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A Taste of Someone Else

 


I kissed and
hugged my husband goodbye, before I left him on the platform. It
was a cold, and unemotional exchange. How did we get to this?

I was carried
along on the travelator with the other passengers, which took us to
the shuttle bay. I turned and waved, but Kevin had already gone. I
stepped off, and made my way inside the car. I checked my travel
card, and sat in my allocated seat.

I hate
travelling on the Super-Shuttle. I used to love it, until two years
ago. It all changed in 2056 when some idiot came up with a system
to make them go even faster. The speed in which they move now
always makes me feel queasy.

The conference
on Delta Nine was only for a day, with a night stopover, which
included a stay at the Adelphi Spectral. The Adelphi was the best
hotel chain in the Delta Quadrant. It was a trip for work, but
maybe some time away would give me time to think. I knew the
conference would be long, dull, and boring. Added to this, my
colleague Kassandra had to drop out at the last moment, and I had
to go on my own this time — with no one to discuss my feelings.

 


• • •

 


After a long day of listening to people enjoying the sound of their own
voices — it was time to go back to my room and change for a
relaxing evening meal, and hopefully some Soona wine (exclusive to
the Adelphi). I made my way along the corridor, before the others —
I didn’t want to be cooped-up in an elevator, even if it was a
large compartment. I used my ID tag on the sensor and within
seconds the doors opened. To my relief, it was empty, so I stepped
inside and sighed a deep breath. The doors closed, and the car
jerked slightly at first, and then moved along smoothly. I was
imagining the water cascading from the amazing shower in my room,
washing away all my problems.

The elevator slowed to a stop, and I grimaced with
distaste. I didn’t want to share space with anyone. The steel doors
parted … and I stood face-to-face with the most beautiful woman I’d
ever seen in my entire life. I felt an instant weakness inside,
which could only be described as pure sexual excitement. I’d only
ever felt this kind of emotion when I first met my husband. We’d
lost that spark somehow, and needed to rekindle it. So, why was I
feeling this way towards a woman? I wasn’t a lesbian, though I had always wondered
how it would feel.

I breathed in
the intoxicating aroma of her perfume. I felt dizzy, and the first
thing I wanted to do was pull her towards me — but I resisted. What
was I thinking? I’m a married woman — married to Kevin. I’d never
felt this way before — it scared and excited me.

In only a first glimpse, I fell in love with her full, red
lips, and translucent green eyes. She was a little taller than I,
which made me slightly uncomfortable — I hate being shorter, it
takes away the power. I could tell, just from her stance that she
was confident, and thrived on her own persona. Her black hair was
long and full, and I pictured it cascading down her back like a
waterfall. She was slim too, but curvy to the point of me wanting
her … right now! What was happening to me? Push her from your mind, push her
from your mind, I kept telling myself, but it wasn’t happening.
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