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Before YOU..

You came into my life becauge | epoke about death. [ wasn’t looking for you or
wanting you or dreaming of you. | wag preoccupied, focused and content with my
full-time gardening job, loving my freedom and independence and thinking of
nothing but my weekend walke in the hille with my flagk, my backpack, and a map.
Studying for my part time college courge and devouring one book after another

whenever [ wanted a break from thinking.

You weren’t in my mind. You didn’t exict in my life. You were just come hot shot
photographer on [ngtagram that lived 3,524 miles away in a country that gat
geographically on top of my birth country. [ followed you becauge [ fell in love with

your uncanny ability to capture the mundane behind the lens.

And then it all changed. Do people call that fate? When you meet a person, and
you have no idea why until you've lost them? You privately megsaged me after |
had posted a video of myself in the herb garden during the winter monthg ag |
gpoke about my love for winter’s death touch and the beauty of decay and the

anticipation of new life. We digcussed my views and yours and that wag it.



[t wagn’t your flattery that plucked at my heartetrings or your profile picture or
your great photography. [t wag your choice of wordg..the fact that you used

good grammar and in that one paragraph [ sensed a mind that [ could connect to.

[+ seemed go quick after that. The megsages that pagsed between ug, the photog
ghared and the way you made me laugh. You woke my body up in ways that |
hadn’t felt in a long time. [ found [ could pick up a pen again and that wag the
best gift you have given me. | liked you too quickly, but it happened that way,
regardlese of whether [ wanted to or not. You brughed away thoughte of college
homework and gardening tagke and going to sleep eagily. You replaced these
thoughte with YOU.  Beckoning me to your bed, laying your hande on my
wretchedly needy body and unlocking my gecret fantagies, visions and degireg

that [ have kept secret forever, until now.

You sent me a photo of you, and your morning grey stubble made me feel all
feminine ingide. [ traced the line of your lipg on my phone gereen with my finger
and zoomed in to gee the true colour of your eyes. They were blue. Steely blue

and [ held my breath for a second and uncongciougly touched my finger



to my lips, your gaze direct and piercing my own. There wag gomething there
that | found hard to explain, ag though at that moment of eye-to-eye contact, you
reached out through the gcreen and tucked a lock of my hair behind my ear,
trailed your fingerg along the back of my earlobe and down my neck, hegitant on

my collar bone and then quietly withdrawing.

[ rernember my mouth going dry and needing to lick my lips ag my knickers went
damp for wanting you. You became a complete distraction after that, one that
flustered and frugtrated me because you made me feel weak and exposed and |
have always felt strong and independent. [ didn’t like the way you made me feel
needy for you. My body deceives me, physically feeling deficit and bereft without
you and when [ tried to fill thege needs mygelf) although the initial pleagure wag
there, [ would still feel lacking and diseaticfied. You did thig - unknowingly to me,
and | can never admit thig to you, cannot ever admit to feeling o anaemic

without you.

You aren’t even my type. Aquariang and Taureang aren’t supposed to get along.

You are go.... American. [t turng out [ loved your &l frame and feeling like a



mouge begide you and your blue eyes and the gexy streake of grey in your hair,
and [ didn’t even mind the bageball cap that you wore religiously on every outing
or the fact that youre more of a cat pereon then a dog pergon or that you didn’t
drink coffee. [ let my eyeg travel along your cheekbones, along your jawbone and
up the contours of your face to the spot just behind your ears. [wanted to touch
the goftnese of them and the delicate way your hair curled around your neck. |
caught the cocky and migchievoug glint in your gaze, and | should have taken that
ag a warning. ['ve alwaygs been attracted to men capable of breaking my heart,
but you had me within geconds...milliseconds..with butterflieg in my stomach and
new-found heat between my lege and happinese under my gkin. [ go wanted to
touch you and see what you felt like and how you made me feel, imagining what it

would be like with you for real.

You made me write about ug without making me, and then [ couldn’t gtop writing
about ug and wanting you. You took me by surprice, tilted the ground beneath my
feet, unbalanced my balanced life ag though finding mygelf in a fun houge, totally

unprepared and blinkered.



F‘ebruarj

[ can’t believe how quickly you've turned my head. [ find myself looking at my
phone and waiting for that gpecific ping to go off, announcing your presence and
whatever it ig that you have to gay or show me. You have no idea how that gingle
sound affecte my body. [ can’t help the chemical reactiong that flare up and [ find
it unnerving and at the game time exhilarating, ag though discovering a new
footpath and not knowing where it leads too, enticing me around each bend, over

each hill and through each gate. [ just felt..drawn to you somehouw.

[ hear that ‘ping’ and [ feel happiness; a eun-beaming corny happiness that ctarts
in my chest and travelg through my body go that | am unconsciously smiling before
[ even pick up the phone. [ feel electric under my skin and frustrated at the same
time becauge | want g0 much to be sitting begide you, watching you watch me,
making the cornerg of your mouth twitch with humour when | eay gomething

funny or just wanting you to touch me.

When you ‘ping’, | get butterflies in my etomach, big ones that go thumping around



my ingides and awakening my adrenaline. | am euddenly aware of my gex; the
blood rugh between my legs and that crazy ingtantaneoug need for you to be
touching me there...fingerg or lipg or tongue... and waiting for you to reply or start

. . «p
a convergation or juet to gay “hi".

You are g0 many hourg behind me, and [ want to stay up for you just in cage you
are able to catch a few moments in your day to chat. How you've flipped my
world around. How you've stolen my time. How you're lowly seratehing at my

heartetrings, tapping at my bedroom door, and tattooing yourself to me.

F—‘ebruarj

How many first timeg there are for me! [ have daydreams of seeing you for
real, whilet [ strum the grags or weed the bed or gip my cup of goup on my
lunch break, huddled by the miniature heater and blowing my hands in the
garden shed. Sometimeg it scaree me that you may not react the way [ want

you to react, but you are perfect and eager and hungry for me in my fantagies.



[ don’t ever need to find you. [ just have to look up and you are there, your head
and ghouldere above all others. [t ig your broad and migchievoug grin that makeg
my heart flutter and the blood rugh to my cheeks. You are the same age ag me,
yet the light in your eyes and your emile haen’t changed gince you were 18, SHill

boyich and deliciously attractive and full of etrawberries and cotton candy.

When [ gee you, [ want to break into a run, all proprietary gone, nerves flung agide
and blown away by the very air that whooshes out of me when [ take off) like
dandelion geeds in a strong breeze. When you cateh me [ feel your armg and
hands move against the fabric of my drese and through its perfectness ag though
fitting the final piece in a [(OOO-piece puzzle with me locked against you, my lege
firm and wrapped hard around your waigt and [ want to gtay there, pressed up

againgt you, my face buried into your neck ag though [ live there.

[ fantagize about hearing you say my name for the first time; low and hot againgt
my throat and | can’t imagine the way that would make me feel. [ CAN imagine
being naked with you and the gex and what our convergationg will be like and the

gameg we would play and the food we would share and the photographe we would



