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Gealach - moon

Mo gealach - my moon

Mo chridhe - my heart

M’ eudail - my pride

Mo leannan - my lover, my darling, my sweetheart

Luaidh mo chèile – love of my life

Thig an seo a leannan – come here my love

Thigibh an cois mo ghràidh – come along my love

Tha’s mo nighean – that’s my girl [also: nighean - daughter]

Foighidinn – patience

An seo, gabh iad seo – here, take these

Leanabh bochd – poor baby

Caileag mhath – good girl

Tha gaol agam ort – I love you

Tapadh leat – thank you

Bràthair – brother

Piuthar - sister

Ciamar a tha thu – how are you?

Glè mhath – very good

Ceart gu leor, mo gealach – All right, my moon?
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Chapter 1 
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The sound of ‘Girls Just Wanna Have Fun’ playing from my phone reminded me of a call I was supposed to be making. It was my closest friend, Louise, (or Lulu as I call her; she calls me Veeve, rather than Gen or Genni like everyone else) and I had been going to call her the previous evening until I’d realised what time it was in England. By the time Sam, my boyfriend, (can I call him a boyfriend? We’ve been together a few weeks, and I’m sixty-four and he’s more than twenty years younger!) and I had had our coffee and settled down following his amazing news, it would have been almost 11pm back home; hardly the time for the in-depth convo I wanted, well, needed, to have with her.

“Lulu!” I said excitedly as I took the call, ready to share our amazing news. Instead, I was shocked to hear sniffles on the other end of the line. “Lu? What’s wrong?”

I had walked over to the couch and propped my phone up on the coffee table as I switched to video. My best friend looked a mess. Lulu was always put-together, make-up, neat hair the lot, and we usually laughed at the difference between us, as I hardly wore even lipstick. Now, her face was red, her eyes swollen with tears. It looked as if she hadn’t combed her hair and she was wearing a pyjama top which had seen better days. I could see two of my cats, Gemma and Pattie, - empathic as they were - pushing at her, trying to see why she had tears rolling down her face. She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands.

“I’m sorry, Veeve, I hope I’m not disturbing you. I needed to talk.”

“Is it your mum?” I held my breath. Her mother had been in hospital for two months following surgery after a stroke. That’s why she was living in my house. That and taking care of my cats and the house while I travelled abroad for the first time in my life.

“No. It..it’s...there’s been a fire; everything’s ruined.” She sobbed again.

My heart stopped. I imagined my home, my precious belongings, memories of my late husband, Keith, my cats, all ruined or dead. Then common sense kicked in. She was sitting on my couch, I could see part of my sitting room behind her, and the third cat, Tim, had arrived, staring at the phone screen over her shoulder, probably after hearing my voice. The penny dropped.

“Your flat.”

“Yes.” She sniffled and rubbed her nose with her hand. “The fire was downstairs; they’d left the tumble dryer on when they went out. Their place is gutted, but all my things are either burned, soaked or smoked.” She gulped back another sob, looking devastated. “What am I going to do? Where will I go?”

I took a deep breath. I wished I was there to comfort her, but I was going to have to do my best from here in LA.

“Okay, Lulu, listen to me. One, it’s going to be okay. Take time to grieve, sweetie, you’ve had an awful shock, but it will be okay, I promise.” She hiccupped, but looked at me with hope, eyes wide.

“Two, hire a storage locker. You won’t be paying rent on the flat now, so you can afford it. The one I used when Keith and I moved is reasonable and reasonably nearby. Their card is still on the fridge - it’s that cute one, remember?” (We had had to do a lot of work on the house when we moved, so we had left a lot of our belongings in storage for almost a year, moving it out bit-by-bit.) She nodded, but I don’t think she was really ‘there’; but at least she was trying. Hopefully what I said would sink in eventually.

“Once the insurance people have been down, move everything to the locker that you may want to keep. Any clothes, bedding and the like, bring home and put it in the garage until you can wash it. There’s loads of room in the linen closet for you to put stuff after my pre-holiday clear out.”

She was nodding and snuffling. I took a moment to give her a chance to think about what I was saying. Yesterday, Sam had had a clever idea when he’d told me that we were going to Romania for several months. Now I was going to tell Lu all about it. After reiterating my instructions, I dove in.

“Lu, I was going to ‘phone you last night and suggest this anyway, and I hope you think it’s a good idea. Instead of finding somewhere else to live, why don’t you move into my place? Permanently. Be my roomie. We can sort out the details once you are settled.”

“Move in permanently?” She sounded, I’m not sure, a little uncertain? But I think positive.

“Yes. Forget about finding anywhere else. You don’t need to. At least not yet. If it doesn’t work out, you may change your mind, but, well you’re living there anyway. And since you have nowhere to go back to, why not stay?” I took a deep breath while I told her the rest. “Look, Lu, I’m planning on staying with Sam for a while.” She murmured something, and I saw her expression change. “Yes. We are going to Romania soon for a film he’s doing there.” I chewed my lip. Was I asking too much? Taking advantage of her? I hoped not. “If you are happy to give up that part of your independence, I could really use your help. You can pay the utilities in lieu of rent while I’m not there and you really be doing me a favour. Does that sound okay?”

