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I woke in the darkness at 4:00. I was in Jules’ bed, her arm laying limply across my chest as she slept, her breathing a cute cross between a soft whisper and a gentle zephyr. I remembered that I’d left my phone charging in the car, so I dragged on a shirt and trousers and went outside to retrieve it. Jules was beginning to awaken as I returned to bed.

“What time is it, Tony?” she croaked.

“A little after 4:00.”

“Fuck! It’s very early you ok?” she asked.

“Yes. I always wake up around this time,” I said.

“Why?”

“It’s something to do with fairies and leprechauns, it’s a common thing in Ireland. If I wasn’t employed, I’d probably qualify for the Fairy and Leprechaun somnambulant benefit scheme. We Irish have many crutches to bear, Jules, it’s something to do with 800 years of oppression at the hands of the invading colonial forces.”

She laughed hysterically, “What drugs are you on, Tony?”

“I’m high on a drug called, Jules. I crave her kiss, I’m addicted to her touch, I’m an addict to her scent ... Enough or too much?” I asked with a grin.

“Way too much, but keep going anyway,” she said, and we continued laughing. “Kiss me, you Irish fool.”

I kissed her sweetly and let my cheek touch hers.

“Coffee?” she asked, as she swung her legs out of the bed.

“Yes, please,” I said, as I watched her prowling naked across the room. 

She was beautiful. I checked my phone. There was one call, one voicemail and four texts from Jenn.

“Shit,” I said quietly, and put the phone away quickly.

Jules came back with the coffee, handed me one and slid back into bed beside me. She took my hand as we sipped and thought private thoughts.

“A penny for them, Jules,” I said.

“Oh, they’re nothing really, Tony,” she said. “You’re really good in bed.”

“You stayed with me all the way though.”

“Hardly. You made me feel things I didn’t even think were things.”

“So tell me why I’m here, Jules, what’s the problem or do you want me to guess?” I asked.

“Do you think you can?” she asked with a grin.

“I think I might be able to.”

“Go for it then, Mr. Sex Expert.” 

“Ok but let me take you in my arms first” I said. “I need to feel you beside me.”

She kissed me and snuggled into my chest.

“I think you’re afraid to totally commit to your partner,” I said simply. “If not afraid, then very nervous.”

“How do you come to that conclusion?” 

“Last night was awesome, Jules. It was one of the best nights I’ve ever spent with a woman,” I said. “You were with me all the way to the end and continued with me when we went that little bit further than I’d usually go. It was almost as if you were trying to convince me, or yourself, of something.”

“And what would that something be do you think?”

“That you’re not gay,” I said frankly and without tone or judgement.

“Shit!” she said. “Shit, Shit, Shit.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I thought I’d test your ‘abilities’, to see if you’d notice it.” 

“Am I right?” I asked.

“Yes, you are, mostly,” she said. “I like sex with men too, Tony. Maybe I’m bi, I don’t know, but I couldn’t maintain a relationship with a man.”

“Do you have any issues with your current relationship beyond the normal?” I asked.

“I really want to commit to her, but I’m afraid of what the consequences would be with my friends and family.” 

“It’s not still the 1940’s, Jules. Attitudes have altered and you really need to be true to yourself.”

“What do you suggest I do, Tony?”

“Where is she now?” I asked.

“New York State, in New Rochelle.”

“I think you should take a drive down and see her. Go window shopping with her and hold her hand as you walk. Just randomly kiss her when the urge strikes you. If you love her, tell her. In other words, be a normal couple.”

“What if somebody ... ”

“Fuck other people, Jules. It’s none of their business.”

She rested her head on her pillow, thinking.

“You’re right, Tony, I’m gonna do that,” she said. “This weekend.”

“Call her before you go in to work and tell her you love her and miss her and you’re coming to see her this evening, for the weekend. Tell her you want to make love with her, touch, kiss and feel her in your arms but most of all, tell her you love her.” I said. “She’s not psychic.”

Jules looked at me and smiled. She looked like someone who had made a decision and was happy about it.

“I’m gonna do it, Tony. Thank you for being so wise. You’re the absolute best friend I have.”

