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Here I am, coping with another migraine.

I'm lying in bed with a Magic Bag around my neck and the lavender-infused eye mask my sister gave me blocking out the sunlight.  It was a nice thought. Lavender's supposed to help you relax, but I find it makes me sneeze.

All the same, I'm lying here listening to one of Laurie Brown's guided meditations and thinking, for some odd reason, about the carpet.

This house we live in has thick, plush, cream-coloured carpet in the bedroom.  

Sarah doesn't like it.  

I do.  It's nice and warm underfoot.

It's been twenty years since I lived anywhere with broadloom: that tiny apartment Marshall rented for me when I was his sugar baby—not that I'd ever heard the term, back then.  I wouldn't have allowed anyone to call me baby, in those days.  I thought I was so mature, so grown-up.  I could make it on my own, just like Mary Tyler Moore.  Except married men never paid MTM's bills, as far as I'm aware. 

I wouldn't be where I am today if not for Marshall's money.

No, that sounds harsh.  Marshall was so much more to me than just a renter of apartments and purchaser of textbooks.  It's true that I could never have completed my schooling without his cash, but the fact remains that I was hardcore in love with that man.  

Friends find it hard to believe that I ever depended on someone else to take care of me.  They tell me I'm so independent.  They also say they can't picture me with a man.  

But I can picture it.  The images live on inside my head.  

And you know what?  Those are some damn sexy visions.

Can't believe I'm thinking about sex when I have a migraine.  Migraines and fucking do not go hand in hand.  I don't know why my mind is taking me down this path, but I can't stop thinking about one specific moment at that old apartment.  

It happened when I'd just moved in.  

And it involved Marshall.

The reason he'd agreed to rent me an apartment was that... I guess you could say I was homeless at the time?  I didn't think of myself in those terms.  Sleeping on a friend's couch wasn't considered “homeless” twenty years ago.  If you had a roof over your head, you had a home.  Things were different.  I wasn't living on the streets.

But, from today's perspective, you could say I was insufficiently housed. 

When a married man wants to have sex with you and you have only a friend's couch for sleeping quarters, that does create quite a considerable kink in the hose.  

I shouldn't say we had no other options.  We went to a hotel one time.  I put it on my student credit card, and he paid me back in cash.  Plus a little extra, just in case of incidentals or what-have-you.  A girl's gotta eat.  You know how it is.

The funny thing is that a standard hotel room cost about the same twenty years ago as it does today.  I find this very strange, because rents have gone up astronomically.  Why rents and not rooms?  I don't know.  But I do know exactly how much we paid for that hotel room. All these years later, I still have the receipt.  It's a carbon copy—an actual carbon copy on carbon paper, the kind they had to run through one of those machines that imprint the face of your VISA.  

Looking at it makes me feel old.

Not that I look at that hotel receipt often.  

What would Sarah say if she knew I still had it?  I don't think she'd be pleased.  She won't say so in words, but I can tell that she finds my past distasteful.  

“You did what you needed to do to get by.”  That's her take.

And it's true.  I did.  But I didn't do those things unwillingly.  I know she doesn't understand that part.  She's only ever been in caring, loving relationships with people her own age.  Mostly women, but I know she dated a couple guys in her teens and twenties.  So I don't think it's that bit she doesn't understand.  

It's the age gap.  The money thing.  Dating a man who is older, who is married, who pays your tuition without his wife knowing.  I still can't fathom how he got away with that.  Maybe his wife didn't keep an eye on the books.  Maybe they had separate bank accounts.

When I treat myself to a meagre vanilla latte, Sarah knows about it.  It's not that she tightens the purse strings on me, only that I know she knows, and that makes me extra conscious of spending money on frivolous items.

I'm happy with our domestic arrangement: two wee wifeys in a freshly-built townhouse.  It's good.  I have no complaints.  Only...

I keep coming back to this delicious memory of meeting Marshall at my new apartment.

The apartment wasn't new in the sense of being freshly-built—like this townhouse—but it was new to me, and that was more than enough. It was slightly dilapidated, but it was mine.

