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Excerpt beginning p. 152

Woh! Woh! Wowwh! Breathe. Deep and slow. What now? What d’you mean, What now? If you can’t backspace you gotta process, Emilie. You can’t backspace. It’s done. Can’t be undone. OK then, time to process. 

Yes, I really need to understand this. It’s around 5 p.m. She comes around unexpectedly. I open the door, she comes in. We’re not even at the hugging stage of our friendship. So I just smile at her and say, ‘Hey.’ She answers, ‘Hi, Emilie. Hope I am not disturbing you.’ She’s not disturbing me but I’m flustered. I’m flustered having her here. Unexpectedly here at the door. Silly thoughts run around my head like, is the house tidy enough? Like, is the bathroom tidy enough? Like, am I tidy enough? 

I mean, there I was in my den, minding my own business, not expecting anyone. And here she is. But I don’t tell her that I’m flustered by her unexpected visit. Instead I say, ‘Hey, not a problem. I’m happy to see you.’ Because I am happy to see her. 

So we move into the living room, she drops her bag on an armchair and I ask, ‘What can I get you?’ 

‘Coffee is fine,’ she answers. 

I make two. She starts telling me about the day at work. She asks me how mine had gone. ‘Not bad,’ I answer, ‘but you know, these days it’s getting hard to tell because anything can happen, at any time. Some situations,’ I explain further, ‘that seem well enough managed on the spot, well, some have a way of back-firing in rather odd and unforeseen ways’. She answers that she knows what I mean. ‘I have that in my work too,’ she says. So, here we are in the kitchen where she’s followed me, with me making coffee and she’s just leaning against the counter. And we talk like two old friends. Cool. So far, I don’t have a problem with that. 

We chat some more while the coffee plunger does its thing with the coffee grounds. I ask her what brought her to my neighbourhood and she says that she had some business on this side of town, on her way back from somewhere else, not work. And she thought she’d look up my street on the off chance that she might spot the Jeep. ‘If you were in, then I thought we might do this, chat for a while. If you were not busy,’ she adds. 

She had remembered the street but she says she’s lousy with numbers. ‘Unless I write numbers down, any numbers, I will not remember them,’ she explains. She shifts against the kitchen counter behind her and she unravels her thought further. ‘I didn’t think there would be a lot of red Jeeps visible from the street, and if there happened to be one, like not in a garage, just sitting there, then I’d try my luck.’ And I tell her, ‘Lucky you, there was one.’ 

‘Lucky me, indeed,’ she confirms with a smile. 

And I get the cups and saucers. I pour the coffee. I ask her how she likes hers because sometimes people have a type of coffee at home but have another preference when they’re out. Like I don’t use my cappuccino machine very often. But I often order one of these frothy coffees when I’m out. Never after dinner though. And she says, ‘Let’s keep it simple. Nice and strong will do.’ 

‘Does that mean black?’ I ask, and she nods. ‘Cool, that’s how I have mine too when I’m home.’ I lift a cup and saucer to put in her hand –

It’s from that moment on that I can’t figure out what exactly happened. Well, I do know what happened, I mean I was there. What I can’t place is how it happened. It’s not that it happened quickly at all. Because it didn’t happen quickly. It happened quite slowly, in fact. Quite slowly, I’m sure of that. I think I’m sure of that. 

The cup full of coffee kind of wobbled on the saucer and she reached out for it to steady it. I guess that would’ve been her intention. But – next thing I know – my breath catches in my throat like a valve’s just closed up. I’m totally aroused. I can’t even open my eyes. I don’t even know my eyes are closed, shut closed. Not until I try to open them. Her lips are on my lips. Her tongue is warm. Her tongue is firm against my own. I’m aware of one of her hands against the small of my back. The other is against my cheek. I’m aware her hips are not pressing against mine. No, not pressing at all. Just there against mine. Sex against sex, but we’re totally dressed. Jeans and all. I think the kitchen counter is actually propping me up. I don’t know what’s happened to the cup and saucer. I don’t know what’s happened to the cup of coffee I had been holding towards her only a few seconds ago. Seconds or minutes? That’s the kind of thing I can’t work out.

I cannot comprehend the waves of desire that has just flooded through me. Her mouth is just so soft, so deliciously soft. So deliciously tantalising. I mean, this is crazy. I was not even thinking about her. I was right here, right at home, minding my own business. She comes around. I make us some coffee. Next thing I know I’m holding on to her because it feels just so crazy, so hot. I know is that I’m totally turned on, totally humming and the ache of desire that’s rippling upward from below my navel is just so strong I can’t open my eyes. Like I can’t open my eyes into strong sunlight. The difference is the sunlight is out there somewhere. The blinding, searing ache is inside me, throbbing from inside my clitoris and reaching so far beyond it that my heart’s pounding against my ribs. 

I need to move back, I need to see. I need to think. I need all that but I don’t want her to stop kissing me. I don’t want her to stop holding me. But she senses me shift in her embrace and she lets her tongue play forward, more forward on my lips. And then she slides her mouth to the underside of my lip, to my neck below my ear. Her breath flutters and teases the whorl of my ear.

