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Hey,

Thank you so much for picking up this book, it means the world to me.

As a small token of gratitude I would like to invite you to join my personal mailing list so you can receive free eBooks like this one.

Simply click the button below now – it’s completely free and whenever I release a new freebie you will be the first to know!

With love,

Lori x
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​She's already waiting for me outside the theatre and gives me a smile as she sees me walking towards the doors. It's the smile that melts me the most. It gives me the warmest feeling of joy when I feel as though she is genuinely pleased to see me, every time. I'm sure she has that smile for everyone but, right now, knowing that it's just for me is enough.

"Sorry I'm late," I apologize ruefully. "The tram got stopped for ages at one of the stations. Signal failure."

"Hey, no problem,” she says, before wrapping her arms around me and giving me one of her hugs. Her hugs are real. They're always so genuine and along with her smiles, for those few seconds life doesn't get much better. She smells of her own scent; she's never worn perfume all the time I've known her. Instead it's a mix of hair serum and fabric conditioner, of the winter night and her moisturizer. I try not to think of the time she stepped out of the shower and let me put some on her back.

Maybe I linger there in her embrace too long because she starts to giggle.

"We need to go in, sweetie," she laughs. "It's about to start." I blush as I let go of her and she ruffles my hair to ease my embarrassment. I busy myself with finding the tickets and the doorman holds open the heavy glass doors as we go in. People are filing into the main auditorium and we have our tickets checked as we're directed to the front. I turn to her and tell her I'm sorry that my being late means we have no time to go for a drink at the bar before the performance starts.

"It's fine, honestly," she says. "I have some flavored water and popcorn in my bag anyway. Plus some nuts and a few slices of carrot cake. Oh, and a cheese sandwich and a tube of Pringles." She makes me smile. She always carries provisions in her rucksack; enough to last for days, as though she subconsciously worries about a natural disaster occurring whilst she's out somewhere. It's yet another of the infinite reasons I adore her.

We find our seats and I'm so excited to see that we'll have an incredible view of the orchestra. In the auditorium we'd hear the music wherever we sat, but for me the faces of the musicians are as important as the notes themselves: the furrowed brows of the cellists as they sweep the bow across the strings; the passionately closed eyes of the violinists; even the grin of the conductor as he relishes his puppetry over the players at his command.

We just manage to take our seats before the lights dim and we applaud as the first violinist enters the stage, followed swiftly by the conductor who bows and lifts his baton; the audience falls silent as everyone holds their breath in enraptured anticipation. The opening notes of the music transport me far, far away and I become completely submerged in another time, another place, another universe. Before I know it the piece has died down and we are surrounded by thunderous applause. I turn my head to see her staring at me, grinning.

"You are so cute when you're listening to music," she whispers. I look back at her and give a small smile. I want to tell her that her fingers have the same effect on me, the same capability of making me lose myself and fall into an abyss where there is no time, no space, nothing but the delicious feeling of her skin on mine, tracing the outline every one of my curves, down my chest, my stomach, my....

I have to force myself to look back at the conductor and immerse myself once again in the music but it takes more effort than it did previously, as now I have in front of my eyes the image of her, and it will not shift from my sight.

The conductor leaves the stage and a grand piano is wheeled on, black and shining in all its glory. It dominates the stage as a small, delicate man with a spring in his step and an unruly mop of hair dances onto the stage and takes his place on a stool in front of the piano. Without pausing to take note of his surroundings he plunges both himself and the audience into a mournful nocturne, as he caresses the keys and recites a story without once uttering a word. The music takes me back to my own story.

The story of her. The story of how I was introduced to real love, the intense, beautiful love that one can only dream of, the kind of love I never thought I'd know. What I thought was love before simply couldn't have been. With her, it fulfilled all the clichés. But it was a love that never manifested itself; a love that could never be mine. Because as much as I am free to love her, she is not free to love me. Her husband works with me; in fact he's my manager. He runs the ward I work on as a nurse and every day I have to smile and say hello and act as though I am happy to see him, when all I want to do is hate him for being able to go home to her every night of his life.

And now she is here, next to me, touchable and yet unattainable. The cruelest temptation in the most exquisite guise. It's the age-old adage of not being able to live with someone, but being completely inadequate without them, too.
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​She and I met at the staff's Christmas party last year when my manager brought her with him. I immediately noticed how clumsy she was. She caught her dress underneath my chair and yanked it so hard the table shook. A glass of coke was knocked over and spilled into my bag, killing my mobile phone. She was so apologetic, so mortified, and bought me the exact same model the next day, even dropping it round at my house. Normally I would have been annoyed at my manager for telling her where I lived but seeing her standing there, the same rucksack, the same smile, and this time holding out a replacement handset with her long, slender fingers, there was no anger in me whatsoever.

Of course I invited her in, and before I knew it we had spent the whole afternoon talking about everything and nothing. When she left, she gave me that first hug. The scent-that-has-no-name hit me as her arms enveloped me. I lingered in the embrace too long then, too, and she realized why. She broke away gently but only as far as touching my cheek with hers, then slowly moving her face around letting her lips meet mine.

It was so natural and yet so unexpected. I pulled away and looked at her in shock and her eyes widened in disbelief at what she had just done.

"I- I'm so sorry," she stammered, and went to open the door, but a force over which I had no control pulled her back to me and I held her face with both hands, drawing her mouth to mine and hungrily tasting her. She reciprocated with minimal delay and we kissed as though we were reunited after years of exile somewhere. My hands couldn't keep still and could not get enough of her. They were on her face, her neck, her waist, her ass, and most of all in her hair, the thick locks twisting around my fingers as we fought with our lips the war of desire. She didn't stop me when I slid the jacket from her shoulders. She didn't object when I took her hand and led her up the stairs of my house to my bedroom.   

It was just that once. I kept telling myself she was only experimenting. That she was nothing more than a married woman who just happened to be in tune with her sexuality. Or maybe a married woman who wasn't happy with a man who I knew was more interested in becoming Unit Manager within the next year. He spent more time in meetings and at conferences than he did at home. It was no secret; we all knew it.

She and I spoke sometimes on the telephone, and sent the odd text, but never referenced that one night together. At first I hinted at it, but she gave nothing away. For weeks I was hurt, confused, and even miserable at her dismissal of what I felt was a wholly reciprocal experience. Then as I saw that rather than running away from me, she wanted to keep me in her life, I forced myself to be content with friendship. We met up for food occasionally, and even had fun nights out, where we drank and danced until the early hours. Each time, the only physical contact we had was a hug at the beginning and the end of the night, and perhaps a chummy arm around a shoulder if a particularly dance-inducing song was played, as we drunkenly swayed together. As we went home to our respective houses, alone, we told each other we’d had a lovely evening, and that we ought not leave it so long until the next time.

That didn’t mean I didn’t think of her every day, didn’t wait for her texts with baited breath for weeks afterwards. But eventually I realized I had to move on, and after a while I went on a few dates; never letting myself, however, commit fully. Kissing another woman felt like cheating. When I closed my eyes and felt the strokes of another’s hands, I imagined they were hers. 

When I lay alone at night, I thought of her. Often my fingers would slide down my stomach, then further, as I submerged myself in my pleasure with the memory of her face in front of me providing ample stimulation. Sometimes I replayed our encounter, other times I imagined new ones: heroic acts of









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg
YAAAS GIMME






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





