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I’m 27 years old. I’ve no money and no prospects. I’m already a burden to my parents. And I’m frightened.




My jaw dropped as the scene with Charlotte Lucas from Pride and Prejudice echoed round the cinema. My name was Charlotte. I was 27. And I too, in Jane Austen speak, was yet to command a high price in the marriage market.




It was almost as if the film was talking to me. I hadn’t found The One.




Charlotte Ward had always believed that after a few serious boyfriends, some unsuitable encounters, and the odd broken heart, she would find the right guy and all would be happy ever after. However, towards the end of her 20s, it had become clear that finding this one was actually pretty tricky. In fact, she’d soon realized that every boyfriend she’d whipped into shape and then broken up with, had settled down with someone else almost immediately. The training that Charlotte had given them had set them up for life, just not life with her.




In this witty, intimate memoir, Charlotte shares her experiences and insights on dating, breaking up and starting over again. It wasn’t an easy journey, but now happily settled with The Beau, has Charlotte finally reached the coveted status of The One?









      
      


      
      Charlotte Ward has been a print journalist for almost a decade. In her debut book, she shares her excruciating experiences
         and insights on how she survived the dating game.
      

      
      She is happily settled with The Beau, and lives in London.

      




      
      
      For my Beau, the most patient man I know
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      Introduction

      
      ‘I’m 27 years old. I’ve no money and no prospects. I’m already a burden to my parents. And I’m frightened.’
      

      
      My jaw dropped as the scene from the film Pride and Prejudice echoed round the cinema.
      

      
      In it Charlotte Lucas was ’fessing up to her friend Lizzie Bennett that she would be marrying her odious cousin Mr Collins
         because, being of spinster age, she didn’t want to be left on the shelf.
      

      
      My sister Sofie and I turned to look at one another. I was grimacing. Sofie was giggling. Exactly the same thought racing
         through our minds.
      

      
      My name was Charlotte. I was 27. And I too, in Jane Austen speak, was yet to ‘command a high price in the marriage market’.
         It was almost as if the film was talking to me.
      

      
      Shoulders shaking, my 19-year-old sibling let out a snort.

      
      But then, at eight years my junior and with all of her 20s stretched out in front of her, as alluring and inviting as the
         Yellow Brick Road, she bloody well would do.
      

      
      ‘Just you wait,’ I whispered crossly. ‘Your twenties will pass by in a twinkling, just like with me.’

      
      ‘Yeah, but you’ll be nearly forty then,’ she sniggered.

      
      
      She had a point. It seemed time was running out and it made me think.

      
      Throughout my 20s, I’d gone out with two serious boyfriends. But here I was again, single at 27, my biological clock ticking
         (well, according to every health article I read anyway) and not a potential husband in sight.
      

      
      When I boarded the train plodding its way through my 20s, I assumed I had all the time in the world to get my life sorted.

      
      Somewhere in the far, far distance was a well-sign-posted destination called ‘The One’ – conveniently located around my late
         20s.
      

      
      But I didn’t have to worry about that for a long time. I had an open ticket with as many stops thrown in as I wanted. I could
         jump off for parties, I had time to meet unsuitable men, enjoy drunken and even comedy snogs, be relentlessly single and bounce
         back if my heart was broken.
      

      
      As the train trundled along through my mid-20s, I’d find a great bloke, no sweat. He’d tick all the boxes and of course I’d
         know instantly he was the chosen one. Naturally, after a whirlwind romance, he’d propose and I’d get a rock that made Victoria
         Beckham’s pale in comparison.
      

      
      Cue marriage, babies and bliss. After all, it’s not like I’m a freak or anything.

      
      However, my path to happiness wasn’t exactly lined with gold. By the time my mid-20s were well underway, it dawned on me that
         finding ‘The One’ was actually pretty tricky. And the more I panicked about it, the harder it got.
      

      
      
      All around me friends were seamlessly meeting great men, tying the knot and producing offspring. Yet I would repeat the same
         pattern of spending ages with a boyfriend I wasn’t destined to marry time and time again. The pressure was on.
      

      
      I realised that although you can try to take the scenic route, meandering through your carefree days on a slow, old-fashioned
         steam train, sometimes you accidentally board the express train and then you’re stuffed.
      

      
      So what caused this hysteria? I’m not the type of girl who spends her life reading books like The Rules or He’s Just Not That Into You and following them to the letter. To be honest, I’m just not that arsed.
      

      
      While there is an element of logic in such guides, they are all a bit serious and it’s important to be sceptical. No two men
         are the same and where’s the romance in following a manual?
      

      
      It’s not like I hated being single either. My single spells were some of the most fun-packed times of my life. The unpredictability
         and excitement of going out and meeting different people is fab.
      

      
      Undoubtedly, one of the most rewarding things that being single can bring is being able to plough all your energy into nurturing
         your great female friendships that are there through thick and thin. Although we’d all be loath to admit it, time with good
         friends can so often get a tad neglected when a man is on the scene.
      

      
      No, the hysteria began with the realisation that ever since I met my first serious boyfriend, almost half my life ago, every
         single man I’ve dated long-term has settled down very quickly with the girlfriend after me.
      

      
      
      While I’ve drifted on searching for a soul mate, I have routinely and unwaveringly become the one before ‘The One’.

      
      Although I’ve only stayed in touch with half of my significant exes, word-of-mouth, seasonal correspondence with family members
         and some bored Facebooking and Googling has kept me abreast of their romantic lives.
      

      
      Fairly soon after the Charlotte Lucas episode, the startling and terrifying truth dawned on me – every past love had a life
         partner, was smitten and settled, happily cohabitating or procreating.
      

      
      But where were my rewards? I’d earned my stripes spending many a weary hour trying to kick these, often wayward, boyfriends
         into shape. Then off they’d trot with their new-found man skills to enjoy some kind of happy ever after with another lady.
         How selfish.
      

      
      In I’d breezed, like Supernanny, cracking the whip and setting the rules, until eventually we’d parted company and they’d
         gone off to be a model citizen for the next girlfriend.
      

      
      It hadn’t been an easy journey. During each individual’s own personal ‘naughty step’ experience there were whisperings of
         malcontent. Words such as ‘high maintenance’, ‘wears the trousers’ and ‘control freak’ may have been bandied about. However,
         after resisting at first, they’d listened carefully, and the knowledge I installed had obviously set them up for life . .
         . but not life with me.
      

