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It was coming. The pace was building. Her heart was thumping against her 
chest. The moment she had been anticipating. The climax was coming. The 
excitement was unbearable. It was so close now. She drew her knees closer 
into her chest. She was ready for it.  

 And much sooner than she had hoped, it was all over. The blurred 
features of the living room came slowly back into focus.  

‘Well,’ Susan sighed with satisfaction, ‘that’s that then.’ She closed the 
book and stroked the front cover. ‘Not as good as the first two I’d say, but I 
still couldn’t put it down.’ 

Her husband, George, was sitting across from her in his armchair 
reading the Sunday Express. He hadn’t heard Susan speak. His eyes remained 
glued to the sports section. 

Susan rested the book on her lap and gazed at George. Her eyes 
devoured him; from the balding head to worn-out slippers. An eyelash flutter 
went unnoticed. 

‘George?’ she asked, playfully. 
‘Hm?’ George grunted, his eyes still on the paper. 
‘I was just thinking.’  
‘What?’ 
‘Well, do you have any... sort of...’ Susan caressed the raised lettering 

of the cover, nervously searching for the right word. ‘Have you ever 
fancied...’ Her wrinkled fingers drummed against the hardback as her 
eyebrows danced above her spectacles. 

Out of politeness, George glanced quickly at his wife before returning 
to the cricket scores. ‘Painting the bathroom?’ he teased. ‘Grey’s a bit 
gloomy, don’t you think, love?’ 

Susan narrowed her eyes. ‘You know what I mean.’ 
‘Jesus, Susan. Why are you reading that?’ 
‘It’s good,’ she protested, cradling the book to her chest. 
‘You should be ashamed. It’s as bad as that vampire drivel you were 

reading before.’ 
‘Well –’ 
‘And there’s another one published every week. It seems any sexually 

frustrated old crone can shit on a piece of paper and call it literature these 
days.’ 

‘Carol calls it feminist writing.’  
‘Doesn’t he use some girl as a sex slave?’ 
‘Well... sort of. But –’ 
‘Very liberating.’ 



Susan pursed her lips, her leg fidgeted wildly. She glared at her 
husband. He always won arguments. ‘I just thought you might like to try 
something different.’ 

‘Well,’ George smoothed out the creases of his paper, smug in his 
victory, ‘I don’t.’ 

Susan picked at her nails. After five painfully quiet minutes, she 
snatched back her book and flicked through the pages, making little dog-ears 
on her favourite parts. 

Noticing this, George leaned over. ‘What are you doing that for?’  
‘I’m making note of all the juicy parts.’ Susan reached down, picked up 

her mug from the floor and gulped her Horlicks.  
‘Why?’ 
‘There are some things I’d like to remember.’ 
 George grumbled as he slumped back in the chair. Susan smiled and 

continued to finger through the pages, giggling whenever she found a saucy 
scene. 

‘Ooh, now that’s a good ’n,’ Susan chortled as she made a large fold. 
Unable to ignore his curiosity anymore, George dumped his paper in 

his lap. ‘What sort of things?’ 


