

  

    

      

    

  




  Lovers in a Bag




   





  Kristina Howells




  C O P Y R I G H T




  Copyright © Kristina Howells 2011




  All rights reserved.




  [image: ]





  E-Book-Distribution


  www.xinxii.com




  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. 




  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to XinXii.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




  




  Chapter One




   





  Jemima had just turned forty. She wasn't like any other forty year old. She was different.




   





  Why?




   





  Jemima had never had a boyfriend. All she was interested in was her job as an interpreter, and looking after her aging mother in Harrow.




   





  Her mother had been her life. Working to help her mother was something she loved doing. She sacrificed nights out with gentleman, and holidays with girlfriends.




   





  Then one day, the size eight, tall, long curly blonde-haired, blue-eyed woman was found all alone.




   





  How did this happen?




   





  Her mother became very ill. Jemima was unable to look after her.




   





  “Mum I can no longer look after you,” she exclaimed one day.




   





  “I know my dear,” she replied whilst sitting in the armchair watching her favourite TV programme, ‘Only Fools and Horses.’




   





  Her mother always watched ‘Only Fools and Horses,’ or ‘Eastenders.’ These were her all time favourite programmes, as she was originally from a London, these took her back in time, and kept her in touch with her roots. Whilst these programmes were on, Jemima found it difficult to discuss any serious issues.




   





  She felt that this was her mother’s way of keeping her at bay. As she continued to laugh at Del boy’s antics, or watch dirty Den at his tricks again.




   





  “They never make these programmes the same, do they dear,” her mother sighed.




   





  “No mum, another cup of tea, and digestive biscuit,” she smiled.




   





  “That’ll be nice dear.”




   





  Jemima loved making her mother a cuppa. She even tried to make digestive biscuits once. This turned out a disaster, as she burnt them or would add too much sugar. Jemima never did learn to cook.




   





  Her mother always did the cooking, and cleaning. Even whilst studying for her linguistics degree at one of the London Universities. She never stayed away from her mother.




   





  It seemed life had passed her by. She loved the weekends strolling with her mother in the local forest close to their home in Epping. She didn’t care about anything else.




   





  Where was Jemima’s Father?




   





  It is simple. Just after Jemima was born, her father left her mother for another woman. He refused to admit that Jemima was his child. Her mother never pursued him for the money. She just accepted it.




   





  After Jemima’s father left, her mother got help from her own mother. She was never once interested in finding a replacement to be Jemima’s father. She was happy alone, and being with Jemima.




   





  “Oh life goes past too quickly,” Jemima’s mother said to her as she handed her, her eighth cup of tea.




   





  “I know mum.”




   





  Then Jemima sat down in the armchair next to her mother, watching ‘Only Fools and Horses with her.




   





  “Why don’t you go out and find yourself a nice gentleman friend,” her mother asked.




   





  Jemima didn’t reply. It was as though she was shocked at the very thought of enjoying herself with another person. This was something she didn’t want to do.




   





  How could she torment herself like that and leave poor mum all alone?




   





  Jemima didn’t reply. She replied only with a smile.




   





  “Why don’t you keep a diary and record things down,” Jemima’s mother suggested. “You may eventually have a boyfriend. I won’t be around forever.”




   





  “I know mum, now you are frail. I am afraid to leave you.”




   





  “You must dear, forty years has flown by since you were born. I’m now seventy-five, and suffering from this bloody cancer. It’s killing me off.”




   





  “Don’t talk like that mum. You’re still here and well,” Jemima said trying to reassure her mother and herself.




   





  But her mother wanted to talk to her. She wanted her to start to live her life. She didn’t want Jemima to end up old and lonely with no one to look after her when she dies.




   





  “Well I have one wish my dear child. The day I pass away. You will go out and find a companion. I’ll be watching down on you from the sky. I want you to write it down in a diary so I can hear all about it. Please promise me that you’ll do that.”




   





  “Ok mum,” Jemima sighed. “I’ll do that.”




   





  Her mother smiled back at her.




   





  “I love you my darling daughter. You’ve made me so proud. I don’t want to see you alone.”




   





  “I love you too mum.” She said as she went to kiss her mother on the cheek. “Come on its time for bed. We’ll talk about this more in the morning.”




