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  1
Life Takes an 'Interesting' Turn


Penny here! 
For those who’ve not found their way here through my public page, or my previous publications, let me tell a bit about myself. At the time of this writing, I’m your not-so-average A-list blogger and independent columnist here in San Marino. As a member of a visible minority, I take on cultural pieces and like to post about events from that perspective. To most readers, I’m just your average 20-something black woman who spends most of her life on social media promoting local events. Search my name, and it won’t be hard to find articles and online publications about what’s going on around the city. As a new, bubbling metropolis, our little town exploded past a million people in only two generations. Some of the hottest talent on the East Coast have found their way to fame through San Marino’s entertainment scene, so there’s almost always something to talk about.
For those of my regular followers, you may wonder why this publication is sort of tucked away from my primary site. To explain it all better, this will start off as a sort of personal diary than what I usually share on public social media sites. Those who are current with my life might want to come back here to figure out how it all started. Some of my readers have requested that I add in parts that I may have skipped. Life can suddenly become a whirlwind of adventure when we least expect it. As I turn what was to be a blog into a mini-memoir, I hope this will make better sense to y’all.
I mostly started this blog to sort out my own thoughts, but it has taken on a life of its own. I’ve been sort of quiet about a recent relationship, and I realize I’ve sprung a lot on my fans lately. Yes, the rumours of a wedding are true. I have so much to tell you!
So, let’s take a step back in time to catch up with current events. My life has been a whirlwind adventure lately, taking me to unknown places and leading to both wonderful and frightening discoveries.
Some of these passages are likely to be shorter than others, as I want to separate each life event into its own chapter. I’ll share event dates or seasons when possible. Some events have muddled my memory of my whereabouts, so they might not precisely match my social media postings.
So let’s dive into my love life! Yes, that’s right, this is me pouring my heart out for the world to see. This involves someone special who has completely swept me off my feet.
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Spice Festival Got Spicy!