      
      Recently, when I shared this revelation with friends on a night out, it was met with amusement.

      
      I drunkenly recounted how my eagerness to change chaps, hopefully for the better, could be sourced from the fallout of the failed relationship I’d had with my first serious boyfriend, Patrick, who had been very overbearing and had
         left me feeling deeply insecure.
      

      
      From quite early on, I was paranoid he’d cheated on me. It was pretty obvious that he had his eye on other girls and he regularly
         belittled me. As the relationship progressed and I grew more and more suspicious, I’d lowered myself to snooping.
      

      
      I examined his phone bill, read letters he’d hidden away and questioned his housemates.

      
      Trying desperately to rein in his wandering eye, I frequently confronted him with what I’d discovered, in the hope I could
         catch him out before he even considered straying.
      

      
      But my self-esteem finally hit rock bottom after he chatted up a girl in front of me in a nightclub, took her phone number
         and told me to get over it.
      

      
      He claimed pathetically that he was setting her up with his friend. But when he, despite my protests, invited her and her
         friend back to his home, I caught him and this girl having what looked rather like ‘a moment’ as they made eyes at each other
         in the back garden.
      

      
      We broke up soon after and it eventually filtered back to me that he was sleeping with the girl, just as I’d feared.

      
      I was inconsolable and convinced I’d never get over it. But eventually my broken heart healed and I vowed never to let a man
         have a hold over me like that again. From then on I had a zero tolerance approach to relationships.
      

      
      When I met Jack, a lad I went to college with, he had a novel attitude to dating.

      
      
      ‘There’s time spent with the bird and time with the lads,’ he told me, romantically. ‘Never shall the two meet.’

      
      I was instructed that if he ever caught me frequenting the same drinking establishment that he was in with the boys, all hell
         would break loose.
      

      
      The rules were unshakeable. ‘What if I unwittingly stumble in there, not knowing that’s where you are?’ I enquired. We’d both
         go out with our respective friends in a town centre with about ten pubs, so it was possible.
      

      
      Jack’s steely gaze said it all, warning me, in no uncertain terms, that it should never happen.

      
      I had my work cut out. There was going to be a power struggle. After all, this was the man who also announced he’d never spend
         New Year’s Eve with ‘any bird’.
      

      
      But while I listened to his rules at first, I was already hatching a plot to shift the balance of power.

      
      So I started playing some games of my own. I countered Jack’s boys’ nights out with my own girls’ shindigs. My friends and
         I took it in turns driving all over the West Country to different clubs for raucous nights out.
      

      
      Now Jack would have to vie for my time and, as I’d hoped, he didn’t like it one little bit.

      
      To my satisfaction his attitude began to change and soon his priority revolved largely around ‘us’. The boys’ nights out became
         infrequent as he opted for romantic nights with me instead.
      

      
      When he mentioned New Year’s Eve plans I scoffed: ‘I’m not invited though, am I?’

      
      ‘I’ve changed my mind, I want you to come,’ he told me sheepishly.

      
      However, ironically, just as I became the most important thing in Jack’s world, I buggered off to university 300 miles from home.
      

      
      Because of the geography, my interest in keeping up a long-distance romance wavered, and like a complete cow I unceremoniously
         dumped Jack just when he’d become his most dedicated.
      

      
      Despite my cruelty, we stayed in touch and within a year he told me he’d met someone new – and it was serious. It seemed that
         after all my efforts to beat the laddishness out of Jack, he was now getting there of his own accord.
      

      
      He dated the next girl for yonks and they are now happily married with a daughter.

      
      Again, it was a similar scenario with Tom, my boyfriend throughout university. At the start he’d insisted on heading home
         to Manchester every weekend for hedonistic nights out, only to return to our university accommodation on a Sunday night tetchy
         and exhausted, with me bearing the brunt of it.
      

      
      After being in the firing line one too many times, I told him either his lifestyle changed or we were over. Thankfully, Tom
         recognised that I was now so weary of the situation that I was teetering dangerously on the clifftop of indifference and a
         sudden maturity kicked in.
      

      
      But, mirroring the relationships before, after Tom changed, we eventually and amicably headed our separate ways. Like his
         predecessors, Tom met someone else soon after and several years down the line they’ve bought a house together.
      

      
      It was the same with the next boyfriend, Adam. During the course of our romance I’d curtailed his penchant for casinos, bookies and boozers and we’d settled into domestic bliss until the inevitable break-up. It had come down to one thing:
         I’d invested years, but I didn’t want to marry him. The girl after me thought differently though. Within a year they’d bought
         a flat together and marriage may soon be on the cards.
      

      
      How many times would I repeat this cycle?

      
      The tale of my exes tickled my friend Caroline somewhat. ‘You know what you are?’ she concluded. ‘You’re a wedding fluffer!’

      
      A fluffer, to explain to the more innocent among us, is a term used in the porn industry for someone who – how can I put this
         politely? – has the sole purpose of ensuring the ‘adult entertainers’ are, er, standing to attention before their big performance.
      

      
      So, in other words, I was there, at the side of the stage, warming my ex-boyfriends up for the main show.

      
      But where was my moment in the limelight?
      

      
      I’d always assumed that having the strength of character to tell boyfriends to shape up or ship out was a good thing. But
         had I been too demanding and militant? Did I make every relationship that followed my reign of terror seem like a walk in
         the park for my poor henpecked victims? Equally, maybe my search for perfection meant ultimately I’d be the one who’d end
         up lonely and bitter?
      

      
      I was worried that the answer might be yes, but then I was offered a reprieve.

      
      I met a chap, The Beau – my man du jour.

      
      We started seeing each other seriously a few months after the Charlotte Lucas episode. He seemed lovely, and, during these early stages, I wasn’t sure whether The Beau was ‘The One’ or not. Indeed, I tried desperately not to obsess
         about it.
      

      
      However I was feeling pleasantly optimistic and was certainly looking forward to going on lots of nice dates with him to find
         out.
      

      
      I just hoped that this time I wouldn’t make a complete pig’s ear of it – and here lieth the foundations of this book.

      
      Let’s cut to the chase: show me a woman who claims she has a perfect dating history and I’ll show you a pathological liar.

      
      Quite frankly, I don’t have all the answers and I’m not a dating guru. In fact, I’m the polar opposite.

      
      I shell out the advice to my friends, but do I have the same unwavering willpower I ask them to summon up in times of crises?
         Sadly not – I have all the self-control of an obese, PE-hating, gluttonous kid in a sweet shop.
      

