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Chapter One









THE SECOND HE SAYS the words I want him to take them back. I want him to have said something else, instead – something sunny, like, “Oh, hey we’re going to have a great time on our vacation, hooray!” – but of course that’s not something you have to announce. I mean, it’s obvious we’re going to have a great time on our vacation. Three weeks in a cabin by a glorious lake, surrounded by nothing but trees and wonderful weather and barbecued food?

Sounds like heaven.

Or at least, it sounds like heaven until he slips in this little tidbit:

‘I invited Artie.’

And then it just sounds like I want to punch him repeatedly, in his stupid face. It’s not even as though he says it in an innocent, no big deal sort of way. He says it in a way I know all too well, having been his friend for the last five years. It’s his “I know you’re going to hate this” tone of voice, and by God he’s right.

I hate it very much. I hate it almost as much as I hate Artie Carter, and his big, pompous, stupid attitude, and his swooping, ridiculous haircut, and that way he has of looking at you, like you’re the most ridiculous person in the world.

‘Are you serious?’ I ask, because it’s the only thing I can go with, really. All of the rest of my words are lost, lost on a tide of what my holiday could have been. Drinking games and Boggle tournaments and nights out at terrible local pubs, with James and Lucy. Endless days of sunbathing in a bathing suit I don’t really mind wearing, because neither of my two best friends ever make me feel bad about anything.

But Artie Carter … ohhh, he makes me feel bad all right. I could wear a snowsuit covered in 17 jumpers and a cagoule and he’d make me feel bad about it, somehow. It’s not this season’s winter collection, or something, and the fact that I’m daring to wear it just makes me a pleb he recently scraped off the bottom of his shoe.

‘Look, Mal … he really doesn’t hate you,’ James says, but he’s just so blue-eyed and open and honest … it’s easy to see when he’s lying. It’s almost like he’s begging me to understand with that hangdog expression – and of course I know why.

This is the vacation when he’s finally, finally going to attempt to bone Lucy. And OK – he hasn’t used the word bone, but even so. I know that’s what the idea is, here. He’s made it supremely obvious to everyone but Lucy, with all the extra gym time he’s been putting in and the spray tan he actually went out and got and oh Jesus …

Are those highlights in his hair? He does realise that Lucy isn’t a gay man, right?

‘Yeah, I think I’m too beneath his notice for active hatred,’ I say, at which James makes just the expression I’m dreading. It’s not even pity, really. It’s worse than pity. It’s like a wince, and it gets more crumpled the further this conversation goes on.

‘It’s just the way he is,’ he tries, but I’ve heard that one before. I’ve heard it after he’s finished telling me about the great game of basketball him and his buddy Artie had, and what a swell guy he is, and oh did you know? Artie and Lucy spent the whole day at an amusement park the weekend before, because apparently he gets on well with everyone in the world.

Apart from me.

‘It’s not the way he is. It’s the way I am. He thinks I’m an idiot, and he makes it clear on a daily basis. I mean, is that how you think I should spend my holiday? Being judged by a guy who thinks I’m an idiot?’

‘He looked at you weird one time. He probably had something in his eye!’

‘Yeah, I think it’s called “extreme contempt”.’ I cluck my tongue at myself, which is the worst part, really. No matter how I approach the Artie issue, this is always what I’m left thinking: ‘I shouldn’t have told that story about the vibrator.’

Of course, James doesn’t let me be irritated with myself for long. He laughs right after I’ve said the words out loud, and puts an arm around my shoulder.

‘That was an awesome story, Mal. I really don’t think he was bothered by it.’

I think of Artie’s big, still face, unbidden. Those eyes of his like something seen through fogged over glass, his gaze always sliding and sliding away from me.

‘Did he say that to you? That he wasn’t bothered, I mean?’

James shrugs.

‘Well … no. But then, he doesn’t really say much about anything.’

Which is definitely the understatement of the year. If someone stabbed Artie in the guts, I doubt he could work up the wherewithal to say ow. It’s like he’s not even really a human being, sometimes, and though that thought is more comforting than “he secretly hates me”, it’s not exactly the best thing in the world, either.

Few people want to go on holiday with a robot from Mars.

‘So you’re sure,’ I say, even though I know what I’m really doing. I’m trying to convince myself, before I unpack all of the clothes I’ve just stuffed into a case, and change my mind entirely. ‘You’re certain he doesn’t hate me?’

James nods, once.

‘Fucking A, baby.’




Of course, a blind fool would have known James was lying. Even I knew he was lying, the second the words came out of his mouth. And yet here’s the thing about Artie … even through third parties, he lures you into a false sense of security. He’s just there, minding his own business, being as quiet and weird as usual. Occasionally making a polite comment, about something like the weather or our current location, as we drive our way down to Silver Lake.

And then bam.

‘I don’t enjoy popular music.’

And OK – that’s not a terrible comment, all on its own. It could be perceived as a little snooty, I suppose, coming from someone who looks like he just fell out of an Ivy League school yesterday, but it’s not the worst thing in the world.

It’s only the worst thing when he says it in some random, nonchalant sort of way a second after I’ve told Lucy to turn the radio up, because I love this song. And of course the song I love is “popular music”.

It just isn’t my imagination, this thing. I’m sure it isn’t. I mean, who else could that comment be directed at? I was the one who mentioned music, and though he’s framed his comment as though it’s entirely detached from anything anyone’s said, I know it’s not.

He hates me. And worse, he can’t even be upfront about it. He just lets words drift out of his mouth in that purring, half-American accent of his, and if it nails me to the wall, well … that’s just an added bonus.

He doesn’t even look at me as he says these things. He’s sat a foot from me in Lucy’s little car, arms folded over his massive chest. That smoky gaze of his running all over non-interesting things he’s probably not even paying attention to, through the passenger side window. But he doesn’t look.

He just waits until I’m mortally wounded, then changes the subject. Speaks to James or Lucy in the front, as though I don’t even exist.

‘We’ve got about an hour more to go, right?’ he asks, though of course once he’s done it I have to wonder – is that really a subject change? Or is it just another chapter in his Big Book of Hating Me? 

Because that’s how it looks when I glance out of my own window, those words turning over and over in my head. He wants out of the car, quick, due to my presence so close to his. I’m probably giving him plebeian cooties, through all the tension and silence that’s suddenly sprung up between us – and I don’t even have to be paranoid or neurotic, to recognise that the latter is there.

It just is, always. It’s like a wall between us, 70 feet tall and 200 feet wide. And the more I try to smile painfully and say things I think he’ll like, the higher and harder and more oppressive that wall gets. It’s like the wall recognises my pathetic efforts, and hates me for them.

So I decide then: I’m just not going to make them, any more.




The problem with not making any effort to avoid his wrath is twofold, however. One: it means that I have to sort of pretend he’s not really there, regarding me with his massive disdain and two:

He’s actually literally massive, and not just massive in my head, where all of his disdain probably is. In fact, he’s so massive that sometimes I feel as though he’s sat in my lap, even when he’s all the way across the room from me. I can almost make out the pressure of his immense gaze on the side of my face, as I make a comment I know I shouldn’t be making.

I know it, the second it comes out – but somehow I just can’t help it. I’m not even trying to employ this new “Artie can go fuck himself” attitude. The words simply come out all on their own, like a reflex.

A rude, rude reflex, in response to Lucy’s suggestion that she’d be happy just to have some movie star hunk of the week read the phone book to her.

‘He could read the phone book to me, too,’ I say, and then the Doc hits my knee with the little hammer, and my leg kicks up. ‘As long as he does so directly into my vagina.’

I’m not even sure why I use the word vagina, in all honesty. After all, between my legs would have been the much safer option. Or even pussy … pussy would have sounded so much nicer, because it’s a word for something else, too. 

There’s absolutely nowhere to hide with vagina. It’s absolutely rude and graphic, and though it makes Lucy snort wine out of her nose and James bites on his fist like I’m the baddest person in the world, none of these reactions alleviate the looming presence of the wall.

The one that grows another 10,000 feet, the moment I say something even remotely naughty.

‘I would let him read the phone book into my foo-foo all night long,’ Lucy says, because she’s cute. She’s cute and sweet and she doesn’t say vagina.

But I do.

‘I’d tell him to take his time with really difficult names. You know – maybe have him spell them out to my clit.’

‘Mallory,’ Lucy says, but she doesn’t do it the way Artie’s eyes do it. She does it while grinning and mouthing me too.

‘What? My clit’s really stupid. She needs an intense and thorough education, on the pronunciation of several impossibly long names – and especially when they have a lot of Ls in them. Ls are very problematic.’

‘Personally I’m deeply troubled by Os,’ James says, as he reaches for the chips. Of course I notice he brushes Lucy’s arm, as he does so – but that’s not so unusual. I mean, Lucy’s right in front of him, on the floor. And the chips are nearly in her lap.

It’s all innocent, right?

‘Os?’ Lucy asks, and wrinkles up her cute little face. Of course she does. She’s like a sweet, pure angel, sent from heaven. And I’m the Devil who has to explain it to her.

‘He means … you know,’ I say, and then I do something even worse than the whole licking your clit with letters thing. I do it, without once looking at Artie. I can’t look at Artie. There’s a wall between us, remember?

So really, it doesn’t matter at all if I mime giving someone a blowjob. He can’t see me, as I poke my tongue into my cheek in the lewdest way it’s possible to actually do something like that. In fact, it’s so lewd that Lucy actually fans herself and blushes and kind of glances over her shoulder, as though maybe she’d be only too happy to do something like that to James.

If James plays his cards right.

‘And what’s the international signal for the other one you were talking about …?’ James asks, this look on his face like go on, go on. You’re practically getting me laid with hand gestures.

Of course I’m practically getting myself chased by villagers with torches, too, but what the hell.

‘You mean this?’ I ask, and then I split two fingers and just slide my tongue between …

‘I’m going to bed.’

He says it so abruptly that I do exactly what I swore I wouldn’t. It can’t be helped – it’s as kneejerk as the urge to be myself and say whatever I like. It just happens the second he speaks, as sharp as a knife digging under bone.

I look at him. I look at him and see his sometimes so soft mouth set into a compressed line, that impenetrable gaze of his skirting over everything but me. Body language bristly and almost sort of … hunched over, to the point where I don’t feel what I want to. I don’t feel angry, that’s he’s so put-out by my personality.

I feel guilty, instead. And though I hate myself for it, it’s there none the less – this stinging sense that I’ve made him that uncomfortable, that I’m so clumsy and rude that he doesn’t even know what to do with it. He can’t even say anything about it, or walk out of the room in a normal, straight sort of fashion.

He just crashes on out of there, leaving James to clear up his mess.

‘It’s not you,’ he says, once Artie has gone.