   





  Jemima then helped her mother to bed. As she went to tuck her in, she gave her a goodnight kiss. Her mother took hold of her hand and continued to tell her how much she loved her. Jemima replied the same, as she went to switch out the lights.




   





  “Goodnight mum, see you in the morning.”




   





   





  




  Chapter Two




   





  The following day Jemima went to call on her mother as usual before she went to work. Except this time she was going to be in for a nasty shock. She didn’t sleep very well. All she did was think about what her mother had said to her the day before.




   





  The thought of her mother leaving her, started to frighten her. She didn’t know what to do except do as her mother asked her to do.




   





  Yet her mother wasn’t going to wake up. Jemima undrawn the curtains, went over towards the bed and gave her the usual kiss. She then gave her a gentle shake to stir her from her dreams. This time she didn’t stir. She just lay in the bed. She was now icy cold. Jemima was at a lost.




   





  “Please mum, Please wake up. I need you.” She begged continuing to shake her, crying in desperation.




   





  It is with this desperation she ran next door to Mr Willow’s cottage. She constantly knocked on the door and ringing the doorbell continuously at the same time hoping he would come to her aid. She was relieved when he finally answered the door.




   





  A middle-aged man in his late 40’s, recently divorced lawyer, tall and medium built, with black hair and brown eyes, came to her aid.




   





  “Please Mr Willows, I need your help. My mother won’t wake up. I don’t know what to do or who to turn too.”




   





  “Ok I’ll come and help you,” he smiled.




   





  Mr Willows closed the door behind him and went to follow Jemima into her mother’s home. He then joined her in the bedroom. Whilst upstairs in the bedroom, Mr Willows tried to wake her up too. He couldn’t do it either. He took Jemima’s hand and led her back downstairs.




   





  “I’m sorry Miss Singleton; there is nothing we can do. Your mother has passed away.”




   





  Jemima just sat down and cried uncontrollably. She couldn’t believe her mother was gone.




   





  “What am I going to do?” She wailed.




   





  “I’ll call the ambulance and tell them. You don’t have to worry. I’ll help you with the funeral arrangements. I know it was just you and your mother. I am happy to help if you are happy for me to help you.”




   





  Jemima just smiled. She was happy to have someone to help her with this all. She didn’t have any other family. It was just she and her mother. Mr Willows seemed nice enough. He had been like a member of the family, especially where mother was concerned.




   





  “My name is Jemima,” she said after he had just called the ambulance.




   





  “I know my name is Giles. The ambulance is on its way.”




   





  “Thank you Giles. Please stay won’t you?”




   





  Giles had no hesitations. His wife had left him six months before. He knew what if felt like being all alone with no one to help. His wife had an affair with one of her clients, and one day when he came home from a very difficult day at work. He found the house empty with just a note on the table informing him, she wants a divorce. It was Jemima’s mother that helped him through it all whilst she was at work.




   





  Her mother often confided in him. She hoped that Jemima would one day meet a nice gentleman like Giles. But she was afraid for her.




   





  Giles had a sympathetic ear. It was like her mother was already forging a relationship with her future son in law, before she even ventured in the grave.




   





  Giles knew all he could do was be Jemima’s friend. He had to let her discover the world on her own. She had never had a serious relationship. He wasn’t going to rock the boat and get involved with her at such a vulnerable time.




   





  Maybe just maybe she might be his next wife. He didn’t want to rush things. He realised Jemima had a lot to do in the meantime.




   





  Then the ambulance arrived, and took the body to the morgue. Jemima telephoned her boss and was able to get a few weeks off work. She needed this time to get use to her new life. She found her colleagues very helpful. They telephoned and some of them came round to see if she needed a hand with anything.




   





  Jemima tried her best to cope on her own. The closer the funeral got, the harder it became to accept her mother wasn’t going to come back. She felt numb. She really didn’t know what day it was. She barely left the house or ate anything. It was Mr Willows and her colleague at work Sarah that tried their best to help.




   





  Then when it came to the day of the funeral, Jemima realised she didn’t have an appropriate black outfit for it. Her colleague Sarah suggested they went shopping to find one. Jemima reluctantly agreed. It was the first time she went shopping with anyone other than her mother.




