A Fleck of Glitter on Her Cheek by Amber Loomis

The afternoon sun dances on my arms as | lie outstretched in the grass. Its
warmth spreads across my body, making me yearn for a springtime that
hasn’t yet arrived. | take in the crisp blue Sydney sky, knowing that it won’t be
long before it starts getting dark. That’s my least favourite thing about winter.
The short days.

She rests her head on my chest. | inhale the smell of her shampoo. It’s
the one she bought half off at Priceline, begrudgingly, instead of the package-
free vegan one she saw an ad for on Instagram and wishes she could afford.
| nod in agreement when she complains to me about how unfair it is that
sustainability is expensive. She talks about greenwashing and capitalism and
colonialism. She’s not wrong but | smile secretly to myself because | actually
like the one from Priceline. It smells like coconut and comfort and her.
Anyway, today’s the kind of quiet, slow Sunday | never thought could be
mine. Just this morning, our bodies were tangled together as something |
didn’t recognise played from Spotify in the background. The aftermath of last
night’s party still scattered across my bedroom floor. Her platform boots
nestled on top of my flannel, my fishnets somehow wrapped around my Doc
Martens, which sat next to a pile of shirts that didn’t pass the vibe check
before we left my apartment. Or were those her fishnets? Her makeup bag
resting beside a container of eco-friendly glitter and my earrings. Half-empty
cups of coffee perched on a precarious stack of books - some I've already
read, others long overdue at the library. The plant in the windowsill is a gift
from my ex. It’s desperate for water and I’'m sure there’s some kind of
symbolism in that. The whole scene: a chaotic tapestry of queer love.

It's the kind of quiet, slow Sunday where early morning turns into late morning
which turns into afternoon, effortlessly. | can only describe it as whispers of
time that | want to float in forever.

With her head on my chest and the sun on my arms, my mind drifts.
There’s an ease, | imagine, in a world where we can just be. Not perform, not
shrink, not pretend. Just be. Where we exist as our whole selves in every
space. Where my transness and queerness aren’t frayed at the edges from
fear or shame. And they aren’t diversity tick boxes either. Where those quiet,
slow Sundays are lived out loud because in this new world we lean into
tenderness and ease and love. | get a glimpse of it every time I’'m with her.
| imagine the dust of the revolution settling. It doesn’t reveal ruins but instead
reveals us. Unapologetic us. Radiant us.

My breathing deepens. | feel a joy | want to bottle and save, just in case
it doesn’t last. A smile creeps across my face. This time I'm not smiling
secretly. It’'s a smile so big, the corners reach my eyes. I’'m happy. Really,
really happy.



She pushes off my chest and looks at me. I’'m guessing she felt the
change in my breathing, but | hope it's because she sensed my smile. As she
moves, a strand of her wavy dark hair tumbles into her face and she tucks it
behind her ear. A fleck of glitter, still clinging onto her check from last night’s
party, catches the sun. It pulls me out of my dreaming.

“What are you thinking about?” she asks, not because she’s nosy but
because she wants to know every bit of me, from the intimate to the infinite.

| expect my voice to break, but instead it’s steady and sure, “Freedom.”

And | can’t help but wonder, are we there yet?



