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He watched
Stockholm gentle fade into the distance as he sat with his
satisfying beer on the Anastasia heading towards Tallinn. There was
a piano concerto he did not recognise playing at a slightly louder
volume than the inconsiderate group sitting at the table next to
him, each one battling to be the loudest. He focused his attention
back to the view outside; the seagulls that were following the ship
seemed to dance, almost serenading each other to the concerto that
was continuing its battle. The early summer evening sun was basking
the picturesque islands that they gentle sailed between. He took a
sip of beer; the beer tasted so much better than in Stockholm or
maybe that was just his wallet talking. He glanced at the bar in
anticipation of another medicinal beer or more to the truth he was
eying up the attractive blonde who had served him. An old man was
leaning over the bar towards her, his muscles tensed at the thought
of someone eyeing up the same woman as him. He chuckled lightly to
himself at the notion that the old man had even the slightest
chance with her, he took another sip of his beer to hide the grin
that was now on his face as he saw that the old man was on his
tiptoes leaning over the bar trying to breathe in her aroma, she
took a small step back and smiled jobs worthy at the old man’s
efforts.

He looked over
to the island where his Aunt Lara lived, as promised she was
standing next to the boathouse waving frantically at the ship. He
had visited her the last five summers, he wanted to make sure she
was coping after Uncle Mats had died, show he was a caring nephew
to his childless Aunt, and be someone who showed interest in
keeping the family summer house in good condition. After the
previous summers holiday had been more work than play he and
decided to go on the mini-cruise to St Petersburg, he would meet
his Aunt when he got back to Stockholm to help her get the
remainder of her supplies before they both went to the island,
himself for a week his Aunt for the rest of the summer, Lana never
stayed on the island during the winter, she always returned to her
apartment in Stockholm and her job at the opera house, he wasn’t
sure what she actually did but it was enough to afford her
three-bedroom flat a few streets from her work.

He drained his
beer and got up to make his way to the bar. He overheard an elderly
couple talking, he smiled and stopped. He knelt down next to the
woman. “It’s not as nice as the Highlands, eh,” he said pointing
out the window.

She turned and
smiled at him, “it’s good to hear a familiar accent, hey Hugh,” she
slapped her husband’s arm, “A fellow Scot,” Hugh just nodded his
head and continued to focus on the view outside, stifling a grin in
the process, happy that she had someone else to talk to.

“Can I get
either of you a drink?”

“That’s offa
good of you son,” replied the fully focused Hugh on hearing those
most magical of words. “I wouldn’t say no to another beer,” his
wife turned to glare at his, a devil stare that said, “I know we
are on holiday but you shouldn’t be drinking, you know what Dr
Lambert told you.”

“No problem, 1
beer, and what about your lovely daughter?”

She started to
giggle at him, Hugh just rolled his eyes, “A wee gin n tonic,” she
replied patting his arm, “Daughter,” she added with another
giggle.

He came back
with the drinks, the woman took her cardigan off the chair next to
her, “sit down son,” she said as she took the drink from him, she
nodded to he husband, “he’s Hugh and I’m Mary,” she tutted as Hugh
took a large drink of his beer. “As soon as we are back in Dundee,
it’s no more beer for you,” she turned away from Hugh so she missed
the face he was pulling at her. “Are you on your own son?”

“Yeah. I’m Ian,
by the way,” he smiled when he said his name. “I was visiting my
Aunt, she lives on one of those islands we just passed, well she
lives there in the summer and Stockholm in the winter.”

“She must be
bloody rich if she lives in Stockholm,” muttered Hugh as he took
another sip of his beer.

“Ignore old
misery guts, Ian,” she pointed at Hugh, “he wants his change back
when he spends a penny,” she started to laugh at her own joke.

Ian laughed
along with her, silently glad he had someone to talk to.

As soon as Ian
walked through the arrivals hall at Glasgow airport he was ready to
start afresh, a new person. Holiday can have that effect on some
people.
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“You know what
to do?”