I breathe in. I breathe in, but the ache in my groin presses me more tightly against her. I reach for her face. With my two hands, I reach for her face to bring her mouth back against mine. Hungry. I can’t explain that hunger.

I’m only aware of her tongue. I’m aware, too, of her sex behind the knobbly seams of her jeans. I’m very much aware of my clit too, throbbing against the knobby seams of my jeans. I can’t open my eyes. And behind my closed eyes I imagine an apple. Not an apple. No, not really an apple. More like a crunchy, fresh-white, juicy bite. No, not an apple. A mango. The beautiful flesh of a deliciously ripe mango. The soft texture, the light flavour and the sweetness of its juice. Oh, the voluptuous business of burrowing inside the firm flesh of that most sensual of fruits. 

And her lips move away from mine to hover, to flutter. I’m aware of my kiss-swollen lips. They, too, throb when released from the pressure of her own. Even with my eyes closed, I sense her lips. And I feel them, and I feel the tip of her tongue at the corner of my mouth. Less overpoweringly sensual now. 

Her mouth is in a gentle mood, now. A gently teasing mood. It has feasted. It can be playful now that the urgent craving’s been sated. I open my eyes. I finally open my eyes. So close to her, I discern only the splash of white hair near her right temple. 

Hands flat against her shoulders, I push her back gently. She is warm. She feels tightly wound under my hands. I don’t want her to go away. I just want to look at her. I need to know the colour of her eyes. Her eyes are always dark at night, even across candlelight. But I know they’re not brown. I just know they’re not. The low late afternoon sun is still shining in through the kitchen window. Must be why that streak of short bristling hair is more white than grey. 

‘Alex,’ I whisper, hoarsely. Her face, her eyes are hidden against my cheek. ‘Let me look at you.’ I touch the top of the bristles. Softly. Soft. Soft bristles, not spiky at all. Soft and thick, salt and pepper except for the clump above her temple. 

‘Mmm … Emilie, I– ’

‘What colour are your eyes?’

‘My eyes?’ Her words are muffled.

Again I push gently against her shoulders to make her look up. 

‘Hey, what colour? What shade of green?’

Slowly, reluctantly it seems, she pulls away and straightens up. She isn’t much taller than I am. I would’ve said she was. Her sex is still resting against mine. Mine’s still pulsating. Pulsing with a heartbeat of its own. Warm against the seam of my jeans. But her face is far enough removed now and I can see her eyes. Her eyes are soft. Soft and not intense. For once her eyes are just green. Dark green, soft green. 

‘Ah. I can see them, now. I knew they weren’t brown at all,’ I say softly, bringing her back closer against me.

She inhales deeply. I feel her intake of breath. As her shoulders rise, as the air travels downward towards her stomach, I feel her stomach move under her belt. She exhales slowly. ‘My passport says they’re hazel.’

‘Your passport’s correct. Hazel they are.’ Then, I remember something. ‘Should we have that coffee now?’ I ask, feeling more assured now that my heartbeat’s beginning to settle. Now that the heat in my loins is manageable.

She sighs. Again, she leans forward. But not for a kiss. She wraps her arms around me and she hugs me. She doesn’t say anything. She doesn’t whisper anything, she just hugs me. And she unwraps her arms. And she inhales deeply like I do. I have to breathe in deeply when I’ve been shallow breathing for too long. I breathe in deeply when my lungs tell me they need more. I need more. I need more air. I need more of her. And in my head I begin to panic. Why the panic? Alex’s kiss is not going to make me pregnant.

‘Emilie, it’s OK,’ she says. ‘Yes, let’s have that coffee, shall we?’ She runs her fingers through the silver-white bristle.

Why does she say, It’s OK? I haven’t said anything. I haven’t moved much at all. I’m still standing there. Just let out of her hug. I breathe. I smile. I run a hand through my own hair to push it back. I let my hand return to her shoulder. I let my hand move slowly across the skin of her collarbone. I can see the hollow in the space between her neck and the open collar of her shirt. Luminous jonquil yellow is the colour of that shirt. Bright, striking colours suit her. They suit her skin tone. A matt, tanned skin. She has closed her eyes. Her collarbone rises and falls. My hand drops lightly to the curve of her breast, down to her stomach. And my hand stops there. It has to stop there because of the thickness of her belt. The thickness of her belt doesn’t allow my hand to travel beyond. And I breathe in. It’s good that she should have worn a belt today. A thick, saddle stitched, leather belt.

She opens her eyes. Her pupils shrink away as I drop my hand to my side. My eyes touch hers. ‘Good idea that … let’s have that coffee.’ 

She looks at me, eyebrows knotted now as when intent in conversation. She shakes her head slowly and straightens her shoulders. Now she is a little taller than I am.

‘Yes. Coffee. I need to sit down. Can we have it– ’

‘We’ll have it outside. Let me introduce you to my garden.’

        *****
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