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Chapter One
 
 
 
            There was a guy, running a blue streak through the trees. Mae Connelly could see him, even amidst the febrile greenery and the lowering light, arms pumping. Legs pumping. Cock swinging in the breeze.
            Which was when she decided to stand up, and get a better look. 
            Purely out of simple curiosity, of course. Nothing unseemly about stepping off your porch to gawk at a man who appeared to be running through the field behind your house, buck ass nekkid. 
            And it didn’t sadden her—not even a little—when he ploughed into the long grass and everything below the waist got cut off. No—not even a little bit, uh-uh. After all, she was just a concerned citizen.
            Concerned about someone who sure looked terrified. He looked more than terrified—she could see him, turning his head every five seconds as though expecting to see hellhounds behind him, chomping at his heels. He kept almost stumbling, like fear wouldn’t let him keep his footing. 
            And as he veered closer to her house, she could definitely make out red, striping his upper arms. The fact that said upper arms were sinewy with muscle and very nice indeed took a shameful backseat.
            She shouted before her brain confirmed that doing so was a good idea.
            “Hey!”
            It was definitely not a good idea. He fell almost immediately, at the sound of her voice. She saw him turn, and then it was all just tits over ass and nothing but the long grass, stirring, to suggest that he had ever been there.
            All the possible reasons that someone could be running, naked and terrified, went through her head: escape from a forced nudist colony. Being hunted by a Terminator from the future. Sex game that went horribly, horribly wrong. Or right, depending on your kink.
            But none of them seemed either a) plausible or b) sane. As far as she knew, forced nudist colonies didn’t even exist. And likely Terminators and time travel machines didn’t, either. Especially not ones that sent you through time with your ass hanging out.
            It was probably a bad idea to approach him, anyway. She felt one hundred percent conscious of that fact. People didn’t run through someone’s backyard with scratched arms and terrified eyes and no clothes on because they felt like starting a new jogging trend. Once she put the insane ideas aside, nasty jockish prank gone wrong seemed the most likely. 
            As did said jocks being on his tail, ready to eliminate witnesses. 
            But she appeared to be walking towards his position, regardless. If she got there quick enough, maybe they wouldn’t catch either of them. Maybe they’d never have to find out what the movie Saw looked like, through the eyes of evil frat boys.
            Though as she got closer, thoughts of frat-boy-Saw grew fainter, and ideas about his ultimate and overpowering malevolence grew fat, and strong. He hadn’t appeared to have anything in which to conceal a knife. But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t have something! Probably he kept it in his invisible-from-the-future-laser-pouch.
            “Hey,” she said again, from five feet away. Then felt extremely foolish—as though he would have a knife, in a laser pouch! He sounded like someone who might have been about to die, any second. Not someone who was thinking about stabbing with his magical future knife.
            “Are you okay, buddy?”
            Lord, that sounded even worse than her first attempt at speaking to him! Of course he wasn’t okay. His groans reminded her of that time she’d been in the hospital with a broken finger, and someone in the bed across the ward had suffered from something called “impulsive leg falling off”.
            Though she fully appreciated that her nine-year-old self might have embellished the lady’s disease, somewhat.
            She almost screamed, when he answered her. And not because he was able to speak, despite being a victim of Impulsive Leg Falling Off disease. Because when he did, he didn’t speak in any language she was familiar with. Though admittedly, Mae was familiar with very few. High school German, and the best she could usually come up with was ich bin acht jahre alt. 
            Which she was pretty sure meant “I am eight years old”.
            “Prog lun golag,” he said. “Prog! Prog!”
            Was that Lithuanian? There was a whole new Polish community living not far from her home, but she was fairly certain “prog” wasn’t a word they often used. Or that anyone used, ever.
            “I’m sorry—I don’t speak…whatever it is you’re speaking. I know some German, if that helps.”
            If he desperately needed to know how old she was fifteen years ago, they’d be all set.
            “Grag, grag,” he said, shortly before the weirdest thing she’d ever heard happened. If she’d been pushed to explain it, she’d have struggled to describe what, exactly, was weird about the whole thing. But it pressed on her, all the same—the oddness of what he then did.
            He made a noise, like he was clearing his throat. Lots of other, struggling noises—as though…she felt it was very much like he needed to re-string his vocal chords. That was the sound it was closest to. 