But that’s what everyone says, isn’t it? It’s not you, it’s me. It’s not you, it’s him, it’s him, he’s a jerk and an asshole and whatever else my mind can conjure up, to make me feel better. But when the clock hits 1am and I still can’t sleep, I know.

It’s not him. It’s me.


  


Chapter Two









I DECIDE AT AROUND 2.32 a.m. that what I’m going to do is talk to him about it. I mean, that’s what I am, right? I’m a talker. I talk things out. And even though a huge, huge part of me suspects that this is entirely the wrong approach to take with someone who can’t even hold a conversation about buying underwear, I do it anyway.

I just wish I hadn’t decided to do it in a hot tub.

And OK, part of that isn’t my fault. It’s James’ idea to get us all into the tub after a long, hard day of doing absolutely nothing, and though Artie agrees – despite probably thinking that sharing water with other people is probably akin to jizzing on someone’s face – I know that doesn’t really mean anything.

It’s not like he’s suddenly become Hugh Hefner, or something, just because he’s OK with sitting in a big bath with his two friends and his worst enemy. He doesn’t even look all that relaxed, in spite of the absolutely glorious steamy heat and the view from this deck, which is just …

I’ve never seen a view like it. There’s actual evening mist, hanging over the trees. The trees themselves are mossy great points, reaching up to the just-turning-to-darkness sky. It’s beautiful, and the air is crisp and just a little cold, and James and Lucy are almost, almost kissing. Nothing could be lovelier.

So why doesn’t he look like it’s lovely at all? All he does is stare off at some indeterminate point, as though some indeterminate point annoys him an incredible amount. I can even make out that little frown-y crinkle between his brows, because of course the trees are such a pain in the ass. The softly falling night is such an inconvenience.

My God, no wonder he’s got a tension headache.

No wonder I panic, the moment James and Lucy say they’re “getting out to dry off”. I even follow James with my gaze, worriedly, but he’s absolutely no help at all. He’s the one who actually prompts me into having this conversation while wet, because as he leaves he kisses the side of my head.

Murmurs something reassuring, like it’ll be fine.

But it’s not fine at all. Because once I’ve gotten the words out – safe words, hopeful words, like: you know, Artie, I realise that we kind of don’t get along that well. But I’d really like it if we could be friends. And if there’s something I can do to make us friends, I’ll do it. Just say the word, and I’ll do it 

He responds with this:

‘I don’t want to be friends with you. I think you’re gross, OK? Sometimes I can hardly believe the stuff that comes out of your mouth.’

Of course, I half suspected that it was the case. But here’s the thing: the moment he says the words, I realise I didn’t suspect it at all. I just thought about it in some distracted, sure I was paranoid sort of way, and once it’s right out there and an actual person has said those words to me, I have no clue what to do.

I think it’s shock that descends over me. It feels like shock. And then once that’s gone something else takes its place, something horrible and awful that I didn’t even know was in me and oh I do not want to do it. I know it’s coming, but even so – no, no.

I will not cry. I’m not upset, because Artie Carter is a jerk. I mean for God’s sake, I’ve known that fact for some time now. It’s not news, I shouldn’t be shaking. And the shaking definitely shouldn’t get worse, when he just keeps right on talking. Face near expressionless. That mean gaze of his just burning off somewhere, into the woods.

‘What normal person talks the way you do? The phone book between your legs, Jesus Christ. I don’t hate you – you just disgust me.’

OK, I’ll admit it – my eyes are stinging, now. There’s not even any sense in denying it, because after a second I can feel something that isn’t hot tub water, on my face. A tear actually spills down my cheek, as though Artie Carter can really affect me that much – but then, why shouldn’t he?

He’s just said one of cruellest things I’ve ever heard anyone actually come right out with, and it’s not even as though he’s held back on the tone. His tone sounds like he’s trying to kill me with fire.

I can’t possibly be ashamed that such a thing upsets me. That’s normal.

The totally not normal part is how shocked he seems, when I make a stupidly distressed sound and try to rocket myself out of the hot tub. Because he does. He absolutely does. I’m kind of blinded by tears and I’m doing my best not to look at him or give him the pleasure of my sudden meltdown, but I see his mouth open anyway.

I see his gaze lose all of its fury, in a big rush.

And though that should be satisfying, in some manner, it isn’t. It can’t possibly be, because it’s got to overcome all of that disgust he just levelled at me and one glimpse of a possible expression really isn’t enough, on its own. Said expression could mean anything, when you think about it.

And so could the words:

‘Oh my God, are you crying?’

After all, maybe he’s doing it in the laughing at me way. I’m blubbering, and he’s like: ha ha ha, she’s upset! Look at the baby, all upset! Though I’ll admit, it’s hard to maintain this stance when someone just as suddenly tries to grab you.

‘Mallory, wait – please wait. Wait, let me explain … just let me talk to you for a second.’

All I can say is some version of no, over and over again. Said version seems to have a lot of vowels, and absolutely no solid tone to it. It’s sort of like a blob of plasticine coming out of my mouth, though I doubt it’s helped by the violent squirming I then have to descend into. I have to, because a moment after he grabs my arm he decides to go one better than that.

He actually grabs the rest of me. Which perhaps doesn’t adequately describe what he does because seriously: he puts one big arm around my waist and then drags me back down into the water. And it’s so the opposite of everything he seems to be about, and so shocking a thing to do – period – after just telling someone how disgusting you find them, that for a long moment I don’t know what to do.

I think I thrash a little, in the hot water. I know I try to squeeze myself out of his grip. But here’s the main problem: he’s almost unbelievably strong. It’s like I’m being weight-lifted or crushed to death, and though I don’t want it to happen my mind automatically reminds me of how big he is.

He’s six-five my mind tells me, and it doesn’t stop there. He’s probably going to drown you in the hot tub, now, for crimes against good taste. The jury will never convict him, because you said that thing about vaginas and now he’s all put out.

‘Artie, just fucking let go of me,’ I say, but he won’t, he won’t. And then somehow it’s just me and him, squirming and thrashing around in the bubbly water, limbs getting tangled, everything getting more and more frantic until … until …

We both go very still, all at once. I don’t mean to. Most of me wants to keep trying to get away, but once I feel the thing that’s very definitely happened I can’t even manage a weak wriggle. And as for him, well … he’s gone beyond rigid and into some state of temporary paralysis.

I turn my head just a little to see if I can make out an expression on his face, but there isn’t one. He’s just blank – so much so that I’d assume he was dead if I couldn’t see the flush creeping up over his cheeks.

And if I didn’t know what the hard thing was, that’s currently pressing right up against me.

He has an erection. Dear God, he has an erection. I can feel it against my thigh, so heavy and so obvious I don’t even need a paradigm shift to figure it out. It’s just there, like a pointed finger:

Artie is turned on. The squirming or the words or fuck knows what has turned him on, and now his big stiff cock is apparently super-glued to your thigh.

‘OK, well –’ I start, though I’m not sure how. I’m almost grateful he interrupts me, because God only knows what words I would have used to finish that sentence. I thought you were a Eunuch, maybe? I can’t believe you’re actually able to achieve stiffness, perhaps?

I just don’t know, and apparently neither does he.

‘Please don’t say anything,’ he says, but strangely he doesn’t blurt the words out in a mean way. He hardly sounds angry at all, any more – just mortified. And though that’s perfectly understandable, I can’t help thinking even stranger things, as we lie like that in a sea of bubbles.

I’m practically on my back, over the little plastic seats beneath the water. And he’s almost over me, his legs between mine and his big chest pressed against my breasts. I’ve got one arm around him, though I don’t know when that happened, and the second I shift just a little I realise he’s got an arm around me, too.

We’re almost in some sort of weird embrace. Somehow, we’ve struggled and shifted until we’ve locked our bodies together in a very familiar shape, and the longer this silence goes on for the more obvious that fact becomes.

His hand is pressed to the small of my back. The way that men do when … you know. They want to get a bit of traction and maybe fuck into you harder. And I can feel something in him, too – a kind of tension, vibrating through his body. As though we were in the middle of a good screw and I suddenly told him to stop.

Don’t come yet, I think, mindlessly, and this giant awful thrill spills through me.

What if he is about to come? What if he jerks and spurts all over the insides of his shorts – or even better, all over me? I can’t for the life in me imagine what someone like Artie would look like, if they had an orgasm, but I can feel my mind trying to gather the image together anyway.

That tight, tense face of his, suddenly slack with pleasure. God, that mouth. Would he bite his plump lower lip, maybe squeeze his eyes tight shut? Someone like him would never moan, but the thing is – what if he did?

I’d die. I’d die.

‘I’m so sorry, Mallory,’ he murmurs, but I can’t even say what I suddenly want to. I can’t reassure him. I’m too full of a million conflicting emotions, too angry from a moment ago and too suddenly stuffed with bizarre erotic thoughts and just no, no. This needs to be over. He needs to move away.

Only once he actually does the situation is made at least three times worse.

He’s big. Like hugely, massively big, and not just in the shoulders, if you know what I mean. When he shifts a little I feel the full length of his hard prick, and by God it just keeps going and going. After too long a moment I kind of want to ask him if it ever ends, but even with those words he said to me I can’t be that cruel.

He looks so shaken and unsettled. His face is bright red, and the harder he tries to disentangle himself the less he succeeds at it. By the time he’s finally gotten over to the other end of the tub, he’s practically shaking.

Oh – and he covers his eyes with one hand, too. Just for extra I’m ashamed of myself measure.

‘Artie –’

‘Please don’t. Just don’t. Really – I’m so sorry, Mallory. Those things I said … I take them all back. I don’t know what came over me, I honestly don’t.’

I can’t help feeling for him. He just looks so … distressed.

‘It’s OK,’ I say, and when I do the hand drops from his face.

He won’t look at me, however.

‘It’s not OK. I just don’t know how to deal with … that kind of talk, you know? I react badly to it.’

‘Well, all you had to do was say. I could have toned it down, or –’

He looks angry again, suddenly.

‘No. No. You shouldn’t have to tone it down. There’s nothing wrong with the stuff you say – it’s just me. I’m wrong. I can’t help being wrong but I am just the same.’

Of course I immediately flashback to the things I’d thought the night before. It’s not you, it me, I think, and the urge to be as apologetic as he’s suddenly being just wells up inside me.

‘Artie, lots of people don’t want a side of dirty talk with their dinner. I can watch my Ps and Qs no problems,’ I say, but it doesn’t seem to help at all. The second I’ve said it his expression becomes this weird, uncomfortable thing, as though he’s trying to move his face inside skin too small for it.

‘God that’s what my mother would say,’ he finally gets out, and then I can’t even pretend I’m not interested. I don’t think I’ve ever heard Artie say so much about himself, all in one go. 

‘What is?’

‘That you should watch your Ps and Qs – I’m just fucking like her.’

