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Looking
across the bar I noticed him standing there; deep in conversation
with the bartender. His starched grey suit distinguished him from
the other men in the small bar. He was a stark contrast to their
jeans and ‘formal’ t-shirts. His unruly hair was still wet from the
down pour outside; the occasional drop of water falling onto the
hardwood floor.







Re-focusing my eyes from the small puddle forming next to
him, I took note of his shoes. They looked expensive and custom
made to fit him, they definitely suited his sharp suit. Unaware of
being watched the stranger brushed a small strand of hair from his
eyes. His short brown curls framed his strong bronzed jaw line. My
legs were turning weak at the sight of the handsome man standing
mere metres from me. The single dark red rose in his hand showed
that he was here for me.






I
mentally cursed my friend for putting me in this
situation.






“He is
tall, handsome and really wants to meet you,” Sarah had told me
last night.






“I don’t
need anyone, I’m perfectly fine studying Sarah,” I had rather
angrily retorted at her. Being in my last year at university, I had
no time to be fraternizing with men. My last law exams were this
year and I couldn’t afford to fail them.






“You
haven’t been with anyone for over a year! Give it a go and he’ll
love you,” Sarah begged me. I had never been good at saying no to
her. She has a way of making me feel guilty.






“He’s
tall and handsome, what would he see in me? Plus you only met him
this morning; he could be a complete creep,” I tried my weak
attempt at getting out of the situation.






“You are
stunning; sometimes I think you don’t notice the guys watching you.
Please Kate, just go. I spoke to him for a full 5 minutes at the
coffee shop and he seems nice,” Sarah whined at me.






So this
is how I ended up in the situation, standing in a bar waiting for a
man with a red rose. My friend really knows how to drop me in it,
especially with a man way out of my league. Luckily I had arrived
at the bar an hour earlier to save myself from the hammering rain
outside. I had decided on wearing a simple red dress from the back
of my closet. My life doesn’t often call for dresses and it was the
best I could muster up at short notice.






At 20
years old I amazed my friends with my lack of interest in men, I
preferred to spend my Friday nights at home studying rather than
going out and picking up men like them. I felt like nothing special
with my long brown hair and curvy body; preferring to cover up in
jeans and jumpers than spend unnecessary time on fancy
clothes.






I
accompanied my dress with a small silver necklace my dad had given
me years before and a gentle dusting of make-up on my face. Pulling
myself out of my thoughts and shifting uncomfortably in my heels, I
looked back towards the handsome stranger. Confused at the rapid
hammering in my chest, I realised he had gone.
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