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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 theyd 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 Davids 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 Davids 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.

Whats that? she asked while plucking at some stray eyebrows.

Ive 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. Dont you see? This is the answer to everything. A new start for us.

Delia didnt see. Shed 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 werent going to catch fire.

Theres a lot to think about, she said, its a long way away.

I know, but weve 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 didnt quite get. And youll probably pick up new work when youre there. And its a promotion for me, so well have lots more money too. And the sun, dont forget about that. David stopped to take a breath.

No, I wont. 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 wasnt yet ready for that. Delia felt trapped, her choices limited.

When do we go? she asked, her voice a monotone.

Theyve suggested six weeks. Thats a good time, work-wise, for me to start, and it also gives us enough time to get organised from this end. And it also means we arrive at the beginning of their summer, before it gets too hot. David laughed out loud. And itll give you time to get your bikini body in shape.

Delia wondered why their ideas of humour were such poles apart.

Delia slid out from underneath Davids eager body and got onto all fours. From this position she had a great view out across the open doors of their balcony and towards Harbour Bridge. Even at this late hour there were still lanes of traffic moving across it. She liked to watch the lights reflected in the calm waters below. David had both hands on her shoulders now, bracing himself against her as he thrust doggy-style. Delia slid down onto her elbows and allowed her chin to rest on the backs of her hands. This change of position spread the strain but also forced her buttocks even higher into the air. She knew David liked that. The force of his thrusts resulted in corresponding groans from her, sounds that David mistook for pleasure. And when he expelled that final, primordial grunt, Delia allowed a sigh of her own to escape, while wishing with all her heart that it had been climactic.

Whew! That was good. Those hot summer nights have a lot to answer for. David gave Delias bottom a playful slap and caressed his hand along her elevated rump, before he slumped down onto his back on the soft mattress.

Delia was still in doggy position, admiring her view of the river lights. She was actually quite comfortable crouching there and knew that her knees would object as soon as she tried to move them. They did, and she grunted as she too fell over onto her back.

Oh, Im getting old, she sighed.

You should speak to Zo.

(There is a rule that you would think every man knows  but not David, seemingly. The rule states that when a woman makes any reference to getting old, getting fat, or whatever, what she definitely does not need is for the man  in any way, shape or form  to agree with her. Anyway, Delia was only 35, hardly old at all.) In one simple, short sentence, David had managed to anger Delia on three very large counts. (Was that a record?) Firstly, he didnt deny her statement. (Big mistake.) Secondly, he seemed to be suggesting that another woman knew the answer to Delias ageing problem. (Oh dear.) And thirdly, who the hell was this Zo anyway?

Who is Zo and why should I talk to her about getting old?

David emitted one of his self-gratifying laughs. Shes my PA.

Why didnt Delia know this? Why had David kept it such a secret?

You didnt tell me you had a PA?

Didnt I?

No.

Oh, I must have forgotten.

Forgot you had one or forgot to tell me?

That laugh again, slightly less confident now. Are you jealous?

Should I be?

I dont know. If youre jealous, it means you still care.

Is that what you think?

Yes.

Of course I still care. Delia realised she was probably a little tardy with her confirmation but David appeared not to have noticed. He was still feeling smug (he thought hed made her come) and yawned as he stretched out his limbs. The post-coital glow from his almost-finished cigarette brightened as he took a final drag. Actually Delia wasnt really sure how she felt about David any more. Their move to Sydney had not ignited any sparks. She reined in her thoughts.

Why should I meet her?

Shes into callisthenics, or Kamasutra yoga, or something like that. She specialises in older couples; runs classes once a week at the gym. It would help your knees.

Older couples? Delia often forgot that David was ten years her senior, but what was even more galling, was that he often forgot that she was ten years his junior. But this way of thinking wasnt getting Delia anywhere. She pulled herself together again, and reminded herself of the maxim: Know thy enemy.

Id like to meet her, she said.

Well, that might happen sooner than you think. Some people at work have arranged a barbie for the weekend. Weve been invited. Zo will be there.

Suck my cock before we go.

Delia was sitting cross-legged on the carpet. She had the contents of one of her drawers strewn across the floor in front of her, trying to decide which T-shirt matched which pair of shorts. David had positioned himself so that he was standing in front of her, legs astride, his feet lost amongst the blue tops. The last thing she felt like was sucking his dick. She looked up at his naked form, his hopeful boner. She got up onto her knees so that her mouth was level with his cock, piled some T-shirts under her knee joints, and began to roughly massage Davids dick with her hands.

Oh, not too fast, he implored.