            And then, “Yer—you—English. Human English. Do you—can you understand me, now?”
            She supposed the word “human” contributed, a little, to the air of stunning weird.
            “Yes! Yep, I can totally understand you. Are you…are you even close to okay?”
            He took a moment. She could see the grass wavering around him, busily.
            “I…I don’t know. I don’t know.”
            “I’m going to come closer, okay? Don’t attack me. I have a—gun.”
            Some fervent rustling followed, then the grass began to part in an arrowing line, away from her.
            “No! No! Don’t hurt me with your weapon—don’t!”
            She put her hands out in the universal sign for “I’m harmless, take it easy”, but it just made her feel even more foolish than all the simple questions and the primary school German had. He couldn’t see her, after all. He was busy running away on all fours, through grass.
            “Take it easy, take it easy—I’m not going to hurt you! I just don’t want you to hurt me, okay?”
            From further away, she could just make out his trembling voice.
            “Why would I hurt you?”
            He sounded genuinely incredulous. So much so that her heart twinged, just once.
            “Listen—whoever you are. Why don’t we just get you inside, and put some clothes on you, and ascertain if we need to call an ambulance. Or the police.”
            “The…police?”
            “Yeah. I’m guessing someone or maybe a group of someones have been chasing you. And you look pretty beat up, so I suspect they weren’t after a handshake and a backslap.”
            His breathing reminded her of something…something difficult to place. It sighed in and out of him, like…like the wind, falling soft on a turning-to-summer night.
            “No,” he said. “No.”
            “Then come with me, okay? Hey—I’m taking a big risk, offering this. You could be a maniac, for all I know.”
            “A—a what?”
            “A maniac. A loony. Someone who just escaped from the boobyhatch.”
            His voice croaked out of him—he was probably dying, while she stood there, joking around.
            “I didn’t escape from a boobyhatch. It was…I escaped from…”
            The tailing off sounded ominous, to her. Though not in any way she had expected—it didn’t seem to make him a secret maniac, or like he was hiding something awful. It made him seem like someone who couldn’t remember.
            She stepped forward, parting the grass before her as she went. When she finally got to him, he wasn’t hunched in an attack position. He hadn’t turned into a robot from the future. He was simply sat, with his knees drawn up tight to his chest. 
            Lucky thing, really. His cock would have been clearly visible, in almost any other position.
 
* * * *
 
            The weird thing was, he didn’t seem eager to get clothes back on himself. Not in the slightest—in fact, when he got back out of the chair she had put him in, he just let the blanket she had given him fall right off his shoulders. Like it was merely a distraction, rather than a device to preserve his modesty.
            “Uh—you might want to—”
            She gestured, but he clearly wasn’t getting the picture. And the not-wanting-to-stay- sat-in-the-living-room thing seemed odd, too. Why had he followed her into the kitchen? He was clearly injured—wouldn’t staying still be a better idea? Conserve his insane energies, and all that? Stop her worrying that he was about to leap on her, like a ravenous wildebeest? 
            Did wildebeest leap?
            “If you just wait in there, I’ll bring, you know, some plasters. Okay?”
            But it seemed he had more pressing matters on his mind.
            “Where is this?”
            And she had to agree. Not knowing where you were was definitely a very pressing matter indeed.
            “You’re in Raven’s Wood. Near Ripon. Is any of this making any sense to you at all?”
            His eyes flicked back and forth, as though searching his brain for answers that definitely weren’t going to be there.
            “Yes. I can understand your speaking voice.”
            Definitely a boobyhatch escapee. Though she had to admit, he looked extremely good for a man who’d been ravaged by mental illness for most of his life—the scratches and bruises aside.
            “Okay. Okay—let’s just…why don’t you start with your name. You sit down on this kitchen chair, and I’ll cover your shame with a tea-towel, and then you can tell me your name.”
            And it was to his credit, she felt, that he did exactly as she said. He even let her toss a scrap of material over something he had nothing to be ashamed about at all. But then he said, “I no longer know it.”
            And that seemed very bad indeed.
            “You don’t know your name?”
            “I think…I think it was taken from me.”
            Oh, that seemed even worse.