      
      But either way, I’m not sure I believe in quick fixes, methods and rules.

      
      Dating is more like your ghastly maths homework. Once you’ve made enough errors, you’d think you could finally get the hang
         of it. But it’s all too easy to forget what you’ve learned and find a brand-new tricky equation that you have no idea how
         to solve.
      

      
      Over the years, my friends and I have made some colossal mistakes and found ourselves in some ridiculous situations. We’ve
         been there, crying bitter tears of humiliation, and occasionally, along the way, we’ve been responsible for hurting someone
         else too.
      

      
      If you’re looking for a kindred spirit, you’ve found one. Once you’ve read some of life’s most excruciating dating stories, you’ll feel like the most empowered woman on earth.
      

      
      If you think you’ve ever embarrassed yourself, you have no idea. By the time you finish this book, you’ll feel like the sanest
         person ever and the biggest romantic success story IN THE WORLD.
      

   



      
      


      
      Names, places and situations have been changed to avoid identifying the innocent who’ve helpfully given me their stories

      




      
      
      Chapter One

      
      Single v. Settled

      
      I can pinpoint the exact moment I first felt The Fear. I was 26 and had spent the weekend at home with my family.
      

      
      While out running errands with my mother, we bumped into a friend of hers, who invited us into her home for a quick cuppa.
         As we tucked into tea and lemon cake, the lady proudly announced her daughter was expecting a baby any day.
      

      
      Mum and I did the obligatory cooing as she filled us in. But then the grandmother-to-be turned to me.

      
      ‘What about you, Charlotte?’ she smiled. ‘Do you have a boyfriend?’

      
      I should have seen it coming.

      
      ‘No,’ I answered absentmindedly, wiping crumbs from my chin. ‘I’m not really worried. I’m only twenty-six, I’m a bit young
         for all that. I’m just having fun at the moment.’
      

      
      ‘Only twenty-six?’ the lady frowned, wrinkles appearing in her forehead. ‘Too young? I was married and had children at your
         age. You better get a move on!’
      

      
      Up until that point, the dictionary definition of Charlotte would have been:

      
      
      

         Party-loving, opening-of-an-envelope-attending, boozer-frequenting, bad-dancing, karaokeobsessing, gym-shirking, junk food-binging
            and hangover-suffering young person. Often in need of weekends of TLC at home with Mother, who force-feeds fruit and vegetables,
            while emitting the following sentence in a frustrated voice: ‘You’ve been burning the candle at both ends again, haven’t you?’
         

         She is nowhere, I repeat NOWHERE, near marrying age.

      



      
      Suddenly the dictionary had been updated. Now it read:

      
      

         Charlotte: a childless, fiancé-less spinster. (Oh and a dessert of many varieties.)

      



      
      Like an awkward 11-year-old learning they’d have to leave the comfortable folds of their junior playground to be thrown into
         the bear pit of big school, I suddenly grasped that a new era was approaching.
      

      
      Girls my age were expected to begin the scary process of ‘settling down’. Time dictates: ‘You’ve had your fun. Now off you
         trot and find a husband.’
      

      
      ‘How did I get here?’ I screamed inwardly. ‘What on earth happened to my carefree youth?’

      
      If it was time for the main performance, I hadn’t rehearsed enough. I was still fluffing my lines. I wanted more time to practise,
         but time was running out. Was I now going to have to settle for a mediocre repertoire?
      

      
      
      From the word go, my dating life had been troublesome, blundering and at times humiliating.

      
      Like a lot of teenagers, I was awkward, lacking in confidence and wore braces. On top of this, I’d gone to an all-girls school
         and was subsequently completely clueless when it came to boys.
      

      
      If I found myself within a four-mile radius of a male my own age, my face would quickly become the colour of beetroot and
         I’d start giggling like a maniac.
      

      
      Despite all this, at the age of 13, I managed to secure my very first boyfriend – for a grand total of three weeks.

      
      He was a friend of my cousin, two years older than me and ‘gorgeous’. But while I was happy to partake in handholding and
         giggling, I was terrified to kiss him. Hence he quickly became bored with me.
      

      
      The first I knew about being dumped was when I received a letter telling me not only that our childish romance was over, but
         also that his new girlfriend was called Heidi. Yeah, thanks for that!
      

      
      Oh and to add insult to injury, he’d included a cassette single of ‘Everything I Do’ by Bryan Adams. Did he want me to kill
         myself?
      

      
      But, like a true, changeable teenager, although it seemed like the end of the world for about five minutes, I soon got over
         it. Looking back at the cringeworthy diaries I wrote at that age, I was about as fickle as Mr Wickham when it came to deciding
         where my affections lay.
      

      
      One day Richard was ‘lush’, the next David was ‘amazing’, and don’t even get me started on ‘horny’ Mark Owen. (While I’m mortified
         by the vocabulary of my teenage self, at least I didn’t use text speak like the youth of today.)
      

      
      One of my big crushes was on now-well-known Radio 1 DJ Scott Mills, who back then was a local radio presenter. Cultivating
         my stalking skills from a young age, I cunningly managed to blag myself work experience with him.
      

      
      To my delight, I was soon answering the phones for Scott and popping in and out of the studio whenever I could to appear ‘helpful’.
         While the records were playing, I’d precociously try to impress him with my, ahem, sparkling 14-year-old wit.
      

      
      It was with some dismay that I later learnt my efforts would always remain fruitless – I’d never be his type. EVER. Ironically,
         just like me, Scott was wild about boys. Shite.
      

      
      After about ten thousand adolescent crushes, I went on to have my first ‘real relationship’ at the age of 16 with the vastly
         unsuitable Patrick. I say ‘real’, but in hindsight it is desperately sad to think that this ordeal was my introduction to
         ‘love’.
      

      
      He was six years older than me and it wasn’t a good match. When I wasn’t being labelled ‘dull’, ‘boring’ and ‘clingy’ (‘Charlotte,
         all this holding hands is so passé, I’ve been there, done that . . .’), he would be very overprotective and I was shouted
         at for not checking in with him on rare nights out.
      

      
      Once when I forgot to call and say I’d arrived to meet my friends for a night out, he called the train company and then my
         mum to see if I was dead.
      

      
      Then when I went on a two-week holiday to San Francisco, he’d call me in the middle of the night saying he could only sleep when I was sleeping and America was dangerous and I’d probably get stabbed.
      