And as for that word in particular – the one that begins with an F – I know for a fact that I’ve never heard Artie use it. It startles me when he does, though I have to say … it also loosens me in some way that I can’t quite explain. As though he’s turned a little valve inside me marked everything’s OK now.

‘I doubt it. You did just say fucking,’ I tell him, but he won’t accept it. He shakes his head, instead, and for the first time I see what I should have seen all along. He hasn’t been hating me.

He’s been hating himself.

‘I also just called you gross for talking about sex. I don’t think the word fucking makes me healthy.’

‘People have said worse to me, in the past.’

They haven’t, but that’s hardly the point at the moment. The point is that he wants to tell me a bunch of stuff, and by God I want to hear it. I want to hear it so bad that I’m sort of leaning forward in the water. 

‘Christ, I hope not. I can’t even believe I –’ He cuts himself off, that hand going to his face again. ‘I know what my behaviour towards you must look like.’

Like you’re a gigantic ass, I think, but of course don’t say. I can’t say it now, and especially not when he then tells me something that almost makes me swim across the hot tub to him.

‘But you should know it’s not because I don’t like you, or want to be your friend. I do want to be your friend. I think you’re smart, and funny, and cool. It’s just that … when you talk like that …’ He hesitates, clearly wrestling with his next words. I understand why, however. I’d wrestle with them, if he turned them into people and forced them to get in a ring with me. They make me slide sideways into another dimension, so really when you think about it they deserve to be jumped on from the top rope. ‘It makes me feel insane. More than insane. Obviously you know now what it does to me.’

It’s like he’s spat out something bad, after the last little revelation. He even winces, and won’t look at me – though the latter isn’t unusual. He refuses to look at me all the time, and if I’m starting to view that in a completely different light, well … there’s nothing we can do about it, now.

He rubbed his erection on me. The jig is up.

‘Oh.’

‘I mean, it’s not as though I’m getting … like this every 30 seconds, or anything. It’s just … I don’t think I’ve ever heard a woman talk the way you do. I went to Bible college. People there don’t even tell you if they need to take a piss.’

Curiosity gets the better of me, again – though it’s for all the wrong things. I should be asking about the fact that he went to something called Bible college, of course I should. But somehow I don’t.

‘What do they say, then?’

He shrugs. Actually looks at me, for the first time since this insane conversation started – not that him doing so makes any of it any better. Instead it just reminds me of how lovely his eyes are, all soft-focus blue and ringed with those dark lashes. 

‘I don’t know – if you’ll excuse me, maybe?’

It’s true, too. He says that all the time. I just hadn’t known he meant I’m now going to go drain the lizard. Or even: I’m now going to go and masturbate frantically because you mimed giving someone a blowjob.

Because that is what we’re talking here, right? I’m not insane to think that. He’s telling me that my potty-mouth gets him all worked up, and the only way he can deal with that is to be a big jerk about it. Correct?

God, I can’t believe that might actually be correct.

‘Well … it’s nice to be polite.’

He gives me an expression that’s actually so obvious I’m made breathless by it, for a moment. I’ve never been able to read something on his face, before. Usually it’s like solving a Rubik’s cube, but this time it’s clear.

Oh, come on.

‘I think what I am goes beyond being polite. I think most people tend to call it repressed. And also maybe … being a jerk.’

I actually do go to him, then. Not to do anything weird, obviously, because my mind is still trying to process he had an erection without imploding. Just to put a hand on his arm, and not let him go away thinking that’s what I believe.

Even if doing so gets kind of hard, the second I start cutting through the water.

‘Oh, no – God, don’t come over here. Mallory, don’t come over here. Stay there, please.’

I think I sort of freeze in position, half over to him, half not. Most of me still stuck in that place I was in before, where Artie seemed like a person who mostly just wanted to kill me. And I think I stay that way until he covers his eyes with his hand, again, and tells me: 

‘I can’t deal with you being close to me. Not while you’re half-naked, anyway. I mean, rationally I know you’re not half-naked at all, but you’re just so … there’s just a hell of a lot of you, Mal.’

I don’t think he’s ever called me Mal, before. Usually it’s the whole name, with each syllable stroked over by that syrupy voice of his – though of course I know this isn’t what I should be thinking about. I should be thinking about that last comment he made, which definitely punches a bit of the air out of me.

He’s just so hot and cold, that’s the thing. One second he’s calling me gross, the next he’s trying to be my buddy. And then we’re right back into gross territory, again, because I’m pretty sure he just called me fat.

‘Gee, thanks,’ I tell him, though I mainly do so because most of my other words are failing me. I’m just stumbling around in the maze of him, and the maze doesn’t get any less complicated, the deeper you get.

‘Oh,’ he says, and that mortification already all over his face gets deeper. His hand drops from said face, and he kind of almost reaches for me. ‘Oh, no, no. I didn’t mean …’

‘That I’m a hippo?’

‘Christ, no! I meant … I meant … you know.’

I wish I did know. The blankness that’s clearly all over my face seems to be making him agitated in the extreme. He even puts a hand into his hair, as though the answer’s somewhere in all of those thick near-waves.

‘Are you really going to make me say it?’ he asks, and it’s like I’m being cruel. He sounds almost tortured, now, and that hand in his hair is making a fist – but I still can’t help him. Even after he’s said the words, I’m at a loss. ‘You know. Your bosom.’

I wonder if that Bible college he went to was in 1955.

‘You hate my bosom?’ I ask, but I’ll be honest. I actually am trying to be a little cruel, now. It’s starting to turn a little comical, seeing him get all flustered and lost in words he’s definitely not wanting to say.

‘God, no I don’t hate it. I love your – I mean, I don’t love it. It’s just that your bathing suit is very … low … right now. And there’s a lot of … cleavage.’

‘So you hate cleavage.’

His mouth makes that mean, compressed line I’m so familiar with. It looks different now, however, I have to say. There’s even a faint glint of amusement somewhere, way back in his foggy gaze.

‘You’re messing with me now, right.’

‘Maybe a little bit. You did call me gross.’

‘Sorry. You’re not gross at all, you know.’ He pauses, as I ebb just a little closer to him. ‘I’ve always thought you were kind of lovely, actually.’

‘That’s a really sweet thing to say, Artie,’ I tell him, though I swear I don’t intend the strange low tone my voice takes on. It’s like I’m not saying sweet at all. It’s like I’m saying something else. ‘But realistically I don’t think I’m half as lovely as you are.’

I don’t expect his lips to part, the second I say it. But they do, anyway. And they do so in a really specific way, too – like he’s just waiting for something to slide between them. A finger, maybe. A tongue, possibly.

‘You really think I’m lovely?’ he asks, even though he can’t fail to know it. He must know it, right? Before he started all of this weirdness around me, I used to catch myself just looking at his face, sometimes. At the softness of his upper lip, and how it so often seems to curl inwards. At the heavy curve of his jaw, and then oh then … those incredible eyes. They kick his face away from preppy, and into something else, instead – something that goes with what James once said about his family. His grandparents were born somewhere cold and strange, like Siberia, and that’s what I always think of when I look into those eyes.

Somewhere cold, and strange, but oh so beautiful.

‘Don’t girls tell you all the time?’ I ask, as I dance just a little closer. Just enough to feel his breath on my upturned face, and see that gaze of his drifting all over me, suddenly. ‘They must tell you all the time.’

‘I don’t usually get near enough to ask,’ he says, but that just leaves a little opening for me. It’s big enough for me to squeeze through, but small enough that I don’t have to think about it too directly.

I just say.

‘You’re pretty close to me, now.’

His eyes nearly roll.

‘Yeah, and it’s making sweat prickle all over the nape of my neck.’

‘Maybe it’s the heat in here,’ I tell him, but once I’ve done it I have to say – I don’t know who I’m suddenly turning into. My voice has gone all weird and low, and though I’m really trying hard not to, I can’t seem to stop my chest rising and falling far too dramatically.

You know. So my excessive cleavage becomes even more noticeable than it apparently already is.

‘No,’ he says, around something big and sticky that’s possibly just found its way to his throat. ‘I’m fairly sure it’s just you.’

And then the thing that seems to be happening … the one that’s making my voice weird and my gaze too heavy … it gets worse. It’s joined by an odd warmth that swells through my chest and heads inexorably downwards, before settling somewhere very bad.

Like my lower belly. Or you know. Even lower than that.

‘Maybe I should go, then,’ I say, but it’s the funniest thing. As I turn to actually glide back through the water, he looks almost disappointed. Disappointed and something else, something …

Tortured, I think.

I can’t blame him, however. If he tells me yes, it might put him right back into that whole I think you’re gross place. Whereas no … no means he wants me to stay, and carry right on talking in this new, weird way. And though it’s pleasant – more than pleasant, in fact, oh God so much more than pleasant – it’s also making my heart thump madly, in my chest. I know what I’ll think later on: that it was Artie I actually did this with, it was Artie I flirted with, because Lord knows, that’s what this is.

I’m flirting with him, until he actually blushes.

‘No, no, it’s fine,’ he says, but when his hand brushes my arm that blush gets deeper. Those sooty lashes sink lower, over his suddenly sparking gaze.

And apparently, I just can’t help taking advantage of it all. I hadn’t realised that he was so … like this. So locked up and restrained, to the point where he actually gets aroused over a little casual dirty talk, or some innocent squirming against his big, solid body. 

Which I absolutely do not do, once I’ve made my way back over to him. I don’t. I just sort of … give a little suggestion of the things I could do, if he’s really interested.

‘So you want me to stay in here, with you?’ I ask, though it surprises me even more when he makes a little sound, in response. Not even a sound, really, because that word is far too non-specific.

It’s all the way a moan, and I swear – it jolts through my body, when he makes it. I can’t even reasonably call it something that blooms in my lower belly, because I can feel the place it touches distinctly. I can feel my pussy clenching around nothing; my clit swelling for something I had no sane idea I’d be imagining on these three weeks away.

I thought I’d spend most of my time thinking about hitting him with something large and hard. Not this. Not this. I think we’re actually going to kiss. In fact, I think we’re about to do more than that. He’s leaning down and I’m tilting my face up to meet him, and though my head is telling me to keep my hands to myself I don’t want to.

I want to do more than I’ve attempted already. I want him to moan just like that, just for me, and turn an even deeper shade of red – and I think he would have done it. 

If it were not for James, suddenly blundering out onto the deck. 

Of course he sees immediately that he’s intruded on something. The laugh he was in the middle of letting out dies on his lips, and for a second he’s just this huge awkward thing in the middle of our moment, inexplicably covered in what looks like flour and ready to tell us what Lucy’s just done.

But instead he simply stands there, and takes in the gaze I settle on him. The one I give him over my shoulder, even as I feel Artie’s hand slide from my arm. And sure enough when I turn back, Artie’s not looking at me any more. He’s not red or heated or any of the things he was before.

