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Chapter 1 – Chelsey

	I hated my best friend Miranda as I climbed out of the Uber in front of the Montgomery’s Tavern and stepped into a puddle of freezing cold water. It filled my shoe, and I cringed right before I shivered like I was convulsing.

	I tried to get my umbrella open, but of course, it didn’t want to work right. Any other time, the damn thing would spring open on its own. Finally, I did, but not before my hair was all wet. I stepped up on the curb just as the Uber sped off, and it sprayed me with dirty water.

	“You ass!” I growled as I stared at the taillights of the Prius. 

	What I wouldn’t give to be home right now—why had I agreed to this stupid blind date? Oh, because my best friend begged me to meet the new guy from her office. She had prattled on and on about how cute he was and intelligent too. I had told her she should date him, but she humorously reminded me that she already had a boyfriend.

	I knew that, of course. Miranda never failed to remind me that she had been with Charlie for over a year, and in that time, I had not gone on one date—not one. Her latest comment of how my vagina would dry up if I didn’t use it was what pushed me forward to accept finally.

	I rushed to the door, nearly knocking another man over as our umbrellas collided. “Sorry,” I said with a wince, and the guy grunted and moved past me. “I said I was sorry!”

	Man, people were jerks. Everyone was in a hurry and had forgotten what manners were. I hoped the guy tonight had them. The last thing I wanted was to be stuck with a guy who burped at the table and talked over me as he told me everything about himself.

	That’s what my last date had been like, and that’s why I had given up. I swore I would not go out with another man until I found one with manners who wasn’t all about himself. I stepped into the tavern, closing my umbrella and shaking it off to the side. 

	A man came in behind me and closed his umbrella, doing the same thing I did before glancing around. He stepped off to the side and collected something. As he turned, he glanced at me. He smiled and handed me the plastic bag in his hand, “Here, guess you need one of these too.”

	“Thank you,” I replied as I took it from him and slipped my umbrella inside. Now that was what I was talking about. He not only smiled and spoke kindly, but he did a nice thing, and it wasn’t that hard. Of course, handing someone a baggie for their umbrella wasn’t going to make headlines, but it did show he had manners.

	He finished before I did and nodded my way before he stepped away. I couldn’t help but watch him remove the raincoat he wore over his sports coat. Nice broad shoulders, I thought to myself.

	He disappeared around the corner, and I sighed. I couldn’t be lucky enough to be meeting a man like that. Not only had he been kind, but he had been handsome, too.

	I finger brushed my hair, removed my raincoat, and draped it over my arm as I entered the restaurant and glanced toward the bar. I wonder if Mark was here already. A glance at my watch showed me I was five minutes late. He probably was. Hopefully, he didn’t give me a hard time about that. I couldn’t help the rain and the traffic.

	I headed toward the bar, noting that most people were with groups or already in couples. I chewed my bottom lip and stepped around someone to see the man from the vestibule taking a seat at the bar. He glanced around. Holy smokes, maybe he was Mark.

	If he was, I might change my mind about hating Miranda—at least for now. I headed toward him, hesitating to watch him smile at the bartender and laugh about something. Man, he had a nice laugh. Oh, please be Mark.

	I stepped forward, and he turned his face toward me, saying one word, “Shelly?” 

	“Mark?” I asked at the same time.

	He laughed, “I’m not Mark, so I guess you’re not Shelly.”

	I chuckled, “Sadly, no.” I stepped around him to where there were a couple of open seats. I took one that left an empty stool between us.

	“Let me guess,” He said as I set my purse down, “Blind date?”

	I rolled my eyes, “Yes. You?”

	“Yep.” He sighed as the bartender set down a glass with a dark liquid.

	“Don’t you hate these?” I asked him as I took a seat. To the bartender, I said, “I’ll take a scotch, neat.”

	“Scotch.” The man beside me said as the bartender turned, “I didn’t take you for a scotch kind of girl.”

	I shrugged, “That’s how much I hate blind dates.”

	Once my drink was in front of me, he lifted his glass, “Well, to blind dates. May we both have decent ones.”

	I leaned forward and tapped my glass with his, noting the amber color surrounding his pupils and getting darker as it went out. They were gorgeous. “Yes, may we survive.”

	He chuckled and sipped his drink. “Do you do these often?”

	“Oh, no!” I shook my head furiously. My damp blonde hair flew around my shoulders. “I haven’t been on a blind date in years. In fact, I haven’t been out with someone in over a year.”

	“Yeah, I’m the same as you.”

	“Why did you decide to do it?” I asked him, finding myself extremely curious about the man with the sexy eyes and neatly trimmed beard.

	“I lost a bet with my sister.”

	I laughed, “Oh, that’s funny.”

	“What about you? Why did you decide to do one?”

	“The truth?” He nodded. “Because my best friend wouldn’t lay off about how my vagina was going to dry up.” I paused when he hung his head, silently laughing. “I probably shouldn’t have said that to a perfect stranger, but I’m an honest kind of girl.”

	He lifted his head, a broad grin on his face, “I like honest girls.”

	“Well, I have to admit, I like men with manners too. What you did at the entrance was very nice.”

	“Well, thank you for saying so. My mother would be happy to hear that.”

	“Make sure you tell her that, then.”
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