VOICEMAIL. 2:14AM. TRANSCRIBED.

Hi, it’s me—er, obviously, your phone would have told you that. Look, | need
to talk to you about what happened. | don’t want to make a big deal out of
this, but | do need to apologise. Not like a “we’ll laugh about this in the
morning” kind of apology. This is a real, | messed up and | need to say sorry,
kind of apology.

And yeah, we’d both had a lot to drink, | don’t even know how much we—a
lot, we had a lot. Like most of that Barossa red was gone, plus that other cab
sav, and you should know that because it’s part of what happened. | know
everyone says, “that’s not an excuse” and then they make one, but it’s true.
A lot of wine was involved and that’s the truth. For the sake of, um. Context.

God, actually, I'm in a bit of a mess, trying to start and finish my sentences.
Sorry. Give me a—okay.

| don’t want whatever happened to come between us. | was thinking we
could both just leave it alone and not bring it up on Tuesday at Pilates. So
I’m getting this over with now, when | still have the guts. | won’t in the
morning.

It didn’t mean anything, you know? That’s the main point of this call really.
Like I’'m saying sorry, but | also want you to know it was just a simple
mistake. | was totally out of line, and | don’t want you to spend the night
lying awake wondering what it might mean for our friendship or for your
marriage. Oh God. | can’t think about that. I—no. | won’t go there.

It’s just, we’re close, and that’s what got messed up. Our closeness can get
jumbled up, | think. We’ve known each other for fifteen years and in those
moments, sometimes things can get mixed up. The truth is, there were too
many drinks, it was late, and your house has those silly string lights on the
balcony. After what you said about your marriage, | felt... a lot for you. It
came out like a kiss instead of —I’'m not even sure what | was going for. A
hug, some words. | don’t know.

| don’t want to overanalyse any of this. It’s late and I’m saying sorry to my
best friend for a kiss. That’s all I’ll say for now. Please just call me back and
tell me everything stays the same. Not even that you’ll forgive me or
anything, just that nothing changes. We’ll still have Pilates on Tuesday. Tell
me | haven’t ruined the one part of my life that actually —

Okay. I’'m going to stop talking now because | can hear myself getting worse,
not better, the longer | go on.

| mean it. I’'m really sorry. Call me when you’re ready or if you need some
space or something, that’s fine too. | just need you to tell me it’s alright.

Okay. Bye. I’'m sorry. Bye.