“Aye, nae
bother man,” the man replied, his eyes looking everywhere but at
the man he was talking to.

“And you are
sure you know who she is?”

The man slumped
his shoulders, “you showed me the photo and you have pointed her
out to me, dinny worry man, I know the score.”

“Just don’t
hurt her,” Ian insisted.

“Aye man, just
give her a wee fright,” he managed to look at Ian, “are you sure
you can pull this off?”

“Don’t worry
about me,” he turned to look at the door as it was opened again,
but it wasn’t her, Ian looked at his watch, “you ready?”

The guy nodded
and pulled up his hood, “nae danger,” he replied before making a
move as his target walked out the door.

Ian stood in
shock as to what he was witnessing before reality hit him. “Hey,”
he shouted as he ran towards the attack, he shoulder barged the
man, almost losing his balance in the process, Ian made a show of
trying to grab the attacker but he was too slow as the attacker ran
off, he made a show of debating whether to run after the attacker
or make sure the victim was ok.

“Are you
alright?” he asked the woman who was still shaking.

The woman
looked at him and then in the direction the attacker had run off
in. “He,” was all she managed to say.

“Do you want to
go to the police?” asked Ian, he looked at her, “I’m afraid I
didn’t really get a good look at him,” Ian added
apologetically.

“It was all so
fast,” she managed to say, she shook her head, “doubt there is any
point, I never saw him,” she clutched her side, “and I still have
my bag.”

“Maybe there is
CCTV,” suggested Ian but he already knew it was a pointless
search.

She started to
laugh as relief overtook fear, Ian turned towards her, “sorry,” she
said, “a nervous laugh,” she shook her head, “sorry,” she
added.

“It's ok, look
do you want me to call your husband or boyfriend, maybe they can
come and pick you up.”

“Single,” she
looked again in the direction that the attacker had run off in, the
direction that she would need to go in to get home.

“Look there is
a coffee shop around the corner, why don’t I take you for a
coffee,” he looked in the direction the attacker had run off in as
if to emphasize his offer, “calm your nerves type thing,” she bit
her bottom lip, “I’m Ian by the way.”

She was silent
for a few seconds as if thinking things over, she then looked at
him and smiled, “a coffee sounds like a good idea, Ian,” she held
out her hand, “I’m Diane,” she the patted her handbag with her
other hand, “and I’m paying,” he looked like he was going to say
something, “because I can,” she added as if anticipating his
question.
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“God, I can’t
believe it, and in broad daylight.”

“I know
Helena,” Diane looked at her friend, “I’m just Ian turned up when
he did.”

“Don’t even
think,” said Helena holding up her hand, she glanced up at the
clock to see how much longer their break was. “So this Ian guy,”
she took a sip of her tea, “is he as good looking as he is
brave.”

“Well we had
three coffees,” replied Diane, “and we swapped numbers.”

“Ya tart,”
teased Helena.

“Don’t,” she
looked at Helena, “it’s just,” she paused for a second, “it’s been
a while since, don’t you think it’s weird that they both have the
same name.”

“Old Ian was 6
months ago. And he buggered off. Never said a word. Gone. Bastard.
Now new Ian sounds like a good guy,” she grinned at Diane, “maybe
you’ll manage to keep this one.”

“I just think
it’s kind of strange that they are both called Ian.”

Helena drained
her tea and smiled at Diane, “it’s been 6 months,” Helena’s smile
widened, “I remember there were 2 guys called Paul.”

Diane’s eyes
widened, “one after the other,” she bit her bottom lip, “sorry that
sounded bad.”

Helena shook
her head, “naw, at the same time,” she glanced at the clock, “c’mon
better get back to work or Magoo will throw a hissy fit,” she stood
up and started to walk out the canteen.

“Same time,”
whispered a wide-eyed Diane.
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It was her
smile, it was contagious, it lit up a room, it made you smile, it
was every cliché you could think of. It was perfection. He had seen
it a few times from a distance and a thousand times in his mind but
all he wanted was to see one tonight because it would be for
him.