She sighed and began again. She gently licked him with the tip of her tongue, sending flickering movements across the tip of his penis. Holding his bum in her hands, she then ran her tongue along the length of his shaft, upwards and downwards.

Oh, yes, I like that, thats good, baby, oh do it, do it now, baby, now.

Sometimes Delia thought that David sounded as though hed walked straight off the set of a porn movie. She wondered if he practised his lines in the shower beforehand. She could actually imagine it and let out a little snigger.

Oh, youre enjoying this too, arent you, sweetie?

In answer, she took the whole of him into her mouth, could feel his dick reaching down into the back of her throat. She released a little of him in case she choked and then swallowed hard. The sensation drew a gasp from him and it was only a matter of moments before he came spurting into her mouth. Delia swallowed once more, released Davids flaccid penis, and wiped the back of her hand across her mouth.

Oh you are so good, baby. David ruffled her hair and fell back onto the bed with a satisfied sigh.

* * *

Delia found a spot in the shade and sank into a deckchair that someone had thoughtfully placed under the large gum tree. Its leafage was scanty but sufficed. As well as cooling her down, it also gave Delia the opportunity to spy on the competition in comfort. David had introduced her to everyone when they had arrived at the BBQ, Zo included, and Delia wanted to sit back now and unobtrusively observe the interaction. They had all eaten the sausages and steaks provided, along with baked beans, various salads, and some type of bread called damper. They had also consumed a lot of beer, or tinnies as the cans were called.

Delia sipped at her spritzer as she surveyed the scene. David was in the middle of one group with Zo standing close to him. She appeared to be relating some amusing anecdote, judging by the sniggers that were emanating from the others, that is, and every now and again Zo would look up and send a smile in Delias direction. For some reason, this disconcerted Delia, and each time it happened, she quickly looked away. After a while, Delia got up from the deckchair and began to mingle again, surreptitiously keeping an eye on Zo and David as she did so. They did seem to spend a lot of time in each others company, but each time Delia tried to sneak a glance in their direction, Zo would intercept it. The woman was becoming a pain. Obviously, more direct action was required, so Delia moved into their circle and went straight up to Zo.

Zo, David was telling me that you run classes in yoga or something.

Zolaughed and punched David in the ribs. David pretended it hurt. Whos been tittle-tattling? she joked. Then she turned her gaze to Delia and almost bowled her over with the intensity of her grey eyes, the colour of a stormy ocean. I do run classes, Delia, but youre far too young for them. In one fell swoop, Delia knew that Zo and she would be forever friends. But I tell you what, if you have any particular problem, Ill give you a private lesson. There were various sniggers, not least from David. He interrupted now.

How come youve never offered me private lessons? He looked around for sympathy from the sycophantic group. He was the boss after all. There were guffaws all round. Delia ignored them.

I might just take you up on that, Zo, she said. But before then, how about dinner  at our place? Are you free next Saturday? David beamed at Zo, urging her to say yes to this uncharacteristic show of hospitality. Delia hated cooking.

Zodidnt hesitate. Id love to come. What time?

The date settled, and her plan of action set in motion, Delia left Davids circle in search of a top-up. She was standing at the bar when she suddenly felt a spark on her arm, like static electricity, only stronger. It was as though she had been hit with an electronic zapper. She quickly turned around. Zo, trying to catch her attention, was rubbing the length of Delias arm with the back of her hand.

Look, Delia, theyre having a boat race  the men against the women  want to play?

Whats a boat race?

Zolooked astounded. Youve never heard of a boat race? Come on, Ill show you. Zo got behind Delia and pushed her into the centre of the melee. Were in, were in, she shouted, and then dragged the two of them into the line that was forming. Someone placed a can of beer in Delias hand as Zo tried to explain the objective of the game. You have to down it as quickly as possible and then place the empty can upside down on your head.

Delia was still standing in a daze as Zo got in line behind her. She put one arm over Delias shoulder and bent into her ear. The feel of her hot breath sent alarming shivers down Delias spine.

Remember, dont start drinking yours until the person in front has put hers on her head, otherwise well be disqualified.

And then it all happened so quickly. There was shouting and cheering and when it came to her turn, Delia pulled off the ring-pull and began gulping down the beer. Despite giving it her best shot, she couldnt finish, but equally as much she didnt want to let her team (or was it Zo?) down and so allowed the unfinished beer to drip over her head as she turned the can upside down, and instantly turned around to encourage Zo. Someone in the mens team had cheated and they were being penalised with an extra go, and suddenly the womens team had won, and the girls were all jumping around in glee and, before she knew it, Zos lips were pressed on hers in a congratulatory kiss.

