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Coming out of a restless slumber made me all too aware that a vein in my forehead was throbbing like a bastard. That was the only way I could describe the ache. I knew opening my eyes to the morning light would make it much worse, so dragged the covers over my head to keep myself in darkness.

“Why did you do it?” I berated myself as unbidden thoughts of the night before began to flash through my head. “Why?”

Saying the words made me realize just how dry my mouth was. It felt disgusting and I cursed myself for going overboard with alcohol. That had been down to first date nerves and I started worrying about what I’d actually done. The problem was I couldn’t really remember. Not all of the evening with Robert, anyway. Snippets of it kept tumbling through my mind, with one that eventually popped into my head making me sit bolt upright and throw the covers off.

“Oh you stupid dickhead,” I muttered and desperately tried to remember exactly what I’d said.

Being asked about fantasies was definitely weird for a first date. I was sure we’d talked about it though and also that I’d probably admitted my biggest one in far, far too much detail. It made me lift hands to my aching forehead to rub it as I tried to remember more.

A look towards the bedside table showed my phone, so I grabbed for it and brought the screen to life. There were no messages from Robert, but I couldn’t make up my mind if that was good or bad. I’d been really looking forward to our date and had hoped it would be the start of something special between us. The idea that I’d screwed things up before they even got started made me want to scream.

What was done was done though. It wasn’t like I could go back to the night before and change my behavior. I dropped my head back to the pillow, but the discomfort of a raging hangover gradually got worse until the desperation for some water forced me to get up. I walked through to the kitchen to get a bottle from the fridge and gulped down almost all of it in one. That at least took away the dryness and I put on some coffee before going to have a shower.
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