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Drawing the Line

It was on our third date that he invited me into his house. The previous dates had gone well – drinks 

at a local watering hole, followed up by a trip to a museum for some lunch. This time we had gone 

for dinner to a fancy French restaurant. He refused to let me contribute to the bill. 

He was nice. I was hopeful. He made me laugh. I made him blush. He was tall and broad 

shouldered with that hint of a beard that gave him a rugged look. Even in my heels I was an inch 

shorter than him. I thought we made a handsome couple reflected in the window of the restaurant as 

we walked to his car. 

“Please don't find me presumptuous, but I thought maybe you'd like to come over to my place for a 

coffee?”

I smiled up at him through my extension lashes. That is exactly what I had been thinking. Did that 

make me presumptuous? 

If it did then that was something else we had in common. 

“Coffee sounds lovely,” I replied. I became conscious of my tongue stroking my lips. I was flirting 

without even meaning to. 

We clambered into his car, my skirt riding up to my thighs. I glanced over at him. His eyes flickered 

over me before he started the engine. I felt a shiver of excitement at what might happen next. 

His home was only a five minute drive and we were there before I could even think to make 

conversation. It was a beautiful red-brick detached cottage with a small garden in front. 

“This is lovely,” I said, “how long have you lived here?”

“As long as I can remember. It was my mother's before she passed away.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” I raised my hand to my mouth. What a way to ruin the mood. But he just smiled 

and shrugged. 
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“A long time ago.”

As we walked up the path to the front door his hand brushed against mine and the same shiver as 

before jolted up my arm. I was pleased. I hadn't had this much chemistry with some one in at least a 

year and half.

Before he unlocked the door he pulled me close and kissed me. It was a deep, lustful kiss that I gave 

into whole heartedly. One of us groaned. 

“I should apologise,” he murmured, “before we go in. I wasn't expecting to bring you.” 

His hands were exploring, running down my waist and across my back. I was barely listening. 

I kissed him again, hungry for it now. “It's okay,” I whispered. 

He fumbled with his keys in the lock. I smiled. I found his nerves endearing. It suggested that he 

wasn't used to this. That turned me on. 

The door opened and he hurried into the darkness. As I stepped in a light turned on. The hallway 

was lined with books and magazines. 

“Sorry,” he said again, “I'm a collector.”

I nodded. I didn't really care. I followed him deeper into the house. He led me to the kitchen. 

Once he switched on the lights I stopped in the doorway. My eyes didn't know where to look. I had 

known he was a bachelor – I wouldn't have been seeing him otherwise – but this was a little much, 

even for a man living alone. 

I think it was the slice of toast that bothered me the most. Despite the dirty pots and pans in the 

sink, emerging from a concoction of scummy water, and the food boxes strewn across the counter-

tops. Even in spite of the half eaten portions of food left on random plates piled atop one another 

and the empty take away containers overflowing from the bin. I could, at a stretch, possibly forgive 
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the pile of beer cans - one of which had some, no doubt stale, beer seeping out from it - and the odd 

bowl of cereal with lumpy milk still languishing in it. But it was the toast stuck to the ceiling that 

decided it for me. 

“I'm really sorry,” I said, backing down the hallway, “I've just remembered I have to feed my 

friend's cat.” I tripped down the front step in my hurry to get out. 

I left him there, standing between the piles of months, possibly years- old newspapers, magazines 

and books that crowded his hallway and I never looked back. 

I don't particularly believe I have high standards, but I draw the line at toast stuck on the ceiling. 
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