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CHAPTER ONE

	First Date

	 

	It was a wonderful night, clear skies being a Sunday to the town was quiet not busy like it usually is, not long finished a shift and having plans for the night with Rachell I waited downstairs in the canteen eagerly for her to finish, this would be our second date something casual a more get to know me and get to know you date, my intention was to go a walk have some good chat while leading her to some fancy upmarket cocktail bars not far from our work, with Rachell being not just any girl coming across as a proper women something every man desires. I was keen to impress and show I’m not any guy that I’m mature and principled. Soon the bodies began passing by the doors to get their stuff and leave eagerly and eventually Rachell popped in smiling.

	“Hey!” she said smiling enthusiastically. 

	“That’s me.” she said. 

	“Great! can’t wait.”  I said in reply. 

	We made our way out onto the street walking down Argyle street, having not held her hand from the first date from wanting to take things slow for her. I asked her about her day and how she had been as it had been a very busy day with little time to chat to each other I listened eagerly, always showing interest in what she said no matter how little it was, as we walked, I slid my hand into hers turning looking at her as we walked smiling and laughing a little.

	“What?”  She asked curiously now laughing too.

	“Nothing.” I laughed.

	I was just happy to spend time with her. I had a few stops planned that I knew she’d like, we turned onto Queen street as we approached the fancy Strata Cocktail bar offering a wide variety of fancy cocktails, and wines from around the world I opened the door for her.                

	“After you.” I said.

	She simply smiled she knew she had a gentleman, someone who really cared.

	“So, what am I getting you?” 

	I asked as we approached the bar, I handed her the drinks menu. She took a moment carefully looking over the exquisite selection of drinks the Strata had to offer, deciding on a fancy Rose’ wine, with it I cheekily ordered two White Russians remembering on our first date from playing pool she said she loved White Russians, the Strata made them just right served in a small glass with ice, a hint of Vodka little bit of chocolate tasting like a milkshake garnished with a sprinkle of dark chocolate it was sure to be a delight she was sure too like. We watched as the smartly dressed and good mannered barman poured her wine then beginning to make our cocktails, shaking them gently mixing the milk and vodka together gently pouring over the ice he sat in a small glass, grating over dark chocolate putting a hint of orange vodka in, gently placing the drinks in front of us.

	“Thank you.”

	I said tipping the bartender with a generous five pound tip. I watched as she took a sip instantly enjoying it. 

	“That’s lovely.” she said energetically. 

	We sat in a booth near the window chatting away getting to know one another better, she was always happy smiling and laughing, I tried not to let on but I’d already fallen for her from the first date, sometime after having some good chat I decided to take her someplace else, as we walked again hand in hand I asked her to guess where we were going, she laughed having no clue as to where I was taking her I just smiled back.

	“You’ll see, you’ll love it.”

	I joked she simply laughed back cheekily.

	“Oh, will I.” she said.

	“Yeah, I’m pretty sure.” I said. 

	“You seem pretty confident.” she said. 

	“I know you’ll like it.” I joked back. 

	“We shall see.” she said cheekily.

	Giving me the eyes, I just smiled as we carried on walking. Eventually turning arriving outside Skye, An upmarket bar selling an unbelievable amount of cocktails, upon entering the bar it had a casual atmosphere everyone was really friendly and not too busy which is what you ideally want, instead of old and creaky bar stools and chairs there were booths covered in red velvet fabric with a circular table, bright lights throughout giving the bar a calm relaxed vibe, we approached the bar having a wide selection of brightly lit bottles located behind the bar looking rather decorative. I turn to her.
              “You like it.” I asked, 

	“Yeah, it’s great.” she said. 

	“We’ll get some drinks.” I said. 

	“Yeah.” she swiftly replied. 

	Ordering two pitchers she likes deciding to sit and share them both again we got a booth by the window again sitting talking, just talking nothing fancy but I simply loved it, I loved how she’d smile always laugh throw her hair back and make little jokes. I had never felt this way before, it was simply amazing I was happy to just sit and listen to her talk all night. After a good few drinks, I lead her on an adventure to get food being clever as I was and genuinely interested, I remember she said she liked Di Magi, so we walked down again asking her to guess where we were going, she was clever saying.

	“I know Royal Italian is down here.”  

	“Nope.” I cheekily joked. 

	Making a peculiar face wondering where I was leading her, we turned into a square after a walk through the archway hand in hand I stopped right outside De Maggio’s I looked to her jokingly. 

	“Know where we’re going yet.” 

	“I think I have an idea.” 

	She said laughing, rolling her eyes to the restaurant and a wee point as well, I just smiled.
             “Yeap, are we going in then.” I said. 

