look at the world the same way again!
Life… On A High

Nick Spalding is back... and this time he's airborne!
By popular demand (and because those counselling sessions won't pay for themselves) Nick returns in the sequel to Life... With No Breaks - with a new collection of anecdotes, stories and asides.
This time he's writing at 40,000 feet... and what better way is there to kill forty eight hours on a round trip to
Sit back - don't worry, we're in Business Class so the seats are comfortable - put your feet up, and laugh out loud as Nick wends his merry way through a plethora of subjects, including age, hobbies, crime, dating the wrong women and pretending to be a banana (among many other things).
After you've read Life... On A High, you may never look at the rest of the world the same way again!
The Cornerstone

A great book will transport you to another world... literally, if you're not careful.
On a gloomy Thursday afternoon, Max Bloom enters his local library in a last ditch attempt to stave off an epic case of teenage boredom. Among the hushed stacks he discovers The Cornerstone, an ancient book tucked away on a dusty, forgotten shelf. Opening the cover, Max is instantly transported to an alternate dimension full of things intent on killing him - thus avoiding boredom with remarkable success.
He meets a beautiful girl called Merelie (brilliant), who tells him he could be a Wordsmith, a sorcerer able to craft magic from the written word itself, one strong enough to save both their worlds from the Dwellers - hideous monsters from beyond the universe (not so brilliant).
This all sounds completely unbelievable. The kind of thing you'd read in a fantasy novel. But The Cornerstone doesn't lie... and the danger is very real.
In a world threatened by monsters, where books are worshipped and powerful magic exists, Max Bloom must make a choice: close The Cornerstone and run home - or trust Merelie, become a Wordsmith, and save two worlds from certain destruction...
Spalding’s Scary Shorts

Feedback: A Vampire Story
Be careful who you write about...
Keating the vampire used to love the horror stories that humans would write about his species. They had endlessly amused him - and allowed him to operate safe in the knowledge nobody believed he existed.
Madeline De Martine had changed all that though.
From terrifying, bloodthirsty creatures of the night... to maudlin, effeminate idiots obsessed with pubescent American girls, De Martine's blockbuster romances had irrevocably ruined the image of the vampire, as far as Keating was concerned.
So tonight he's paying the multi-millionaire writer a visit, to offer some constructive feedback and show her the error of her ways...
I, Zombie
A story of the thinking dead!
"My name is Jim Monroe and I am a zombie.
"My natural life on this planet has ceased and I've been re-animated to stalk the world as a pale, hollow imitation of my former self.
"I'm different from my undead brethren though... I'm a zombie with a brain.
"This is the short, shocking story of how I came to be this way."
Dogs Of War
Giving interactive gameplay a whole new meaning...
Disaster.
Epic. Huge. Unmitigated. Disaster.
Zack Hampton's beloved Gamestation console has just committed electronic suicide - right in the middle of a hectic Dogs Of War Team Deathmatch.
Where the hell is he supposed to find another one the week before Christmas? All the shops have sold out!
Imagine Zack's delight when he stumbles on a quaint Christmas shop, run by the enigmatic Mister Fix... and discovers a unique 'special edition' Gamestation on sale for a bargain price.
Following a very strange conversation with the old shopkeeper, the teenager buys the console and rushes home to rejoin the online mayhem as quickly as possible.
This Gamestation really is very special though - and Zack is about to take part in a game of Dogs Of War he is never going to forget...
Spine Slaughter
When hedgehogs attack!
On a warm summer day the
Warning: This story contains gore, profanity and gratuitous nudity... there's a children's tea party at the beginning though, so something for everyone, I think.
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He can be contacted in the following ways:
Visit his website at Spalding's Racket
Follow him on Twitter at Spalding_Author
E-mail him at nick.spalding@hotmail.co.uk
Add him on Facebook: Nick Spalding