Somethings are too hot to handle


It all started last year… 
I was down at the South Market covering the Spice Festival, as I usually do every year. I’ve had some comments that my feed sort of ‘drifted’ once the evening wore on and I wasn’t covering the social scene the way I normally do.
For those who’ve not experienced the Spice Festival, I’ll include it here rather than refer you to my public blog.
The South Market in lower downtown is known as the Spice Market because of its strong ethnic origins. While the neighbourhood may not have the best reputation, comprising of low-income housing, often rife with gang activity, drugs, and other unsavoury practices, it has its charm. It’s one step up from a ghetto on some streets, but locals try their best to keep it clean. Get away from the dark back alley dealings, and the streets are so full of colour and music. Each street is a cultural experience. Many people who live in this quarter originate from the south. As the ocean quickly took over low-lying areas, there was really no other place to go. With people comes culture, music, and food, so the quality and quantity of spicy food compared to the rest of San Marino is second to none! Then again, since I was born in this district, this might make my opinions a little biased. While I moved out of the South End of downtown in my teens to the safer East End, I still call this neighbourhood home. As the old saying goes, once a city girl, always a city girl.
The festival is basically a large promotional event. Hosted twice a year, the festival aims to draw new customers away from the fancy Port Market to the local markets downtown by holding the Spice Festival. Here you will find vendors and tables featuring the hottest spicy food you can find in the region. It’s as much a cultural gathering as it is a test of the palate. The biggest event is the Curry Challenge. Each plate features a hotter curry than the previous one. Get through them all, and you win bragging rights. Pray that your tongue and your stomach can take it, this is not a contest for the meek!
As part of my yearly review, I was live-posting about the Curry Challenge on Social Media. Those who can’t attend, live vicariously through my regular comments, photos, and video shorts. It’s entertaining watching prideful debutantes. The response threads rapidly climb about how red their face will get, will they be smart enough to ask for milk, not water… There are even bets that circulate to see if last year’s champions will put others to shame and compete again. I try to stay impartial, but I have my favourites. Most of all, it’s a thrill to see who can still stomach the full challenge. Eight dishes that slowly get hotter as they climb up the Scoville Scale. It’s always fun to see how many newcomers can actually push past the first round.
I had figured most of the challengers had gone through as the sun was setting. I was about to move on to the vendor area for this year’s food samples and their sponsors when some new arrivals placed as a group before the event closed. Most of them didn’t look like locals, their outfits certainly were not what one sees among most city dwellers. Though I spied a few popular locals in the group. Miko Ono, Lollipops’ own famous karaoke singer, was among the crowd. I was wondering where she’d been all day. During the festival, she’s usually here when not performing at her uptown venue. Rumours in the entertainment industry have been whispering about an album debut this winter — with many debating if it will just feature cover songs. Despite her Asian heritage, the pink-haired Miko’s not known as a fan of spicy food, but enjoys the social life. I’ve never seen her take the challenge myself, so I was a bit surprised when she stepped up to the table with the rest of her group to compete. A few comments on my feed joked, wondering if she had lost some sort of bet.
As the evening street lamps turned on, that’s when I saw her, her silhouette seemed to glow with ethereal beauty in the lamplight. This is where some of you might take a step back and say: “Wait a minute!” Yes, I’ve discussed fashion, but rarely have I described another woman in such a manner. My love interests and online dating comments in the past have always been about men. This woman, for whatever reason, had caught my eye in a way no other ever had. I’ve met many beautiful people in the entertainment scene. Many say my neighbour is the most gorgeous woman they’ve ever seen. She calls herself a Bard and gathers both male and female admiration wherever she goes. I thought I’d become immune to the charm of others, yet I’ve never been drawn so strongly to another person in a single glance. To sound cheesy and romantic, she took my breath away. There was suddenly no one else in the world more captivating.
Though she was surrounded by people as they were gathering for the challenge, my vantage point at the end of the table was pretty clear. The first notable feature was her shoulder-length, wavy purple hair that darkened at the tips. Under the bright street lamps, there was no sign of different coloured roots. She had the most amazing, sparkling amethyst eyes… In fact, as I looked her over, nearly everything about her was purple: her hair, eyes, makeup, lipstick, the beautiful Victorian black dress with purple lace, trim, and accents. The brocade on her chest drew the only non-purple item up to her throat like a cameo. The blue sapphire looked authentic as it sparkled in the light. Her entire posture screamed upper class, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The dress was form-fitting, showing an almost perfect hourglass shape. In the heat of early fall, her outfit should have been warm and uncomfortable, yet she moved with fluid grace as she spoke animatedly with the surrounding crowd. She was clearly the focal point of the group. I can’t blame them. My brain had short-circuited, and I couldn’t stop staring.
I stood there, mesmerized, absorbing every detail of her movements. I tried my best not to obviously stare, but found myself unable to look away. Once she had successfully passed the first round and made room for the next contender, she glanced my way, and my heart skipped a beat! I could drown myself in the intensity of her gaze…