He’s just staring off into the distance, over the trees.


  


Chapter Three









I SWEAR, I’M NOT at his door for any weird, warmth-in-the-belly sort of reasons. I’m just here because it’s 2 a.m. and I still can’t sleep, and clearly the best way to deal with this is to wake him up in the middle of the night. I mean, he’s definitely not going to be pissed off by something like that, and if he is pissed off, well … we can just go back to the way things were, then.

Mild hatred and tense silences. Sounds awesome. 

‘Artie?’ I say, then feel stupid. I mean, he’s probably asleep. He’s not going to hear my little daft knock on his door at two o’clock in the morning, and he’s certainly not going to hear me faintly calling his name.

Once, I saw him sleep through James, jumping on him. Seriously – he was laid out on the couch, James jumped on him, and he just kept right on sleeping. So it’s around three times the surprise it should be, when he quite suddenly blurts out through the door:

‘Uh, yeah? Yeah?’

I mean, there’s also the surprise that comes from the words he uses, on top of that original bit of shock. Because the thing about Artie is – he never fumbles out stuff like that. He never says uh, or repeats himself unless he has to. He’s always clinical and clear, rather than whatever this is.

But you know. Maybe that’s how he sounds, when he’s just woken up.

‘I just wanted to, um …’ I start, even though it seems stupid, now. What am I supposed to say next? Let’s chat? ‘… see if you were OK.’

Silence, then. Of course there’s silence, then. I just said the dumbest thing in the world to one of the smartest people in the world. Because although we had that moment, and everything may well be better between us, he’s still just that:

Extremely smart. 

Even if he doesn’t seem it, right now.

‘Oh. Good. OK. OK.’ He pauses for what feels like forever. In fact, it goes on for so long that I almost go back to bed, imagining that he’s just drifted back to sleep. ‘Did I … do something that didn’t seem OK?’

I think of the hot tub, his erection, the way he’d looked at me before James interrupted, but somehow it doesn’t seem as though he’s talking about any of those things. It seems as though he’s talking about right now.

And that feeling is confirmed when he follows those fumbled words with:

‘Did I wake you up?’

Though I’m still not sure what he means. How could he have woken me up? The walls in this place are three feet thick. Unless he snuck into my room when I wasn’t looking, and banged a gong he doesn’t have, I’m not really sure how he has anything to be worried about.

‘No.’ I pause, considering. ‘I just couldn’t sleep.’

There’s a long silence, then, followed by what seems to be a lot of shuffling around. Of course I can’t be sure on that score – maybe it’s just the trees brushing against a window somewhere, and my city-girl senses don’t recognise it – but it makes me want to say something more. Ask him if he’s all right again, maybe, or possibly actually extend that offer of a chat.

We could talk about the weather, if he’s too nervous to go into anything else.

‘I was just thinking …’ I start, but that’s as bad as all the rest of the things I’ve so far attempted. I mean, it’s fairly clear by this point that I’m angling for an invite in. You’d have to be a fool not to know it, because I’m trailing away from nonsensical sentences, and essentially talking to a door.

But it still seems to take him an age to respond. And when he does, it’s not with anything welcoming.

‘What were you thinking?’ he asks, as though he just can’t bear to have a sentence left dangling like that. He needs things clear and ordered and with ends to them, rather than whatever I’m giving him.

Trouble is – I don’t know what it is I’m giving him. I’m not used to hanging on this long for something. Usually I’d have made a run for it, by now, and chalked the whole thing up to hot tub fumes, but the memory of his body and his suddenly readable expressions and the way he’d almost, almost kissed me makes me persevere.

‘That maybe I could come in and talk with you.’

I actually hear him hesitate through the door. In fact, it feels like more than that. I can almost hear his urge to say no, through the wood – though he ends up going with something a little less harsh. I think he’s really making the effort to not come across like a jerk any more, but I appreciate it’s difficult when some crazy woman is trying to force you to face your weird feelings.

‘Could we maybe do it in the morning?’ he asks, and I swear I’m about to say yes. I really am. I don’t want to push him further than he can go, and in all honesty it’s my curiosity that’s rooting me to the spot.

He’s doing something in there, I think. Something … I kind of want to see. And he’s going to let me, because a second after his mild dissuasion, he seems to change his mind.

‘OK, come in for a minute.’

It’s weird, though, when he does. I feel like I’m creeping into a place I shouldn’t, just by opening his door and slipping into the room. And then once I’ve actually done it, all I can offer is:

‘Hey.’

For all my troubles. It’s really pathetic. I’m surprised he even answers me back, in truth, and not just because of the situation. He looks … odd, I think. Not like himself. His hair is kind of sticking up on one side, which is unusual in itself, but there’s other stuff, too. Other stuff that I don’t quite want to think about, just yet.

‘Hey,’ he says, but his single syllable greeting is far less casual than mine was. It goes all up and down and there seems to be a lot more breath in it than is strictly necessary. Plus, he kind of squeezes his hand in his hair, as he says it.

‘You OK?’ I ask, but his reply is even weirder than that hey was. He snaps it out, for a start, as though instead of enquiring as to how he was I accused him of something dreadful. And once he’s gotten out that little sharp what, he makes a piss poor job of rectifying the situation.

‘I’m fine, why wouldn’t I be?’ he says, but of course the minute he’s done it I can tell he’s not. A million little details immediately come to my attention, like the way he’s pulled the covers up really tight over his chest – even though I can clearly see his pyjama top is unbuttoned. And though it’s freezing cold in here there’s a faint gloss of perspiration over his upper lip, that he doesn’t seem to want to wipe away. As though maybe wiping it away will make it more noticeable.

‘I don’t know. You just seem a little …’

‘It’s the middle of the night, Mallory. I’m tired.’

‘Are you sure? Because you don’t look tired.’

It’s true. He doesn’t. He looks almost wild-eyed in a way I’ve never seen him look before, and the longer this goes on for the worse it gets. In fact, he actually vocalises it, the second I perch on the end of the bed.

‘No, don’t sit down – don’t,’ he blurts out, but of course it’s already too late. I’ve already found my spot, and despite the burning hot gaze he’s giving me I don’t feel like moving in the slightest. Prior to our conversation in the hot tub, I’m pretty sure that look would have withered me like month old fruit.

But things are different, now.

‘I just thought you might want to talk,’ I say, and even he seems to think I mean something else, by that. I can see it in his gaze, so suddenly cautious. And I can feel it, buzzing away behind the back of my words.

I mean something else, I think, and then my body goes all hot and cold. Like someone maybe dunked it into molten lead, and then followed it with a quick bath in ice cold water. Of course, the result is that I’m suddenly steel hard and completely unwilling to give way, but I don’t know that until after he’s given me a little nudge.

‘About what?’ he asks, and then it just comes out of me.

‘About how hard you get, when I talk about dirty things.’

His face drops. Of course it does. But I think it’s the little gasped Mallory that really gets to me, because for a second he’s just so raw and honest about it. There’s no accusation in there. It’s just straightforward shock, like a kid on the playground reacting to someone using the bad swear word.

You know – the one that no one uses.

‘Is that not what happens?’

‘I didn’t say that wasn’t what happens, I just –’

‘Because if it isn’t, we could just talk about something else. Like me walking in on you while you’re masturbating, for example.’

This time his face gets a side-order of bright red, to go with the open mouth and the big eyes. I can see it, even though the only light is coming from the curtain-less window – which is impressive, all on its own. I think he’s invented a new shade of embarrassment: vivid burgundy, I’ll call it.

‘I wasn’t … doing that,’ he tells me, but all I can think once he’s done it is Christ, he can’t even use the word. Swiftly followed by: holy shit, he’s lying. He’s lying – you guessed right!

He was actually masturbating, when I knocked on his door. That’s why he sounded so jerky and weird and like he didn’t know what to say. And that’s why he now won’t meet my gaze, in an entirely different way to the non-eye-contact clause he had before. Before it was about being an aloof jerk – or at least I thought it was.

Now it’s all about hiding the fact that his right arm is still underneath the covers because it’s probably covered in come. 

‘It’s not a big deal if you were,’ I tell him, though naturally I know what he’s going to say to that. He even matches his expression to the words, just for good measure.

‘I wasn’t. Look, Mallory – I really don’t think we should be talking about this stuff while … when you’re …’

‘When I’m what?’ I ask, because it’s so easy to slide these little innocent-seeming comments in and around his words. He just leaves so much space for me to say, which of course makes me wonder if he’s intending it. Has he been waiting all this time, for me to offer words he can’t?

‘… not wearing very much,’ he finishes, while his gaze goes over just how little that really is. No less than the hot tub, I suppose, but in there I had the water to cover most stuff. This nightie covers nothing at all.

‘And that’s a problem because …?’ I ask, but I’m bad, I’m very bad. Because when I do I just let my hand kind of trail over the little frilly ribbons that meet in the middle, over my breasts. As though if he was only able to say, maybe I’d pull until they came a little loose.

‘You know why that’s a problem.’

‘Because it makes you hard?’

He shifts on the bed, as if something prickly just pressed itself against his back. One hand down on the mattress, to lever himself away from an irritant that isn’t there. The other still ominously beneath the covers, in a way that now makes me picture all kinds of things.

‘That’s not the word I would use.’

‘Shall I try another one, then? I know a few: stiff, erect, ready to go off at any second.’

‘I’m not –’ he starts, but then seems to realise he’s talking way, way too loud. That protest is almost a shout, and he does his best to dial it down for the finish. ‘I’m not going to do that.’

‘You’re not going to come?’ I ask, and though I know what I’m doing I swear I don’t expect his reaction. It’s like the word come is a gun, suddenly pressed hard to some place tender. He squirms under it; he takes breaths he doesn’t seem to know what to do with. And best of all, his eyes just kind of … drift closed, for the barest moment. Almost like he’s rolling them, or something, before getting a good, firm hold on himself, again.

‘Don’t say that word,’ he says, as crisp and sharp as scissors cutting through paper. While his practically melting expression tells me something very different indeed. He’s almost panting, I think, and he keeps licking his lips. He keeps licking and licking them, until I’m almost beside myself – never mind him.

‘Should I try other ones, instead?’

He holds his free hand up, too-long fingers spread in the universally accepted signal for just calm down, now. Just give me a second.

‘No – let’s just –’

‘I mean, I could ask you something, instead. Like: were you close?’

‘What?’

‘Were you close, when I came in? Or had you just started doing it?’ I pause, to eat the expression on his face. ‘Is it better, when I say it like that? Lots of doings and its, instead of the real words, like had you just started rubbing your cock, when I knocked on the door?’

‘You know, just because I told you those things earlier, doesn’t mean I have to sit here and listen to you talking like this.’

