I remember the first time I saw him. [this sentence begins a little uninterestingly. It doesn’t flow right, so maybe try: ‘It’s still as vivid as if it was just yesterday he’d __ (you can insert whatever you like in there, maybe he leapt into her life, or appeared) in my life . At that time I was living in Manchester above a small bar I owned. On the day I met him I’d stood behind it nursing a whiskey, the sound of the door made had me jump. It was still early evening and although the bar was open I wasn’t expecting anyone. (Are you going to the ‘previous day’ as in remembering something, or is the character actually in the scenario now? And so far I know nothing about the character. I’m assuming female but still – this opening paragraph should draw me into the story, it should entice me to want to read on but so far? Not so much.
‘I’m sorry I did not mean to startle you’ the voice was gentle and he placed every syllable carefully and precisely ‘is the bar open? I realise it is (if he places every syllable carefully I am assuming he is ‘elegant’ English speaker? That is the assumption I have made) early but I saw the lights on’ 

Before he spoke I was going to tell him the bar was closed but there was something in his voice which made me change my mind. I motioned him to a seat in front of the bar. 

^^ Try: He’d changed my mind, as if knowing my words before they were spoken. (that gives the reader an assumption this dude is the vampire, but not that he’s got mind reading powers, but he is powerful, seductive perhaps – builds the character earlier on
‘What can I get for you?’ I asked, my voice sounding harsh against his soft elegant tones.
‘Scotch’ he responded so softly I almost missed it. As I busied myself in getting him his drink the bar was as silent as if he wasn’t there at all. 

‘On the rocks?’ I asked, putting the glass on the bar. 

‘No, Straight up thank you’ he replied. 

I smiled as I poured his whiskey ‘there you go sir, first ones on the house, oh and I’m Comfort [excuse me? You have to be kidding me. Comfort? Wow.] by the way, I own the bar’ 

‘Well Comfort you can’t make much money if every first drink is free’ he remarked, not looking up from his drink. 

‘No. I wouldn’t, would I? Which means really it’s a good thing that the first drink isn’t free for everyone, just for the people I like the look of’ I responded. He looked up from his drink catching my eye, this was the first time I felt that fear which sent shivers down my spine. Only back then I didn’t know why his eyes scared and excited me like they do. Dragging my eyes away from his intoxicating stare I busied myself cleaning the bar and I tried to strike up a conversation. 

‘Where are you from? I’ve never seen you in here before and I don’t recognise your accent’ (you’re telling – try to ‘show’ the reader like this)

‘You’re genuinely interested?’ His accent was strange, not English even though he spoke it fluently but a mix of many distant accents all moulded in to one oddly appealing voice. 

‘Yes.’

 
‘I live very far from here and at the same time not very far at all’ he replied and his cryptic response was the only thing I could get from him for a long time. (urgh, try and make time pass rather than just tell us time passes. Make her bored, restless for more, get her to ask questions he gives one word answers to, that sort of thing. You have great chance to develop the characters interacting here but you throw it away)We just sat and sipped our drinks until the door opened again breaking our quiet contemplations. (your sentences are VERY long and dragging with ‘and this’ and ‘and’ so many times, try and split them up with ; , and have shorter sentences) This was the beginning of the slow drizzle of my regulars entering.  TELLING here. Try possibly:

‘Hey Comfort, how’s business?’ so and so asked as the door swung open. ‘the strange guy’s name inserted here’ looked up, smiling at the man/woman/whoever just entered.

And go on from there. This story is so far boring because it lacks emotion and dialogue and is missing the essential conventions of basic novel structure (for starters there is little in the way of dialogue, character development so far, I have NO idea WHAT the characters look like, there is little in the way of setting… all this needs to be fixed. I am on page 2 and struggling to read on!)
Try: All night more customers filtered in, casual conversations surrendering to dribbles of sentences slurred by the drinks I continued to pour all night. Best to keep them happy, I usually claim. 