I found myself unable to look away. I was like a deer frozen in the headlights as she turned and walked towards me. A smile that seemed to light up the world grew on her lips as she seemed to glide towards me. Her movements were fluid with feminine grace. By the Goddess, she was a sight! I blushed as she greeted me with an obviously suggestive comment. I rarely fall for pickup lines, but she had me hook-line-and-sinker, blushing like a newborn crush with her come-on statement. After years of friendship with my neighbour Angel, I thought I’d become immune to the appeal of female beauty. Her song-like soprano was deeper than my blonde neighbour’s voice.
A small nugget at the back of my mind began comparing the two, looking for similarities, differences, flaws… who was I kidding? To my awe-struck mind, this amethyst beauty had no flaws. Her skin was milky-white like ivory, a stark contrast to her dark purple lips and makeup. She resembled a beautiful porcelain doll that one could not stop admiring. Her words were like music to my ears, her voice soft and melodious. It took significant effort to bring my mind back down to earth just to introduce myself. I was tongue-tied, and her giggle suggested that was cute.
Her name rolled through my mind like an angelic chorus. Melody… of course her name would suit her appearance. Was she born with that name? If so, whoever named her knew she would grow to be a strikingly beautiful creature of poise and grace. She certainly had her fair share of admirers, as others joined the conversation. I soon found myself in a small group mostly focused on her attention. If she was a celebrity, she wasn’t from town. My mind raced through published media, going from coast to coast, but I couldn’t place her face anywhere. I thought I knew all the big names. Regardless of who she was or where she came from, they treated her like the biggest person to hit the event this year. One glance at Miko hinted that I wasn’t alone. How could one woman attract even straight girls like us? Yet, out of her admirers, her focus always seemed drawn to me. Much to the disappointment of others, I had become the focal point of her attention for the evening.
I can’t remember how often I apologized when my feed suddenly went silent at that point. I couldn’t think straight to post anything. As the Spice Festival wound down, I followed her like a lost puppy. We headed over to the closest bar for drinks and more. Like many of the small karaoke bars in town. The Salt Shack, converted from an old salt warehouse, features half a dozen small performance rooms. You can lock the door, but few do, as people wander in and out of rooms to watch people perform. The rooms aren’t much: a small portable-style karaoke machine with two mics, and a few couches for patrons. If you want food or drink, you need to gather in the middle of the club at the bar. It’s comfortable and casual. It’s not packed like dance clubs, and there’s none of the public pressure one can feel in an open karaoke bar like Lollipops.
The evening seemed to pass as if in a dream. I shared thoughts and feelings that I’ve rarely said to past lovers, let alone someone I’ve only known for a few hours. There was just something about her that opened me up, and I couldn’t help but share myself with her.
She had an amazing voice. I watched with admiration as she sang karaoke, often asking for a duet with Miko. The combination of soprano and alto was mesmerizing. She tried to get me to sing with her, but I politely declined to join in. While I’ve enjoyed fun nights of karaoke myself, Angel showed me years ago that I could never be a professional. Not like these two. She doesn’t need my scratched, broken record to ruin that beautiful voice of hers. She frequently sipped at some sort of murky concoction that resembled a Ridgeport in her hands.
I’m no bartender, but her drink was unfamiliar to me. When I asked her what was in her drink, she laughed. Her laughter is addictive, it wasn’t a girly musical tingle like many women have. It was a deep, throaty chuckle that sent tingles down my spine. She joked that it was what made her purple. This was the first sign that she likes to use an artistic sense of humour to dodge direct questions. It’s easy to forget what you are asking when she’s on a roll. I managed to get out of her how she was a bit of an Internet personality herself. A freelance digital artist, she landed some big names for contracts. She’s a movie special effects artist, how could I have not heard of her name before that night? As she went into describing her work, I could almost visualize the scenes. Everything about her was amazing and mysterious. She felt familiar, yet foreign. Like I knew her, but still couldn’t put a finger on where.
The night didn’t seem to last long enough. But, as the old saying goes, all good things must come to an end. I’ve rarely let men kiss me on a first date, yet eagerly took her into my arms for a goodnight embrace. The taste of her lips, the feeling of her arms around me… my mind was blown into another dimension! Like when our eyes first met, nothing else existed in that moment. She was the centre of my universe, and nothing else mattered except her touch. As dawn rose, she faded out of sight. One moment she was there, the next I was blinking as dawn peeked over the city skyline. I stood there in a daze. I had just kissed a woman… and it blew my mind! Was it a dream? As the fog cleared from my mind, I was still standing in front of the Salt House. I couldn’t figure out how to post what just happened to me.
I’m no stranger to dating, but I’ve never felt this strongly for someone I’ve just met! How is it that she had me so enthralled? I couldn’t get her out of my mind! Worse, in all the time we spent together, I never got her number. So I have no idea if or when I would get to see her again. The thought of never seeing that beautiful porcelain face had me down and depressed for the next week.
I tried to distract myself with writing and posted my daily blog summary the next day. I managed to catch up with the comments on the festival, but I couldn’t seem to focus on writing anything else. While her face kept coming back to mind, I decided not to post about my first crush on a woman. I couldn’t post about a one-night fling that never went past a kiss. How could I post about a relationship that didn’t even exist yet?