            “Really? Well. That seems…insane. But anyway—let’s try your age! Yep—your age. How old are you?”
            “I want to say…six hundred and nine. Could that be right, do you think?”
            She thought, quite blankly, it could be right that you’re a mental case, who’s about to rape my face with a tea-towel.
            “I think it’s unlikely, at best.”
            He looked honestly crestfallen. It was hard, she figured, to realise you’re a crazy person who wants to have sex with someone’s tea-towel. Or face. Or whichever one seemed most fitting, in the land of being raped by tea-towels. She leant back against the kitchen counter and clenched her fist around the sharp knife—the one she’d left on the draining board, when salad had no longer seemed like a good idea. 
            But he didn’t seem to register it, at all.
            “How old do you think I look?”
            “About thirty?”
            He glanced up, suddenly sharp. Eyes big and disbelieving.
            “I look that small? Really?”
            He blew out a breath and glanced away at nothing.
            “Maybe I’m just new.”
            There were several things wrong with the things he was saying, she felt. More than several, most likely. But there also happened to be something beyond his words, that was approaching an even weirder patch of wrong. Something that made her chest want to stop rising and falling. Something that made all the saliva in her mouth evaporate, and rematerialise on her palms.
            The red—on his arms. The cuts she’d clearly seen, when walking him into the house. 
            They weren’t there anymore.
            “What do you mean by new, exactly?”
            He glanced back as though sure, before surety slid away as easily as melting pudding. She wanted to say that his eyes suddenly became vacant, but that wasn’t really the case at all. There was nothing vacant about his burning bright eyes—like great dark moons, in his narrow face.
            “I’m sorry—I have absolutely no idea. How odd.”
            “You have a better idea of where your scratches have gone?”
            She raised an eyebrow at him, and watched, as he examined himself as though the whole thing was as curious to him as it was to her. 
            “You know, if you’re a robot from the future—my name isn’t Sarah Connor. And I haven’t had sex in years, which makes it unlikely that I’m going to birth any kind of resistance leader with floppy hair. So you know—God speed. Go forth and kill that chick from Aliens and the guy from Candyman. And Lance Henricksen.” She paused, breathless and unable to take her eyes off the cuts his liquid alloy body had probably closed up over. “I don’t know why I’m babbling about people from the Terminator movies.”
            “I don’t think I know a Lance Henricksen,” he said. “Though it could be that I’m a robot from the future. I don’t know. What do they look like?”
            “Like a little skinny guy with jug ears, or a big Austrian guy, with a granite jaw.”
            He put his hands up, then. To feel the sides of his face.
            “Well—that’s a relief. My ears don’t feel anything like jugs.”
            He traced two fingers over the admittedly lovely shape of his jaw—firm, but not too square. Tucking into a neat little chin in a way that she shouldn’t be thinking about in such fascinated terms.
            “My jaw feels soft. Not like granite at all.”
            “Phew! Well, that’s a relief! Likely it was just Terminators chasing you. Any second they’ll burst in and kill us all. Now I can sleep at night!”
            He glanced back, towards the living room and front door. As though that was actually a possibility. Her heart had pretty much broken world speed records since finding him, but at that expression on his face, it got into the top ten.
            She wasn’t sure how to drag it back down, once he found it in him to tell her a whole bunch of stuff that really only made it worse.
            “No. No—they won’t follow me here. They were trying to stop me, I think.”
            She could feel her voice, on a knife’s edge. Not wanting to come out but sure it had to.
            “Stop you from doing what?”
            “From coming to this place.” He frowned, as though the memory was low down and slow coming. “We’re not supposed to come here.”
            “And where did you come from?”
            He shook his head, though it wasn’t a sure sort of motion. And there seemed to be a lot of false starts, before he finally spoke.
            “I don’t know. Far away, and from a place that seems…softer than this. More full of heat, and light. It hurt to come through, but I had to. I had to, even if I can’t remember why, now.”
            She needed to sit down. Badly, very badly. But if she sat down, then he’d know that his weird delusions and strange talk were having an effect on her. They’d cart her off to the loony bin with him, for believing the stuff he wasn’t even sure about, and for seeing the cuts on his arms that no longer existed.
            Better to make it clear to him.
            “I think I’ve gone insane.”
            “Why?” he said. 