When Delia woke up the following morning, she couldnt remember much about the remainder of the evening. All she did know was that she would be counting the days until the following Saturday.

Delia laughed at herself as she stood in front of her full-length mirror, trying to decide what to wear. Not since her teenage days, had she been so concerned about her image. What was going on? She finally decided on a plain white shirt and her Calvin Kleins. That combination showed her shapely figure to its best advantage, yet at the same time, didnt shout it. Subdued, yet sexy was how she saw herself. She gave another self-deprecatory laugh before running her hands through her hair and making her way downstairs. David was already on the balcony, drink in hand. He turned when he heard Delia enter.

Mmmm, you look delicious, I could eat you up. He squeezed her tightly with his free arm, but before Delia could respond, the doorbell rang and she left to answer it.

Half a crate of beer and several bottles of wine later, they were all struggling to keep their eyes open.

You cant go home now, Zo, David was slurring, you cant drive for a start and I dont think public transport is safe at this time of night. Do you, Delia? He looked across at Delia for corroboration.

I could call a cab, Zo offered.

No, you dont need to do that. Delia will make up the sofa bed, wont you, darling? Its quite comfortable, isnt it, Delia?

No, I dont want to be any trouble, Zo continued her half-hearted argument.

You wont be. Delia found herself insisting Zo stay, and even went off to get the bedding as if that would clinch the deal. David, meanwhile, couldnt stay awake any longer. He struggled to say his goodnights and then took himself off to bed.

Zohelped Delia with the bed covers and then sat down heavily on the transformed sofa. Delia was sitting on the floor, at her feet, putting a pillow into its case. She was tired herself, but wanted to make sure Zo was OK before she left her to her own devices.

You know where the bathroom is. If you want a shower in the morning, the towels are there. Help yourself. And make yourself tea, or whatever you like. Dont wait for us to get up. She smiled up at Zo. She was about to say, Make yourself at home, but before she could get the words out, Zo leant forward and ran her hand over Delias sleek black locks. Delia stretched out her own hand in turn and pulled one of Zos curls. It immediately pinged back into its spiral. They both laughed.

I like you, said Zo.

I like you too, Delia replied.

They both readjusted their bodies so that they were facing each other. Delicately, and using the fingers of both hands, Zo started to slowly unbutton Delias white cotton shirt. When she had undone them all, she spread the shirt apart. Delia wasnt wearing a bra. Her dark nipples were rock hard and aching to be touched. Zo looked into her eyes.

Please, Delia pleaded.

Zocupped a breast in each hand, as though weighing them, and lifted them towards her lips as she moved her head downwards. Delia let out a long sigh as Zos tongue brushed first one nipple, then the other.

Oh, that feels so good, Delia said. Zo began sucking at Delias nipples, then rained kisses over each breast.

Oh, they are so beautiful, she sighed.

Delia inhaled deeply. I want to see you.

Zo didnt answer, but looked to where David had disappeared.

Oh dont worry about him, Delia reassured her. After what hes drunk tonight hell be dead to the world, until lunchtime at least.

Zo smiled again and lifted her T-shirt over her head, exposing a pretty, lacy bra. She undid that and allowed her boobs to escape. (Apart from when she was a baby, and that really didnt count), Delia had never been so close to a womans breasts before. Her eyes were level with Zos soft, pink nipples as she reached out and grazed one with the palm of her hand. She felt it instantly harden. She moved her palm across to the other and got the same reaction. And then they had their arms around each other, their breasts pressing together, and Delia kissed another woman for the first time in her life. It felt strange and soft and weird and wonderful. Delia felt Zos hands at her waist, her jeans being unzipped and the warmth of Zos hand on her pussy. She could feel a finger inserting itself into the folds of her labia and then, magic oh magic, it was at the entrance of her vagina.

Oh my God!

Whats wrong? Zo panted.

Nothing, oh dont stop, that feels fucking fantastic!

Zo had two fingers inside her now and was moving them in a rhythmic motion. Delia was no longer able to hold her position and fell backwards onto the carpet. She gave a disappointed sigh at the loss of Zos fingers, but Zo was quickly down beside her, lying on top of her, her fingers back in position.

If you dont stop that soon, Im going to come, Delia cried out.

Then come, Zo commanded. And Delia did.

Suddenly all tiredness was gone as they sat close to each other, their backs propped up against the sofa bed.

Ive never been with a woman before, Delia admitted. She reached across and gently played with Zos nipples as she spoke. I thought I was growing out of love with David, but maybe I was growing out of love with men, she mused. She turned around so that she could look straight into Zos eyes. Maybe Im falling in love with women. Can I see all of you?