  
  3
The Love Festival that Beat Them All

It's not just the tea


After the Spice Festival, winter soon set in, and so did my regular life. 
I’ve already posted on my regular blog about Harvest Fest and Yule with family and friends. How Angel and Eva came home for the Holidays; how I got to spend time with my little sisters, as I like to call them. It surprised me when Angel volunteered to go out for karaoke night. She was so much calmer and social than she was in High School. Whatever she’s doing in University, it’s done wonders for her self-confidence.
Despite the distractions and time with family, I still couldn’t get Melody out of my mind. After all these weeks, I still remembered the night of the Spice Festival as if it was yesterday. From time to time, I swore I caught her at the corner of my eye, but it was never her. I’ve checked the karaoke scene, but she was never there on the nights I could make it. The city doesn’t have a lot of events over the winter season, so one often stays in and few get out much. I’ve busied myself with following celebrities and posting opinion columns. The money was good and the contracts were steady. With Eva’s suggestion, I’ve even started a weekly Viewtube channel, though she warned me it can take up to a year to make money off of it. Here’s hoping my current fan base has chosen to follow my new vlogs.

      [image: ]Finally spring came around, the cherry trees were in bloom and everything looked and smelled absolutely wonderful! Valentine’s was a bust this year as I’ve been hopelessly single since the summer. I’ve tried the odd date, but it never seemed to pan out to anything solid. None of them are like Melody. Men just don’t have her allure, they lack her sophistication, her zeal, and that quirky, cute, very formal, almost British accent of hers. Think of a roaring 20s starlet, the style, the class… I was hopelessly infatuated with a woman over a one-night affair that never went past a kiss goodnight. Honestly, I couldn’t even fathom dating another woman either. I didn’t want my memory of her tainted. My mysterious porcelain doll, who popped out of the blue, then drifted from my life, leaving an emptiness unable to be filled by anyone else.
The Cherry Blossom Festival often includes a Love Festival. Many relationships have started after the long winter as people got out and socialized. After so many engagements and weddings, it made sense to capitalize on the occasion and make a huge festival out of it. You can’t deny how romantic it is walking among the cherry trees in the park, the sweet smell in the air as pink petals litter the ground… It just leads to romance. Apparently, it started out as a Japanese tradition that has spread anywhere in the world where cherry trees grow. I’ve often tried to avoid this event, I’ve found it can lead one to a lot of trouble. Jealousy can rise just as quickly as a new romance, and it can lead one not to err on the side of caution. There was this one year where I… never mind, I won’t get into that here.
We had a late winter this year. The sun spent days hiding in the clouds, which seemed to put a bit of a damper on the mood and atmosphere. The heavy, wet air and drizzle removed some of the dazzle from the event. Finally catching a warm, sunny day, I opened my window. There are times you just need to air out your apartment after a long, stuffy winter. Even though Marino Meadows was half-way across town, the smell of spring flowers and cherry blossoms was refreshing through my open apartment window. The temptation to step out was strong, but I had an article I was working on.
My friend Kayla convinced me to finally head out around dinner time. She, of course, wanted to attend the Love Festival with her new boyfriend and coaxed me to join her. Great, like I wanted to be a third wheel. As I pointed out that being hopelessly single at such an event would be akin to torture, she used food as a bargaining chip. There were rumours of an authentic Asian noodle booth this year. Having the chance to sample non-Americanized cultural food was my kryptonite. I couldn’t resist offering my readers my take on the event’s food venues, so I find myself unable to say no.
While the clouds drifted in by late afternoon, the evening was still warm and comfortable. We didn’t even need jackets. The Festival was in full swing by the time we got there. I’ve always admired how the festival times itself perfectly. The trees were in full bloom, there are enough pink petals to litter the ground. Stand long enough in the right place, and you’ll get sprinkled with them. The heavy scent of new life just lifts your heart, and one can’t help but smile. The park’s gravel area had been transformed into a mini food court. Vendor booths were lined up on the outside. The middle contained an assortment of colourful metal tables and chairs. Most notable were the two Sakura Tea fountains pouring free drinks for anyone who wanted them. The slightly sweetened rose blossom tea has always been the hit of the event. While the officials would deny it, some insisted the tea was spiked. After a cup, one felt this light giddiness that I’ve sworn gets people into more trouble than it helped.
I only half payed attention to Kayla and her date. My face focused on my phone as I commented on the warmth of the day, the bright festive garments, the ambiance of the event, and the overall peaceful atmosphere, despite the crowds of people. After a few carefully worded complaints, we finally made our way to the food stalls. I’d just finished my first bowl of ramen, debating if I had room for something spicier, and posting the choice of porcelain bowls and lacquered wooden chopsticks online. I was surprised by the lack of disposable dishware and cutlery. I posted how the event even featured dish bins to encourage patrons to return them to be washed. When something caught my attention by the tea fountains, I nearly dropped my phone as my mind struggled to catch up to what I was seeing.
It was her! Dressed in a rather contemporary low-cut ombre jumper with a Celtic flair to it. The outfit started white at the shoulders, then faded to a darker grey at the bottom. Her black leggings and button-up boots completed the outfit. The boots, a vintage Victorian style, didn’t seem oddly out of place. The Celtic Knotwork accents on the sleeves seemed to make the outfit just work for her. As if made to match her eyes, a sparkling amethyst gem hanging on a silver chain was the only coloured accent to her outfit. I couldn’t take my eyes away from it. From the reflected lamplight, like her, it bore no imperfections or inclusions. A small part of my brain kept telling me to look away. The low-hanging gem drew attention to how the low-neckline did nothing to hide her cleavage and the roundness of her worldly charms. Like that first night together, it tugged at my curiosity whether that was her natural eye colour, or was she wearing contacts? I could swear she was glowing from the effects of the Sakura Tea. She was beyond beautiful, the picture of perfection… I should have known what would happen next and left before it went further, but I couldn’t. Deep within my heart, my soul begged to see her again.