	We both headed in meet by two Waitresses who were smartly dressed extremely positive and full of energy adding an amazing aromatising vibe to the fine establishment. Authentic Italian music playing soothing diners into a relaxed laid back state of mind, authentic wines from various localities across Italy with black and white marbled décor the ceiling lights being a deep dark blue with reflective strokes of silver, a Lobster tank at the rear in a lightly lit area with circular booths red solid oak tables with mood lighting overhead and a clever drinks tray built into the table, the waitress merely turned the table sliding the drink around the table preventing leaning over disturbing couples, quite a simple touch but adds immensely to the customer experience with a traditional candle burning in the centre of the table. The Waitress introducing herself as Zofia handing over the menus in black leather wallets with crème coloured pages with a solid wooden back and the restaurant’s name in bright gold Latin text on the front a subtle unique and sophisticated touch. The table even had a circular glass rim notably it had small fish in it swimming around the table, perhaps a moment of over-thinking the décor I thought but Rachell was intrigued by the small fish going around the outer rim.

	“That’s a different touch!” 

	She said positively. Watching the fish her attention winding struggling to engage in the conversion until eventually snapping out of it. 

	“Sorry…just so dazzling their moving around the tank and the lights.”  

	I nod in agreement briefly.
      “Are we ordering?” I ask… she nods.

	The Waitress seemingly, having heard from a fair respectable distance away walks briskly over taking our order politely, bringing over additional drinks while we wait for the food to be brought out serving us a Manhattan and a French-Martini to bide out time. Before long the order arrived rather swiftly for a busy establishment, lovely garlic mushrooms, Mozzarella cubes served with Calamari as a mixed starter platter with an assortment of lovely dips held in silver containers notably as we dipped the starters in, I realised the containers themselves their shape was diamond shaped creative genius adding to the décor again or a random chance occurrence, I thought. 

	The main courses were prepared placed on top of heated marble blocks contained inside glass enclosures with diamond shaped metal structures behind the front of the glass with small wooden fires at the rear the waiter surprisingly placing the prepared meals in who smiles.

	“When you’re ready let us know and we’ll serve you your food.”  

	She says politely standing to the side with the other staff observing the room ready to leap into action assisting any customer requirement. Chatting over the entrées the time goes by swiftly with the waiter, serving our food, an authentic Italian classic seven cheese macaroni with a meatball pizza on the side. Rachell having a more traditional Italian meal of spaghetti, and meatballs sprinkled lightly with parsley for decorative effect. After enjoying our main meals, she surprised me by asking. 

	“Are we doing, something tomorrow?” 

	“The Circus is in town.” she said cheerfully. 

	“Sure…circus sounds like a great idea.”

	I nodded, Noticing the desserts were being brought over, a three tier dessert was brought over having luxuriously light and fluffy steamed cheesecake at the bottom, a chocolate mousse on the middle with chocolate cake on the top however the waitresses surprised us by pouring chocolate sauce on the top where the sauce slowly ran along a flume of sorts before covering the chocolate cake, where she proceeded to lift a cup at the top to the side revealing a detachable-mug of hot chocolate with light-fluffy home-made Marshmallows lightly sprinkled grated cinnamon the waitress slowly and delicately grating it freshly over the hot-chocolate, before drizzling a love heart on the top resembling the restaurants logo. Rachell was shockingly surprised, Nodding in agreement.

	“That’s quite a dessert.” she said. 

	“I know….” I muffled.

	As I took big bites out of the assortment of various desserts having the odd slurp of the hot-chocolate in between big bites. 

	“It’s been a great night.”

	Realising the times almost eleven O’clock, we make our way outside to the pre-booked taxi getting home after an amazing night, looking forward to the next day, I lay in my bed getting a text at 1AM from Jonas reading, 

	“We’re in country tomorrow, can we join you?”

	I text back promptly. 

	“Of course, I’ll see you tomorrow.”  I say in reply.

	“Fantastic.” 

	Jonas says replying positively with a  flurry of emojis. 

	“Will be great having a catch up.” 

	I swiftly text back.

	“Definitely!”

	He replies as he still types. One of my few pet hates is typing three or four rapid messages, just wait and send it all in the one I think to myself however there are some things you can’t change. As he eagerly continues sending another five or six messages.

	       “Soon as I land, and are sorted at the hotel, I’ll let you know.” he says positively. 


