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We arrived at the restaurant and were shown to a table near a corner of the dining room. It was quite a small room, and it was busy and not too loud. Some generic Muzak played softly in the background, and we liked it immediately. A waitress came over to the table, gave us menus and asked if we’d like a cocktail. We read through the cocktail menu and ordered a Gimlet for Jenn and an Espresso Martini for me.

“This is nice,” I said, “that old nosey cow at reception didn’t steer us wrong.”

She laughed. “Yes, the old, retired nun, did well.” 

“But don’t forget that the dried up old spinster, probably comes here once a month.”

“I can’t think of another one.”

“Ah, that’s because of the impending arrival of a Gimlet,” I said. “However, it says here that the Gimlet here is made using vodka, when the entire Gimlet drinking world knows that it’s made with gin.”

“I don’t care, I have my man beside me and we’re sharing our first meal together.”

Her eyes shone as she leaned her head slightly forward to look in my eyes. I took her chin in my hand and kissed her lips as they appeared to dance in the candlelight.

“You’re beautiful, Jenn.”

She took my hand and squeezed it.

“Tell me about that phone call in the car today,” she said. “I know it’s none of my business, but there seemed to be a bit of intrigue there. Or am I reading too much into it?”

“Probably not. You got the gist of the idea behind the deal. Doug’s solicitor obviously didn’t like it, so he may have been arguing against it.”

“Why? Surely it’s better to have something turn over an income, than leave it sitting there empty?”

“There could be any amount of answers, love,” I said. “While solicitors are supposed to look after a client’s interests, they also keep their eye on the half chance to screw them too.”

“They’re supposed to have ethics, you know.”

“Not all of them are completely ethical, unfortunately, but I felt I handled him adequately enough.”

“Tell me about the apartment,” she said.

“There are four in the portfolio. One of them is currently going through some renovations, that’s the one that Doug wants me to have,” I said.

“Will you take it?” she asked.

“I’m not sure yet. It’s a big place with a nice layout and, when Sam and Brady stop bickering over colours, it might be quite nice.”

“Does Brady not have to use what colours that Sam decides on? She is the designer after all.”

“Ostensibly, yes. But the colours are gank, Jenn.”

“Gank?”

“Yes, shit. I don’t know what the fuck she was thinking of.”

“What’s wrong with them?” 

“They’re colours that only appeal to a very narrow demographic,” I said. “You know that shouldn’t be the case, Jenn. They need to have a broader appeal to make it easier to rent.”

“But if you’re getting the apartment, can you not choose your own colours?” she asked.

“I suppose I could, but I don’t have a lot of time to spare of late. I was actually thinking of bringing in an outsider to look after stuff like that.”

“I know a few interiors people. What’s their name?”

“It’s a her,” I said, “and she’s Jules’ partner. Her name is Imogen, I don’t know her surname.”

“I could take a look at it for you if you like.” 

“You’re more than welcome, Jenn. You’ll get paid for it.”

“No. I’m not looking for that, Tony. I’d just like to help and be around to see you at work. We know very little about each other and it’s a chance for us both to expand that knowledge.”

“That’s true, I’m looking forward to that, Jenn.”

“This weekend was a great idea too, although I ... ”

She stopped suddenly.

“Although what, love?” I asked.

“Oh, it’s  nothing, really.”

She smiled and breathed in the aromas from the kitchen as she held my hand in both of hers. The waitress was heading our way, so we made our minds up quickly.

“What do you fancy?” I asked her.

“You,” she whispered in my ear.

“You already have me.”

“Us then.” 

I don’t know why, but I choked up. I tried to cover it up, but it was accompanied by tears. I turned away, wiped my eyes, and cleared my throat.

“Sorry, love. I forgot I don’t care for cocktails,” I said quickly. “I thought an Espresso Martini was one of those fancy European things.”

She was watching me intently, as though gauging my words against my actions and demeanour. She brushed something from the front of my shirt with the flat of her hand.

“Talk to me, Tony. What just happened there?”

The waitress appeared and we ordered food that we needed but probably didn’t want. She left us after five minutes.