   





  Sarah helped Jemima find an appropriate outfit for the funeral. She helped her try on a nice black dress, and hat.




   





  “Your mother would love you in that outfit. She will be looking down from the sky and say my daughter is gorgeous.” Sarah enthused, as Jemima came out of the cabin to show her the new dress.




   





  Jemima bought the outfit; she then quickly put on the outfit at home and called on Mr Willows whom offered to drive her to the local church. When they got there they noticed the church was laid out in all the flowers her mother loved. Jemima almost fainted. Mr Willows held onto her, even when they went to the cemetery to lay her to rest, Jemima were weeping uncontrollably. It was at this moment the reality of the situation finally hit her.




   





  “Mum why did you have to leave me? I want you back. I want you home with me. I can’t live without you,” she screamed at her graveside.




   





  Mr Willows held her tight, and said. “I am here to look after you. I will help you. If you need someone to help you through it, you can count on me.”




   





  Jemima said nothing. She just wanted to go home and go to sleep.




   





  The next few days were a blur. Sarah came round to check up on her. Jemima liked the fact that one of her colleagues cared. Sarah suggested they go shopping together to help her get back to normal. Jemima reluctantly agreed.




   





  “It will be fun,” exclaimed Sarah. “Just trying on all those outfits will make you feel better. I’ll come to collect you after work tomorrow.”




   





  Jemima just smiled. She knew that this was a whole new world. It was an experience she would soon learn to love, as Sarah helped her to come to terms with her loss and open her up to a world that she never knew before.




   





   





  




  Chapter Three




   





   





  After work the following day, Sarah went to collect Jemima, and took her to Brent Cross shopping centre. It was a fair distance away from where she lived in Harrow. But the good thing is that it is open late. There were a lot of shops to keep Jemima and she amused for hours.




   





  Inside Brent Cross they had restaurants and bars. This gave Sarah an opportunity to get to know Jemima, as they headed for All Bar One.




   





  It was a charming wine bar. Jemima was introduced to many different brands of alcohol. Sarah could tell that Jemima rarely went out, or drank alcohol.




   





  “In your opinion what is the best drink?” she asked.




   





  Sarah felt a little embarrassed at first.




   





  “The best drink is a white wine and soda,” she suggested.




   





  Jemima was happy to try this drink. She had never drunk a Spritzer before. She trusted Sarah’s judgement as Sarah went to the bar and ordered the drinks.




   





  It was just what they needed after walking a few shops. Sarah bought them to the table where Jemima was sitting, and started to get her to open up. She had worked with Jemima for nearly a decade. She often found him a bit odd at work. She found her very much an introvert. She would rarely stay for the office party. All Jemima wanted to do was to go back to her mother.




   





  This had been the ritual for most of her adult life.




   





  “Have you ever had a boyfriend?” Sarah asked.




   





  Jemima felt awkward by this question. The closest she ever got to have a boyfriend was Michael. He came from Germany on an exchange with his school. She found his blonde curly hair and deep voice rather fascinating. Still whilst he was in the UK they often went out together, even when he went back to Germany they remained friends.




   





  But sadly as time would permit it, they no longer stayed in contact. It was a relationship that was never meant to be. He was probably married by now with several children. Thinking back it was just the first of many encounters that Jemima would face. It would be like shopping for new shoes. When one pair became worn out it was time for a change.




   





  “Only one,” Jemima replied. “It was a boy who came from Germany on an exchange with his school.




   





  “Wow that sounded like fun,” Sarah bellowed. “Well my dear Jemima I am going to show you how to shop for men.”




   





  “What do you mean Sarah?”




   





  “Ah it's a secret that every woman needs to learn. Today’s lesson is looking at the type of man you would like to go out with. There are several types of men. You just need to have a look around and work out which type you like.”




   





  “Ok, so what types are there, please do tell?” Jemima retorted enthusiastically.




   





  “Well, let’s have a good look around. What do you see?”




   





  “Well I see fat men, short men and tall dark haired men. I can also see some men with blonde hair, and others with no hair. There are men wearing suits, and others wearing casual clothes. I can see men in groups and one or two men on their own.”