And it had a plush carpet like this room I'm in now.

The carpet in the apartment wasn't cream-coloured. The carpet in the apartment was blue. Lighter than dark, but not baby blue. A blue with a little grey in it.

August. So hot. No air conditioning. Sweat dappling my skin. All I had on was a tight white camisole and a pair of black shorts. Nothing fancy. Despite my Sugar Mistress status, I didn't put on airs. I was just me, and that's what Marshall wanted. He wanted me, whoever I was. However I was. And that came as such relief, at the time.

Even just the memory of someone accepting me for me embraces my heart like a deluge of comfort.

Marshall didn't have much time, the day he came over to see my new apartment—the one he was paying for. He'd called the landlord and arranged for me to view the place. I'd been the one to find the rental ad in the Classifieds section of The Star. I'd never rented an apartment before. The whole process felt intimidating.

It was Marshall who set up the appointment for me to see the place: a run-down mansion in what used to be an okay area. The current owner had split the house up into an unfathomable number of flats. Mine didn't have a bedroom. It was small. You couldn't possibly fit both a bed and a sofa onto the carpeted section. The linoleum-lined kitchen area came complete with a breakfast table and two chairs: a relief, because I had no furniture of my own. I barely had more than the clothes on my back. I'd sold off last year's textbooks at the end of term.

I travelled light.

The landlord asked me, “The man who phoned—who was that?”

“Just a friend,” I told him.

He got the message. He was kind. He never hassled me about anything, but he did advise me that if anyone ever gave me trouble, I should let him know.

I think Marshall was somewhat scandalized when he saw what he was paying for, but he was too polite to say anything disparaging about my tiny apartment. He seemed pleased that he could provide a home for me. That's what really mattered.

That, and the sex.

Marshall and I were aroused by the mere sight of one another. The scent of his skin made me light-headed, and I sure could smell him that day. His outfit roughly mirrored my own: T-shirt, shorts. No business suits on a Sunday afternoon in August. Just an everyday guy, you'd think, to look at him. A respectable sort.

He pinned me to the whitewashed wall and kissed me so hard I could barely breathe.

I knew this visit wouldn't last long. He had family commitments. He could only slip away for a couple minutes, then he'd need to get back. He just wanted to see the new apartment.

He wanted to see me.

No amount of time with Marshall could ever be enough, but I treasured every minute, every moment. I kissed him as fiercely as he kissed me, like I could devour him if I tried. Like I could keep him there with me. For good.

He tore off my clothes. Not tugged, but tore. How they didn't rip, I'll never know, but he was out of his clothes in seconds.

Naked in August isn't the best kind of naked, but it's certainly a sweaty kind of naked, and we were sweating that day. Sticking together, skin tacky as tape.

I'll never forget how hard he got. The sheer excitement of... of what? A mostly empty apartment? The squalor? No. The pace, perhaps. Walking in the door. Getting a load of the one-room lodging. And then dropping the pretense of caring about our surroundings. Kissing and touching and stripping up against a wall. 

Fucking up against a wall.

When he entered me, it truly felt like being pierced. This wasn't the first time we'd had sex, but it felt like a first. A new era. A new something. Even twenty years later, I don't have it all figured out. Maybe I never will. 

We didn't last long in that standing position. After only a moment of upright fucking, we slid to the ground: to the greyish blue carpet. It looked clean. It even felt quite nice, not too prickly against my youthful skin.

I curled my legs around his and he fucked me on the floor. We never stopped kissing. I could have kissed that man forever, if he'd let me. I would have let him fuck me forever, but it didn't play out that way. Bright passions have the shortest lifespans. 

He pumped in me so hard I felt it pang at the very roof of my system. I curled my toes to make it hurt less. I didn't mind the hurt, but I wanted to temper it, and the toe-curling worked.

My muscles all tensed, as though I could lock him inside me, make it so he'd never leave.

