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Kate sat in Ma Nolan's Irish pub, at
noon drinking tea and reading her paper. Despite the fact that she
was now in Nice, France she felt a little more at home here in Ma
Nolan's. At night the place was loud and full of drinkers and
eaters, but during the day it was quite nice just to sit here and
drink a coffee or tea and read a paper. Maybe have some idle
conversation with others doing the same.


There was nothing wrong with loud and
active. In fact she loved loud music and dancing, and there were
plenty of places to do that in Nice, and neighboring Cannes, but in
Ma Nolan's she didn't feel displaced as much, it was like a touch
stone. Her father owned a place much like Ma Nolan's in Chicago,
back in the States. So this was relaxing and revitalizing for
her.


A man came in, wearing shorts and a
long T-shirt. She had seen him before, and like before, her eyes
fixated on his body. He was in better shape than any one she had
ever seen. He wasn't huge or muscular -- just vibrate and glowing
with life. On top of that he had a rugged handsomeness to him with
was difficult to ignore. His light brown hair was cut short, just
on the edge of being too short. He had no body hair that she could
see, even on his legs. He walked like a panther. Not a prowling
panther, but one who was just comfortable and going for a stroll,
knowing he was at the top of the food chain. There wasn't an ounce
of fat on him. His muscles chiseled his skin.


This last was truly surprising because
he ate like a horse. Every time she had seen him over the last few
weeks, he ate huge platters of steak and eggs and potatoes, and
just about anything else Nolan's had to offer.


He made his order, this after his
water was served to him, he turned and surveyed the room, his eyes
wandering until they landed on her. He gave her a smile and then
walked over to her table and sat down across from her, "I've seen
you in her several times, and have always wanted to talk with you.
Do you mind?" he asked in English with a hit of west coast in his
voice.


"No, I was just reading the paper,"
she told him and drank in his amazing ice blue eyes. The whites of
his eyes practically glowed they were so white. His skin was clear
and smooth.


"You are American?" he asked with a
smile.


"Yes from Chicago, and
you?"


"From San Diego," he nodded. "What
brings you to Nice?"


"Work. I'm helping engineer the new
trams that Nice is planning," she told him, and took a sip of her
tea.


"No new trams in the
States?"


"Not that I could get work with, but I
like it here. How about you?"


"I'm one of the tri-athletes," he told
her and drank some of his water.


"Tri-athletes?"


He nodded, "Yes, the Iron Man
competition?" he pressed.


She shook her head a little, "I
haven't heard about it. It is here in Nice?" She knew what a
triathlon was of course, just never heard of the Iron Man
competition before.


"Yes, in June. But there are several
competitions all over the world," he told her.


"What makes the Iron Man
different?"


"Distances," he told her, "First you
swim 2.4 miles, then bike 112 miles, and then run a marathon. The
Olympic distances are just under a mile for the swimming, the 25
miles on the bike, followed by a 10k run."


"Wow, that's quite a difference," she
nodded, "And you get paid for this?"


"Well, I get sponsored for it by
several companies. It pays the bills and for my gear, and my trip
over here, but not much else. I'm actually a lawyer back in San
Diego. Hope that doesn't turn you off."


"No, I've met lawyers before. So this
is in June?"


"June 29th," he nodded.


The waitress brought over three plates
of food and set them down in front of him. Kate looked over all of
it and couldn't imagine eating that much in one sitting. "Could I
get a roast beef sandwich and a beer please?" she asked the
waitress.


"Sure," she said and hurried back into
the kitchen to place the order.


Kate watched her go and then to her
companion said, "You made me hungry."


"They got great food here. I try to
eat here twice a week. By the way, my name is Ryan," he said
offering his hand.


"Kate," she said accepting the
greeting. His hand was smooth and solid like living marble, but he
didn't try to impress her by giving hers a squeeze like some men
do. Which was fine because she was impressed enough. "I generally
eat at home. I live near the Cours Saleya market in Old
Town."


He nodded his head, "I'm not far from
you then, I live in Old Town as well. The rent is cheaper than
anywhere else in the city."


She smiled, "That's what I
discovered."