      
      Ironically, despite his declarations of everlasting love, he kindly gave me the heave-ho – leaving me to scrape what was left
         of my self-esteem off the floor. It was my first proper heartbreak and I was devastated.
      

      
      Of course, whenever I did feel I was making progress and beginning to forget him, I’d get the inevitable ranting phone call,
         but thankfully, I did eventually manage to sever all ties and went on to meet gentle Jack. While he was possessive over his
         nights out with the lads, it was in many ways the perfect teenage romance.
      

      
      When I stayed over at his, I slept in his younger sister’s room and I’d spend many a happy evening hanging out with his lovely
         family. He was mad about motor sport, so I’d devotedly accompany him to race days and even the British Grand Prix at Silverstone.
         We’d go clothes shopping on Saturdays, spending our wages from Sunday jobs at Sainsbury’s.
      

      
      But then Jack was cruelly dispatched as the bright lights of higher education beckoned.

      
      At university in the north-east, I rented a room in a house belonging to a couple that had two young children. They were both
         about 30 and in my mind bloody ancient. Their lives seemed to revolve around kids, school runs, work and mortgages. In contrast,
         my life was a heady mix of alcohol, clubbing and coursework – pretty much in that order.
      

      
      By then I had a new boyfriend, Tom – we were together on and off for over three years – but at that age the thought of weddings
         and children was laughable. With more than a decade to sort myself out, being 30 was so far removed from where I was.
      

      
      ‘When I’m 30 I’ll probably be married with two kids as well,’ I told myself, observing my landlord attempting to stop his
         young daughter from clambering up on to the dinner table, fish finger in hand.
      

      
      Back then, teenagers weren’t connected to thirty-year-olds. It seemed like another lifetime. So that was the benchmark for
         me. About 28 or 29 would be the point when I’d finally be a grown-up. I’d have a great job, a fiancé, I’d be married by 30
         and my first child would be on the way by 31. But at 18, I had years and years to go before I had to worry about all that
         grown-up stuff.
      

      
      I adopted pretty much the same attitude as I began my early 20s.

      
      I’d seen friends at university proposed to after five minutes and still found it all very silly. What was the point of getting
         serious so soon when you still had all sorts of life to live first? There was no way I was going to marry my university boyfriend.
         Well, not unless we both got jobs in the same city and neither of us changed. But at the back of my mind I knew we both had
         a lot of growing up to do and not necessarily at the same pace.
      

      
      One young couple I knew got engaged after just a few months, marking their commitment with a cheap ring purchased on credit
         from a crap high street jewellers.
      

      
      They spent the night of their engagement wandering the streets of our university town, wondering what to do with themselves.
         Finally, they arrived at the grotty student house I shared with two friends and my boyfriend and we toasted their impending
         nuptials with Lambrusco.
      

      
      
      Then, rather meanly, I got my camera out and made them re-enact the moment he had got down on one knee. They dutifully did
         as I snapped the process and my housemate sniggered. We later mocked up a ‘My Guy’-style photo casebook of their engagement,
         complete with stupid captions.
      

      
      In hindsight, it was pretty cruel of us to laugh at what was obviously a very heartfelt and sweet gesture at the time. But
         as it happens, our cynicism was right and it didn’t last.
      

      
      I just couldn’t understand why my friends were in such a hurry to grow up, and as the years passed my attitude didn’t alter
         much.
      

      
      A little while after we’d completed our degrees, Tom and I broke up.

      
      I’d moved to Liverpool and for the first time in ages I was single – and it really was a jungle out there. Like so many single
         girls, my self-esteem took a pounding as I went through a terrible spell of meeting men who fell into the ‘stalker’ or ‘wanker’
         categories.
      

      
      I began to despair that I’d never find a nice fella who was, well, normal. There were plenty of flaky, fickle chaps I’d enjoy
         a date or two with, only for them to go cold on me or cut all contact.
      

      
      Regrettably, many of the wankers I had the misfortune to meet were deemed so because they already had girlfriends.

      
      This was largely to be my boyfriend-distracting phase.

      
      I say ‘distracting’, as I didn’t actually steal anyone’s boyfriend (note the desperate attempt to justify oneself), but during
         this time I did briefly tempt them elsewhere.
      

      
      
      In my defence, I am not the sort of hateful cow who deliberately sets out to pursue an attached man – it’s just that at this
         time unavailable men seemed compelled to try it on with me, while failing to mention their relationship status.
      

      
      On one such occasion, I convinced myself I was immune from morality judgements because I hadn’t known about the girlfriend
         when we first started up (yeah, right). Plus, I’d never met the girl so therefore she wasn’t a real person, capable of being
         hurt by my actions.
      

      
      So instead of viewing myself as a boyfriend-nicking hobag, I felt a constant inner rage at her. My logic knew no bounds. I
         wanted him to myself, so in my head I vilified the girlfriend. She was the problem, not him. She was the reason preventing
         us from being together, end of. It was weak and deluded.
      

      
      Anyway, back to my crime. One day, in an excruciating moment, I stumbled across him and her together at the local swimming
         pool.
      

      
      I was doing laps and my stomach churned as I spotted them heading my way. To my horror, she wasn’t what I expected at all.
         Truth be told, she looked lovely. She wasn’t the troll I’d imagined, but a pretty girl with a good figure (well, wadda ya
         know).
      

      
      And there she was, splashing around in the water with his brother’s kids (I’d seen pictures). They appeared to adore her.
         Oh Gawd, she was obviously a nice person.
      

      
      While this was going on, lover boy was swimming past me smirking. It was at that moment that I realised what a silly mare
         I’d been to pursue him and what a heartless piece of work he was. Rather than being fearful that his girlfriend and I were in such close proximity, he actually found it exhilarating. He obviously wasn’t feeling guilty about
         his indiscretions or worried about her rumbling us.
      

      
      Or perhaps he just knew, quite rightly, that I’d never say anything.

      
      Later, when I saw her in the changing room drying her hair, she caught me staring, but I looked away, ashamed of myself. I
         felt like the biggest scuzzer on earth. I’d love to say that was the point I learnt my lesson. But sadly that wasn’t to be
         the end of the boyfriend-bothering.
      

      
      When history repeated itself, with yet another potential love interest finally admitting he was already attached, it left
         me fretting over what sort of signals I was giving out. Those of an immoral scrubber?
      

      
      So on I tiptoed through single life, trying to avoid any more infidelity landmines – and it was then that I found myself in
         stalker territory. Maybe it was karma.
      