But the tighter I locked, the harder he thrust, until we were shrieking into each other's throats. The heat of it was almost unbearable. The carpet at my back. Knowing he was coming inside me. Picturing the spasms and spurts. Delicious pictures in my brain, of bodies and secretions, fountains of cream.

I locked him in tighter, but not tight enough. He soon pulled out. He would have showered, but I had no towels. I don't know what he did instead. My bathroom door wouldn't close all the way, but I allowed the man his privacy.

He said he didn't want to go, and I believed he meant those words. If he had the choice, he would stay with me.

But he did have a choice. Both of us did. These were the choices we made.

I dressed in my camisole and shorts before kissing him goodbye. I watched him walk to his car and drive off. Made me sad to see him leave, but I knew he'd come again. Again, again, again. After all, he was footing the bill. And he loved me as someone totally separate from his world. I thought I would get there, someday. That's what schooling was for, after all. 

I don't think Marshall and I ever truly inhabited the same world, but I'm glad we got to live inside that bubble we created for a time. I'm glad I get to go there, still, if only in my mind.
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The sound of the key in the lock never used to get Shara's heart rate up, but what happened on Friday night changed everything.

For months, they'd been regular roommates.  They'd been friends before that.  Acquaintances, really, but Emery was the kind of girl Shara knew she'd get along with full-time.  Anyway, they were both so busy, hardly ever home.  

Sometimes they watched movies together.  Not often. 

Shara would never have pegged Emery for a party animal.  With that long blonde hair and willowy frame, Emery looked like the kind of waif who'd get eaten alive out on the town.

But she must have gone somewhere Friday night, because she came home wasted.

Shara had been in bed when she heard Emery come in, but she rushed to the front hall to find her roommate on the floor.

Emery started pawing at her immediately, saying things like, “Wow, you're so pretty,” and “I wish I had hair like yours.”

When Shara helped the girl to her feet, Emery pressed her lean body against Shara's chest and said, “You know what?  I'll tell you something.  I really want to kiss you right now.”

She tried to do it.  Sloppily.  But she smelled like a drunk tank, so Shara dragged her to her room and laid her out on the bed.

“Aren't you going to undress me?” Emery had asked, with a giggle.

“No.”

“Undress me and tuck me in?”

“No.”

Shara closed Emery's door and returned to her own room.

After that, she couldn't sleep.

She couldn't stop thinking about what might have happened.  What might still happen.

Almost a week had gone by.  They'd managed to avoid each other, even when they were both at home.  Shara was surprised Emery even remembered what happened Friday night.  And maybe she didn't remember.  Maybe she got some sense, based on Shara's behaviour. 

Every time Shara heard Emery's key in the door, she scrambled to her bedroom.  This time she wasn't fast enough.  She found herself face to face with her roommate.  So near to one another.  Eyes locked.  Stunned.

“Oh.  Hi.”

That's everything Shara could manage.

“Hi,” was all Emery said back.  Then she looked away, toward the kitchen.  “Thanks for doing the dishes again.  You've been doing them all week.”

Shara shrugged.  “I don't mind.”

While Emery removed her jacket, Shara glanced over her own shoulder.  Was this a chance for escape?  Could she run to her room?  Would Emery notice?

“There's something I've been meaning to say to you,” Emery announced, her tone awash with resolve.

When she didn't go on, Shara asked, “Oh, yeah?  What's that, then?”

Looking Shara plain in the eye, Emery told her, “I can't go on like this.”

Shara waited, but nothing.  

Nothing more came out of Emery's sweet pink mouth.  

“You can't go on like what?”

“This,” Emery said, gesturing between Shara and herself.  “This weirdness.  I don't know what it's about, but things have been strange with us all week.”

Shara felt her own eyes bugging.  “You don't know?”  She choked on her uvula.  “You don't know what it's about?”

“No,” Emery said, practically pleading.  “Did I do something wrong?  Are you mad at me?”

“No! No!” Shara replied, her heart melting down her ribcage.  “No, Em.  No.”

Kicking off her shoes, Emery asked, “What is it, then?  What happened?  Things have never been awkward like this before.  Something must have gone wrong.”