   





  “Good observation Jemima. Now here is going to be the difficult task. We are both together, so men on their own are a no, no. However men in pairs are ok.”




   





  “Why?”




   





  “Ah my dear Jemima, when you shop for a man, you always do it when you are with a friend. It makes the dating game go much smoother. As we try to snare a handsome creature of the opposite sex. Now look again and tell me which pair of men you like the look of.”




   





  Jemima found this really difficult. She spent what seemed an eternity scouring the faces, build and height of all the different groups of men in the bar.




   





  Then, just as she was about to give up on them, two men suddenly walked through the door, and sat down beside them. Jemima couldn’t help but look at them. Sarah could see that she was interested.




   





  “Ok Jemima, you don’t need to say anything. It’s these guys here that appeal to you. I can understand why? Bothe are very well dressed, wearing expensive clothes and seem the type that would treat you well.”




   





  “How did you know?” exclaimed Jemima embarrassingly.




   





  “Ah my dear friend, your eyes gave it away.”




   





  Jemima just blushed.




   





  Then it was as if fate would have it, one of the two men started speaking to them.




   





  “Hello ladies are you both on your own?” The dark haired, brown eyes middle-aged man asked.




   





  “Yes we are,” replied Sarah.




   





  Jemima said nothing. She thought she would leave Sarah to do all the talking. It was by doing this that she would learn how to pick up a man for any future conquests.




  However, at the moment Jemima wasn’t interested in settling down. All she was interested in was catching up with lost time. She had a lot to learn, and a lot of catching up to do if she was going to find Mr Right.




   





  “My name is Robert and this is my dear friend and colleague James.”




   





  “Pleased to meet you both, I am Sarah and this is my friend and colleague too Jemima. So what do you both do? She demanded with an air of curiosity.




   





  “We are both accountants. We own a firm. And you?”




   





  “We are both interpreters and translators working for the high court, and other private firms.” Sarah beamed.




   





  “Very impressive, I bet you have both seen some interesting foreign criminals.” He mused trying not to laugh.




   





  Jemima didn’t find his tone very funny. She could only give him a smile.




   





  “Well nice to meet you Robert and James.” Jemima said, “We need to go home don’t we Sarah.”




   





  “No problems, look here is my card. It would be nice to get to know you both. Are you both free on Friday?”




   





  “Yes,” replied Sarah. “We are both free on Friday.”




   





  “Ok I suggest that we meet you here on Friday at 7pm.”




   





  “We both look forward to it,” Sarah beamed before leaving with Jemima.




   





  Once outside Jemima felt free again. She started to feel a little claustrophobic in there. It was probably due to nerves. She knew she would have to give Sarah an explanation into her attitude. But the reality is! She felt scared.




   





  Sarah didn’t need an explanation. She could tell straight away. The good news is they both have a date. Friday wasn’t too far away. Sarah knew she had time to win over Jemima and put her at ease.




   





  “Anyway Jemima had already met them. It wasn’t as if it was a blind date.” Sarah thought as they walked through the shopping centre.




   





  “I know Jemima; let’s shop for a new outfit.”




   





  Sarah and Jemima went into several shops. New Look had always been Sarah’s favourite. Jemima liked the style of clothes. She could never imagine herself wearing them. They were really meant for young people. Jemima felt she was now in the middle-aged bracket and these types of clothes weren’t made for her age group.




   





  Sarah though had other ideas. Inside the shop she helped Jemima try on a selection of different styles.




   





  “Oh my dear friend, we are going to try and make you look a lot less conservative. So how about this floral dress, and these beige high heeled platform shoes to go with it.”




   





  Jemima just looked through her. She didn’t know what to say. She had only ever worn trousers, a blouse and a jacket with ballerina type pumps as shoes. She never wore high heels. Her mother had always forbidden her from doing so.




   





  “Go on, try them on.” Sarah encouraged.




   





  Jemima took the clothes from Sarah and tried them on. Jemima had to admit to herself that the flora dress looked lovely on her. It showed off her body well. It made her legs look thin, and made her feel grown up. It was the first time she felt like a real woman, instead of woman hidden by trousers and a loose blouse.




   





  “Come on let’s have a look Jemima.”