There is no casual way to ogle your love interest. You try to act nonchalant, but you can’t stop yourself from staring. While part of me yearned to leap up and hold her in my arms, I needed to control this adolescent-level infatuation. I sat there in a daze, watching her wander from person to person, lingering to talk with some. My emotions were in turmoil as many exchanges were obviously suggestive. I wanted to be on the receiving end of that affection, but did I deserve it? Was I worthy of my porcelain goddess who I can’t get out of my mind? Some part of me was aware that Kayla was talking to me, but I couldn’t hear a word she was saying. I was lost in the flow of Melody’s movements. Could it be the tea? Does she really enthral almost everyone she comes into contact with? Should I be jealous that they’ve earned a portion of her affections? Who was I to claim ownership of a woman I barely knew? We shared one innocent night of flirting, yet I felt compelled… compelled to touch, to hear, to see, to taste those delicious lips again. It was a hopeless crush. How could one woman hold so much of my desire and attention when I spent years beside a blonde that could have offered me the same? I mentally shake my head. No, Angel is nothing like Melody. Angel was this cute, bashful, shy girl who clung to me like a self-conscious little sister. She never saw me as a love interest. Melody commanded the room. She was confident. She was bold. She took everything you offered with no hesitation, returning affection without doubt. I sat there, oblivious to everything but Melody… Again, like a frightened deer, I was unable to move. Part of me wanted to run away, part of me wanted to run into her embrace. I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. Panic set in as to what to do. Was this how Angel felt when facing something new?
She must have felt me staring. As if in slow motion, she turned my way… Her smile lit up my world, making me weak in the knees. In that moment, I lost all rational thought. She motioned for me to approach, and I obediently did so. In a daze, I rose to my feet. I drifted toward her as if in a trance. I no longer held any control over my body. I felt myself being pulled to her like a magnet. Those crystalline amethyst eyes never left mine the whole time. People moved out of my way, no one stopped me. Kayla’s voice was somewhere in the distance. Once I reach Melody, I know she said something. Those succulent lips opened, a lovely serenade drifted to my ears, but I couldn’t make out her words. My heart was beating so loudly that it drowned out most sounds. My eternity of torment ended when her arms closed around my waist. While her embrace was warm, her skin was cool to the touch. My arms found their way around her shoulders, reminding me that she was half a head shorter than I was. As my face sank into her hair and shoulder, that strange fruity scent of hers invaded my senses. The intoxicating aroma reminded me of that strange purple drink she drank that night, which now felt like a lifetime ago. I mumbled a whimpering about how much I missed her. There really was no hope for me, was there?
When I felt her hold lighten, I reluctantly released her. My hands were still on her shoulders as one of her hands reached up, hooked my neck, and drew me in for what my heart has yearned for. Those lips, the taste of her breath, her tongue. I fed on her affection, drank her in, consumed her passion. In the middle of the festival, I gave a woman I still barely knew a soulful kiss I’ve rarely shared with someone in private, let alone in front of so many people. Never have I experienced something that has warmed me to my core as she did with a simple touch.
To be in Melody’s arms again was a dream come true. Again, we spent a blissful night in each other’s company. My initial tormented emotions vanished once we found a place to sit down. I never bemoaned our time apart, she never apologized for not keeping in touch. We picked up as if we had just seen each other yesterday. We discussed my work, what articles I’ve been writing. The conversation effortlessly drifted to fashion, art, and wine. Melody is, apparently, quite the food critic. I love foodies, one more point we have in common. Between bites of spicy veggie samosas, she went into elaborate detail on cooking techniques.
Melody was lively, everything she had to say sounded interesting. I suppressed my yearning for physical affection to find out more about her. We caught up with each other like old friends. I felt so comfortable in her presence. Rarely have I hit it off so well with someone. Considering my profession as a journalist, that was no small feat. I’d like to think I’m easy to get along with. My simple life was pretty much an open book. Melody was amazingly simple, yet simultaneously complex. I felt like I had won a small battle, getting her to open up more about her work, her passion for art, technology, food, and culture. She spoke of events both far and near as if she had experienced them personally. She tilted her head oddly when I joked she sounded like a modern-day Bard — much like my neighbour Angel, who was currently away at University. She teased me, asking if she should envy someone. Was she testing my fealty? I blushed in response, stating that Angel was not competition, she was like a little sister. Hooking on being personally invested, I pushed further, feeling I had now opened that part of her she kept secret. Her life was such a mystery. I could get her to talk about art, lore, and society… She could write for National Geographic Magazine with what she knew. She would talk about amazing places and people, but I could never nail down where she was from or where she even lived. That old-world charm was at odds with her knowledge of technology. The wonders of the past seemed more important than what she’d done this whole time apart. It didn’t hold as much importance to her. I tucked that away for later. I hoped there would be a later. Melody was so compelling, so amazing, so full of life. She felt ancient in her wisdom, yet didn’t look any older than I was.
As the night neared its end, I felt as if I’d won a small victory when we exchanged phone numbers. She was real! I now had proof that this was not just a dream! She even added a personalized image to her profile. I had also snuck a few pictures when she wasn’t looking. As I lingered over the stylized Celtic Knot purple heart she used for a profile picture, I almost missed her next question. “What?” I asked.
“Now that we know each other better, I would very much like to be your girlfriend,” she chimed in with that lovely voice of hers. That accent of hers continually made my heart flutter.
I looked into those beautiful amethyst eyes and readily agreed; anything to keep her with me for just one more moment. She was not just an infatuation or a hopeless crush. I was now in another world of joy at the prospect that we really had a relationship.
Though as dawn rose, the sky lightening with the hope of sunrise, her attitude changed. Like our last nightly affair, she slipped from my arms with a kiss on the cheek and drifted out of sight. I found myself tongue-tied, part of me wanted to beg her to stay, another part of me couldn’t find a reason. As the sun shone on my tired face, I couldn’t believe I had stayed up all night again. When I finally came down from the pain of her departure, the sunlight on my face left me feeling a bit renewed. Then I remembered my phone. I pulled up my contact list and smiled. I had a relationship to announce! Like a giddy little schoolgirl, I happily skipped to the bus stop to get home.