“No,” Shara repeated.  “Nothing went wrong.  It's just... you don't remember Friday night, do you?”

Shara watched Emery's eyes as they seemed to travel back in time.  It wasn't like a flashback that you see on TV, where the cheesy harp music plays and then you see exactly what happened in someone else's past.  Emery didn't tell Shara where she'd gone that night, or who she'd been with.  That was still a mystery when Emery asked, “Will you tell me what I did?”

“You didn't do anything,” Shara replied, but she'd always been a rotten liar.

Emery gave her a flattened look.  “Shara.  Come on.”

Shara suddenly felt choked.  She didn't want to talk about what had happened, so she said it was nothing, then turned tail and went to her room.

Emery followed.  “Hey.  Come on, Shara.  Just tell me.  What's the worst that could happen?”

Good question.

Shara sat on her bed, which was neatly made, as always.  She looked at Emery's socks.  Knee socks.  White knee socks with a wool skirt.  Grey.  Pleated.  Vintage white blouse with a floppy bow tied at the neckline.  She looked like a secretary from the seventies.  Sixties.  Shara didn't know.  She'd never been one for fashion trends.

Emery sat beside her on the bed.  Close.  So close their legs touched.  Setting her hand on top of Shara's, she asked again, “What did I do to you?  Did I say something mean?”

“Mean?” Shara asked.  “No!  Not even close.  You said things that were... nice.  Really nice.  Really...”

“So what's the problem, then?”

“Too nice,” Shara said, watching Emery's cold hand sit gently on top of hers.  “It scares me, when people are too nice.”

Emery didn't laugh.  Instead, she said, “I'm sorry I scared you.”

She didn't move.  She didn't go away.  She just sat there.  Shara could feel her gaze like a heat lamp.  It was too hard to turn.  It would mean too much.

“Shara?” Emery asked.

Shara looked at her roommate.  Those clear blue eyes, so innocent and kind.

“Can I kiss you, Shara?  Is that okay?”

Emery wasn't drunk, but Shara was still scared.

She nodded slightly, her head barely moving, but it was enough to tell Emery a kiss was okay.

When Emery pressed her lips to Shara's, it was the sweetest kiss of all time.  Pink on pink.  Emery's lips were so soft and polite.  Pretty.  Loving.

Shara's breath rattled from her lungs.  “I'm not doing this right.”

“You're not doing it wrong,” Emery replied.

The pace of Shara's heart slowed.  Everything slowed.  “Is this really what you want?” she asked.

Emery smiled and nodded encouragingly.  “Is it what you want, too?”

“Yeah,” Shara replied, though that didn't sound very romantic.

Emery kissed her again, this time placing a gentle hand on her cheek.  Shara flinched, and Emery stopped.  “I'm sorry. What did I do?”

“Nothing,” Shara assured her.  “I'm just worried my skin isn't smooth enough, maybe?”

With a loving smile, Emery said, “Sure it is.  Feels really nice.”

“It does?”

Emery nodded.

They kissed again, and it started out sweet, but it didn't stay that way.  

Without saying the words explicitly, Emery somehow conveyed the message: Let Go.  And magically, miraculously, Shara did.  All the fears she was holding, all the years of shame she'd learned from the world—she let it all go and allowed herself to be fully in the moment with Emery.

Her roommate.

Maybe it helped that they weren't something more.  Maybe it helped that they'd never spoken of love, or dating, or what it all meant.  Where it was going.  Shara didn't want to think of those things.  Later, possibly, but not now.

Now, all Shara wanted was to fixate on the overwhelming sensation of Emery's tongue sweeping circles around hers.  It was all so sensual.  Sex stuff usually made Shara feel icky, but not this.  This was nice.  This kissing was pure pleasure.  It warmed her belly, warmed her chest.  

And that warmth travelled down.  To her thighs.  To encircle her groin.  Closing in on that zone.  The No-Go Zone for too many dates.

But not for Emery.