“That woman is gonna think we’re very rude,” I said, “I’ll leave her a big tip. As in money.”

She slapped my arm.

“Don’t.”

“You’re a master of deflection,” she said.

I kissed her. “Yeah. Sorry. I don’t know why that is. However, I’ve noticed something about you, too.”

“What?”

“Earlier, when you were saying something about this weekend being a great idea for us to get to know each other.”

“Yes. It is,” she said.

“I’m with you on that, but you then said, “although I” and stopped. Also today there was something similar while we made love. You stopped short there too. I don’t want you to have doubts about us.”

“I have no doubts, I simply don’t want to put my foot in anything, Tony.”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, I don’t know what I mean,” she said. “This is all coming out wrong, Tony. I’ve never been in this position before and I fear I’m making a total mess of it.”

“Well if it were me, I’d just jump right in and make the mess,” I said. “Sometimes we blow things up out of all proportion.”

“I promise I will finish my thought this evening, this is neither the time nor the place. But you’re going to have to tell me what just happened too.”

“I promise I will, but don’t hold it against me.”

“I won’t. Now kiss me, you beautiful man.”

Our food arrived and we really enjoyed it. We were ravenously hungry. I had a steak and Jenn had linguine with clam sauce while we shared a starter of stuffed mushrooms and a piece of ‘Nancy’s Mother’s Coconut Torte’, whoever Nancy is, with a sour cream coconut underlay. We discussed many things pertaining to our lives, and she told me about her dreams for her career. We finished our meal, left the waitress a decent tip and strolled to the car.

She reached up to kiss me. “I’m owed several of these.” 

She opened her lips to join with mine and she whispered into my mouth.

“Remember the ‘Although’ thing earlier, Tony?”

“Yes.”

“The end of that was. “Although I love you, Tony, with all my heart,” she said.

Relief flooded through me. I kissed her again.

“That’s a relief. I didn’t know what to make of it.”

“Well?” she said.

“Well what?”

“You have something to clarify too, I believe.”

“Ah yes. That. Remember you said you fancied us?”

“Yes.”

“My throat constricted, and I had to turn away to stem my tears because I love you too, Jennifer, with all my heart and soul. Is tú mo chroí agus anam.”

“Oh God, Tony,” she said. “I’m almost afraid to ask what that means.”

“Why?”

“Tell me what it means, please.”

“It means, you are my heart and soul.”

“Oh my God. I love you so much.”

We kissed then, in that little car park, not feeling the cold, not seeing the vastness of the universe or the majestic array of stars and constellations twinkling and spinning in the black sky above us. As we stood entwined I noticed some of the other diners making for their cars. All of the females looked over and smiled at us.

“They all think we’re crazy,” Jenn said, happily.

“Maybe we are, but what does sanity look like?” I said.

“It’s all relative, but they’re smiling at us at least.”

She looked at me with shining eyes and kissed me.

“Let’s go get warm, love,” I said.

“Mmm. I like that.”
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We were shattered as we crawled into bed, naked. The celebration of our love was just us together, in a moonlit room, cradled in each other’s arms, sharing thoughts and memories of a whirlwind week.

“Why did you cry after that phone call in the car today, Tony?” Jenn asked.

I rested my head on the pillow and looked straight into her eyes as they bored into mine. It was as though we could see into each other’s soul. I tried to marshal my thoughts before speaking.

“There were lots of reasons, all hitting me at once, Jenn,” I said. “I felt vindicated, in one way, as though I had been embraced in a new world. Appreciated by deed and not by meaningless words. I felt a tenable connection to people who respect me as an individual and a colleague. I felt I belonged somewhere that valued my abilities. But most of all, I treasured the love and peace that I felt in my heart every time I looked and saw you there beside me. The very fact that you were there at that moment meant more to me than anything I could ever expect or want.”

She kissed me then, deep, heartfelt, and meaningful.

“Make love to me. I’m ready. Make it last ‘til morning.”

I lifted her on top of me and she guided me inside her. We kissed and made slow, soft, gentle love, wallowing in our zone of togetherness. There were no screams
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