“Do not tell her that I couldn’t cure you of your gayness, though,” I said, laughing. “My reputation would be in tatters.”

She cracked up with laughter.

“I’m delighted that you find that so amusing,” I said.

“I feel happier now,” she said, “but what about you?”

“What about me?”

“Are you still thinking about going back home to Ireland?” 

“I really don’t know, Jules. You asked me earlier if I loved you.” 

“Yes I did.”

“Does it matter to you?”

“Yes, it does.” 

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I love you.”

I hugged her close and it was warm and tender.

“I do love you, Jules. I’m nuts about you, and I also rejoice in your happiness.”

“Can I ask you one thing?” she said.

“Yes, anything.”

“Did you enjoy last night?”

“It was everything I’d ever wanted.”

“Do you think we’d ever do it again?”

“What’s your partner’s name?” I asked her.

“Imogen.”

“That’s a nice name. Do you think Imogen would appreciate you and I doing that again, Jules?” I asked.

“No, probably not.”

“Look, you’ve got it out of your system now,” I said, “if we did anything different than you’d normally do with Imogen you can introduce a version of it during your lovemaking with her to see if it works with her.”

“True. But what if I haven’t gotten it out of my system yet?”

“It’s still a bad idea,” I said.

“Yes, you’re right, Tony. I’m sorry, I was hoping for a continuation this morning. But I’d at least like to thank you properly,” she said, as she reached for my rapidly growing erection. “Is this okay?”

“Yes,” I gasped, as she took me in her hand, “do you want reciprocation?”

“God, yes please.”

We fell into a light sleep afterwards and the phone woke me at 5:15. It was Jenn. I left the bedroom with my phone and answered the call.
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“Hello?” I said sleepily.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Tony. Did I get you up?” she said.

“Hi, Jenn. No you’re good, I had to get up anyway, the phone was ringing.”

She laughed.

“Did you have a late night?” she asked.

“Yes. Brady had a bit of a disaster at Doug’s apartment yesterday, and I had to extricate him from the manure.”

She giggled. “What does that mean?”

“Get him out of the shit. I don’t know how long we were there.”

“Did you get my texts?” 

“I just saw the notifications now. My battery gave up the ghost last night. That’s why I didn’t call.”

“I just called to make sure you were safe,” she said.

“I’m good, Jenn. In fact, I’m great since I met you. Can I see you later? I miss you.”

“Oh, Tony, yes please.”

“What time are you available?” I asked.

“I should be home by noon,” she said.

I got an idea.

“Do you fancy going somewhere for the weekend?” I asked.

“Where have you got in mind?” 

“I’m just winging it at the moment, Jenn, but give me an hour or two and I’ll come up with something. Unless you have a preference.” 

“I just might,” she said, “I’ll check it out first and call you in a couple of hours or so.”

“Great.”

I returned to Jules’ bed and snuggled up to her. She was warm and soft and lovely.

“Who was that you were talking to, Tony?” she asked.

“On the phone?” I asked, “Did it wake you?”

“I was only half asleep, more of a post-oral daze really. You’ll have to give Imogen and I some lessons on that.”

“What a delightful notion, although I’m sure that nobody knows a woman’s body better than another woman,” I said. “I’m dying to meet Imogen now, Jules, we should set something up when you come back.”

“I’d love you to meet her, Tony, I think you’ll love her.”

“I’m conflicted about going back home to Ireland, Jules,” I said, out of the blue.

“Why?” she asked.

“What I tell you is strictly between us,” I said.

“Of course.”

“There are pros and cons attached to this going home thing” I said. “You told me that everyone here would be sad if I left.”

“Yes, we all love you, Tony” she said.

“That’s not quite correct, Jules.”

“Yes it is.”

“I’ll tell you what I’ve been through since I got here,” I said, “I’ve kept it to myself until now.”

“Tell me,” she said, as she wrapped her arms around me and looked into my eyes.

“This is difficult, Jules.”

“What is?” she asked.

“Laying here wrapped around a beautiful naked woman.”

“Stop being facetious. You can have a feel if needs be,” she said and laughed.

“Of what?” I asked with a grin.

“Jesus, you’re impossible! Anything you fucking
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