After that you can go on to describe what the strange guy does how he makes her feel, what he says/does what she says/does, how they look at each other. And describe the tones of the room, briefly describe ‘regulars’ and their actions. Surely there will be the burly tough guy or the rich business man (possibly escaping family life). Although clichéd you can play around with them a little if they’re only appearing once, and you can add atmosphere to the story by describing if the room is dark or well lit or if the strange guy hides in the shadows or in the light, the colour of him (pale or unusually blushed) does his clothes look rumpled or is he insanely neat?
I was kept fairly busy getting their drinks and listening to their stories and their moaning, but could barely take my eyes off him. He just sat their slowly sipping his drink, not speaking to anyone just staring off in to nothingness. I was watching him, waiting him to move or finish his drink anything so I could speak to him or interact with him in just some small way. 

Suddenly there was a loud crash someone had knocked their glass onto the floor, I ran over to clean it up before anyone got hurt. I looked back after a split second and he was gone. Silently and swiftly he had left, leaving me feeling strangely empty. 

*********** 

Over the next few weeks he came in everyday at the same time and had a scotch everyday and then left silently in the blink of an eye. (prime example of too-long sentences) and it should be: ‘blink of an eye, always’ leaving me with that empty feeling when I saw his vacant chair. I did manage to get a little more information out of him in the hours we spent alone together. (oh really? A reader would be like OKAY this is enough. You’re telling it all. You need to put DIALOGUE in here. When did they meet? Where? How long? What did he wear? Things like that remain unanswered and this makes the story BORING. You need to paragraph this seperately, using the above bits to lead into it. Are they at a sexy restaurant or at a cheap little place? a café or a deli? Why were they spending time alone? Was it because they like each other or does he want to know her or is she working alone or is there somebody else?????????? His name was Lucas and he didn’t live in Manchester he just was here on business. When I asked what he visibly stiffened but he simply said that it was nothing very interesting. How old is he? Why does he live in Manchester? Why is he on business? What business? Was he avoiding the question for a reason? Things like that you should include and simply telling us gives us no reason to read on.
We continued in this same routine for the next few days him sitting at the bar and me trying to get as much information out of him as I could. Lucas fascinated me I would spend the time we spent together just watching him, studying his movements, listening to that beautifully strange voice. 

‘Your staring at me' He said suddenly one evening, we were sat alone as usual and I hadn’t realised but I was staring at him, well his skin to be precise. It was amazing, flawless and so pale it was slightly translucent. I had never notice before then but there was radiance about him, it was like his skin had a slight glow. It took me a second to gather my thoughts and rake my eyes from his skin. 
Again, there is choppy dialogue. And your sentences are way too long. Is there a plot going to come along any time soon? Because I have an inkling he is a vamp and I also suspect they’re going to fall in love. Well duh but anyways, if that is going to be your plot, well, make it come into existence. Soon. So far there is tiny amounts of dialogue and the things she is thinking about him should be made apparent earlier on. If this is going to be a twilight kind of romance then shouldn’t she have some freaky obsession over him? You hint at it earlier but now… this is weird.
‘Sorry Lucas, I wasn’t staring’ I lied ‘just daydreaming’ then he did something I never expected him to do, he laughed. In the weeks I had sat watching him I hadn’t even seen him crack a smile never mind laugh. It was a loud barking laugh that startled me slightly, so unlike his quiet calm voice. 

‘What?’ I asked, confused by his strange reaction. Why is she confused? And again with the commas!
After he had composed himself he explained his response ‘Comfort you are a very bad liar. I have seen you watching me over these past few weeks, your fascination growing’ his eyes twinkled as he said this. 

‘Well you’re a fascinating man, Lucas, so mysterious’ I replied ‘and I think secretly you quite like the attention’ he just winked in response. This dark, brooding man who had walked into my bar just a few weeks ago. Yeah and? This sentence is incomplete. This man that sat silently nursing a scotch each night was flirting with me, the night had taken a very strange turn. He opened his mouth to say something, but someone walked in he just winked at me instead, I couldn’t help but be disappointed. So why is he flirting? How is he flirting? 
From then on we flirted like that until someone else came into the bar then he went back to his silent drinking and even more silent exits. After about a week off flirting started he came at his usual time and but stopped in the doorway staring at me. hmm
‘What on earth are you doing?’ He asked still in the doorway. I had to laugh; I was stood on a chair in the middle of the bar 

‘I’m changing a light bulb, what does it look like?’ I replied still laughing 

‘Well it looks dangerous to me’ he responded in that quiet voice that always gave me butterflies 

‘I’ll be fine, you worry too much’ I responded ‘pass me that bulb on the bar’ he walked over to the bar, his footsteps echoing across the room. When he handed me the bulb our hands touched and I felt my whole body tingle as his skin came in contact with mine, he quickly pulled his hand away. He looked at me so intensely with his dazzling black eyes that all of a sudden my knees went weak and I lost my balance falling off the chair. Then I was I his arms, he had caught me. 