Emery could go wherever she wished.  Free Range Emery.  She could travel.  She could touch.

She didn't, though.  Only Shara's face.  Nowhere else.  Not yet.

How could Shara tell her roommate that she wanted to feel that soft, cold hand travelling down her chest.  Oh, down some more.  Under her top.  Yes, to her breasts.

As it turned out, Shara didn't need to say the words.  Emery knew what to do.

Every touch tickled Shara's skin in a profoundly erotic way.  That riveting sensation travelled across her flesh, and under it, warming her organs.  Love washed over her like a wave.  Love filled her with lust.  The kind you can't deny and you don't want to.

Shara placed a gentle hand on Emery's shoulder and a spark passed between them.  She didn't want to touch too hard.  She wasn't sure how Emery wanted her to express her desire.  The best she could think was to go along with whatever Emery wished to do, because Shara would certainly want the same. 

The pressure Emery exerted on her body drove her down on the bed.  She couldn't believe how easily this was happening.  Usually, sex was something Shara approached with trepidation.  Lots of talk.  Negotiation.

Not with Emery.  She didn't want it to be that way with Emery.

With Emery, she could simply flow.  Go with the flow.  Go, go, go...

Kiss.  Touch.  Take.

Shara's top came off.  Emery kissed down her collarbone, kissed her small breasts, landed cozily at one nipple and sucked it sweetly.

The sheer sensation surprised Shara.  It seemed like such an easy move, such a small thing, but the way it made her feel blew her mind.  She felt the warmth of Emery's mouth throughout her body, especially between her legs.

How did it feel so good?  So intense, but also warm and safe?

“Can I?” Emery whispered, looking up into Shara's face.

What she really meant to ask was “May I?” but Shara knew better than to comment.  She'd learned, from bitter experience, that people didn't like having their grammar corrected in bed.  

Shara nodded.  “Anything.  Anything you want to do, go ahead.”

“I want you inside me,” Emery said.  “But I only want it if you want it too—if you're comfortable and you want it.”

“I do,” Shara assured her.  “I really do.  I really, really do.”

A smile like the sun shone across Emery's lips as Shara pushed her pants and underwear to the floor.  Her legs were hanging off the bed, which was fine.  Everything was fine.  She'd never been so relaxed about sex.

Even though she felt really turned on inside her mind, Shara's body wasn't quite there.  And she wasn't even embarrassed or ashamed about that!  Had someone else's mind planted itself in her body or something?  She was always embarrassed and ashamed about everything.

Not today.

Emery was quick to move down the bed, unbuttoning and untying her retro blouse, shrugging it onto the floor.  Leaving on her bra.

Normally, Shara would have felt really uncomfortable being naked with someone who was still wearing a bra and skirt and knee socks, and probably underwear too, but not today.  Today, she was completely at ease with everything.  It was almost impossible to believe, like living in a dream.  But this dream was better than any reality she'd every experienced, so hey! She'd take it.

With those sweet breasts nestled inside a white bra, Emery traced her pink tongue up Shara's shaft.  That move inspired a reaction—much more of a reaction than anyone else had inspired, in similar circumstances.

It's not just that Emery's tongue felt warm and wet, but that the touch of it against Shara's sensitive skin brought an incredible gush of love cascading through her whole body: up from her crotch to her heart, choking her the same way tears would.  Maybe this was the same.  Maybe she was crying and she didn't even know it.

Emery licked Shara's tip in sweet circles, then trapped it between those perfect pink lips. 

A surge of arousal rushed to that spot between Shara's legs.  She gave in to the change of state, from liquid to solid.  With Emery, she didn't mind so much.  She wanted her roommate to find pleasure in her body.

Emery took more in her mouth.  Still slow and measured, her movements.  Sucking with care.  Nothing nasty about a girl like that.  She was so perfect, so pretty.  Prettier by the moment.

“Can I put it inside me?” Emery asked.  “Is that really okay?”

“It's okay, it's okay!” Shara assured her.  “I want you to.  I do.”

