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'There is sacredness in tears. 

They are not the mark of weakness, 

but of power.’

Washington Irvin
































































Much of this story is based on real events.

Some of them my own.

All of it completely honest.








Un-unrequited


‘I’m gonna say something, and I know I’m gonna regret it as soon as I say it,’ Jason began, the hint of a smile brightening his Hollywood looks, ‘but we’re both married and happy so it feels fairly safe to say.’ His black Americano with three sugars sat cooling in the afternoon autumn breeze. He and Candace shared an outdoor table at Bohemian Brewers, the trendiest coffee shop on the high street.


‘So, I started smiling at the first half of your ‘announcement,’’ she began, ‘because I thought you were going to say that it was you who farted earlier, but now, this feels pretty serious - though I’m still primed for laughter. So… this better be good.’ Her smile glowed like a halo on a mischievous angel.

‘Maybe that’s a sign. You know what? I’ll leave it there, and we’ll move on. In fact, it was me who farted, and I have no regrets whatsoever.’

The pale sun and silver-blue sky gilded the metal edge of their round table, causing the diamonds embedded in Candace’s wedding ring to sparkle, and the touchscreen of Jason’s smartwatch, which read 11:58 am, to shine.

‘No, no, no, no you can’t do that. I hated when you did that back in the day, and I hate it even more right now.’

‘When I used to do what?’

‘Start a whole new line of conversation, pause, and then say ‘forget about it’ and change the subject.’

‘I don’t do that!’

‘You did it all the time, you dipstick! Do you remember the first time we all went away to Edinburgh for the short film festival, you did it so often I punched you in the gut and you peed a little.’

Candace realised that had come out a little louder than intended, so sunk her head into her shoulders and glanced around at the semi-busy, middle-class high street, hoping no one had heard. Following her lead, Jason leaned forward and began whispering between chuckles.

‘That’s why you hit me?!’

‘Yes! Because it’s flippin’ annoying and you’ve just done it again.’

‘That was a cheap shot you got me with, I wasn’t prepared.’

‘You didn’t wet yourself because you weren’t prepared, you wet yourself because you’ve never had abs.’

The childish air between the two thirty-somethings gave them an energy and a vibe that only naughty primary school chums could match.

‘How exactly would you know that?’

‘Oh please, I’ve seen you topless loads of times.’

‘Why is it okay that you can say that, but if I said the same thing about you, I would be some kind of pervert, and your husband would wanna knock me out?’

‘Pull the other one, I know you’ve copped a look before.’

He went to reply but stopped short and began to smile. ‘And how do you know I don’t have abs, now?’

‘Let me hit you again and we’ll find out.’

‘You see the issue is, I had my appendix out the other day…’
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