      
      These men were unattached (hurrah!), but blimey did they want a girlfriend.

      
      There was the marketing executive that I foolishly took to a friend’s barbecue on our first (and only) date. He soon unnerved
         me by gazing at me adoringly as I played with a friend’s kids and cooing, ‘You’d be a great mum.’ Then, after a few too many
         Stellas, he announced, in all seriousness, that he’d ‘kick off’ if I talked to any other men. I was really quite scared.
      

      
      On another occasion, I met a chap in a nightclub. He seemed nice so we swapped numbers, even though we lived in different
         cities, two hours apart. He called me the very next day and a week later he came to visit.
      

      
      The date was perfectly jolly, although he was a little on the quiet side, and it ended with plans for us to meet again. However, before date two something changed. The young man in
         question phoned with some astonishing news.
      

      
      ‘I’ve borrowed some money and bought a car so I can come and see you,’ he said excitedly. Immediately I felt a little bit
         sick. I’d only met him a little over a week previously, but already there was an enormous pressure for things to work out.
      

      
      Still, I agreed to see him, and he rolled up in his new car.

      
      Again, we were getting on fine until he dropped another bombshell. ‘I’m thinking of moving here,’ he announced. ‘I think I’d
         really like it.’
      

      
      Unsurprisingly, I didn’t see him again. While it was nice to meet a man who didn’t believe in playing games, it was just too
         much too soon and I found his haste completely unnerving.
      

      
      Without meaning to come over all Gollum-like – just to play devil’s advocate with myself – a cynic would argue: ‘Well, yes,
         it was a little OTT, but you were quick to complain when they treated you badly, and when they treat you nice you’re not interested
         either. What’s that all about?’
      

      
      It is true that often girls are compelled to date losers or chaps who make them unhappy. Perhaps we can’t help but love baddies.
         So, yes, if they give us the runaround we are hooked, yet if they are plain nice and keen from day one, it’s viewed as a bit
         weird.
      

      
      A friend, Erika, has had such a bad run of luck when it comes to meeting chaps, she now believes she’s programmed to date
         wrong ’uns.
      

      
      ‘When a good one came along recently, I had no idea how to handle it and in the end I treated him dreadfully,’ she admitted. ‘I cheated on him with his pal at a bar we were all in because I thought he wasn’t interested.
      

      
      ‘Then I moaned at work every day to my mate who’d set him up with me in the first place.

      
      ‘Despite the chants of “Give him a chance, Erika,” I was expecting calls and texts ten times a day. Little did I know he’d
         been playing it cool because he really liked me and was a decent man.’
      

      
      After the boyfriend-bothering and the stalker-shirking, I, like Erika, became deeply embedded in a similar circle of gloom.

      
      I let rogue after rogue give me the runaround, I had no self-esteem, I was giving off an air of desperation. But then, after
         yet more failed infatuations, I found love in an unlikely place. I started hanging out more and more with Adam, a friend who
         constantly laughed at my stupidity when it came to relationships.
      

      
      We worked in the same office, became good friends and one evening shared a drunken snog. But instead of feeling mortified
         the next day, we realised it hadn’t been an embarrassing mistake. Instead, to our surprise and that of our friends, love blossomed.
      

      
      We moved into a one-bed flat, and although we talked about buying a house together, that was as far as our ‘commitment chats’
         went. I liked being in a relationship, but also missed some of the independence being single had brought me.
      

      
      Now there was another person to consider. I couldn’t just get pissed and roll in whenever I liked without a second thought.
         If I greedily drank all the orange juice, he’d complain. It also meant I couldn’t wander round the flat in my worst T-shirt and pants, with hair-removing cream smeared attractively across my top lip.
      

      
 

     THE PROS AND CONS
OF SINGLE V. SETTLED

      
      Single

      
      • You get a whole double bed to yourself and can lie in at the weekend for as long as you like. You will not be disturbed
         by snoring, or someone hogging the duvet or breaking wind.
      

      
      • No man is going to moan that you are neglecting him if you decide to devote the majority of your week to partying, shopping
         or hanging out with friends.
      

      
      • Living alone means a discount on your council tax.

      
      • There’s no obligation to buy Christmas/birthday presents for a second set of family/friends. That’s more money for shoes.

      
      • You can flirt outrageously (or even just chat) with any man you like without being branded a trollop by your jealous partner.

      
      • You can gorge on Friends, Desperate Housewives or Streetmate without someone tutting and turning over to Sky Sports whenever you leave the room.
      

      
      
      Settled

      
      • Unconditional love dictates that your man will put up with even the most futile bouts of whinging, PMT and self-loathing
         because he loves you.
      

      
      • When you’re hungover you can lie pitifully in bed, smiling weakly (but bravely) at your better half and hopefully he’ll
         bring you tea and toast or rush to the shops to buy you a pain au chocolat.
      

      
      • Your knight in shining armour is duty bound to check your wellbeing at regular intervals, so if you happen to get locked
         in the lavatory you’ll be discovered well before you have to start snacking on spiders.
      

      
      • As a couple you are immune from the ‘Odds and Sods’ table at weddings.

      
      • You can blackmail him into letting you watch Strictly Come Dancing with the threat of a suspension of all carnal privileges.
      

      
      • When you’re standing shivering at the bus stop late at night in a silly little dress and stilettos he’ll give up his coat
         and take the cold like a man.
      



      
      My birthdays came and went – 24, 25 – but that still seemed pretty young.

      
      Adam and I were happy for a while – but were we happy enough? At 26 doubts began to set in. We’d recently moved to London
         and Adam’s anti-social working hours meant we hardly ever saw each other.
      

      
      Our friends were beginning to get engaged and married. It scared me shitless. Deep down I knew I had itchy feet; I wasn’t the same smitten girl I’d been when we’d got together.
      

      
      So, reluctantly, we parted company, I embraced single life – for all of about five minutes – and then my mum’s friend branded
         me a spinster. Thanks to the proud grandma-to-be’s words, I had a newly acquired, and frankly unwanted, epiphany to muse upon.
      

      
      So by the time my 27th birthday arrived, I was feeling blue.

      
      A dark cloud descended on me as it occurred to me that my life plan was completely unrealistic. Although I had lived with
         boyfriends in the past, now single and with the looming realisation that I was forced to start all over again, the thought
         of joint mortgages, marriage and kids freaked me out.
      