      [image: ]Girlfriend…. I’ve never had a serious girlfriend before. Many girls go through that period where they experiment with life, where we explore our sexuality. I had thought I was firmly heterosexual before Melody. I can’t remember ever being attracted to women before this. Not even my charming blonde bardic neighbour had ever affected me the way my porcelain goddess did. This was unfamiliar territory on the relationship front. I now understood Eva better than ever, where this one girl takes your heart in ways you never expected.
I dragged myself out of bed late that afternoon… Wow! Did I ever sleep in! In a panic, I wondered if last night had happened. I nearly dove for my phone. The time on my front screen showed it was almost time to eat supper. When did I last eat? We had at least three dishes during the festival, if I recall.
I cleared my mind, unlocked the front screen, went to the contacts, and… Yes! Her number was still there! Stylized purple heart profile picture and all! She was no longer just a character of my fantasies and dreams. The ethereal, lovely porcelain doll was not just a figment of my imagination. She was indeed real… I sank back into my bed, clutching my phone to my heart, letting out a deep breath of relief. I felt like a teenager all over again. That whirlwind of emotion when your first crush agrees to take you to the dance… Was it love? Could I call it love? I pleaded to some invisible power to strike me down if this was not real.
When I came down from my elation, I stared at the ceiling, wondering if she was still asleep? Should I call her? We were in a relationship, right? Why was I so torn? Was I still afraid that this was nothing but a dream? Would I wake up to discover that this was still not real? The frightening thought of losing her crept into my mind. Her entrancing amethyst eyes, those soft purple lips, her delicate ivory skin, that exotic scent of foreign fruit I still could not place… a living porcelain doll that had captured my heart and soul like no other.
I’ve often acted brave, but I was as insecure as any woman. In the end, I couldn’t bring myself to test fate. I did post on my social media that I was in a relationship, but I don’t tell with whom. Some part of me wondered if others had caught a picture or two. Maybe someone had seen us together? We were out in public for the entire night, long after most people had gone to bed. Before I could finish cooking a meal, my profile page was blowing up as my fans sought who may have caught my heart.
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Dating Shouldn't be too Hard? Right?

