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A Change of Scene
by Bimbo Ross


Their mediocre lovemaking over, David rolled to his side of the bed and Delia to hers. She reached out for a tissue to wipe the offending leakage, ruefully remembering a time when she would wallow in the evidence of their carnal bliss, even happily take possession of the damp spot. These days they both scuttled away from it like two guilty lovers. Delia wondered if couples could still call themselves lovers after they’d been together as long as she and David had. What was it, ten years now? Familiarity had stolen so much.


Delia turned around and looked at David’s back. He was naked, having thrown the duvet back from his body. She noted the almost feminine curve of his spine as he lay with his knees towards his chest and his exposed hip thrust upwards. She had an urge to run her finger along the curve of his buttocks, but desisted. There was no point in trying again. One failure a night was more than enough. But how long should they keep trying? How long did they wait before accepting defeat?


‘Great news!’


Delia heard David’s voice before she saw him. Well, actually, she heard the door slam and his feet running up the stairs before she heard his voice. She was sitting at her dressing table when he rushed into their bedroom and she saw his flushed and excited face reflected amongst the lotions and potions that lined her dressing table mirror.


‘What’s that?’ she asked while plucking at some stray eyebrows.


‘I’ve got the job in Sydney.’ Delia put the tweezers down and swivelled round to look directly at him. He was grinning from ear to ear. He sat down on the bed, reached out his hands and took hold of hers. ‘Don’t you see? This is the answer to everything. A new start for us.’


Delia didn’t see. She’d never understood the assumption that a new place could jumpstart a failing relationship and re-ignite its dying embers. She equated the concept with carrying damp logs to a new fireplace. They still weren’t going to catch fire.


‘There’s a lot to think about,’ she said, ‘it’s a long way away.’


‘I know, but we’ve been through it all. You can still do your illustrating from there. You know – have computer can travel.’ He hopped on one foot, and acted out carrying a laptop in his armpit, a pantomime that Delia didn’t quite get. ‘And you’ll probably pick up new work when you’re there. And it’s a promotion for me, so we’ll have lots more money too. And the sun, don’t forget about that.’ David stopped to take a breath.


‘No, I won’t.’ Delia smiled for the first time. This promotion had been on the cards for months and they had talked over the permutations of it on many occasions. Somehow though, Delia never thought it would actually come to fruition. And in the intervening time since the idea of the move was first mooted, she felt that she and David had grown even further apart. She thought it ironic that they should move further away in order to come closer together. And yet what was the alternative? If she let him go without her that would definitely be the end of their floundering relationship. She wasn’t yet ready for that. Delia felt trapped, her choices limited.
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