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She ordered lobster and Colm chose salmon.

Another waliter came to them with the wine list.

“Will you choose wine for us?” said Mrs. O’Lonargain.

Colm chose a bottle of Chablis.

“It seems that you have experience with these things.”

“Yes,” admitted Colm.

“What happened to you?”

“Did you lose your money?”

“Yes ... | made a foolish investment.”

“l knew you had a good background when | first saw you,” she
said.

She pressed her hand down on Colm’s hand and moved closer
to him.

The half-moons of her breasts stuck out over the top of her
dress.

The waiter returned with the wine.

He pulled the cork from the bottle and gave it to Colm.

He broke her grip on his hand and smelled the cork.

He nodded his head to the waiter and the glasses were filled.

“Cheers!” said Mrs. O’Lonargain, clinking glasses with him.

She drank and squeezed his hand again.

Colm heard a knock on the window.

He looked around and saw the large muscular man staring in at
him angrily.

The man shook his fist at him threateningly and made signs as
if he was cutting a throat.

Mrs. O’Lonargain turned around and saw the man.