You'd think I never dated before this.


Iused work as a distraction from committing to the next step. I couldn’t get over this adolescent fear I had trying to gather up the courage to give Melody a call. I’ve dated around. I’m certainly no prude, having enjoyed an active sex life since I graduated high school. I even had a stable boyfriend through most of college. Why was I so torn about calling her?
I finally stopped procrastinating and brought up her number in my contact list. My hand shook as I focused to keep it steady enough to hit the call button. My heart felt as though it was trying to escape my chest. I shuffled nervously as the call went through. Part of me worried she wouldn’t pick up, another part of me worried she would. I was about to abandon my attempt when the line clicked and her lovely voice chimed through the line.
“Penny, my Love! I am so glad you called.”
I was speechless for a moment until I reminded myself of Call Display. Of course, she would know who’s calling her. The adolescent infatuation in me had left me tongue-tied for a moment until I forced myself to answer with a nervous ‘Hi’. I heard her giggle on the line, which caused me to blush more. Never again would I tease Angel for being shy. I would never live this down if people saw me right now. I finally cleared my head long enough to remember the reason for my call: Dinner. It was a reason, not an excuse, I reminded myself.
I swallowed, took a deep breath, and tried to sound casual. Who was I kidding? “I heard there’s a new seafood place in Hillcrest. It’s a bit out of town, but I need to write a review for it. East Coast Dining is looking to expand it’s scope, and well, dining alone is so boring… I thought you would be great company to have tonight — if you want to join me, that is.”
Totally not used to asking someone out. How did guys make this look so easy? The review was actually an optional assignment; I didn’t really need to write one. Though the editor suggested a promising bonus to cover my travel expenses if I did. Why was I so nervous to ask her out on an actual date? We were girlfriends, right? There was a pause on the line. Did I say something wrong? Was she upset? Did I call her at a bad time? Before I could beat myself up with anymore ‘what ifs’, I could hear the smile in her voice as she softly answered, and it melted my heart again.
“Of course, Darling. That sounds absolutely lovely. Meet you there at 8?”
I looked at my watch, lunch was still hours away. A late supper? Well, it was a four-hour train ride from the city. I really needed to get a car. I supposed my fans could wait for a late-night review… or tomorrow, if things progressed like they did last time.
Was I taking too long to answer? I flashed her my best smile, though she couldn’t see it, and replied. “I look forward to it.” I hesitated for a moment and then added, “Love you.”
If her voice could get anymore melodious, it just did as she replied, “Love you too. I will see you tonight, Darling.”
The way she drew out that last word… My heart longed for more as the line disconnected. Something about her accent made that last sentence the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard in my life! There was so much more I had wanted to say, could have said, should have said… but I was speechless! Like a little girl with her first crush… me! A social media sensation, lost for words! I could never have lived this down if I had posted my comments at the time it happened. But I feel I need to be honest with my readers here that even the wonderful Penny Pembroke can be at a loss for words. I flopped down on my bed, clutching my phone to my heart, as if holding onto it would have brought her closer to me somehow. I needed help… I needed to get ready!
I had little time to get dressed. There was an early afternoon train that would get me there by dinnertime. That meant figuring out how to entertain myself for nearly four hours before our date. Our date! My heart burst with joy at the thought of dating again. The first order of business was a shower, then I took so long fretting on what to wear that my hair was dry by the time I got dressed. I couldn’t remember the last time I suffered this much anxiety over dating. I tore through my wardrobe, trying to think of what I could wear to impress my lovely purple and porcelain otherworldly creature. What could I wear that would not look drab next to her beauty? My flashy Afrikaans-inspired city clothing just didn’t seem to fit anything that I’ve seen her wear so far. I now understood Angel’s preference for silk, cotton, and woollen knits over my bright polyester clothing. I finally settled on something cute and casual. This wasn’t some fancy date. The establishment was a family diner, not some posh five-star restaurant. I chose some nice white slacks, a grey brocade halter top, and a purple blazer. I chose some of my best jewellery to spice it up. The blazer was the only uniformly purple item of clothing in my wardrobe. I hoped she would like it.
I spent the train ride reading and catching up on my social media page. I couldn’t focus on writing, so I kept checking my feed, struggled to take non-blurry pictures of landmarks, looked at my email… Halfway there, I finally gave up on my device and merely watched the countryside zip by. Rarely have I ever left the city. I felt outside of my element right now. It wasn’t helping to ease my growing anxiety. I hoped this restaurant was worth the trip.