I think he attempts to sound offended or angry, but the opposite effect is achieved – probably because he doesn’t move an inch from where he’s sitting. And then there’s his breathing, which seems to be making his big chest go up and down in a really visible, frantic sort of way.

‘So go,’ I say, and that only makes everything worse. That flush spreads over his throat as he eyes the door, the dilemma so clear all over his face. If he gets up, I’m definitely going to see what I’ve so far only suspected.

That he’s currently sporting a huge erection.

‘You’re being deliberately cruel, now.’

‘No – I think deliberately cruel would be if I told you something rude, like: I’d love to see you stroking your stiff dick until you came all over yourself.’ I pause again, but this time it’s not to eat his expression. This time I’m employing a bit of dramatic license, I think. ‘Or until you came all over me – because you know, you could do that if you wanted to. I could undo my nightie, and then you could just … spurt all over my tits.’

He makes the following sound:

‘Hoh.’

But other than that there’s no further resistance from him. I think he forgot what resistance is, somewhere around the words spurt and tits.

‘Or you could come in my mouth. Is that what you prefer? Do you like fucking some girl’s face until she can hardly keep up with you, before unloading down her –’

‘Stop! Please … just stop a second. I can’t … I don’t … are you actually wanting to do these things?’

Of course the moment he says it I realise I’ve just been teasing him. They’re just words, designed to elicit the strongest response – and by God, his responses are strong. They’re so strong that he’s somehow the one who makes it all concrete, even though it’s through a veil of obvious incredulity. He can’t believe I’m actually suggesting these things, and then afterwards …

I can’t believe I really want to do them.

‘It depends.’

‘On what?’

‘On whether you want me to, or not.’

His eyes don’t so much drift closed, this time, as slam shut. It’s like I’ve punched him, but the longer this goes on for the more I think the punches aren’t exactly hurting him. Maybe they’re making him sweat a little, and he certainly seems uncomfortable … but that’s not the same thing, is it?

I feel uncomfortable, and all I can say about that emotion is how wet it seems to be making me, between my legs. My clit is swollen and near-thrumming, and I don’t think it’s just because of the filthy words I’ve offered him.

‘Mallory,’ he says, like he’s trying to get out my death sentence. Though I have to be honest – it sound more like his own, once he’s gotten to the rest of it. ‘I really don’t find it easy to do stuff like that.’

‘I would never have guessed.’

I mean, seriously. Does he think he’s shocking me with these revelations?

‘No – I mean … I mean I’ve been in here since midnight, and I’m still in the same state I was when I got here.’

OK. OK. Maybe he’s shocking me a little. But he’s only doing so if he’s saying what I actually think he’s saying, which I doubt. Nobody could masturbate for two hours, without reaching some sort of finale. 

Nobody.

‘I find it almost impossible to … you know.’ He pauses, rolls his eyes. Finishes with something that sounds both rueful and angry. ‘Be normal.’

‘You’ve been masturbating since twelve o’clock without an orgasm?’

I can’t even pretend it’s a question. It’s much more like an incredulous statement, that seems to make my eyebrows raise high enough to touch my hairline. I mean…seriously? Seriously?

‘Pretty much.’

‘You do actually know how to go about it, right? You can’t come by rubbing your kneecap rather vigorously, just FYI.’

‘Yeah. Thanks for that. I don’t feel worse about my obvious sexual issues now, at all.’

‘Artie, I don’t think you have sexual issues,’ I say, but it’s a no go. He gives me a look that could peel paint off walls, with its near toxic levels of withering contempt. ‘OK – maybe you have some mild issues. But if you can get hard that easily, you can come that easily, too. I think you just need to relax.’

‘I got like that because I find you extremely … compelling.’

How do I tell him that those words make my heart beat a little less steadily than it did before? Because of course I know what he means. He means all the other things he can’t say: arousing and exciting and something else … something that makes his gaze go all soft like that.

‘Well, that’s an interesting way of putting it.’

‘I don’t have any other way of putting it. I look at you, I hear you talk that way, and stuff happens.’

That unsteady beating slides downwards, to meet the thrum in my ever slickening cunt. In fact, I’m so slick by this point that I can almost hear it, whenever I move. It’s not just coating my slit – it’s spread up and over my mound, to make a sticky, slippery mess.

And most of it for Artie Carter, of all people.

‘So maybe I should keep talking, until the stuff does a little more than happen,’ I say, and though he kind of shakes his head and maybe tells me no, it’s really fine, I know by now what he’s really wanting.

‘Is your hand on your cock now?’ I ask, and he squirms a little for me. Takes an age to get anything out, then won’t meet my gaze as he does so.

‘Sort of.’

‘Are you hard?’

His gaze flicks up to mine now, however.

‘Are you kidding? I can practically see everything through that nightgown, Mallory.’

My immediate urge is to put my hands over all the possibly incriminating places, but of course I don’t do it. I can’t do it. I’m the one who’s supposed to be leading this dance, even if I’ve got no idea what I’m doing at all.

‘And you like that?’ I ask, but I don’t wait for an answer. I can see some more are you kidding sorts of words bubbling up inside him, and I need to just get past that. ‘You want to see some more?’

He makes a sound that is almost definitely not a word.

‘You want to see my tits?’

And then another sound, that is even less like one. It’s sort of a little oh, followed by a little uh that can’t seem to make up its mind. But that’s OK – I can make up his mind for him. All I have to do is reach up and pull on these ribbons …

‘Jesus, Mallory,’ he says, the second he can see more than just the top curves of my breasts. By the time I spread the material open, he’s shivering just a little bit – just enough to make me feel absolutely glorious.

I didn’t even know it was possible to feel like this, when a man looks at you. Usually I’m in a leather corset and crotchless panties, before we get even close to anything like shivering and sheer lust and ohhhh I can see that free hand inching towards me. I know he’s dying to do something probably innocuous, like put a chaste hand on my knee.

But the thing is – I don’t want innocuous. I’ve somehow managed to talk a magnetically attractive and mysterious hunk into bed. Now is not the time for dainty.

‘Put your hand on your cock,’ I tell him, but he surprises me. His voice is hoarse and it’s lost all its shape, and yet he still manages to get words out. He still manages to tell me, shakily:

‘It’s already there.’

While my clit swells and aches and begs to be touched. Would he flip out completely, if I just slid a hand between my legs? It seems only fair, considering what he’s now obviously doing. He’s obviously masturbating, beneath the just ever so slightly shifting shape of the sheet.

‘Does that feel good?’ I ask, and he turns his head against the pillow in answer. ‘Does it feel good to stroke yourself, like that?’

‘Hmmm,’ he tells me, while that hand speeds up, underneath the covers.

‘It looks good. Makes me want to strip the sheets off, so I can watch you pumping your big dick – because you are big, aren’t you? I felt you, earlier, all thick and stiff and just about going on forever.’

‘I think I’m …’ he tries, but barely gets any further. ‘Maybe I am.’

‘Does it feel big in your hand, right now?’

‘Yes. God yes.’

‘And you’re all slick, too, right – is that lube I can hear, making that slippery sound?’

He moans, this time, in response. Eyes closed, upper lip making that mean, mean line.

‘Or are you so turned on you’ve made a mess all over yourself?’

More moaning, as alien and thrilling to me as a fuck somewhere public – though of course I know why. It’s because it’s obvious what that moan means, this time: he’s saying yes, without using the actual word.

‘Ohhh that’s so dirty,’ I tell him, but my doing so doesn’t seem to bother him in the slightest. On the contrary – the word dirty appears to make him shudder all over, and once he’s gotten through that he actually starts just kind of … rocking, on the bed. As though he’s fucking up, into an imaginary pussy.

‘That feel good, baby?’ I ask, even though I don’t need to. He’s panting, now. His free hand has made a fist in the bed sheets, and after a moment of this exquisite tension he actually opens his eyes, and looks at me.

Of course he keeps them narrowed down to lust-fogged slits, but that’s not the point. The point is that he holds my gaze, and keeps right on jerking at the cock I wish to God I could see, while I talk him into orgasm.

‘Do it,’ I tell him. ‘Come for me.’ 

And that seems to be all it takes. As soon as the word come is out there he arches forward, that hand near straining at the fistful of bed sheet he’s gotten. Mouth open around sounds that are clearly trapped inside him, eyes devouring me greedily as the pleasure breaks.

And breaks. And breaks.

Seriously – this thing goes on forever. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man come in quite the same way before, all unrestrained and desperate for it. He even says my name once that sound-trap lets go, and he doesn’t say it quietly.

I could almost believe he wasn’t as silent as the grave inside, at all.


  


Chapter Four









I THINK I EXPECT him to be back to the way he was before, the morning after. As though maybe I just dreamt all of the things that happened in the hot tub and in his bed, and now I’m going to see the real him again – cold and aloof and ready to hate me in new and interesting ways.

But he isn’t, at all. In fact, he’s so much the other way that for a moment I’m the one who feels nervous. If he keeps on being this relaxed and oddly attentive to me, James and Lucy are going to figure this out. I mean, James did see us getting awfully close, in the hot tub. And Artie is asking me if I’d like some more coffee, with my muffin.

It’s almost an innuendo, and one I don’t want them to work out – though I’ve got no idea why. It’s not like it’s embarrassing, that I spent last night winding my former worst enemy up into an orgasm that went on for about an hour. Or that he sort of tried to kiss me, afterwards, all soft and fumbling and not the way he seems at all.

God. God. I’m going weak-kneed just thinking about it. I daren’t look at him, because what if, you know? What if he does turn back into a jerk, suddenly, and I’m just left stranded on this weird island marked he called you gross, not that long ago?

It makes me a little prickly around him, though I don’t mean to be. And once I realise I’m behaving that way, I do stupid stuff to make up for it. I say things I wouldn’t have even said before, in my insane efforts to make him like me.

Such as:

‘Oh that’s a really cute music box.’

I mean, it is cute. This whole little antiques shop we seem to be stood in is cute, and we’re all having a stupendously cute time, driving around villages and eating ice-creams and doing all the things you’re supposed to, on vacation. But even so, it sounds weird and false and like I’m trying too hard.

Plus every time I talk to him now, I just flash back to a dozen little rude images. Like the way his knuckles had turned white when he’d gripped the sheet, and how soft his mouth had gone, when his orgasm overtook him. It makes me blush and I’m pretty sure he can see it, but that’s not what I find myself concentrating on.

Instead, I can’t help marvelling at how close he suddenly gets to me, or how weird it feels for him to be so sweet and sincere about something stupid I’ve said. 

‘That is cute,’ he says, and when he does he actually puts a hand on my back. I feel every inch of it practically prickling through my jersey, and though he isn’t looking at me I know he wants to. He’s paying far, far too much attention to a music box, for someone who looks as suddenly lust-stoked as he does.