   





  Jemima opened the curtains in the changing room, and gave Sarah a twirl.




   





  “It’s beautiful. It makes you look so attractive. You’ll have men falling at your feet.”




   





  “There is only one problem,” Jemima moaned. “I have never worn high heels in my life.”




   





  “That’s not a problem. You can start wearing them to work.”




   





  Jemima went back into the cabin in the changing room, and put the dress on the hanger. She knew this was a fresh start, a chance to make her happy. She also knew her mother would want to read about each adventure. So whilst proceeding to the checkout, Jemima saw a large notebook, and took that to the till.




   





  “That’s fifty-nine pounds,” said the cashier.




   





  Jemima paid by credit card, and then they left to go their separate ways.




   





  “Will I see you at work tomorrow?” Sarah asked.




   





  “I thing I will try and make it. It will be difficult my first day back after mum dying but I need to make an effort. So I will see you tomorrow at work.”




   





  “Goodnight Jemima and see you tomorrow.”




   





  “Goodnight my friend and thank you.” Jemima replied before going their separate ways.




   





  When Jemima finally arrived home, she took out the floral dress, and hung it up in the wardrobe of her bedroom. She then went to put her new shoes beside the coat stand in the hallway.




   





  She started to feel a little hungry and went into the kitchen. She made herself a quick snack of baked beans on toast, before writing in her new book, following the words her mother said to her while she was still alive.




   





  Jemima hoped that by following her mother’s instructions she would come down from heaven to guide her on her choices. Yet she knew deep down she would have to learn these for her. She no longer had her mother to tell her right from wrong. She took the book she bought in New Look, sat down on the sofa and began to write.




   





  Dear Mum,




   





  Its days like these I really need you. It was my first real shopping trip without you. I last went to get a dress for your funeral. This though was different. I really missed your company as I paraded through the large number of shops in the arcade. I miss you telling me what was right for me to wear.




   





  But now I have to do this alone. I wasn’t entirely alone today. I had a colleague over from work called Sarah. She helped me. She thought a floral dress would suit me. She had a real eye for style. She chose a nice floral dress with beige high heel platform shoes. It looks really nice mum. It makes me feel all grown up. I never knew how well this style of clothes suited me.




   





  Sarah said I looked wonderful in this outfit. To be honest mother, I felt really good. I actually felt like a woman.




   





  Before looking for these clothes, we had a drink in All Bar One. I don’t know if you knew this bar. It is a pleasant bar. I drank a white wine with soda. They call it a Spritzer. It was the first time I had ever drank this type of drink. I only had one glass. Even by drinking one glass made me blush when two gentlemen came down to sit beside us.




   





  One of the men chatted to Sarah. I didn’t know what to say. I have never spoken to any male person outside of work without you present. It felt really strange. The men told us they were accountants and they had their own business. They seemed quite charming. They both had dark hair, and wore suits. They seemed to be quite well spoken too.




   





  I then made my excuses mum. I didn’t want us to be seen as desperate. So I suggested to Sarah we’d leave them to it.




   





  Then just as I got up, one of them asked to meet us on Friday. And so it had been agreed. I am going on my first proper date, and Sarah is coming too.




   





  At the moment I don’t want any commitments of false promises. I just want to discover Mr Right one step at a time. The world is vast and there are hundreds of lonely men out there, who are all looking for their ideal women and vice versa.




   





  I want to find and settle down with a man that you would be happy with. It is only then will I then settle down and allow myself to become his wife.




   





  Well mum that is all I have to say at the moment. Life in the house is lonely without you. I miss you so much. Mr Willows has been a great help. He calls on me from time to time to see how I am, and drink a cup of tea with me.




   





  Maybe one day we might after all become more than just friends and neighbours. Still this is a long way off at the moment. I need to discover what love is, and what the ideal man is for me.




   





  I now have to let you go, as I am returning back to work for the first time since you have passed away. I wish you a goodnight. I shall keep you updated and let you know how things are going.




   





  Lots of love,




   





  Jemima.




   





  Jemima then closed her book. She placed it on the table in the living room, and retired to bed. It was there that she started to lie awake dreaming about the evening excursion, and the next day at work; before finally falling into a deep sleep, taking her into the following morning.