“Hi.”

He almost
melted when she spoke to him as it was followed by that smile, “how
are you?” Ian managed to ask as he stood up from the table. “Can I
get you a drink?”

She took off
her summer jacket and put it on the back of her seat before sitting
down, she glanced at the bar, “pint of cider please, she smiled
again when he didn’t comment on the word pint.

Ian came back
from the bar and placed the glass of cider in front of her; he then
put down his Guinness and sat down.

“Cheers,” said
Diane as she raised her glass, Ian clumsily picked up his own,
Diane smiled at his nervousness, it calmed her. “Here’s to
muggings,” she added with another smile.

The drinks
flowed almost as fast as the conversation, Diane was doing most of
the talking, but what Ian did say it was something she liked or
agreed with.

Last orders
were called; both looked at each other, surprised at how fast the
evening had gone by, “do you want another?” asked Ian.

Diane paused
for a second before nodding her head, “wait, I’ll get them, you
bought the last round.”

Ian watched her
walk to the bar, he couldn’t believe how well the night was going,
he had been apprehensive about it, he knew he had the story, her
likes and dislikes, he just wasn’t sure he could pull it off. He
supposed the alcohol helped. He glanced over at the bar, the guy
who was serving her looked like he was flirting with Diane but it
didn’t look like Diane was falling for his charms.

They finished
their drinks and made their way outside, there was a gentle breeze
that helped cool the warm muggy night.

“I had a good
night,” announced Diane, “it’s been a while since,” she didn’t
finish her sentence.

Ian thought
quickly to what she had just said and deduced that. A, the night
was probably over, and B, there could be another night. He looked
up and down the street before turning to Diane, “why don’t I get
you a taxi, these streets can be hazardous,” he added with a slight
grin.

“I’m going
Southside,” she said pointing south, “you?”

“West end,” Ian
replied.

She nodded
answering a question in her head, she looked at him, “you fancy
doing something tomorrow?”

Ian nodded,
“I’ve got a job in the morning, but I should be finished for about
ten.”

“Perfect,” she
looked at him hesitantly, “you fancy going to Ayr tomorrow, there
is horse racing on, we could get the train,” she took a small step
to her left causing her heel to catch in the pavement, Ian reached
out to catch her even though she wasn’t going to fall, “may have
had a cider too many,” she added with a giggle.

“Racing sounds
great,” Ian replied.

“Great,” she
replied, “I won a day at the races at work and I don’t want to look
like a lemon going myself. I have to show my face as the area
manager is going to be there,” she looked at him, “it’s weird how
she always manages to win a place, anyway she can be a right bitch
at times, so if you don’t want to go I’ll completely understand.
She classes it as a talk to the minion’s type thing, or more like
an excuse for a piss up with the company paying, but the rest of us
can’t get drunk, cos, you know we will say something to her and end
up getting the sack. Last year Angela Oliver got sacked for getting
pissed and telling her what she thought of her.” She shook her head
at the memory, “she was dancing on top of the bar at the time. Am I
talking too much, I think the fresh air has hit me, air, Ayr, so
you want to go to the racing tomorrow?”

“Sounds good,
meet you at central?”

She beamed a
huge smile at him, “great meet you at 12.00,” Ian nodded in
agreement before hailing an approaching taxi.

The taxi
stopped next to them, Ian opened the door for her, she took a step
towards the door before stopping and giving Ian a quick kiss on the
lips before getting into the taxi. Ian started to walk home, he was
halfway home when his phone beeped for a text message, he grinned
when he saw it was Diane. “Forgot to say smart casual tomorrow.
Diane. X.” he sent a quick reply, “thanks was going to wear my
bright yellow mankini.” Her reply was almost instant, all there
was, was an emoji of a shocked face followed by a smiling emoji
wearing sunglasses.

5

“Helena, it’s
me.”

“Thought you
were on a jolly
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