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He struts in a feline manner, his legs quick, his hips fluid, he’s the first to meet my eyes. I stiffen my body lest I may collapse in my splendor. His paperwork, it feels so heavy, nevertheless, I manage to deliver into his worn hands. I record his payment as he waits. Heaving chest and pounding heart bring my attention further south, dampness surrounds my folds, I want to touch, he’s finished his paperwork, I take it, I stand to retrieve his file every step smears my slick over my pussy, the sensation itself quite pleasing, I could walk forever! I place the file in the basket, and sit. I find things at my desk to fiddle with, I know I need to calm myself, but it is to no avail. Lucky, I have a decent poker-face, oh, how I desire to jump through that window onto his glistening body. Kieran is his name, Kieran Dobbs.  “The doctor will see you soon.” A rush of air escapes my lips, my chest no longer heaves, but my heart still races. Resting my hand over my heart to feel the strong thumps, and all-too-familiar tingle overtakes me, my hands migrate to my breasts longing for a squeeze. I imagine Kieran flicking my tiny pink nipples before ducking his head under my skirt.

I hear swelling voice accompanying an open door. I get his appointment card ready. I pass his info over the partition his eyes lock with mine through the plexiglass. His chiseled features seemed to fade, softening in stark contrast to those beautiful eyes, which like the Caribbean waters, become more detailed and breathtaking every second our gaze remains. I let go of his appointment card, and bid a breathy goodbye.
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Where is he? That’s a question burning in my mind for months now. Even when my husband is home, he seems so far away. Several times I had waited for him, he excuses himself. I have crawled in his bed anticipating hot passion, I wake in the morning with his side empty and cold. I have given up on speaking to him, I have lost trust in my confidant. I am only in the way anymore; I am a burden. 

I rise early; our new gardener is expected to come today. A hot cup of tea starts my morning ritual, today I’m thinking fresh rose petals. I step through the squeaky screen door to the towering velvet blossoms I had planted all those years ago.  Thorns graze the skin as I retrieve the petals in their purest form, revived by morning dew. Popping a petal in my mouth as I continue to harvest to my heart’s content, chewing, the dew moistens my tongue as the fresh scent releases into the back of my throat travelling to my nose.

I go back inside waiting to hear the kettle whistle, swiftly I grab the shears, and in a fluid motion step out, clip a couple roses, and come back inside. No sooner than I put my roses down a piercing whistle cut through the muted hallways.  I take the kettle off the eye and turn the dial off. I open the cabinet and grab the white mug this time. I greedily engulphed my harvest into my fist putting it into my mug loose, oftentimes I use a tea ball, but decided to forego it today.  I pour the water in watching the color seep out of the petals like blood, with a spoon I swirl the liquid around until the concentrated streaks blend solid throughout.

There’s a motor sound I hear creeping up my driveway, I open the door to see the new gardener, I must trot out to meet him. “You’re early,” I start. “The way I see it, if I’m on time, I’m late.” “I like that philosophy.” He chuckles in response; he has a nice smile. “You remember where I told you the shed was?” “Yes,” he replies, “but I’ve come prepared.” He shows me tools from the bed of his truck, and I must admit, his tools are much nicer than mine, freshly shined and sharpened with a few scratches here and there showing their wear. I nod toward him in approval.  “You seem to know what you’re doing, I’ll go back inside, and you do your thing.”  My tea should be cool enough now.

I touch the cup to my lips. As I tilt the cup the warmth trails along my jawline, spreading tingling comfort all the way down, bringing forth childhood memories, insatiable tastes and delightful scents. I become as a dryad indulging in the fruits of the forest, taking in every resource, never welcoming anyone else to my abode. Fig leaves tickling my skin as I place them strategically over myself searching for reflective surfaces to bask in the pleasure of my physicality. I takes the roses I had clipped earlier, taking fingernail clips and a file, I blunt the thorns, carefully inspecting, ensuring there are no sharp edges. I light candles and incense in what other scent, but my favorite: Rose. I let full-bodied scent intoxicate me, as I put on music and sway through the smoke and fumes, my rose infused salve is the next step. I was proud of the salve I had crafted with my own hands for alone time. I had dried roses from the garden stew in the olive oil in the greenhouse for weeks, the hot sun drawing the roses’ essence into the luxurious base, it didn’t do much for the scent, so I took the extra step and added a few drops of rose essential oil in the blend.  I remove the lid taking a long, deep whiff, Oh! What ecstasy! I slip my red satin robe from my body placing the slinky garment on the coat rack. 

I savor every smear. The mesmerizing balm dancing about every sense warming me to my core. I massage over and over to ensure every dollop I strategically placed absorbs into my fair skin. I take the roses bringing them to my nose I take in the crisp, velvety aroma, I begin with my cheeks, grazing the petals over my cheekbone down to my collarbone. The tingling, how I quiver at the touch. Memories of late-night scalp massages and back scratches. The days I allowed myself complete surrender, the stars shining down, watching in pure jealousy. Strange, somehow, I feel as though there are eyes on me this moment.  My brow furrows who the hell would be watching you now, Caroline? A silhouette catches my periphery, turning my head I see him.

Andrew? Our new hire?  Initially I froze, taking in what I had just seen, my, I mean, our gardener caught red-handed, viewing me relishing in my sensory delight. I step forward puffing my chest out, unable to speak, the warmth of the blood in my face cutting through the numbness in my chest. I see him smile. That sparkle in his eye, though faded in the sheer curtains, I recognize it. Those nights, the stars spat spectating my reclined physique in rapture, Gerard hovering over me the admiration in his eyes, before we were wed, and I was still his world.  I feel myself smile in response, trying to repose myself in vain, I notice we have not taken our eyes off each other this whole time. I see him bite his lip as he looks down and back up again, an eager hunger possessing his countenance. The rose is still in my hand, my widening grin sends a ripple of anticipation through my body, I sweep the hardy stem across my torso bringing the rose’s head back to my face starting at the forehead, gliding down my cheek to my chin.  Andrew’s swelling breaths of approval send the remaining warmth in my face flittering down and down I follow the descending heat with the rose. Across my neck, around my breasts, past my belly button, the final stop at my forested mound. Brushing gently the curly hairs with the petals, I hope his eyes wander to my nether region, yet they remain, his eyes locked with mine. He motions to his left, I realize he’s referring to the door, he wants to come in, the moment seizes me, I nod anticipating his touch.

He slithers through the door advancing toward me. A shuddering breath escapes as I try to speak, as though I’m a frightened schoolgirl. This is what I live for, vulnerability, sometimes to receive you must initiate. I manage to squeeze my voice past the lump in my throat, “Follow me.”  I step past him, leading him to the bedroom, his sweet sweat wafting through the air as we walk. Stifling my excitement, I walk towards my toy drawer, I take out the instruments of pleasure I have sorely missed, I turn to see Andrew’s face as I place each one atop the dresser, studying him. I did not see a hint of judgement on his sun-kissed face, rather a longing to please.  “Start with the rose darling, then you can take my other toys for a test run
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