"I love that market though, you can
get anything there."


"Me too," she nodded.


After her food arrived she bit into
her sandwich and moaned her pleasure. The beer was excellent too,
"I don't suppose you drink."


He shook his head, "Not while I'm
training. After the race I plan on drinking a keg of ale and eating
four pizzas." He smiled, "Do you like to dance?"


"I love to dance," she
nodded.


"Why don't we hook up tomorrow and hit
one of the clubs. We could meet here if you like," Ryan
offered.


She thought about that for about half
a second before agreeing, "Sounds terrific, say about
eight-ish?"


"That will be perfect for me," he
agreed. "Can I get your phone number in case something comes
up?"


"Yes, but you better not have to use
it," she chided and gave her number to him.


He dialed her number on his cell phone
and said, "There, now you have mine."


***


After work the next day Kate hurried
home and went through her dresses. She had several nice dancing
outfits. She wanted to show off enough leg and plenty of cleavage.
She decided on the red one and some sweet heels. After a shower and
fixing her hair, she did her make up and put on a set of lingerie.
Checking herself, she put on her dress and checked herself again.
Deciding that she was as good as she was going to get, she made
dinner out of cheese, fruit and socca.


Kate hadn't been nervous about a date
since before college, but she was vibrating with nervous energy
now. She paced her small apartment and checked the time an
exorbitant amount. Her stomach churned with anticipation of being
with Ryan again. She thought about his arms, his hands, his legs.
She thought about running her hands through his hair. She decided
firmly several times to think about something else, and failed each
time.


Finally it was time to go, and she
left her apartment at a hurried speed. She didn't know which place
they were going to, but then she really didn't care. As long as
there was music and dancing so she could watch his body move, she
was in.


Owning a car in Nice was ludicrous.
Parking was non-existent and hugely expensive. So she took the tram
and then then bus, and then walked to Ma Nolan's.


When she reached Ma Nolan's it was
already getting loud and rowdy. She checked the time and she was a
little early, so she would have to wait at the bar for him. In her
little red dress that might cause some heads to bob her direction,
but that was fine.


She stepped inside and her eyes found
Ryan at the bar instantly. His poise and posture were so distinct
next to the rest of the men there. He was laughing with three other
men, and drinking a glass of ice water. He turned and his eyes
found her at the door, and those beautiful orbs pinned her still.
He looked her over and then looked hungry, and she liked that look
on him.


Ryan set his drink on the bar and came
over to her, "Perfect timing."


"Is it?" she asked.


"Yes, I was too early. I couldn't wait
at home any longer. You look fantastic," he told her.


"Thank you," she said, though he was
much more attractive than she was. He wore a very stylish Italian
cut blue shirt with gray, almost silver slacks, and black leather
shoes. He had a jacket that matched his pants slung over his
shoulder, and he radiated sexual energy. "You look great as well,
shall we go?"


"After you," he smiled, then turned
and gave the men he was talking with a wave of the hand before he
followed her out the door.


"Friends?" she asked.


"Isn't everyone in a pub?" he
answered.


"True, so where are we
going?"


"Hope you don't mind walking, I don't
have a car here."


"Neither do I," she smiled. "No one
with any sense does."


"True that," he agreed, "I thought we
could check out the High Club."


"Sounds perfect," she nodded and took
his arm.


They made their way to the club using
the tram and one bus ride. She held his arm as they walked down the
street to the club. It was a gorgeous night, with a light breeze
coming off the Mediterranean.


Inside the club they were assaulted
with the vibrations of music and the happy voices of clubbers. Ryan
checked his jacket and she her purse and then they went in search
of a table. She wanted to yank him onto the dance floor
immediately, but refrained herself. She wasn't a star struck
teenager, she told herself, but that didn't do much
good.


After finding a table and
ordering drinks he sat next to her at the table and leaned over to
talk with her. He commented on a few things about the bar and the
people, but she wasn't paying much attention to what he was saying.
She was letting his dark brown voice tickle her belly and loving
the feel of his body leaning into hers. The way his breath touched
her skin was exhilarating. She might not be starstruck but
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