Emery smiled as she climbed Shara's body, straddling, standing tall on both knees, towering like a skyscraper.

Because Emery's skirt was in the way, Shara couldn't see when Emery inserted one part into another.  But she could sure feel it.  She could feel the warmth of Emery's insides.  Feel the slickness, the slip and slide.

Emery did the work, leaning forward, leaning down until her bra brushed Shara's nipples.  That sensation alone nearly made Shara come.  But not quite.  

When Emery kissed her, heaven entered into sight.  Shara closed her eyes, wanted to touch Emery, but didn't know where.  Hips?  Back?  Butt?  She couldn't decide, so she didn't make a move—just lay there like a sheet, receiving everything Emery had to give.

Shara wanted to say that it felt really good, the way Emery was moving on her, but she would have to interrupt their kiss to talk, so instead she moaned in her roommate's mouth.

Her roommate moaned, too.  Moaned sweetly.  

Lovely, lovely Emery.  

That wool skirt itched Shara's belly, but there was nothing she could do about it.  She felt a different sort of itch inside herself, but that was a good itch.  It modulated into a hot swirl, and then a clamping sort of feeling.  She was about to come. 

Emery seemed to know it.  She started moving faster, rocking harder, bucking and grunting while they kissed. 

Stars exploded inside Shara's mind.  That's what she saw, with this orgasm of hers.  She wondered what Emery saw, but she couldn't stop panting long enough to ask.  

Even after they'd finished kissing, Emery stayed on top, her body a hot blanket.  Sort of sweaty, but that was okay.  It was nice, to feel someone else's skin that way.

Their faces were so close together, but angling in opposite directions.  That was comfortable, for Shara.  Perfect, really.

When Emery rolled to one side, Shara breathed deeply.  She didn't want to move.  

Emery reached for her hand. They wove their fingers together in a way that felt modestly romantic.  It was nice, this moment.  Very nice and comfortable.  Shara didn't feel naked at all.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” Emery said, apologetically.  “Is that okay?  Do you mind?”

What a funny thing to ask, but Shara thought she knew why: Emery didn't want her feeling abandoned.

“I don't mind,” Shara insisted.  “You can still do what you like.”

Emery hadn't moved a muscle.  “What if I like staying in bed with you?  What then?”

“Then you can come back,” Shara assured her.  “You can go and you can come.”

When Shara turned her head, she found Emery gazing at her with a smile on those perfect pink lips. 

Emery kissed Shara, but on the nose this time.  It was remarkably wet and it made Shara laugh.  Emery laughed, too, and got up from the bed.

“I'll be back in a sec,” Emery said.  “If that's okay.  If that's what you want.”

“That's what I want,” Shara assured her.  “That really is what I want.”
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Mummify Me
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They shouldn’t leave those hospital carts unsupervised.

You know—the ones stocked with latex gloves and tensile bandages and length after length of white cotton gauze.  

It’s a good thing I carry a big purse.  Or maybe it’s a bad thing.  Maybe I’d be less inclined to steal if I had nowhere to stash the goods.

When I got home, Rosa asked me how it went.  How was my mother doing?  Better than yesterday?  Worse?

I dumped out the contents of my purse on the couch.  “Look at all the gauze I stole!”

She looked at me inquisitively, but she didn’t ask any questions.

“From the hospital,” I said.  “So you can wrap me up.”

Her brow furrowed.  “Wrap you up?”

“Yeah, like a mummy.  Mummify me, baby!”

She remained on the couch, staring up at me, ignoring the stolen goods at her side.  “Are you sure there isn’t anything you want to talk about?”

“Nope!”

I picked up a roll of gauze and tossed it at her.  She caught it, though I doubt if she meant to.  I think she just caught it because it was thrown at her.

Once I’d scooped up the other rolls, I said, “Come on!  We’ll do it in the bedroom.”

“Do what?” she asked, following a long.

“I already told you, Ro-Ro: I want you to wrap me up like a mummy.”

“But why?”

“Why?” I scoffed.  “Because it’s kinky!  Don’t you know
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