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As the sun started making its way lower on the horizon, the Dutch summer evening was 
still pleasantly warm. Tori walked up to the bridge in front of the Toren wearing a white lace 
summer dress. She didn’t want to bother with her hair too much so she let her red ringlets hang 
down. As she approached the meeting place, Calvin wasn’t around. Tori checked her rose gold 
watch, which she was completely sure of setting to the local time. There was a stirring in the 
water underneath the bridge as a canal boat cruised on by. Looking up at the vessel, Tori could 
see that the glass coverings had been pulled back exposing the interior to the summer night. It 
also revealed a smiling Calvin standing in the middle as the boat pulled up to the dock on the 
side of the canal. Tori was caught off guard, but started laughing as she approached the dock. 

“Definitely did not see this coming,” she said as he helped her into the boat. 

“It’s quite a stealthy vessel,” Calvin said cheekily. 

The interior was covered in crushed velvet with red leather seating. There were several 
tables on the canal boat, but one was covered with a white table cloth displaying two wine 
glasses and a candle. They sat down across from each other as a server came to them offering 
red or white wine. Tori chose red as she usually did. As the server poured their glasses and 
walked away, Calvin flashed his easy smirk. 

“Red wine, eh? That’s the wine of choice for passionate people. All those white wine 
drinkers don’t have the colorful dreams and lofty appeal that we do,” he lifted his glass up. 
“Let’s have ourselves a toast. To passionate people,” he said, as he raised his eyebrows rakishly, 
making Tori blush. 

“To passionate people,” she returned as they clinked their wine glasses together hearing 
the crystal ping hang in the air for a second. Feeling the ruby elixir tangy on her tongue, Tori felt 
more at ease being alone with Calvin than she originally expected. As her friends had pointed 
out before, she didn’t have too much experience with many men in a date setting. There was 
also her natural shyness that impaired her ability to make casual conversation. 

As she went through her routine mental inventory of “conversation topics to avoid 
awkward pauses”, Calvin continued to smirk at her. He appeared to notice something about her 
that he found quite amusing and she couldn’t guess as to what that would be.  

“You’re adorably awkward when you’re sober. Did you know that?” he asked casually. 
Tori was unfamiliar with that term of endearment and couldn’t figure out how best to respond 
besides, 

“What?” 



Calvin threw back his head and laughed enjoying the bewildered look on her face. And 
somehow, any uncomfortable tension that may have been stirring disappeared into the night 
air outside the boat. 

“I’m just saying I was pretty lit last night. All day today I couldn’t stop thinking about 
everything that happened yesterday and today. From being drunk to being painfully hungover 
this morning, I had pieced together this image of you as some red-headed sultry hellcat that 
sees men as her own personal trophies. Then, not getting your Irish conquest like you wanted, 
disappointed that I was a waste of your time,” Calvin allowed himself a swig of his wine, 
cheekbones raised as he joyfully anticipated getting to the punchline. “Then you show up here 
in curls and a pretty dress looking more like a gentle kitty cat than a hellcat.” 

Tori wasn’t quite sure whether to take what he was saying as a compliment or 
something else, so she tried to play up her sensual side. Raising one eyebrow coquettishly, she 
stuck her chin out challenging, “Oh you don’t know me that well.” Calvin chuckled enjoying the 
exchange. 

“Fair enough.” 

As the dark set in, lights strung up along the canals reflected off the waters, as the boat 
guided them through the neighborhoods of Amsterdam. The boat driver played swaying jazz 
music through the speakers that fit the motion of gliding over water. Calvin had arranged for 
them to privately enjoy dinner on the boat without making any stops to load additional 
passengers. Tori found herself telling him about Houston, the neighborhood she lived in, and 
gave him some more background about her friends. They laughed as she described the various 
dares that Bex had tricked men into doing on her behalf and the everlasting mystery as to how 
they would still fall madly in love with her no matter how much pain they were in. 

Calvin was almost in tears hearing these stories and then coming to the realization that 
his poor buddy Conrad didn’t stand a chance against such a tiny deviate. Their glasses were 
continuously refilled as Tori found herself, for once in her life, leading a conversation with 
someone she had just met. She didn’t even remember the last time she was able to laugh so 
easily with someone who wasn’t a part of her circle of friends. 

The air around the boat suddenly grew still as they relaxed into the afterglow of wine 
and jokes. Calvin’s sapphire gaze locked onto Tori’s as they both sensed the stillness. 

“You know. I meant it when I said I couldn’t stop thinking about last night.” 

 