   





   





  




  Chapter Four




   





  The next few days were all rather a blur. Jemima found them go by so quickly. At work her colleagues were very supportive. Sarah was really supportive, and helped her get over the first few days by suggesting they go and eat out at lunchtime. During one of their lunchtimes together Sarah showed her how to put make-up on.




   





  “I think you will look really nice in this lip gloss, with a little eye shadow,” she said.




   





  Jemima allowed her to apply the make-up. She had never really worn make-up before. She only ever wore a pale pink lipstick. I t was a colour that her mother approved of. After work Sarah suggested they went back to hers. She wanted to give her a little something to cheer her up.




   





  When they arrived, she went through her make-up collection and gave her unused, eye shadow, liner, mascara and a bottle of foundation. She even showed Jemima how to apply it.




   





  “There you go,” she said. “You’ll be the bell of the bar on Friday.”




   





  Jemima was really grateful. Words couldn’t express her gratitude. Sarah was a true friend. Jemima just smiled.




   





  On the way home from Sarah’s flat, she couldn’t help but notice how many people were paying her compliments. She suddenly began to feel good. She had never had people pay her so much attention before.




   





  “It’s amazing,” she thought. “You only need to wear some make-up and people start to notice you.”




   





  When she arrived home, she quickly made herself some tea before writing in her notebook to her mother.




   





  Dear Mum,




   





  I hope you are well. I am feeling a little better. My colleagues at work have been great, especially Sarah. She has been there with me throughout the working day, inviting me to join her for lunch.




   





  But today was even more special. She gave me some of her unused make-up and showed me how to apply it. I feel ever so grown-up mum. I never thought it was possible that after wearing a little make-up people could pay you attention. I had men wolf whistling at me. It was rather odd. I have never experienced that before.




   





  Well mum that is all for today. I have to try and get myself mentally prepared for Friday. Sarah and I have a date with two men.




   





  Goodnight mum,




   





  Lots of love,




   





  Jemima.




   





  Jemima then put the notebook down and placed it on the table. There it would stay until the next time she wrote in it.




   





  Friday soon came. Jemima was beginning to feel nervous. Sarah could sense this.




   





  “If you want Jemima we could go to your place first so you can get ready and then I can get ready at my place afterwards.”




   





  “I’d like that,” she replied nervously.




   





  This helped to calm her fears. Sarah on the other hand was happy to have her round the house. Every time she was in Sarah’s company, Jemima started to feel at ease. She began to realise she was in safe hands.




   





  The working day now over, Sarah went back to Jemima’s house so she could get changed before returning to her flat. Sarah liked going to Jemima’s house. She found the house homely and warm. She loved sitting in the living room. She found the armchair very comfortable.




   





  It reminded her of her parents house when she was growing up. Sarah didn’t originally come from London. She came from a little village in Nottinghamshire. She had been working with Jemima for five years. She only knew too well how terrifying life could be when you lose someone close.




   





  Sarah found life in the big city rather daunting at first. She didn’t really know how she would cope. But as if by chance she soon found her feet.




   





  Jemima was soon ready.




   





  “You look wonderful.” Sarah exclaimed, “All we need to do now is your hair and make-up, we can do that at mine.”




   





  Jemima nodded in agreement. Then they made their way to Sarah’s flat, a short distance away from Jemima’s house.




   





  Sarah’s flat was a nice small studio, not too far away from Brent Cross. Jemima liked her flat. It was small and cosy, and always kept clean and tidy.




   





  “Make yourself comfortable Jemima, I won’t be long.”




   





  Sarah went to get ready in the bathroom. Jemima was sitting in the living room looking at the magazine that was left on the table beside the sofa. Sarah quickly applied her final make-up and then she began to put make-up on Jemima.




   





  “There you go you look the belle of the ball.”




   





  The ladies left the flat and headed down to All Bar One. By now it was 7.15pm. Jemima started to feel very nervous indeed. Her legs began to feel like jelly and she had butterflies in her stomach with each step drawing them to the bar.




   





  “You’ll be alright Jemima,” Sarah soothed. “I am here with you.”




   





  This only gave her temporary relief, as they made their way into the bar. Sarah could see no sign of the two men. This secretly pleased her. This allowed Jemima a chance to calm down her fears before they arrived.