Zoremoved her arm from where it had been resting, around Delias shoulders, and stood up in front of her. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to her ankles. Then she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slipped them off too. She stepped out of them and moved back a couple of feet. The hair on her pussy was a dark bronze colour; it glowed like gold.

Delia held out her arms and said, Come closer.

Zomoved forwards until her pussy was directly in front of Delias face. Delia got up, lifted the pillow from the bed and placed it at Zos feet. Then she knelt on it and took hold of Zos buttocks, drawing her even closer. She was reminded of her encounter with David the previous week. She found it difficult not to make comparisons; how excited and thrilled she felt now, to have this woman in front of her, compared with the ennui aroused by Davids proximity.

At first, Delia stroked the fuzz of Zos pussy, feeling the wiriness spring back after each languorous caress. Then she parted the outer labia and lapped the entire length of Zos inner lips. She felt the nub of Zos clit with her tongue and felt exhilarated by the sensation. She found her tongue continually drawn back to that spot, circling and circling with increasing pressure. Zos sighs told her she was doing it right. She withdrew her head and looked up, and was rewarded with a beaming smile. Still holding Zos gaze, she moved her fingers towards her vagina and watched Zos face glaze over as she rubbed her fingers around the opening. Zo widened her legs, allowing Delia full access and, at the same time, bringing herself lower, closer. The action was tantamount to begging. Delia could feel the swelling moistness as she inserted a finger and felt the vaginal walls closing in on her. One finger didnt seem to be enough; she inserted two, then three. Zos breathing was quickening all the time. And then Delia felt the weight of Zos body released on her as she cried out and came in Delias hand.

Delia felt amazed and stunned and insatiated, all at the same time, as if she could never get enough of this woman. She wanted to stay with her all night, explore her body and discover new delights.

I want to stay with you, she said, I want to lose myself in you. She sighed and then reluctantly said, But I need to go. Tell me we can do this again.

Of course we can, Zo assured her. We can have as many girlie nights as you like.

They kissed and parted.

Zowas right. It was easy for them to engender girls nights out and they began to meet once a week, usually for a meal or the cinema. And sometimes Zo would take them into a gay bar for a drink, but no matter what they did, they always, always, ended up at Zos apartment, where Delia continued her delirious exploration of what she liked to call, her island of Lesbos. She never questioned what was happening to her, or how long it would last, although she did wonder if a time would come when she would have to come out of the closet to David. She couldnt imagine how he would react. She was confused herself. She had never felt like this with another woman; she had never felt like this with another man! It was Zo that entranced her.

Is David at all suspicious, dyou think? Zo asked one evening.

Delia lifted her head from the nipple she was suckling. Nah, I dont think so. He seems very caught up in his work these days. Youve got that big project coming up, havent you? So, like you, he has to work late some evenings. But, and Delia let out a little chortle, just between you and me, I keep him sweet anyway.

Do you? Not sure Im happy about that. Zo sat up and rebuffed Delia from settling down to her other nipple.

Oh, it means nothing, darling. You know he cant take me to the heights like you do. Delia muzzled her way towards Zos right breast.

But he is your long-time boyfriend and Im just your lesbian lover, Zo persisted.

Just! Youre the best thing thats happened to me, Zo. I love being with you.

Do you? Do you really? she laughed, as she flipped Delia over onto her back and began to partake of her own feast. Then I guess I shouldnt complain. And you should keep David sweet, as you call it. We dont want to upset him; he is my boss, after all.

Thats true. I sometimes forget that  that you have to keep up appearances every day; keep our little secret to yourself, dont you?

Zodidnt answer; her mouth was full.

* * *

David hurriedly got out of his work-clothes; a cold beer was calling to him from the fridge. He threw his suit onto the bed, realising it would have to go to the cleaners. Wouldnt do for Delia to recognise the stain, he thought ruefully to himself. He folded his jacket and trousers up and put them into a plastic bag, wondering if he could risk handing it over to Delia. Would she check? Was she suspicious? Recently, she certainly hadnt given him that impression. She appeared to have settled down nicely. He was right, the change of scene had worked wonders on her. She rarely, if ever, complained about things these days, and was also much more receptive to his lovemaking. He was even sure shed come now and again, and he didnt think shed been faking. He could be wrong, of course. You never could tell with women. As an afterthought, he decided to have a quick check of the pockets. You could never be too careful. He was glad he did, for there, lurking in his inside pocket was a note from Zo. And there was no way he could have passed it off as work-related  not with the imprint of Zos lipstick and all those kisses underneath it.
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