            A naked man with a magical healing body who had in all likelihood been birthed by the land from beyond was asking her why she felt she might have cracked a nut or two. That was what seemed to be happening, right now.
            Nothing could be clearer. Grief had driven her mad. 
            “Well—because! Because! I mean—just look at your arms! Did your cuts heal themselves, or did you use your magical powers?”
            If she fainted standing up, would he notice? To think—half an hour ago she had been considering an evening of staring blankly at the television while not wanting to eat.
            “They’re not supposed to just go away, are they?” he asked, and sounded quite sad while doing so. 
            It was bad, having to disappoint him.
            “No. Definitely not. In fact, I don’t mind telling you. I’m starting to suspect that I’m imagining you.”
            “How would you know for sure?”
            He stood, as he spoke—though somehow him doing so didn’t make her want to skirt away. The knife had become a secondary concern, somewhere in the middle of this conversation from fantasy land.
            “I wouldn’t.”
            “Do I look real?”
            He looked so real it hurt to stare at him too long. She could see his firm collarbone, jutting out between shoulders broad and interesting. Dark hair covered his chest and belly, almost too thick to be pleasing but somehow all the richer for it. 
            She thought of the woods, for some reason. The smell of mown grass and pollen motes dancing, in the swelling summer light. She thought of things fertile and vibrant, pulsing against this creaking cabin she called home. 
            “You look…too real.”
            It took a moment to register that he was walking towards her. Though he didn’t seem to be walking, exactly. Or even something as sinister as slinking or creeping. He just was, as bright as anything in her dim little kitchen.
            Before he could get within poking distance, she snatched a fresh towel from the drawer, and wrapped it around his waist. 
            Unfortunately, doing so only put her closer to him. Now they stood within licking distance, his eyes on her heavy and dark, her hand somehow around his waist, in order to pinch the towel-skirt closed.
            Unfortunately, it didn’t do anything like reach. There remained a very apparent strip of firm thigh, exposed the way that young girls in split skirts exposed themselves.
            She wished more than anything for him to not be exposing himself. And maybe also for some extra material to magically appear out of nowhere, along with the naked man and the strange sense of foreboding.
            “So do you,” he said.
            She felt herself flush, from the roots of her hair, to the ends of her toes—though she couldn’t say why. He was very attractive, and also very weird—just the way she liked them—but that didn’t account for the sudden heat rolling off him, and all over her.
            She caught a hint of his scent, like something mossy and febrile and good. Masculine, but somehow light and perfume-y, all at the same time.
            “We should…find you some clothes.” The words took some yanking out of her—but ultimately, it was for the best. Imaginary men needed to cover their naked bodies, before crazy ladies decided to molest them. “I think there’s some clothes that belonged to—that will fit you upstairs, somewhere.”
            It was a nice bucket of cold water, over the head. She skirted around him, uncaring of the towel which immediately dropped, and crossed to the archway between the kitchen and the living room.
            And only stopped, when he said in a voice grave and sweet, all mixed up, “You won’t feel bad forever, Mae.”



Chapter Two
            
 
 
There were two things impossible, about what he had said. She considered them, as she rummaged through old clothes that did, indeed, make her feel bad. 
            He had known her name. She knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she hadn’t told it to him, but he had spoken it anyway. 
            And he knew about her parents. He knew about the terrible, awful thing that was making her feel bad. Somehow he did—though what “somehow” really meant was only this:        he wasn’t real. Her mind had made him up. She would go back downstairs and find him gone, and then there would just be silence and emptiness and the scent she thought he had, hovering in the thickly warm air. 
            Really it had just been an air freshener she’d forgotten she’d turned on, all along.
            Which is why it made her jump near to the ceiling, when he knelt beside her on the bedroom floor. Still naked, obviously. Clearly modesty didn’t factor into any of her daydreams about hot guys who wanted to puncture reality.
            He didn’t look at her. Instead, he ran his hands over old sad cardigans and too colourful ties. It made her tremble, oddly. It made her want to reach out one shaking hand, just to see if his flesh still felt real to the touch.
            It did. It seemed warmer than hers, in fact.
            When he quirked one silky black eyebrow at her, she almost laughed with outrageous nerves and disbelief and all of the things a person was supposed to feel, when things that couldn’t possibly happen, happened.