      
      Yes, I had friends who were settled, engaged and even married, but I also had plenty who, like me, were unattached, renting
         and carefree. But turning 27 definitely triggered something. From then on in, I was acutely more aware of how everyone else
         my age was doing in the commitment stakes.
      

      
      So when I first set eyes on my long-suffering beloved in a hotel bar in Shepherd’s Bush, I was immediately carefully considering
         his long-term credentials.
      

      
      The Beau was instantly appealing – tall, friendly and charming, with kind eyes and a chiselled jawline.

      
      For some reason, that night I was pretending I worked for Karen Millen. (I was drunk. Sometimes I like to make up little stories.)
         Eventually I sobered up a bit and confessed my deception. Luckily he laughed. So far, so good.
      

      
      I gave The Beau my number and he dispatched me home with a gentlemanly kiss on the hand. He sent me a text the very next day, but to my frustration it was to be almost a
         month before we were to actually go out.
      

      
      The Beau expertly juggled chivalry with playing it cool and I was quickly smitten. Almost three years later, I still am.

      
      Now, as I begin my thirties, I still try to tell myself I have time on my side. The other day I read that the average age
         for marriage is now 32, so at least that buys me a bit of time (The Beau will be relieved).
      

      
      However, project us back 60 years and it would be a very different story.

      
      In my grandmothers’ day, women were often married off in their late teens or early 20s and had a whole different set of priorities.
         With a country at war and sex before marriage frowned upon, emotions ran high, with men all over the country popping the question
         to their teenage sweethearts.
      

      
      These days it is very easy to sit down and whine about how hard we all have it, but imagine if you’d just met your perfect
         man only for him to be called off to war?
      

      
      The odds were this fabulous young fella might never return and you’d spend your life devastated and wondering what might have
         been if you’d just been allowed that chance of happiness.
      

      
      Without text messages and emails to complicate matters, you’d pretty much have full clarity on whether you liked someone or
         not. But if you think waiting for a phone call is agonising, imagine the torment for the girls back home waiting for letters
         from their loves and dreading the day the arrival of a telegram would bring them the news they feared so much.
      

      
      
      My grandparents actually became engaged while my grandfather was a soldier in World War II. They had started courting when
         they were both 17, having known each other for years through their families. Six months after the romance began, my late grandfather,
         Roger, headed off to Australia to work on a farm. He expected to return two years later, and the pair kept up their romance
         with frequent letters.
      

      
      But while he was out there, war broke out. Despite being underage, Roger, who could never sit still at the best of times,
         decided to join the New Zealand army and headed off to fight. Meanwhile, back in Wiltshire, my grandmother, Mary, joined the
         Land Army, mucking in with all the traditional men’s work.
      

      
      The only contact she had with her future husband was by letter, so for years she did not see him or hear his voice.

      
      Indeed, as Roger later chronicled in his personal memoirs, a letter, wishing him luck, arrived from Mary on his 21st birthday.
         That day, fighting in the Libyan Desert, he was almost killed when his platoon was ordered to undergo a kamikaze mission.
         They were instructed to plough into the path of enemy troops. It would have meant certain death if a last-minute halt to the
         mission had not been ordered.
      

      
      It was during Roger’s duty in Egypt that he posted Mary a £7 engagement ring. He had painstakingly picked it out in Cairo,
         and had spent a weeks army wage on it.
      

      
      While she was ecstatic to be engaged, my grandmother could not rest until her fiancé returned safe and well. Usually she’d
         receive a letter from him once a week, but the postal service was erratic to say the least.
      

      
      
      ‘Sometimes six weeks would go past without any news and you’d begin to wonder,’ she told me.

      
      Thankfully, Roger was one of the lucky ones to return unscathed from the war. He arrived back to the sweetheart he had not
         seen or spoken to for seven long years and married her soon after.
      

      
      And to think we worry about text messages.

      
      ‘It’s a different world now,’ my grandmother agreed. ‘Girls today have so much more than we did.’

      
      In her day, although clandestine affairs did go on, it was a risky business. There was no pill, and you were expected to be
         a virgin bride. Woe betide the young woman who had a baby out of wedlock.
      

      
      When my own mother was in her late teens, an unmarried friend of hers fell pregnant. She managed to keep her dilemma a secret
         for five months, but then tearfully confessed all to her parents.
      

      
      It was decided that she would give up her job at once under the pretence that she was moving to London. She asked my mother
         to go with her, to offer some support and company, but although my mother was willing, she was forbidden to by her parents.
         So, accompanied by her mother, the 19-year-old friend travelled down to London to start a secret life.
      

      
      As soon as they arrived at Paddington Station, they went to a jeweller on Platform One and bought a cheap gold wedding band.
         This was to add credibility to her story that she was an army wife whose husband was abroad. She stayed with her aunt, before
         eventually moving into cheap accommodation with another unmarried mother-to-be.
      

      
      When she eventually gave birth by caesarean section, she had little recollection of it all and her baby was soon whisked off. When she woke she overheard one of the nurses asking
         what she’d had.
      

      
      Another nurse replied swiftly, ‘Ssh! She’s not married and it’s being adopted. She had a boy.’

      
      A week later she had to kiss her baby goodbye, as he was off to be adopted.

      
      My mother’s friend went on to marry and have two more sons, and in a lovely conclusion, many years later, her first born,
         now all grown up, tracked her down and they have remained in contact ever since.
      

      
      Giving up a baby could be a harrowing ordeal, but back then the alternative often seemed worse.

      
      Going for a backstreet abortion was like playing Russian roulette, with young women putting their health at risk, with some
         being left infertile due to complications or, even worse, not making it at all.
      

      
      No wonder many girls were content to find a husband, settle down and have children at the earliest opportunity.

      
      Although, while some girls were happy to settle near to their parents, others went in search of life experiences. My mother
         was fortunate to have had the opportunities to travel abroad, work in London and enjoy life before settling down.
      

      
      While her family teased her for her singleton status – when she eventually married my father, at 27, her younger brother and
         older sister were already wed – it was generally very light-hearted. Apart, that is, from an ageing aunt on my dad’s side
         of the family (there’s always one) who observed my mum’s first visit to his native Australia with some interest.
      

      
      
      ‘What I want to know is how many times she’s been jilted?’ she enquired of his grandmother. (‘Jilted’ – what a lovely expression.
         It’s right up there with ‘spinster’, ‘old maid’ and ‘on the shelf’.)
      