‘Comfort, are you okay?’ there was genuine concern in his voice. 

‘Yeah I’m fine’ my voice was shaking ‘thanks to your amazingly quick reactions’ he simply smiled and he took me to the bar and placed me on his usual chair and walking round behind the bar. 

‘What are you doing?’ I asked calming down a bit more now. 

‘I’m fixing you a drink, you need one after that shock and your not working tonight I’ll cover for you’ he replied, I just smiled to shaken to argue. It was strange to be on the other side of the bar, watching Lucas serving my regulars. Moving between each so fluidly taking each of their orders and pouring the drinks seemingly without effort. 

As the last person left the bar I couldn’t help but smile, I was alone with Lucas again and closer to him than I had ever been before. 

‘You did well tonight' I said 'which leads me to think I’ve figured out what this boring job is’ 

‘Oh yes and what would that be then?' He asked smirking slightly at my compliment. 

‘Well considering your expertise behind the bar I think you’re a spy from a rival establishment here to check out the competition’ I replied softly because in what seemed like a blink of an eye he was standing right over me. I could smell the whiskey on his breath hot against my face. I thought that my knees would once again give up on me. I reached up to feel the stubble on his chin and my whole arm tingled. He had both hands on my waist pulling me close so our bodies were touching; my heart was pounding in my chest so hard I was sure he could feel it. 

‘Well if that’s true then this would be fraternising with the enemy then wouldn’t it?’ he breathed running his hand down the back of my neck and pulling even me closer. Our lips gently brushed and he pulled away smiling. 

‘You’re cruel’ I said my heart still pounding in my chest and my breath catching in my throat. He just grinned cheekily at me and said ‘well I can put a stop to that’ pulling me in and kissing me this time. My hands slid down from his face and I unbuttoned his shirt sliding it down off his board shoulders. His muscle were perfectly defined by the pearly white skin stretched across his chest. 

*********** 

The sun broke through the curtains the next day causing me to blink awake. I lay in the messy bed for a second just remembering the night before with a smile. I turned to say good morning but all there was in his place was a note. 

My Darling, 
I’m sorry I was unable to say goodbye this morning, 

you looked so serene I was loathed to wake you. 

I will in my usual place tonight. Please forgive me, 

My heart is yours 

Lucas 

This sent my heart pounding once again. The thought I would soon be with him again, be able to touch him again, kiss him again made my knees go weak. The day crawled by as I tried to busy myself and not count the seconds till I would see Lucas’ glorious face again. Eventually everything I needed to do was done, I’d even spring cleaned the bar and there was still another hour until he would come. This left me alone with my thoughts my mind quickly drifted back to the night which had just been. I could still feel his rough hands caressing my back, his hot breath on my neck, his strangely cool lips against mine, suddenly the door opened interrupting my fantasy. I looked up and the breath caught in my throat the reality was even more wonderful than my fantasy. 

“The usual?” I asked recovering myself, he didn’t answer. He just sauntered over to where I was standing and kissed me with such passion that I forgot how to breath. 

“Is that going to be the usual from now on?” I asked breathlessly when he released me. 

“It may be, I haven’t decided yet and I will have that scotch now” He responded winking, I walked round to the other side of the bar to get him and myself a drink. 

“Well, well that kind of behaviour must be a health code violation” said a silky voice. I looked up there was a man stood in the door with a smile that made me instantly uncomfortable. 

“Comfort, go upstairs, I will explain later.” Lucas was somehow in front of me. There was something in his voice and the way he was holding himself that told me not to question or argue. 

As I ran up the stairs I heard the silky voice say “Oh that’s shame I would have liked to see her face when you told her what you are, it will be a quite a picture” I ran quicker now with fear tightening in my stomach. As I sat cowering in my room, sounds of a fight floated up through the floor. With each new crash or bang the knot of fear would tighten. Then suddenly there was silence….