            “I’m fairly certain I’m really here,” he said, as though he had read her mind. But then if he only lived inside her head, he had front row seats, didn’t he? He could probably see that time she’d panicked in the middle of town, with so many people crowding in at her and everything just too much, too much—dear God, aching loneliness in the middle of nowhere made her feel so much better.
            And likely he knew whether or not she really believed that, too.
            “Can’t you tell me anything about where you’ve come from? A cult in Chiswick? A mental asylum in Bradford? Anything?”
            She could see him straining, now. Chasing memories that weren’t there. It seemed entirely possible that he was about to make things up, just to give things an edge of reality, but then he spoke and it didn’t sound like anything her own mind would invent. Her own mind would never mention words like “believable”, when trying to be just that.
            Her own mind just wasn’t clever enough.
            “You want something believable,” he said, after a moment. “But I don’t think I have anything believable to give. It’s far away, my home, though it’s like here. I can almost see it, when I close my eyes.”
            She could almost see it, too. It looked like insanity.
            “Maybe we should call the police. They could check the missing persons database.”
            He didn’t look like he thought the missing persons database was something they should be focussing on. Though granted, his focus priorities didn’t seem to be about anything good. Too much intense staring at her was going on, for it to be about anything good.
            “I don’t think you want to listen to me, do you.”
            He even tossed her a little rueful smile. Clearly, trauma caused by crossing over from scratchy world was starting to lose its hold on him. The real person was beginning to show through—though how real he was remained up for debate.
            “Look—you were right. Not long ago, something bad happened to me. So bad that I’ll probably never get over it. And sometimes, when bad things happen—”
            “I know what happened to you. Fire and metal and pain. And then you shouted—I think you called my name. But I can’t remember what it was.”
            She could feel her heart sinking, sinking. Down through her chest, to her boots. Odd, though, how her heart doing so didn’t stop that strange, underlying heat. It seemed to be falling out of him, and all over her. She could almost see it making little cartoon heat waves in the air.
            “Well gee, I wish I could remember, too. Because all I can recollect is shouting for Dr Herschfeltz to give me more morphine,” she said, and knew it was the truth. It definitely was the truth. So why did this little squeeze of familiarity take hold after she’d said it?
            Like she’d seen his face before. In the hospital, maybe. Doctor…Doctor…Hottie No-Name. Doctor Aversion To Clothes. Maybe another patient, with wild eyes and wilder hair, and a penitent for riding imaginary horses.
            None of which seemed any more or less real than this, right now.
            “I can’t wear your father’s old clothes, Mae,” he said, when she handed him something she would never make him wear. And somehow, that just made everything worse and even more crazy. She could feel all of it rising up inside her and when it broke, it tasted bitter and too loud. Much too loud.
            “Why not?” She realised she was shouting, a second after doing so. “Why not? And how come you know these are my father’s clothes, huh? How? If you’re one hundred percent real, how do you know my name when I’ve not told you?”
            It was a shock, when he laughed. It made her feel pretty stupid, what with all the stridency and the clothes bunched up in her fists.
            “You must have told me, or else I wouldn’t be here.” He paused, dredging again from the bottom of some impossible memories. “You say my name three times, when the moon is fat and the fields burn. On dakshinayana, at midnight, after the shadows have met their true halves. And then I say your name back, and come to you.” 
            Something spilt down her cheek. It felt wet, barely there.
            “I’m dreaming, aren’t I? This is a dream, all a dream.”
            When he turned his gaze to her, his eyes filled up the room. She thought of all the stories she used to write, about other worlds, far off places. The stone key you had to find, for the lock in the mossy bank. The words you had to say, when the moon was fat and the fields blazed dark fire into the indigo sky.
            “I don’t know. You tell me, Mae.”
            The spell broke. She turned back to the clothes, swiping absentmindedly at her cheek. 
            “We really need to find you something to wear,” she said and felt his breath sigh, against the side of her face.
 
* * * *
 
            She dreamt of running, in fields of tall grass. Someone whooping, behind her, far behind her—but he wouldn’t catch her. He never caught her. He was always too slow, skinny little tigerlily that he was. He said, Soon, I won’t be new. I will grow old and old, while you stay young.
             Though I won’t ever look it.