“What about Keepers?” I laughed. Lulu was almost a big a fan of Sam’s TV programme as me.

“It’s okay. He’s doing the film between seasons.” 

She nodded and forced out a tiny smile. I suppose too much change would have been devastating. 

“What do you think?” I was pressing her, but she was probably going to be short of money for a while, renting storage and replacing things. This way, I could also hopefully help without embarrassing her; and she’d still be really helping me. I had to give her a way out though. “I mean, don’t worry if you change your mind after a while; but for now, it would be a good idea, don’t you think?”

Louise started crying again, and my heart dropped, but with a smile forcing through the tears, she said:

“Oh, Veeve, thank you. Thank you so much.”

I told her she didn’t need to thank me; I repeated that she was doing me a favour. We chatted about a few things - Romania, ways forward for her, how her mum was, the cats... - before signing off with virtual kisses.

Sam had come in while I was speaking, so he had heard the part where she was happy to move into my house and pay the bills.

“Happy, mo chridhe?” He asked, as he came over and kissed me.

“Did you hear the part about the fire?”

He shook his head, frowning, looking troubled as I explained it all.

“A sad twist of fate, Genni. But she’s lucky she wasn’t there.”

And he was right. She’d brought a substantial part of her wardrobe with her when she came to stay, and a number of her most precious possessions, so as well as her life, quite a lot of her things had dodged the catastrophe. In time, I was sure she would realise that and be glad; right now, she was in shock.

Now that I had time to think about her living with me, I was content about her being there in the future. I still had no idea what would happen with me and Sam. My incredulity about being in a relationship with a man twenty-one years younger than me, who was not only gorgeous, but also famous, was still hovering there. When I was with him, I believed in us, but it had only been a couple of weeks; and as loving as we were together, I often felt self-conscious when we were out amongst others. I worried about being the focus of finger-pointing and name-calling, especially since that had already happened; I worried for him too; whether his heart-throb status would take a beating because he had hooked up with someone like me: a much older woman who had already been called a ‘gold-digger’. 

Sam’s invitation to accompany him to Romania while he starred in a new film had taken me by surprise. We were still in the ‘honeymoon period’ of our relationship, although we’d had some ups and downs already and come through stronger. I had advanced from being a traveller in a strange land to a semi-resident in Los Angeles, having virtually moved in with Sam. The segue had been surprisingly smooth, with none of the anxieties about boundaries I would normally have exhibited. I didn’t know what the future held, but I had recently chosen carpe diem as my motto: seize the day; and I was doing my best to let go of my stupid worries and go with the flow.
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Sam was sitting back on the large recliner beside the pool, one foot on the floor, the other leg bent at the knee with the foot on the seat. I was leaning against his chest, stroking the thigh of the bent leg, while he told me what he knew of the film.

“I play Ash, aye? He’s the hero, but he’s also a bit of a rogue. He meets this lassie; she’s homeless and starving an’ he rescues her. She kens the whereabouts of a key which’ll get him into the castle.”

“Castle?”

“Aye. It’s pseudo-mediaeval. There’s a villain and a back-story and treasure to find.”

“And a love story?” I asked, my heart gripping in my chest.

“Aye, between Ash an’ the lassie.” I didn’t speak, but Sam went on. “‘Tis one of the scenes Tyrian wants ye to look at. I tol’ him you knew a lot about love scenes.” He snorted sexily.

Hmm. I really didn’t want to think about that at all. Maybe I could write it without any sex, lol.

Sam began kissing the back of my neck, soft fluttering kisses covering the skin from my hairline down to the neck of my t-shirt. It was relaxing and arousing at the same time.

“So, what happens next?” I managed to say, since we were out here to discuss our plans. He carried on kissing me, but spoke between the gentle touches:

“We, go, shopping, for, clothes, for, you.”

“Sam, I don’t need clothes. Ouch!” He nibbled at my neck; hard. “I have plenty.”

“Naw; no’ for winter in Romania.” He resumed the kisses.

“I’m sorry, but no.  I can’t afford...ouch!”

“Dinnae fash, lass, I’ll buy what you need.”

I pushed away, which was hard because the kisses, and even the bites, were potent. Sam grumbled when I moved, but I needed to look at him despite him trying to hold me in place. I squirrelled halfway around to face him.

“You are not buying them for me. You’ve already bought me a beautiful pair of diamond earrings which likely cost more than all of my other jewellery put together,” damn him, he smirked, “paid for me to go to a spa, and fed me. I have my own money.” Except I didn’t have that much, and he knew it.

Sam stared at me with a fairly bland expression on his beautiful face, but something else about it made me back down. I turned, as if in a huff, and he wrapped one long, muscular arm around me and hauled me back against his chest.

He didn’t speak, or even move, for quite a while. There were sounds; cars were driving down the highway, people were talking in the distance, likely on the beach, and a dog was barking in a happy way. If I listened carefully, I was sure I could hear the Pacific Ocean. And breathing. I could
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