CHAPTER TWO

	The Castle

	 

	A castle sits around a moat of water the old drawbridge still functional, solid stone blocks built layer upon layer stacked high reveal, an old castle the walls of the stone are blackened dirty with streaky marks down the side showing their age, yet it sits their surrounded by the woodlands with free ranging deer left to roam as nature intended, the traditional wooden draw bridge sits leaning over the side slightly locked in place however having a modern road going across connecting the castle to the surrounding lands with an arch way any guests will pass though. Inside the castle walls surrounded by a moat the traditional Castle remains mainly a unique photographic opportunity for photographers and influencers seeking the perfect photo, within the grounds green grass grows everywhere being well maintained with a modern Mansion in front of the castle tall and sleek white house style pillars revealing a lavish front balcony area with a large main door oddly circular in shape adding to the surrounding lure of the area with flame lit lamps sitting on either side of the door casually burning slowly the sun lighting up the front of the entire mansion the high-walls of the castles outer walls act as a wind break preventing cold gusts of wind from entering the castle grounds. A figure begins approaching the Castle on foot slowly making their way from the distance into the fray, a well-dressed individual wearing white-tapered denim jeans oddly light-beige coloured Timberland boots, a unique black leather-belt with a half shield logo on the front in pure silver having half-moon shaped crests at the top, a red top wearing a black-blazer styled jacket, lightly brown hair combed down with one side slightly swept upwards a unique half-sleeve tattoo depicting southern British traditional art and a unique tattoo of the British Isles on higher up the opposite arm slowly walking through the large arch-way across the grasslands of the castle grounds walking for a few minutes before arriving at the front of the house finding a group of young men and women partying with music playing, barbeque food being prepared and an assortment of drinks laid out neatly on a selection of BBQ benches and tables. 

	A tall, averaged build young man with black-hair with tints of blonde smartly dressed with a white half sleeve top and light-greyish denims runs over shouting. 

	“Reed Michael, you made it long time my friend…”

	Speaking with a British yet Swedish style accent. 

	“Yeah, long time, how’ve you been…. 

	“Been good just doing my influencing and stuff….” 

	“That’s great to hear.” he replies. 

	Putting his arms around Reed holding a drink walking Reed inside. 

	“Come we’ll get a drink and catch up away from the madness.”  

	Reed laughing briefly.
             “I thought you created the party.”  

	“Sometimes it gets too much for the best of us.” Jonas replies.

	Grabbing a glass of wine handing it swiftly to Reed walking up inside the mansion, a well-dressed waiter with salt and peppered hair opens the door taking and holding Jonas’s empty glass.

	“Another one Alfred…my good friend.”

	“As you wish sir.” he says with a subtle English accent.

	The duo walking up the stairs slowly, Reed taking his time admiring various pieces of Art on the wall curving up the circular main entrance hall, the flooring a unique deep-reddish coloured laminated flooring with hints of grey in a sort of fractal look being very unique, arriving at the top the walking over to the balcony finding pool lounge chairs directly in the sun with small drinks tables next to them conveniently located and appropriately a mini-bar on wheels. The duo sits down, briefly admiring the scenery with the sun beginning to set in the distance, the shadows creeping in on the trees the darkness contracting the scenery and wildlife around the caste. Jonas turning to Reed the pair finally sitting down.

	“Thought you weren’t coming.”  

	“Had some things to sort out, got here eventually.”  

	“Better late than never my friend.”  

	“Whisky…?” Jonas asks.

	“Yeah sure….” Reed replies. 

	Jonas hesitating for a moment putting the whisky glass down picking up a taller glass pouring a whisky slowly a rare Black-cherry flavoured whisky dropping in a measure of Vanilla Cîroc with a small measure of Cointreau before dripping in two circular balls of ice placing a cocktail stick through a strawberry having it sit across the top of the glass. 

	Reed looks surprised at Jonas. 

	“Got a name for this one?” 

	“Spur of the moment.”  He replies. 

	The pair sit briefly slowing sipping their drinks. 

	”That’s nice.” Reed utters surprised by it. 

	“Least I’m still good at something.” Jonas laughs.

              “Wait…where’s Arlena?”

	“She’s away with her friends to Canada…?” 

	“That why you’re returning to the party life.”

	Jonas nods while sipping his drink.

	“Not getting any younger almost in my thirties need to still enjoy this lifestyle while I can.”  

	“You’re so whipped.” Jonas just laughs. 

	“Same to you is what I’ve heard.”  

	Reed surprised taken a back.

	“Who told you?”

	“You forget my friends are friends with your friends and vice-versa, nothing stays secret between the bros.”  

	Jonas says smirking just a little.

	“She nice? 

	“Here.”

	Reed whips out his phone handing it to Jonas, who scrolls through the pictures. 

	“She’s nice…coming with me and Arlena tomorrow?”

	“She back tomorrow?” 

	“Arriving back tonight, well join us for a date at the zoo, can’t go wrong.”

	“Didn’t it go wrong for you.” 

	Quipping back swiftly, Jonas making an odd face.

	“That was so different.”  

	“How so?” 

	“We’ll you won’t have two women fighting over you, one of them being a little psychopathic and to make matters worse her talent Manager being an old flame of Walkers.”