Of course the second I see that expression on his face, I glance behind myself. Though I swear when I do it, I’m not thinking of anything untoward. I just want to see how many people are in here and possibly looking at us, before I do something innocent like … I don’t know.

Slipping my hand around his waist?

‘Mallory.’

Or slipping a hand over his ass.

‘Yeah?’ I ask, but it’s disingenuous of me to do so. I know why he’s just kind of hissed my name, and it’s not because he spotted a beautiful china set over by the window. It’s because once I’ve gotten my hand on his ass, I can’t seem to stop myself squeezing, a little. But seriously, who could blame me? His ass feels amazing, under those neat wool trousers he’s wearing. It’s firm, but not too firm, and big in that weird way he has just about all over.

Like he really, really enjoys eating, but doesn’t let himself indulge too often.

‘The shop assistant is right over there,’ he tells me, but when I glance behind us again she seems about a million miles away – and besides. It’s not like I just grabbed his junk.

Even if that’s exactly what I then do.

‘Oh my God,’ he says, but it’s not the words that get me. It’s the way he snaps his hand down over my wrist, the second I get a handful of the heavy bulge between his legs. Plus, he just keeps right on facing forward, like he’s trying to shield whatever it is I’m doing but doesn’t quite want to move away from it. 

‘I can’t stop thinking about your cock,’ I murmur, and then he definitely doesn’t want to move away. He even sort of leans down a little, so he can hear the things I’m saying better.

Though naturally he acts as if he isn’t doing that at all.

‘We’re in the middle of an antiques shop,’ he tells me, but I can’t help noticing that he isn’t exactly moving my hand away. He could if he wanted to – he’s at least twice as strong as I am – but he doesn’t.

Instead he simply stands there, paralysed, while I fondle something that’s definitely not quite soft, any more.

‘Is that good?’ I ask, even though I know it is. I can feel him thickening beneath the press of my hand, and when I run my thumb over the swelling head of his cock he can’t seem to help pushing into my touch. ‘Feels good to me.’

‘It does?’

‘God yeah. Feels amazing – look how hard you are, already.’

He winces, but come on. It’s not like he can deny it. He’s so stiff he’s pushing out the front of his trousers in an incredibly lewd sort of way, and if I were to do something cruel right now … like, say, turn around and leave the shop … he wouldn’t be able to follow me. He’d have to just stand here, facing rows of ceramic ducks, waiting for his big dick to make itself somewhat presentable. 

Which isn’t something I want to happen, any time in the near future.

‘I just want to take it in my mouth.’

‘Oh Jesus not in here. Don’t do anything in here, OK?’ he says – as though he actually believes I would. He actually thinks I’d get on my knees and suck him off in the middle of an antiques store, though in all honesty …

He’s not far wrong.

‘You don’t want me to go down on you?’

He almost turns his face to look at me, then, before realising that might be a bad idea. Far better to continue focussing on the ceramic ducks, while I make long, rude strokes over his completely stiff dick. 

‘Not in here,’ he says, as fierce as a whisper will let him be. Of course, the actual words he uses leave me an absolutely massive opening, but I at least applaud him for effort. He got the right tone, if not the right protest.

‘So maybe somewhere else?’

He does look at me, then. Eyes all lost and lust-streaked, lips parted as though just waiting for me to kiss them. He’s just waiting for me to reach up, and find those lips with mine. 

‘How am I supposed to answer that?’ he asks, but I can hear the subtext beneath the words plainly. He wants to say yes. Hell – maybe he wants to say more than yes. He just doesn’t know how.

‘I could give you some options,’ I tell him, because that seems kindest. Then less kind, when I follow it with: ‘You could suggest we go back to the car, get in the backseat. No one would notice if I just put my face between your legs and –’

‘OK, OK – stop. Stop.’

‘Are you sure you want me to? It doesn’t feel like you want me to. You’re all hard and swollen … I bet if I kept going you’d just come right here.’

‘Christ.’

‘Do you want me to put my hand inside?’

‘No, no ... let’s just go back to the car, OK? I want to go back to the car.’

I can’t help grinning when he says it – even if he catches it immediately and tells me no. No, that’s not what he meant. He doesn’t want a blowjob in the backseat at all.

But he gets one anyway.

I can’t seem to stop myself, once we’re sat in the car and he’s trying to talk to me about something innocent, like the weather or the woods we’re parked next to or how long I think James and Lucy are going to be. It’s like he’s goading me with mundane details, until all I want to do is grope his gorgeous body and kiss his gorgeous mouth – both of which he lets me do, without complaint.

He just sort of sprawls back against the seats, lips all wet and soft and open. Body like a taut wire beneath my exploring hands … until I get to his still hard cock. After which he just turns into a loose, unsteady mess, hips jerking up before he wants them to. One big hand going over my wrist like it did in the shop – only different, this time. Less like a restraint, and more like something telling me to go on, go ahead, do what you suggested.

He can’t make the words, but he can do other things, instead. Like pushing his tongue into my mouth, once I finally manage to force the kiss into something deeper, and wetter. And when I start unzipping his trousers, he helps me with the belt. He actually helps me, like maybe he wants me to do this to him.

Though him feeling that way makes some sort of sense, once I’ve managed to get his hard cock out into the open. I’m not even sure if hard is the word for it, really, because I’ve never seen anything like it before. The skin around the swollen head is so taut it’s almost shiny, and as I watch, a bead of precome wells in the slit at the tip. I even get to chart its progress as it slides down over his frankly glorious shaft, though clearly I do so for far too long. After about an hour of my mesmerised staring, he actually sort of sits up straight and makes to put everything away again.

‘Sorry,’ he says. No really – he says sorry. As though he just flashed me in the back of this car, against my will. Instead of what actually happened, which is basically me drooling all over his big, stiff prick. ‘It’s gross, right?’

Gross? Did he really just say gross? It’s so far from gross it’s practically in another time zone. I mean, it’s not just the size of it – which is skirting close to something druids might pray to – but the perfect proportions. It’s not thick at the base and thin at the top, the way some guys are. He doesn’t kink to the left, or have that droopy thing going on that some big ones do.

His cock is thick and satin smooth and absolutely delicious, which explains why I don’t wait another second to lean down and lick it, from root to tip. 

Of course he immediately goes rigid. Then after I’ve tried something even ruder – like maybe lapping at that little trail of precome, all the way up to the slit – I feel him twist in his seat, as though he’s going to stop me. He even puts a hand on my shoulder, in the universally accepted gesture for I’m going to push you away now.

Only he doesn’t. 

‘Ohhh God – there are people right over there, you know. I can see them out the window,’ he says instead, so matter-of-factly that I’m momentarily startled into answering him. 

‘You want me to stop, then?’ I ask, but for once he doesn’t go with the expected. He just shakes his head a single time – no – as he carries on looking at the people who might possibly catch us. That hand on my shoulder more like a prompt, now, than anything else.

He actually wants me to do this. He wants it so badly that when I bend my head and lick over that slippery slit, again, he bucks his hips. Moans for me, in a way that runs right through my already heated sex.

And both things make me want to reward him.

‘You like that?’ I ask, only this time I don’t wait for an answer. I don’t wait for him to struggle towards the words, fumbling and embarrassed. I just take the head of his swollen cock in my mouth, and suck until he’s got no resistance left.

‘Yes,’ he gasps for me, and then even better: ‘You get me so close so fast.’

It’s like a revelation from him, I think. Like he can hardly believe that idea, even though it’s pretty plain. He’s so excited that his balls feel like hot coals under the press of my palm, and when I get him just right … when I suck hard and rub my tongue over that sensitive ridge on the underside, as I do …

‘Yeah, just like that,’ he tells me, breathless and wanton suddenly. Cock swelling in my mouth, that hand on my shoulder now somehow in my hair. He’s going to do it, I know, but I want one thing from him, before he does – and it doesn’t take much to get it. All I have to do is work and work on that big, stiff thing until his hips are almost off the seat. Until everything feels wet and messy and he’s right on the edge, right there …

‘Tell me,’ I say, and he does it automatically, without thinking.

‘Suck my cock,’ he gasps, but I don’t need to. He’s already coming all over my hand, in great wrenching spurts. He’s already giving into it, in a way that almost turns me inside out. I actually feel my clit pulse once, heavily, to hear him talk like that and behave like this, as if his orgasm passes through me, once it’s done with him.

Though of course it’s not enough. It’ll never be enough, now, because I’ve got this very real and very big problem, it seems.

I’ve got absolutely no restraint, when it comes to him.


  


Chapter Five









I DO MY BEST to prove myself wrong on the “no restraint” front. Of course I do. I have no choice – otherwise I’m just a sex maniac who’s somehow become obsessed with my worst enemy. And yeah, I know, I know. He’s hardly my worst enemy, any more.

Yet even so, this whole thing is actually kind of embarrassing for me, socially. I tried to tell myself it wasn’t before, but that’s only because I’m an idiot. It’s obvious once I’m looking at it plainly, that I’m going to have to answer for some largely silly things I’ve said and done – even if they didn’t seem silly at the time.

I mean, for example: I once told Lucy that Artie might well be the most awful person in the universe. I started off this vacation by telling James that I wanted to kill him, because he’d invited the man I just sucked off, in the backseat of a car.

When all of this gets out, I’m going to look pretty stupid. I’m going to look like a foolish, shallow woman who throws away all her principles for a lovely face and a nice ass and a big cock, even if I’m starting to suspect that those things have absolutely nothing to do with my behaviour. I mean, Artie was the most handsome man I’ve ever met in real life before all of this happened. He was handsome when he told me to get a hold of myself and handsome when he called my date a troglodyte.

He’s handsome right now, as he stands over my bed and asks if I’d like eggs, for breakfast.

But it’s not his handsomeness I’m thinking about. Instead, I find myself wondering exactly what he’d do, if I told him that I have my hand between my legs right now, beneath the covers. That I’ve been trying not to masturbate for the past hour, just thinking about him actually using the words suck my cock, then being so excited by it that he couldn’t help coming all over my hands and my face.

Of course he’d seemed mortified, afterwards. He’d even apologised for getting some in my mouth, but here’s the problem: him doing so hadn’t made me think oh, what a pleasant fellow. Nor does it put me off in some way, as though him being polite makes him less of a man, or something.

No no no.

It excites me. It more than excites me, in fact. It makes me wild in a way I can’t even really process, while he’s stood over me talking casually about eggs. I mean, rationally I know he’s trying to discuss breakfast goods with me. But this other part of me – this other part that finds his restraint utterly fascinating – can’t help seeing it very differently.

He’s trying not to look at my body, I think. His gaze wants to travel down over the curves and dips I’m making beneath the sheets, but he’s forcing it to stay on my face. And all of those things he’s saying about poaching and frying and scrambling and whatever else?