            She snapped awake, just as the grass parted. Thinking of feral teeth bared, a boy waiting to pounce. 
            I have you now, Mae.
            But when she got up, and padded through to the spare room—he wasn’t there. She had left him curled amongst the covers, happy and absolutely sinfully delicious looking. Just one of those warm pulses rolling off him—it almost made her think he was sending them to her. Like sex waves, or something no more or less ridiculous than all his mumbo-jumbo talk.
            Not that he needed sex waves, or mumbo-jumbo talk. The covers had ridden very low, on his lean sinewy body. So low that she’d received her five hundredth glimpse of his thick cock, and a lovely look at the twist of his hips.
            Just waiting, she thought, before shaking it off. It wasn’t right to cavort with either a) imaginary men or b) confused mental patients who liked to ride imaginary horses.
            Though she couldn’t imagine why horses, imaginary or otherwise, kept coming into it. Her Mum had taken her pony riding once, when she was a kid, but that connection seemed morbid and tenuous, at best. And there had been that time when…had there been a boy at school, with one of those wooden horse things? The little things that were really little more than a broom, with a crude head on the end.
            She felt there might have been a boy. Like the one in her dream, with the running, and him saying, I’ll catch you, if I’m riding my stallion. You can’t hide from me, you can’t hide, and I’ll catch you, Mae, and then—
            She turned, when she realised she could hear running water—coming from the bathroom, next door. Not surprising, really. He was probably covered with the spit of evil men. Or evil creatures that he claimed were no longer chasing him. Or imaginary horses. 
            She thought of her dream, and the feral boy in the long grass. With eyes as big as great dark moons.
            “Um…mystery guy? Are you in there?”
            It seemed only polite to knock. She imagined the police or the doctors finding her, knocking on doors for people who weren’t there.
            “Yes. Yes, I’m in here. Should I not be in here?”
            He did say some odd things. And his accent, so…without inflection. So smooth and cool, like an icy river, only somehow warm at the same time. Probably fed by hot springs, she imagined.
            “No—that’s…fine. I just wanted to make sure you were…”
            What? Okay? Still in some sort of existence? She thought about calling Susan, from the office. Where she’d worked, before all of this happened. Before money she hadn’t wanted to inherit promised to last her until the end of time. The end of time of being here, alone and unable to work her way back into society.
            Susan would be able to ascertain whether he was real, or not. In fact, she could just phone Susan, and get her to talk to him! She highly doubted that she was capable of doing a convincing deep, icy river man-voice. 
            “Can you believe it? The water comes right out of these metal things,” he said, from the other side of the door. He sounded excited, though she would have known he was whether he voiced said excitement or not.
            Because it poured through the wood, in all of those little cartoon waves. It beat, like a dirty, wanton heart. It made her not want to think about him not knowing what “taps” were. 
            “I can believe it…” She paused, trapped, at the end of an incomplete sentence. It needed a name, to finish it off—but he didn’t have one. “What should I call you?”
            He took a moment. She could hear the “magical” water being splashed, probably on various parts of his gorgeous body. Maybe he was using the soap, to work a creamy lather into all that luxuriant chest hair. And other things.
            “I don’t know. I think I’ve always wanted to be called Sam.”
            “All right. Sam it is.”
            It seemed as good a name as any. After all, it spoke of a solid, dependable sort, who did not magically appear in back gardens and had skin that healed in a natural amount of time. Sam was your buddy, Sam was your pal, Sam didn’t suddenly open the door to the bathroom in a way that made her not know where to put herself.
             He was still naked, of course. And now his thick dark hair stood straight up from his head, glistening wet.
            “I was thirsty,” he said, though whether he thought that explained the hair, she couldn’t say. “I could feel the water, so came in here.”
            Better to just breeze right by that one, she felt. And maybe move on to the fact that she hadn’t offered him anything to eat, or drink. All that running—he was probably starving!
            “Oh—well I could get you some food, and water. You don’t have to…use this.”
            She reached forward and turned off the cold tap, but that seemed to be a mistake. It only put her closer to him and the magical sex waves.
            “I’m not hungry for food,” he said. He was kind of looking down at her, again. She supposed it was a necessity, being so tall. He seemed even taller than before, too, which should have been disturbing, but as with everything about him, just wasn’t.