	“Very well...said.”

	“It’ll be fun, we’ll come hang out with you’s on the date, that not a bit much for a second date?”

	“Nah we’ll just bump into you’s and go round the place.”

	At that a commotion is heard, a woman with long-blonde hair streaks of dark lightly tanned wearing tight fitting white jeans with a half cut orange top on walks past slightly drunk with her girlfriends.

	“Oh, Hey Jonas.” 

	She shouts waiving in passing, Reed sits up confused.

	“Wasn’t that…Daniella.”  

	“Yeah, she’s here too, my friend ending up dating her…all worked out.”  

	He says laughing a little. 

	“We’ll surprisingly it did.”  

	Reed takes a sip of his drink.

	“Date ideas getting a bit too dynamic now.”

	Jonas grins slightly, then replies. 

	“It’ll be fine…she won’t even know where we’ve went.”
             “From what I’ve heard from last time, I’d hope that doesn’t happen again.”  

	Changing the conversion, a golden retriever called Mali runs into the room barking crazily before settling down and lying on the floor, Jonas dipping his fingers in the drink with Mali licking them Jonas glancing up briefly toward Reed.

	“She hates it when I do this?” Jonas says.

	“Can’t think why Arlena would object.”   

	Sarcastically Jonas nods. 

	“Right, that’s you go on now.”  

	Clapping the dog on the back, picking up a nearby tennis racket, launching the ball inside the room with Mali in close pursuit chasing after the ball, Jonas swiftly goes inside with Reed bumping into Jonathan. 

	A broad-shouldered rugby player with blondish hair.

	“Yo, Jonas Carlyle’s downs stairs looking for balcony garden.”

	“Cheers I’ll ow you one bro.”  

	“Isn’t Carlyle dating Rachael...?” 

	“Yeah, him and Rachael are good never have any drama from them.” 

	The pair swiftly walk through an archway leading onto a balcony with a garden and swimming pool, with a few of the friends sitting around the pool side, Jonas walks along turning to find Reed side stepping around the pool.

	“I heard about your friends and their pool antics.”

	Jonas just laughs.

	“Their fine that’s only happened once...”  

	At that point Carlyle runs and rugby tackles Jonas into the pool, one of the deck chairs falls in with them the splash from the pair landing in the water soaking Reed. Reed shakes his head looking at his drink now full to the brim with pool water.

	“Ugh what a waste.” 

	he utters removing his jacket, leaving it on a chair.

	“I wouldn’t do that if I was you.”   

	Reed surprised.
             “Why?” 

	A screeching scream’s heard as three women crash into Reed, one of them being Daniella pushing him face first into the pool, his nice hair when he emerges from the water covering his face, shaking his face left and right flattening his hair the water falling down his face. 

	“Walker warned me to stay anywhere, but near the pools!”

	He utters slapping his hands off the water unimpressed.

	“Not cool guys.”

	“Sorry Reed when you come here it’s a tradition you get dunked in the pool.”

	Daniella says laughing with her girlfriends as they head off dancing into the party. Jonas grabs Reeds hand pulling him up onto the side of the pool sitting there for a moment briefly. 

	Jonas laughing.
              “You will need to initiate someone next time! 

	“Should have listened to Walker….” Jonas says.

	“This planned…”

	“Not really someone just does it to someone else at random. 

	Raising an eyebrow oddly turns to Jonas whose eagerly surprised.

	“What…? Walker ever been in the pool?” 

	              "He’s went in on his own accord…" 

Waiting a second before continuing further.

	“When appropriately dressed for the pool.”

	Reluctantly with a light sigh…shakes his head.

	”Great… so he’s not been in like this fully clothed.”  

	“No never.”

	“Nobody’s put walker in the pool.”  

	Jonathan says quickly.
              “I tried and ended up in the bushes.”

	“Really…”

	Reed puzzled.

	“Isn’t Walker same height as me five feet one.”  

	“He’s A wee man but he knows some sort of martial-arts karate, judo stuff, I went literally over his back and in the hedges.”

	“Ok then.” 

	Reed sighs, Jonas laughing a little.

	“Pick someone easier.”

	“I wouldn’t even attempt that! with Walker ever.”

	Jonathan says very sternly, Reed clearly surprised that the rugby player seems very anxious about rushing a short skinny Irish man almost double his age.

	“Never?”

	Reed says wondering thinking deeply for a moment, Jonathan nodding holding his drink points to some hedges.

	“I went over my back…”

	“Definitely it was those hedges there, ruined my white shirt.”

	“Don’t rush a man then.”  

	Walker says smiling placing his hand on Jonathan’s shoulder with a friendly smile.

	“You rush a man, expect the unexpected.”

	Walker says calmly smiling at Jonathan.
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