It’s all just fake casualness. I know it is, because the second he cottons on to what I’m doing all of those words just die down inside his mouth. They turn to dust and blow away, along with that strained smile he’s trying to give me.

‘Are you … seriously doing that?’ he finally manages to get out, but I can see it takes some effort. And once I’ve stretched my arm up and around my head, it starts taking an effort for him to continue breathing and behaving like a human being.

Though in all fairness to him, when I move my arm it does make the covers slide down, somewhat. And underneath said covers it’s entirely possible that I’m just a tiny bit naked.

‘And what is it that you think I’m doing, exactly?’

‘I think you’re trying to get me back for what I was doing, the other night.’

I can’t help laughing – man his mind works in weird ways. I mean he’s obviously half joking, but even so. Where on earth does he get this stuff?

‘So this is revenge masturbation.’

His hand goes over his eyes and he lets out a little Christ – though of course I know why. It’s because I said the actual word and made the whole thing completely real, instead of something he can just hold at arm’s length.

‘Listen, Mallory,’ he starts, but it takes a big breath and some bridge of the nose pinching, before he can launch into whatever sort of speech this is going to be. And judging by his Deadly Serious expression, it’s going to be doozy. “I like you. I like you so much that I … I think about you an inadvisable amount. But I really need there to be some more … dating in what we’re doing. Can we not just go out some time, have drinks, walk home, kiss goodnight?”

Or you know, maybe his speech is just going to be all weirdly romantic and like he has actual and real feelings for me. Yeah, maybe that’s what’s going to happen. And then afterwards my insides can do this weird up and down thing, until I have to tease him just to make them go straight and normal again.

‘So you’re saying that I shouldn’t be masturbating. It’s terrible, that I am,’ I say, in a way that’s obviously intended to be humorous. Which makes it a surprise, when he protests as vociferously as he then does.

‘What? No. No, I’m not saying –’

‘There’s something wrong with masturbation. It’s bad for me, and will probably make me go blind.’

‘God no. Mallory, I would never –’ He halts, mid-sentence. Straightens and gives me a look. ‘You’re teasing me, aren’t you.’

I hold my finger and thumb about an inch apart, just for him.

‘Little bit.’

‘I guess I’m pretty easy to tease, now,’ he says, and then I don’t know what happens. This odd feeling just starts blooming in my chest, all warm and ache-y and full of something like guilt. He’s revealed all of this new and raw stuff to me, and what am I doing?

I’m teasing him about it.

‘Yeah, but I like this guy much more than I liked the other one,’ I say, and once I’ve done it I have to take a big breath. I have to, because I know what I’m going to say next and it’s fucking terrifying. ‘I’d love to go on a date with him.’

He doesn’t make me regret it, however. He actually asks the word really, as though it’s absolutely incredible that I might want to sit at a dinner table with him and order the menu for two.

‘Yeah. Really,’ I say, and when I do I reach out with my free hand and take hold of one of his. Just as a little reassuring sort of thing, maybe, all nice and warm and friendly.

And the kiss he then gives me … that feels nice and warm and friendly, too. He just leans down and presses his lips to mine, as chaste and closed-mouthed as something your grandmother might give you. One hand on the side of my face, that big body of his just hovering politely over mine.

I honestly don’t know how it goes the way it then does. I don’t know what happens. One second we’re holding hands and talking about dates, the next I have my arms buried elbow deep in his glorious hair and my tongue is in his mouth – though I swear I don’t know how it got there.

And I don’t know when the covers just kind of … slid down off my body, either. I only know that they have, because I’m extremely naked and the cold air is all over my skin and I think … I think he’s actually trying to kiss me somewhere other than my mouth.

Like maybe my breasts, which feel too heavy and too sensitive and ohhhh especially so, when he trails those soft lips over one stiff nipple. It’s not even something I can safely call an accident, either, because once he’s finished kissing one tight little point, he makes his way over to the other.

And then he licks it.

I can’t even pretend I want to be restrained and calm and sensible of his feelings, after that. It’s like he presses a button that sends an electric charge straight down to my clit, and though my head is still full of nice thoughts about hand-holding, my body’s just ready and waiting for that orgasm I didn’t give it.

So I simply go ahead and say what it wants me to most.

‘Yeah, lick me like that. Just like that – God, that gets me so wet.’

Because … well … it does. And if me saying so makes him sort of halt in his tracks, a little, there’s nothing I can do about that. I don’t want to do anything about that. I want him to get all flustered and flushed, because apparently him doing so makes me wet, too.

It makes me so wet that he definitely hears it, when I start rubbing over my clit again. He even sort of pulls away a little, as though he’s going to check between my legs but then can’t quite bring himself to. Instead he gives me a little questioning look, completely with crinkle just above his nose. Pushes out some stumbling words, that don’t seem to make any sense.

‘Oh, are you … do you want to just …’ he tries, and it’s actually kind of nice that I understand him completely. I never used to be able to read Artie, but it’s almost easy, now – he’s asking me if I want to have some alone time, clearly.

Which I don’t.

‘I just really need to come,’ I tell him, because that’s true. It’s almost like a physical pain, now, to the point where I can’t actually stroke over my clit. I have to just kind of rub at the side of it, so that the pleasure feels a little dulled instead of this immense, ravenous thing that wants to eat me.

But he doesn’t react as though that’s what I mean. He reacts like I’ve just told him the horniest thing in the world. His eyes drift closed, his body jerks towards me … for a second I actually think he might pull down his sweatpants and just fuck right into me, which doesn’t help the state I’m in.

I’m really close and I tell him so, though I think it’s fairly obvious that I’ve got an ulterior motive for saying the words ohhh I’m going to come all over my hand. They have almost the exact same effect as the other ones did – only this time he has something to say, once he’s finished processing them.

‘Let me,’ he says, which makes almost no sense at all. I mean, what is it exactly that he wants me to let him do? He’s just never specific enough about this stuff; he’s just never clear, and though it’s exciting to me in some ways I just wish – 

‘Let me go down on you.’

God, I think I laugh a little, when he actually says the words. Not out of spite, or anything – just out of shock. Of course he almost immediately pulls away the moment I make that stupid noise, but it’s OK, it’s OK.

A second later I make another sort of noise, accompanied by words he seems to appreciate very much.

‘Oh baby, say it again. Say it again for me.’

He gives me a rueful little smile that’s almost as arousing as the thing he just said.

‘I think I just about hit my limit with that last one,’ he tells me, but he’s lying, he’s lying. He’s got it in him, and I know it now. All I have to do is just …

‘Please. Please, I’m so close … feels so good when you talk dirty to me.’

He’s breathing hard, I notice, and he breathes harder on the word dirty. But he gets something out for me, all the same.

‘I want to … lick you there.’

‘Where?’ I ask, because half-hearted suggestions aren’t enough. I want specifics, beautiful, glorious specifics.

‘Between your legs.’

‘So you want to kiss my inner thighs?’

He shakes his head, but it’s much more like a hint at some internal wrestling match than a small gesture.

‘No. You know what I want to do.’

‘I don’t, and if you don’t tell me soon you’re not going to get a chance to. I think I’m about 30 seconds away from coming.’

He glances between my legs, so I put on a good show for him. Thumb on my clit, two fingers just easing into my slick as anything pussy. Everything all nice and spread for him, in a way I’m hoping will do the trick.

Of course, I don’t really expect it to. It almost jolts me, when he quite suddenly bursts out with the words, all raw and desperate and oh so arousing. 

‘God I just want to lick your clit,’ he tells me, and he doesn’t stop there. He presses on into other stuff about my pussy and how wet I am and how much he wants to taste me, before actually doing that very thing.

He shoves my hand away, and then just pushes his face between my legs. Just like that, no big deal – though I swear, it is a big deal when he finds my clit with his tongue. I think I actually bow right off the bed, and it’s only his hands on my hips that keeps the contact between us. Otherwise I’d be all the way off and probably somewhere down the hall, because dear God.

He doesn’t do it the way other men have done it to me, in the past. He doesn’t just stick out his tongue and kind of … flick it around. Instead he spreads the whole surface area of that wet, slippery thing all over my clit, until I feel like I’m being punched repeatedly with pleasure. I can’t even take the sensation it prompts, and I tell him so.

But he’s not listening to me any more.

‘Seriously, Artie,’ I think I say, because the tongue thing is way too much, it is … but Lord, when he actually sucks my clit into his mouth … ‘Don’t, don’t – I’m gonna come.’

‘Isn’t that the idea?’ he asks, but once he’s done being funny he just goes right back to licking and licking at me, that mouth of his so hot and greedy. Hands tight on my hips – which of course means I can’t even squirm away from that too-intense contact.

Though God knows I try. I think I go to climb up the nearest wall, but when my orgasm finally breaks I’m grateful that he anchors me on the bed. I’m glad of his hands on me, holding me, as the pleasure pulses through my sex – I don’t think I could take it, otherwise. 

I can’t take him, being like this. I don’t even know what to say once it’s over, but that’s OK. For the second time this morning, he does the honours.

‘I’m going to fuck you now,’ he says, and I just lie there, boneless, watching him doing something awesome, like taking off all of his clothes. Apparently he’s shy about words and weird around girls he likes, but once all of that’s out of the way he has absolutely no problems getting incredibly naked.

Because it is incredibly. He’s so big and hairy and solid that for a moment I can’t do anything but look. His shoulders are like those yoke things people used to carry milk on. His thighs are longer than the entirety of my legs, and I know this even though I’ve never actually thought about something as weird as thigh length.

Usually I busy myself with the rude parts, at times like this, but he makes it hard. There’s just so much of him to marvel at, to the point where I’m still marvelling long after he’s done with the clothes. In fact, after a second he starts to look a little self-conscious – as though he’s grown a boil somewhere that he didn’t know about. He even glances down at his fabulous body to check where exactly this boil might be, before I manage to make my dry mouth work.

‘Come here,’ I tell him. ‘Come over here.’

Which is pretty lame, I know. But at the moment it’s all I can manage. I’m starting to feel that thrum between my legs again – so soon after that immense orgasm! – and the longer he stands there, the worse it gets.

Thankfully, however, he listens to me. He crawls over the bed to where I’m still sprawled, that thick, now ever so slightly threatening cock bobbing between his legs, like a cudgel. And of course once he does so, all I can think about is how that thing’s going to feel. My last boyfriend was half his size and I sometimes had a little trouble, so God only knows what this is going to be like.

God only knows where he’s going to get a condom that fits, for that matter.

I’ve got some in the bedside drawer due to a few misguided hopes about meeting a hunk in a bar somewhere, but in all of those dreams about said hunk, he was never blessed with a king size cock. Typically he just had a nice, normal one, and we had nice, normal sex on a pretty coverlet, instead of Artie wrestling with a piece of rubber for half an hour before finally, finally squeezing himself into it.