   





  “Would you like a white wine and soda?” Sarah asked.




   





  “Of course, a large if possible.”




   





  Sarah just laughed and went to the bar. Jemima tried to hide. But it was no use. Sarah had found the gentlemen at the bar, and bought them over to the table where Jemima was sitting.




   





  “Look who I have picked up.” Sarah laughed.




   





  The gentlemen sat down next to them. Jemima remembered how confident she found one of them. Particularly Robert. She found him to be rather outspoken in comparison with James whom like she was rather shy and quiet.




   





  Robert sat down next to Sarah. Deep down he preferred her. James sat next to Jemima. Jemima didn’t mind. He was quite charming. She never really heard him speak. Then again, he never heard her speak either.




   





  “Well James, do tell us?” Sarah asked. “What do you like doing in your spare time?”




   





  “Umm, ah, um, well I like um, going to the cinema,” he replied rather nervously.




   





  “What films do you like watching?” Jemima asked with some air of confidence.




   





  “Oh, umm, I like thrillers,” he replied a little more comfortably.




   





  “Oh really,” Sarah said. “I think Jemima is a big fan of thrillers too.”




   





  Jemima could only blush. She hadn’t really been to the cinema before. She didn’t even know what horror movies were. The only films she only ever watched were comedy. And these she watched with her mother.




   





  Her mother loved comedy. She would watch comedy both day and night, and until the cows came home. It was her mother’s enthusiasm for comedy that rubbed off on her.




   





  “Well in fact, I prefer comedy,” Jemima retorted.




   





  James was secretly pleased. He too was a big fan of comedy. He preferred ‘Carry on Camping.’ He thought people would mock him if he spoke up about it. All he could do was smile. It was a way to show her that he agreed with her tastes.




   





  “So James apart from going to the cinema, what else do you like doing, “Jemima calmly asked.




   





  “Oh in fact I like a lot of things really. I like listening to Mozart. Yes I could listen to Mozart all day, and night. And you Jemima, what do you like doing?”




   





  “Well as a linguist I don’t really get that much free time. Whenever I did, I had to look after my aging mother. Unfortunately she recently passed away. I am only just starting to find my feet.” Jemima replied.




   





  James listened with interest. He liked the way she spoke. She spoke softly and calmly. It was this manner that kept him talking to her. Unlike Robert and Sarah whom were both rather outspoken. James didn’t like that sort of woman. He preferred a woman calm and serious. Just like Sarah.




   





  Jemima was pleased that Robert and Sarah were getting along swimmingly. She liked Sarah a lot. Over the last few days she had grown very close to her. It was like they had always been friends.




   





  “So you see James. I’ve never had a boyfriend,” Jemima continued. “I’ve always been there with my mother. I am forty now. They say that when you reach the age of forty, life has a habit of starting all over again.”




   





  “I have only ever had one girlfriend,” James said blushing. “It was when I was at University. She would often come round after her studies. She was studying law. She had dreamed about becoming a barrister. I used to love her telling me all about the court cases she was studying whenever we went out alone.




   





  Her name was Claire. She was a very intelligent lady. She spoke with great precision. I was absolutely besotted by her. So you see she was my first and last ever girlfriend.




   





  We started dating during my final year of my university degree in Accountancy. She had just started her second year. We met during the summer holidays. There was a ball just before we broke up. I found her very attractive. So did a number of young suitors. They all tried to get a dance with her. She refused their offers but accepted mine. Her very small thin frame, long dark hair and brown eyes turned me on.”




   





  “So what happened?” Jemima asked exquisitely.




   





  “We had been going out with each other for almost six months. Things were not going quite as planned. She started making excuses why she couldn’t meet me. At first I didn’t mind. I knew she was busy with her degree.




   





  People who were studying law had a lot of exams to pass. If she failed these exams, I knew she would blame me for it. I couldn’t live with that. So I gave her, her freedom to study in peace, without me calling on her every five minutes.




   





  I thought nothing of this at first. I was pleased that we had some space between us. I found her quite difficult at times. Her attitude towards me when we went out was often impossible to tolerate. Especially when we met up with her friends.