      [image: ]Hillcrest is up in the mountains. One of the few high-valley townships in the Appalachians. The air here felt lighter, cleaner than that on the coast. Hillcrest is a decent-sized city of fifty thousand people. It started off as a coal mining town, and now exports lumber. The nearby ski hill offered winter tourism, but there was not enough snow for that anymore. I distracted myself with Elm Hill Park while there was still daylight. Butterflies fluttered around as the spring blooms announced the joys of the season. I could hear children giggling in the playground nearby. This was such a peaceful place. I thought Marino Meadows was pretty. This park, blossoming with new foliage and flowers, was quite extravagant for a small town. I could see the attraction of a slower pace of life than what we have in the city. I took advantage of the sunset to get some dazzling photos, wishing I could reach a mountaintop for a more scenic view. The most amazing picture in my collection was the castle glowing in the fading sunlight. The castle looked older than anything in town. How did it get here? A local told me that there is no placard or tours. It was private property. No one went up there, teens made dares on who could get the closest. It had a sort of creepy ghost story to it, as it actually was the oldest building in town. Apparently, some noble from Europe founded the town. The castle was still owned by the family, but no one seemed to know their name. As I love good mysteries, I asked a few other people more about it.
The clouds closed in as the sun set, threatening to bring rain. I hoped it would hold off until I left. I would likely have to take a Lyft or taxi home unless I wanted to rent a room for the night. The next train wasn’t until the morning. I pondered my options as I approached the restaurant a few minutes later than I had wanted to.
As with every other time we’ve met, the sight of her took my breath away. There she was, standing by the glow of a fountain. Dressed in a low-cut black dress, not warm enough for the chill in the air. Brocaded purple accents covered the forearms and formed a mock-collar around the back of her neck. The embroidery of her outfit was as beautiful as she was. I wondered where she found such amazing gothic and Celtic-inspired clothing. She wore the amethyst stone amulet again. It sparkled in the lamplight in the middle of her low neckline. I felt totally underdressed for the occasion now. I mentally picked up my jaw as she sauntered toward me. That smile made my knees weak, and I fell into her embrace willingly. The aroma of that strange fruit was like ambrosia. We just stood there holding each other for a small eternity. No words needed to be said, I felt like I was home in her arms. I felt my whole body take a deep breath and sink into her. When she broke the embrace, she still held my shoulders. A soft, cool hand reached up, caressed my cheek affectionately, and I melted into her touch.
“You look lovely, Darling. Shall we eat? You must be starving,” she fussed worriedly. It reminded me of my grumbling stomach. In my nervousness, I had barely eaten today. If I must be hungry. How about her?
We were quickly seated at a nice table by the side windows. I was momentarily distracted by the jets of water outside the round porthole windows. The Diving Pelican’s theme was that of a boathouse. A colourful fountain circled the restaurant. The wood panelling and decor inside accentuated the theme, making you feel like you were inside a boat. Of course, seafood was the primary fare on the menu. For this far inland, they had a surprising variety. One almost felt they were on the coast, not in the middle of the mountains. As she was uncharacteristically quiet, I peeked over the edge of my menu. Melody was biting her lower lip in concentration as she looked over hers. She was so adorable. I couldn’t help but notice her slight overbite. She had longer canines, but otherwise perfect white teeth. How many times have we kissed and I’ve not noticed that? As if sensing me staring, she glanced up. Our eyes met, and she winked. That action, made the heat rise to my head, my ears felt warm as I blushed. I buried my face back behind my menu before I popped. This wasn’t our first time together, yet I felt like a teenager on her first date. Why was I so flustered?! Her giggle reminded me my actions had not gone unnoticed, which just made me blush more.
The waiter approaching offered me some reprieve. Melody ordered a bottle of their most expensive wine, and a large garden salad. She quirked an eyebrow at me when I ordered seafood chowder for an appetizer. She frowned ever so slightly when I asked for the day’s catch of salmon for the main entrée. As I pondered over her mild disapproval, the wine arrived. We made small talk as we waited for the rest of the meal. She seemed to savour each sip, as if she was assessing the wine’s quality. I was notably impressed when she declared the date and vintage of the wine, considering it was served to us in an unlabelled glass carafe. Her knowledge of cuisine continued to amaze me as the night moved on.
As the food arrived, she casually nibbled at her

      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
g o S N TL
AR, N - 1 ¢ L Y L
i v 2 s W \ S < .
AR N o 5 PSR = 2" L :.,,.‘.,
g /.;@ fmwr.. uﬂ', -, f&. - \ .
& &&9 : - :
55 R N 4

’ TEmAY !“\

7 4

. ‘/rﬂﬂ \






OEBPS/images/6c32d0c1-e917-40b2-bc0f-23e550f4901e.png








