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THE LOVERS EMBRACE

 

She held him close, cupping the back of his head with her 

left hand and running her fingers through his soft golden 

hair, pushing her cheek against his. She smiled softly as she 

remembered their first meeting, all those months ago.

#

Their eyes had met across a crowded train, a smile shared 

and a desire blooming in her belly that she had not felt for 

many years. He was handsome, young and athletic with sharp 

cheekbones and elegant wire spectacles on his face. His business 

suit was cut to fit and showed his figure perfectly. She knew 

from that moment that she should be with him; stay with him for 

life.

As the train pulled into Kings Cross she pushed through the 

carriage to get closer to him. The train emptied and he was 

swept through the doors, vanishing into the sea of people. As 

she herself left the carriage, she stood looking for his golden 



hair in the crowd. He was gone.

#

One week later she saw him again, earlier in the journey. 

This time the train was not so busy, so she acted quicker. 

Moving to a seat opposite him, she met his gaze once again.

‘Good morning’ he said, that soft smile tickling his mouth. 

She could not speak and simply returned his smile. He went back 

to reading his book, some kind of science fiction novel she had 

not heard of. For the remainder of the journey she sat there, 

gazing at him. At such a close proximity, she noticed how deep a 

blue his eyes were, how the ring finger on his left hand was 

empty. Several times he looked up from his book, smiling that 

smile that made her heart palpitate.

At Kings Cross she let him depart, afraid to speak to him. 

When she herself left the train, she made her way to the station 

cafe to reflect on the journey. Sitting there, a cappuccino 

slowly going cold in front of her, she was aware of a presence 

at her table. Looking up, there he was.

‘Is this seat taken?’ he asked

Finally, she spoke saying ‘N... no. Of course not.’

‘Thank you.’ He responded, sitting opposite her. After a 

while he continued ‘I know you. From the train.’

She looked straight at him. This was her moment. ‘Yes...’ 



she responded, simply

‘Do you live in London?’ he asked

‘Yes, I do; Greenwich.’

‘That’s a nice area. I’ve visited there many a time to see 

the observatory, the Cutty Sark.’

There was a pause before she blurted ‘Do you?’

He looked at her and she continued, shyly ‘Live in London, 

I mean...’

That smile again ‘No.’ he said ‘I come here every few weeks 

on work. What puts you on that train, if you live in Greenwich?’

‘My mother,’ she replied ‘She lives in Newark; I try to 

visit her as often as I can. She’s quite old now and unwell.’

‘That’s very good of you then. It’s a considerable journey 

to make as regularly as you do.’

I have to ask, she thought, I may not get another chance

‘Do you...’ she began, pausing before finally gathering her 

composure ‘Do you want to get another drink sometime?’

He looked at her for a minute before smiling and 

responding ‘I would love to.’

Her heart leaped and her mouth split her face with her 

biggest smile ever. ‘When is best for you?’ she asked

‘Tomorrow evening would be fine. I’m here for a few days. 

Shall we meet at, say, Covent Garden?’



‘That would be fine. I can’t wait’ Oh God, was that too 

much, she thought, I don’t want to seem overbearing

He smiled, standing ‘Nor can I.’

#

They met many times over the next few weeks, visiting cafes 

and bars, laughing and sharing stories, finding out about one 

anothers lives. After every meeting he would walk her back to 

her flat in Greenwich, never going inside with her, until the 

day; the one day she had planned for since they first met each 

others gaze on the train.

She stood on the step up to the front door of her flat.

‘Do you want to come in?’ she said, coyly smiling

He hesitated for a moment before responding ‘I... I think I 

do.’

She opened the door, beckoning him to follow. As the door 

closed behind them they sprung into a passionate embrace, 

holding, kissing and caressing. He was warm, the way he held her 

gentle and comforting, his soft lips working their way from her 

mouth to her neck. She sighed deeply, guiding them both 

backwards into her living room. They collapsed onto a 

leatherette settee, still holding one another, still kissing.

She broke free long enough to say ‘Oh, my love; you don’t 

know how long I have waited for this. To hold you, to have you; 



forever!’

His face took on a look of surprise, but she held him close 

once again, pulling him in so suddenly, feeling his body jump. 

He let out a long, deep sigh.

She continued ‘I cannot be without you. No; I will not be 

without you. These last few weeks have affirmed this - I need 

you. Always. You are my whole life, ever since I laid eyes on 

you. You make me whole, fill a void I have lived with for years. 

I knew I needed to keep you near me. I didn’t know if you would 

but, when you agreed to see me that first time I knew I could 

make it happen; I knew I could convince you to stay. Now you’re 

here... you’re here and I know you will never go. You will never 

leave me. I love you. I will always love you...’

She smiled, holding him closer, feeling him against her. 

Slowly, she removed the knife from between his ribs, feeling him 

jerk slightly at the motion. A patch of warmth began to form 

between them and she listened calmly as his breathing became 

more shallow, slower. Eventually it stopped altogether and she 

held him for a few minutes longer before slowly standing and 

dragging him towards the bath that she had, earlier that day, 

filled with formaldehyde.
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