Which sounds awful, I know, but strangely it just makes the whole thing more exciting. It’s like standing at the top of a waterslide, just waiting and waiting for your turn to go down. By the time he’s done I’m breathing so hard it’s entirely possible I’m going to pass out, and he doesn’t look much better.

Of course he doesn’t. I’ve had one orgasm. He’s had zero. He’s just shoved himself into something snug and clasping, and now I’m looking at him like he’s a slab of prime rib. I’m only surprised he hasn’t passed out from arousal, though I swear he contains himself admirably.

Until I say something I don’t really mean to, and then everything he’s just contained kind of spills out all over the place.

‘Yeah, that’s it,’ I tell him. ‘Fill my cunt with that big dick.’

Then he just sort of … melts all over me. Long before he’s actually done what I’ve suggested, I can feel him shaking. I can feel all of these little tremors going through his body, when he reaches between my legs and slides two eager fingers through my slit.

All of which is arousing in itself, without him telling me don’t, don’t, you’re gonna make me come saying stuff like that.

He said come, I think. He said that word and he’s going to do it, just because I’m squirming and moaning and talking dirty. Which of course just makes me do it all the more.

‘Cunt,’ I say, and then I pause, as though considering – even if doing so proves extremely hard. He’s currently working those two thick fingers into my embarrassingly slick pussy, and it feels … oh God it feels incredible. I don’t care how quickly he thinks he’s going to do this thing – I’m going to do it faster. ‘Is that the word you don’t want me to say?’

‘Yeah, of course … ohhh jeez, you’re so wet.’

Is it weird if him saying the most mundane of sex-words excites me? First come, now wet. Any second he’s going to say jizz in your ass and I’m going to spontaneously have an orgasm.

‘Am I? You like feeling my hot, slick cunt?’

‘Don’t say cu – just … just hold on.’

‘Were you almost going to say it then, baby? Come on, come on. Say it to me. Say cunt while you fuck me there.’

His eyes roll closed, but he doesn’t stop what he’s doing. In fact, I think he’s kind of hoping I’ll climax again just from the fingering he’s giving me. And if I’m being honest, he’s not far wrong. Hell – he’s as good at this as he was at eating my pussy, and after a second of that rough pressure he’s putting on my G-spot, I actually tell him as much.

Only it comes out: Grrorrganurgle. 

Instead of anything resembling actual words and sentences. I have to just tell him with one hand on his back and one at his cock, pulling at both until he gives in and takes away that delicious pressure.

Then replaces it with another sort altogether. Ohhhh, it’s definitely another sort. He feels even bigger than I thought he would, and better than that – he talks to me, while trying to work that immense cock of his into my tight little hole. He actually says the words: you’re so little, which I just add to the list of things I shouldn’t find arousing to hear. 

I even find it arousing to see him straining to get inside me, the look on his face like someone simultaneously dying and coming alive with pleasure. It’s only when he finally, finally manages to ease the head of his cock through all of my slickness and into my clenching hole, that one wins out over the other.

I think we both gasp. I definitely make a kind of strangled sigh, at the very least. And once he starts moving – faster than I expect, and oh so thankfully rougher, too – I can’t hold back. I just let out every moan that’s been building in my body, as said body tries and fails to tighten around the cock that’s filling me.

Yeah – that’s right. It tries and fails. I guess there’s just nowhere for my pussy to go, when it attempts to clamp around the thick length sliding back and forth inside it – though Artie sure seems to appreciate the effort. He jerks as though shot the second I do it, and when I do it again he tells me don’t, just like he did a moment ago.

Though obviously for different reasons. The last one was for my filthy mouth, now it’s for my filthy, greedy body, as I do my best to feel every single inch of the thing filling me up. I even find myself digging my heels into his ass, just to get a little more pressure…just a little more of that sweet, sweet sensation, that makes me think of flowers blooming in my belly, or something similarly weird.

And then it happens, and those thoughts no longer feel quite as weird as they did. Something just unfurls really low down in my gut, unlike anything I’ve experienced before. Other boyfriends got me there by putting a finger on my clit or maybe pressing just close enough – of course they did – but never this. Not this crazily-intense sensation, that makes me claw at his back and grunt without sound, everything clenching all at once – hard enough to force all the words I can no longer say out of his mouth.

‘Ohhhh are you coming?’ he asks me. ‘Oh God Mallory, I can feel you doing it around my cock. I can feel you – that’s it, baby. Fuck yourself on me.’

Though I’m guessing he only says that last one due to the shock of me doing just that. I’m clinging to him like a monkey, panting with the effort of ramming myself down on his now insanely hard cock. My hands are making actual lines on his back, but he doesn’t seem to mind in the slightest.

He’s getting to that place, I think – like he did before, in the car. He’s saying dirty things to me and his face has gone all soft and open, and when I kiss his mouth, the moan he gives me disappears all the way down inside my body.

Feels almost as good as the orgasm did – as do his hands, gripping me too tightly, suddenly. He’s pulling me onto his cock, I know he is, and I’m not sure which is better: the sensation it provokes, or how sweet it is to see him get to this not caring sort of place. He even tells me when his orgasm starts to take hold of him, in a way I never thought I’d hear from him.

‘I’m gonna spurt,’ he tells me, all guttural and rude and sharp-eyed. Fingers digging into my ass and my hip, mouth suddenly wet on the side of my face. Ohhh yeah, he’s definitely past caring – and it’s glorious. It’s like getting fucked by 25 years of repression, all of it spilling out of him all at once in one long, glorious race to pleasure.

‘Is that OK? Is it OK?’ he asks me, but seriously … what does he think I’m going to say? I can hardly wait for him to go off inside me, because this time I’m about to get an absolutely glorious close up of his face, as he does it. 

I even hold him there just to make sure, while he does a series of amazing, arousing things like biting his lip and flushing from throat to forehead and ohhh, he’s definitely going to make some loud noises. I can feel them starting all the way up from his jerking hips and his sweat-slicked back, until finally they’re just bursting out of him.

‘Ah, Mallory,’ he tells me, followed by some truly magnificent moans and groans and then…and then something else, too. Something else that I can’t quite face, right at this current moment, because I’m still shuddery from my orgasm and most of me just wants to relish the feel of him, as he goes over.

I think I can actually make out the way his cock swells, as he comes. And I definitely know so, when he pulls me in tight for the last few spasms of his orgasm. It feels like I’m being shoved from the inside out, and it brings with it a last little shiver of sensation.

One that almost makes me forget the words he said. The good good words that seem impossible, after only a week – though really it’s been more for him, hasn’t it? I can tell it has, because oh that I love you seems to come so easily, to him.

How funny, that it never seems to do so, for me.






  


Epilogue














WE’RE STANDING ON THE porch, waiting for James to bring around the car. Of course I can’t help but be aware of the weird silence that’s sprung up between us – though I’m not quite sure why it has. It wasn’t there last night, when – after a nice meal at an Italian restaurant with plenty of normal hand-holding – we sixty-nined each other, on the bed.

Or how about the night before that, when after a nice picnic by the lake and some perfectly pleasant chatter about our life goals, we decided to go skinny-dipping? Followed by a bit of vigorous alfresco fucking. 

We’ve done nothing but fuck and talk all holiday, but now that we’re stood on the porch, waiting for the holiday to be drawn to a conclusion … now there’s nothing? Now we’re just silent and weird and unable to express a single sentiment?

Though of course I know it’s disingenuous of me, to put those question marks on the ends of those sentences. I mean … come on. I know why we’re suddenly awkward, and it’s got nothing to do with the memories of all the filthy sex we’ve had. He’s not embarrassed, and I’m fairly certain he wants to see me again.

But unfortunately, the reason that I know this is down to the one word he keeps saying with an alarming frequency, and the one word that I can’t. It’s there, I know it’s there, because on Wednesday James finally figured out what we were doing and actually said to me: Jesus, you’re not just fucking, are you?

And my face had gone all red and that embarrassment I’d been dreading had welled up, shortly before he’d hooted and said: you’re in love with him! Mallory’s in lo-hove, Mallory’s in lo-ho-hove! 

After which, that embarrassment had just melted away and been replaced by something else.

Giddiness, I think it’s called. Giddiness and maybe a bit of shock, to realise that I probably kind of do. I didn’t feel it for Dave Trebecki, after a year together. And I didn’t feel it for Stuart Walker, after two.

But I feel it for Artie, after three weeks. And he’s just patiently waiting for me to say it, I know he is. He even puts an arm around my waist and starts casually talking about going out sometime next week, maybe, if I want to – you know, just to take some of the pressure off.

I don’t have to say it, after all. We can just go on another few dates, and have some amazing sex afterwards, and then possibly do something nice … like eating breakfast together in the morning. And then if he wants, we can spend the day after doing other things I’ve never really done before, that I know other couples do.

James and Lucy are already doing them. They read the paper together the other day, and all I could think when I saw them engaging in an activity like that was:

Artie would do that with you, if you asked him to.

Because he would, he so would. He can’t always tell me to do something dirty or even suggest that he’s feeling horny, if I’m honest. But he seems only too happy to talk about normal, relationship-y things. It’s like he actually knows what they’re supposed to be. 

As opposed to me, who only knows how to look up at him all awkwardly, then fumble out something like:

‘I do, you know.’

Lucky, really, that he still knows what I mean. He’s like me, figuring out what’s being hinted out through near Morse code. He taps on the glass and I understand that he’s wanting something more than making out on the couch. I tap on the glass and he says:

‘I know.’

Only he doesn’t leave it at that. He doesn’t let me get away with just loose signals and half gestures, because after all – I didn’t let him. I pushed and cajoled and talked him into it, and apparently he’s good enough to do the same for me.

‘But I think there’s another word for it, that’s slightly more specific than do. What is it again?’

‘Care?’

He glances away towards the road, a half-smile just making its way around to the corner of his mouth. That hand he’s got on my back suddenly sliding ever so slightly beneath the material of my jersey.

‘Hmm, that’s a good effort. Not quite what I was looking for, however.’

‘Maybe … maybe I could say: I’m really, really fond of you.’

He nods, in a way that’s so reminiscent of my own reactions, whenever I try to get him to say cock or cunt or come. In fact, it practically echoes them – and I think he knows it.

Because he’s a bastard. Oh, he’s a bastard. He’s my worst enemy, and I hate him more than I’ve ever hated anyone in the whole entire world.

‘That’s … good. But I think you can do so much better.’

‘Does it start with an L?’

‘Possibly.’

‘Can I spell it out?’

His smile goes all the way, then, and when he turns to look at me I swear to God – my insides melt all the way out of my body. To think how hard his gaze had seemed to me, before all of this, and how warm and soft and filled with love it looks, now.

I want to hug his face, but end up doing something far less mad, instead.

‘I love you,’ I tell him, and it barely takes any effort at all.
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