      
      While my mother may have recounted these stories to me, with mock horror, she’s been guilty of teasing me in the same manner
         and I am acutely aware that she would like to be a granny.
      

      
      A few weeks ago I overheard her on the phone catching up with a family friend.

      
      ‘How are your grandchildren?’ she asked, and then I heard an ominous sigh.

      
      ‘No, I don’t have any yet,’ she said, her voice flat with disappointment. ‘They’re all too busy unfortunately . . .’

      
      While she’d hold off from actually demanding a grandchild, I know the score. I can see the longing in her eyes whenever I
         nurse one of my cousins’ children. I need to produce an heir pronto.
      

      
      As the eldest child, all the pressure is on me. My brother and sister have it easy. In fact, it is me who has now taken on
         the role of being the butt of the family’s jokes.
      

      
      On a holiday to Kefalonia last summer, we visited a picturesque town called Sami. While walking around the harbour, my mother
         took my arm and whispered affectionately, ‘The last time I was here, I was 29 and pregnant with you. Isn’t it funny that you’ve
         visited at the same age?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Mum, very funny,’ I replied, predicting where this would be leading.

      
      ‘You’re not pregnant, are you, Charlotte?’ my dad chirped.

      
      
      ‘No,’ I sighed. ‘I’m not.’

      
      The ridicule continued all afternoon, with my dad confessing that a few years earlier, during a visit to a freshwater lake
         in Malaysia, he’d lied when telling me local legend dictated that swimming in the water aided fertility. Being extremely gullible,
         and not wanting to be cursed ‘with child’, I’d retreated from the water with the speed of someone who’d been bathing in sewage.
      

      
      This is what life is like from the late 20s onwards, and it only gets more incessant.

      
      Pick up a baby or look lovingly at one and you get a knowing smile and the comment, ‘Feeling broody are we?’ Go to a wedding
         and you hear, ‘You’ll be next,’ or ‘Don’t worry, you’ll meet someone.’ Admit you’ve had a boyfriend for longer than six months
         and it’s guaranteed you’ll be asked, ‘Do you think you’ll marry him?’
      

      
      Horrifically, you’ll even be asked this in front of him, causing you to glance red-faced at each other, while mumbling, ‘Erm,
         we’ve not really discussed that yet.’
      

      
      And if you are hoping to sail through your 20s whistling to your own tune, then DO NOT join Facebook. Every time a new acquaintance
         request comes through, you just know it’ll be an old friend from home/school/college/uni/work, and boy are they about to
         make you feel shit about yourself.
      

      
      Even the most boring, geekiest and unlikely people in the world are procreating.

      
      ‘Now wait just one minute,’ you shout at your computer screen. ‘I thought you were gay. Now you have a wife and baby? How
         on earth did that happen? Is this some kind of sick joke?’
      

      
      
      Remember how that dowdy girl from school was always unlucky in love while you had your pick of boyfriends? At the time you
         were always sympathetic, but secretly her misfortune made you feel good about yourself.
      

      
      Well look at that beaming little face on her wedding day. There’s been a role reversal, my friend!

      
      Suddenly you’ve become Sarah Michelle Gellar in Cruel Intentions. Your evil glee over her misfortune has clearly led to your own downfall. (Only in real life Sarah is married to Freddie
         Prinze Jr, so that makes you even more of a husbandless saddo.)
      

      
      You can guarantee all these ‘happily marrieds’ will have a profile snap featuring a smug picture of either ‘Me on my wedding
         day. The happiest day of my life’ or ‘Me with my darling daughter Ava. The most precious thing in my life.’
      

      
      Instead, your profile is: ‘Me drinking G&T! On My Own! (weeping into my glass)’

      
      And it gets worse.

      
      I was disturbed to hear recently that my stunning 24-year-old cousin has been nicknamed ‘Shelfy’ by her work colleagues because
         she has been boyfriendless for, oh, about six months.
      

      
      This struck me as completely ridiculous. Apparently when she comes into work on a Friday or after the weekend, she gets asked,
         ‘Ooh did you get lucky last night?’ I was infuriated to hear this.
      

      
      One of my pet hates is the way that single girls are viewed as a bit craven, desperate or promiscuous. You are more likely
         to have spent your Friday evening in watching Sex and the City than actually making that title a reality.
      

      
      
      Yet a single man of the same age is just allowed to be a bachelor and get on with it. No pressures, no worries, no dramas
         and lots of back-patting.
      

      
      The fact that he may have been out and bedded two girls in one weekend is positively encouraged with a hearty cry of ‘You
         player!’
      

      
      Even girls are guilty of flocking to men like this. Every office has its cute, loveable rogue with hordes of ladies falling
         over themselves to rescue his poor misunderstood soul and ending up just another notch on his bed post.
      

      
      But can you imagine if a girl came into work and made the same frank revelations about her love life? Her colleagues would
         embark on a bitching fest behind the water cooler in no time at all.
      

      
      So if we’re getting it, we’re slags, and if we’re not, we’re spinsters.

      
      But why shouldn’t a single girl be able to crow about enjoying the occasional no-strings dalliance? Sometimes a casual encounter
         can do wonders for a girl’s self-esteem.
      

      
      A friend recently turned up for lunch with a ruddy complexion and a grin that stretched from ear to ear.

      
      ‘What have you been up to?’ I enquired.

      
      The perma-grin didn’t leave her face for a second as she recounted how she’d struck up an ‘arrangement’ with a handsome young
         man she’d met through another friend. Neither one of them was interested in anything serious, but they were having fun together
         – judging by that smile on her face, a LOT of fun.
      

      
      I was glad for her. She’d come out of a long-term relationship a few months before and had been left feeling low. A bit of light mischief was just the tonic to make her feel
         empowered and sexy once more.
      

      
      She told me she’d chucked away all her old, greying undies and had splashed out on some racy new lingerie from Agent Provocateur.

      
      ‘I’ve never felt so confident,’ she laughed.

      
      And casual (but safe) sex seems to have become a bit of a hobby for another red-blooded minx I know. We’ve even nicknamed
         her ‘Samantha Jones’ after the SATC nymph.
      

      
      When she spies a man she likes the look of, she approaches him and offers to buy him a drink. Seeing her in action is quite
         breathtaking. It’s particularly hilarious to see the reaction of the lucky man she has singled out. As this gorgeous, willowy
         brunette saunters up to them, they either eye her suspiciously like it’s a wind-up or grin like all their Christmases have
         come at once.
      