   





  Then one day out of the blue, she telephoned me. As usually I was always happy to hear from her. You see she besotted me. I would do anything for her. I hoped to have had her as my friend and lover for the rest of my life. To me she was like Marilyn Munroe was to her world of admirers.




   





  But this telephone call game me a sense that something wasn’t quite right. I can’t tell you how I knew. I just knew. So we arranged to meet in the local pub beside the university halls of residence where we were both staying.




   





  When I arrived. I noticed that she had a red face. It was as if something had happened. I couldn’t work out what. When I asked her, “are you all right?” She replied. “James I am terribly sorry to break this to you. But I can’t see you anymore. We can’t be boyfriend and girlfriend. I am unable to be your lover. I can’t have this relationship with you. I think it’s better if we part and go our separate ways.”




   





  I was distraught. She could sense that. She didn’t even have the decency to tell me that she had been two-timing me with a barrister who was ten years older than her. I was distraught. She could sense this. After she told me that it was over, she just got up and left.




   





  I was finally all alone. I really loved this girl. It was as if a giant hole had opened up and swallowed me into it before closing again.




   





  I went to the bar and ordered a pint after pint. I couldn’t help crying in sorrow in the pint. After that I made a vow, never to get involved with a woman again. And so to this day, I have never ever spoken to a woman for the fear of getting hurt. I normally let Robert do all the talking, and say nothing of my past. I kept mainly quiet.”




   





  Jemima listened carefully. She didn’t know what to say except rather sympathetically suggest, “If you want to just be a friend that is fine by me.”




   





  James just smiled. He found Jemima to be a caring individual. She was also an intelligent lady, one whom he could easily confide in. Jemima was flattered he told her the truth about his past. This pleased her.




   





  Then all of a sudden, Sarah and Robert made their excuses.




   





  “Well my good friend James, It’s nice to know we are finally in good company. I look forward to speaking with you over the weekend.”




   





  “Ok,” James replied. “Speak to you soon.”




   





  “Jemima, I will phone you tomorrow. All right,” Sarah exclaimed whilst holding onto Roberts’ arm.




   





  “Ok Sarah.”




   





  Then they both left, leaving James and Jemima alone together.




   





  “Are you hungry?” James asked.




   





  “I am rather,” she said hesitantly.




   





  “Would you like to stay here to eat, or shall we go to the Italian restaurant nearby?”




   





  I’ve never eaten an Italian so it would be interesting to try it.”




   





  James and Jemima shortly after Robert and Sarah, left the All Bar One pub, and made their way to the Italian restaurant. Jemima had never eaten any foreign food. Jemima’s mother always insisted on eating traditional food. This was another new experience for Jemima. Unlike James, he often made it a habit of going out to eat in foreign restaurants.




   





  Soon they were arrived at the restaurant. Once inside the waiter was rather pleasant and showed them to their seats.




   





  The menu was in Italian. Some of the words Jemima could easily translate. She only ever translated French and German. She had some notion of Italian, and could comfortably order from the menu.




   





  “What would you like?” The waiter asked.




   





  “I’d like spaghetti bolognaise for the main course please?” James said.




   





  “I’d like the same please,” replied Jemima.




   





  “For the starter I would like the tapas for two.” James suggested, ordering for the both of them.




   





  “Would you like an aperitif?” The waiter demanded.




  “Yes I would like a bottle of Chianti, and two martini rose. This would be fine, thank you.” James retorted.




   





  Jemima just smiled. She was glad to have been given the opportunity to eat out. She had rarely eaten out in the past. Her mother was often against it. She always told Jemima to save her money for something important, and not to waste it on things that we may one day regret.




   





  Over the course of the meal, James began to really show his true colours. He started to open up further. Jemima listened as he spoke about his childhood. His childhood was rather different from hers. He was bought in a middle class home in Twickenham, not far from the Rugby Stadium. His father was a bank manager, and his mother a primary school teacher. He told her that his family were involved in a car accident. He was only small at the time. He lost his older brother in the accident.




   





  Jemima felt sorry for him. She only knew too well what it was like growing up as a single child. She would have liked to have a brother or sister to play with. But unfortunately that never happened. Jemima over timed realised she and her mother were fine just as they were.
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