      
      ‘One-night stands are really intoxicating,’ she told me. ‘I love that moment when you’re looking at each other intently and
         your pupils dilate as that electricity takes you over.
      

      
      ‘You look at their lips, wondering if they’re a good kisser, and then suddenly you can’t get enough of each other . . . I
         think I’m addicted to lust.’
      

      
      One day my gorgeous friend will settle down, but for now she says she is having way too much fun.

      
      ‘There’re so many fit men out there, why would I limit myself to one?’ she laughs. ‘I love being single.’

      
      Another friend recounts the funniest story of her single days, the time she couldn’t decide between two handsome men she got
         talking to in a bar while away for a hen weekend. So, feeling cocky, she cheekily suggested going home with both of them.
      

      
      It was a wild night, but the next morning there was a farcical new twist when she was unfortunately involved in a car crash
         as one of the men gave her a lift to the train station.
      

      
      Although, thankfully, she was left unhurt, the car was written off and she had to give a witness statement to the police.
         It was when they began to ask questions about how she knew the driver that things started to get embarrassing . . .
      

      
      Stories like this never fail to amuse me, they also illustrate that life these days does not have to revolve around whether
         or not you’ve netted yourself a man. As one friend told me, it’s all too easy to be a female commitment-phobe.
      

      
      ‘The reason is simple,’ she asserts. ‘Being single is fun and you can be utterly selfish and self-absorbed.’

      
      Sometimes there just isn’t space in a busy social diary for a boyfriend, and while there are periods when girls obsess, often
         much of their time is taken up talking about current affairs, work, money, holidays, property and family rather than harping
         on about relationships.
      

      
      This generation is very much about being independent and go-getting. There’s so much more to enjoy out there, and it’s important
         to embrace that.
      

      
      As much as family/friends/strangers rib me about being of a marrying age, when I go home for weekends my mother (once she’d
         stopped pining for a grandchild) loves to hear all about my life and what I’ve been doing at work.
      

      
      Years ago, it was my mother’s dream to be a journalist, yet when she visited the career adviser at the convent school she attended, her ambition was scoffed at.
      

      
      ‘You’ll probably get married, dear,’ she was told. ‘But there’s always secretarial college.’ Lacking the confidence to go
         against this advice, she dutifully did as she was told and has regretted abandoning her ambitions of writing ever since.
      

      
      But the obstacles my mum faced have meant she goes out of her way to encourage me. Thankfully, she is also as supportive when
         it comes to my love life. I’ve never needed to censor my dating stories too much.
      

      
      I think she can relate to my life a lot. After all, this is the lady who my godmother recalls was panicking when they first
         met as the two chaps she was dating were drinking in the same pub at the same time. Nice work, Mum!
      

      
      Anyway, I digress. Young women today have arguably never had it better. We can have enormous amounts of fun without being
         tied down – well into our late 20s or 30s or for as long as we wish. The world is our oyster.
      

      
      We have our own money, cars, jobs, flats and houses. We don’t need to be kept women, finding a husband and producing offspring
         while attempting to run our households within the restraints of the kitty set aside by our master and provider.
      

      
      If you want to have a career before thinking of children, that’s fine. Women are now having babies well into their 30s and
         40s and champion the fact that they’ve been able to live a little first before becoming a full-time mum.
      

      
      Then there are the ones who decide not to have children at all, preferring instead to enjoy the fruits of their hard work and do all the things in life they’ve always wanted to do.
      

      
      What a change from the guidance my mum was given from that very enlightened career adviser.

      
      One genuinely child-phobic 30-something told me: ‘I’m a bit weird about this one. I don’t actively want them, and I’d happily
         never have any, but if you told me tomorrow that I couldn’t have children, then I’d probably change my mind. I haven’t quite
         worked this one out yet. But I never, ever imagine them in my future, which is probably quite telling.’
      

      
      There is no right or wrong with this situation, but you should certainly have the conversation before you say ‘I do’!

      
      One couple I know both earn good money and have a happy married life together. They decided early on that kids were never
         on the cards and although she is permanently told by friends that are mothers that she’ll change her mind, it still hasn’t
         happened.
      

      
      I, on the other hand, have been broody since day one.

      
      I was changing Sofie’s nappies aged eight and am always the first person offering to hold friends’ babies. In recent years,
         this cluckiness has kicked in with gusto.
      

      
      On a recent girls holiday to Ibiza, we spent a glorious day on the beach lying on sun-loungers and enjoying cocktails. As
         I basked in the sunshine, I was flicking through a copy of Easy Living magazine when I stopped on a page of household items just screaming to be bought: comfy cushions, colourful colanders and
         chic cutlery.
      

      
      Inadvertently, I let out a satisfied sigh.

      
      One of the other girls looked up.

      
      
      ‘I love house stuff,’ I admitted. ‘I just want to nest.’

      
      Another girl put down her magazine.

      
      ‘Do you?’ she asked, puzzled.

      
      ‘Yes,’ I carried on. ‘I want to get married and have babies and a home in the country with a vegetable patch and chickens.’

      
      Suddenly I had their full attention.

      
      ‘When did this start to happen?’ the first girl enquired. ‘When did you start to feel like this?’

      
      It suddenly occurred to me that, at 29, I was the old fogey of the trip. The rest of them were aged from 24 to 26.

      
      They were the ones out raving 24/7 all holiday, while I struggled to keep up, preferring to have one night on, one night off.
         Of course they hadn’t even thought about nesting yet.
      

      
      Parties do not excite me any more. When people suggest going out for a night that I know will end in binge-drinking, I am
         overcome with a feeling of dread. I’ve had enough of abusing my body and fending off the advances of undesirables. In short,
         I want to be Felicity Kendal in The Good Life.
      

      
      I try not to talk about it, yet I’m always talking about it. Hardly a day goes by without me expressing my pipedreams of cute
         babies and marital bliss. I permanently reside on The Beau’s shoulder, pecking away.
      

      
      ‘You’ve got marriage and babies Tourettes,’ he remarked dryly.

      
      ‘I just need to know you want it too,’ I replied, defending myself.

      
      Infuriatingly, he never gives an answer, just smiles and says nothing. I could kick myself for applying so much pressure. Why don’t I just leave him be? But I can’t. I’m like a dog
         with a bone. Next I’ll be playing him audio tapes with subliminal ‘commitment’ messages to hypnotise him in his sleep.
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One girl's quedst to bag Mr Right