            “Oh, really? Okay. Okay, so—”
            When he stepped forward, and rested a hand on her arm—just lightly—she was certain he grew brighter, and darker, all at the same time. She thought of the healed scratches, his knowledge that he couldn’t know, and suddenly it didn’t seem so weird that her bathroom was filling with this strange sort of muggy heat, or that she could hear his heartbeat, ringing in her head.
            Though that last one did seem to push some sort of boundary. Around reality, and other things, too. She could feel her nipples tightening beneath the thin cotton of her sleep shirt, for God’s sake. Boundaries were getting stuffed up their yin-yangs.
            “Um—I—maybe you should…step back,” she said, and though he didn’t obey, the fact that he remained too close for comfort wasn’t threatening. In truth, the longer he stayed standing over her, the hotter and more syrupy she felt. 
            She tried to stop herself glancing up at him—that sure wasn’t going to help with the whole weird melting into summer feeling—and failed. He was breathing hard, half-smiling, though without any sort of mockery in his eyes. And his face was as flushed as hers felt, this time.
            It looked good on him. Warm pink, spreading through milk pale. 
            “I don’t think you want me to step back.”
            Why didn’t that seem threatening? It sounded like the start of every gritty drama about a woman’s struggle with sexual assault, ever. Apart from the fact that he was right, absolutely right, and he was just waiting, waiting, waiting. 
            Not only that, she knew what he was waiting for. He wanted her to catch up. He was waiting for her to lead the way. 
            Into what, however, God only knew. Sex? Did he think she was going to have sweaty, dirty sex with him, right there on her bathroom floor? Or maybe up against the door, hard and slick and fast until they both collapsed, exhausted? Or maybe—
            She shoved at him, and he went easy enough. His expression remained one hundred percent bemusement, however. As pure a question as ever she’d seen on someone’s face—that was so nice. Why would you stop it?
            “What is that? What is it that you’re doing to me? I know you’re doing something to me, okay?” she finally managed, and watched, as he searched his internal database. Though clearly, he wasn’t any sort of robot. Unless they were building Intense Sexual Magnetism models.
            “I don’t know. Did it feel like I did something? Maybe it’s a clue to who I am!”
            He sounded genuinely excited. Though she was starting to doubt he knew anything other than genuine. It was his default setting, apparently. 
            “Why are you holding your hand like that?” he asked, before she realised she was doing so. Though as it turned out, he was right.
            “Because I’m trying to block your erection from my field of vision, while we discuss these important matters.”
            He glanced down, as though only just realising it was there. Comical, really, but no less disturbing for it. Though she wasn’t about to start fretting over the disturbing-ness of spontaneous erections, when he seemed to be giving off sex waves.
            Grief-stricken insanity or not, that was definitely what they were. There simply didn’t seem to be any point in denying it. Even closing her eyes to block out his weirdly handsome face didn’t stop them coming. 
            The bathroom felt like a furnace. The smell of summer was now so strong, she wondered if catching hayfever from it was possible and/or likely.
            “We have a strong connection,” he said, as though such a thing had made his hard-on possible. Stiffy, brought to you by weird bonds with people you hardly know.
            She wanted to sit down again, but moving seemed difficult and sluggish, and the whole thing kind of felt as though she really, really needed a wee. Pinching her thighs together, to try and ward it off. Unable to go very far, in case some sex leaks out. Terrified out of your mind, by sudden and inexplicable…
            What? Magic? Demonic possession? Infection by an incubus? All seemed possible, in light of her fear of the sex that was about to leak out.
            “Do you think there’s something wrong with the naked body?”
            He probably had escaped from a nudist colony. One of those cultish ones, that recruited people by being really handsome and painting hallucinogenics all over themselves, before wandering in on some poor unsuspecting lonely and depressed loser.
            “No—I…are you drugging me? I bet you’re drugging me, aren’t you.”
            “I don’t think so. But it’s hard to tell. I don’t understand all human words.”
            “Stop saying human! You’re human, okay?” 
            Yes! She had made it to the hallway. Any second now, and she’d be back in reality. 
            “I am?”
            Lord, have mercy. Why wasn’t he sure? Human men should definitely be sure. It was practically a rule, written in, like, the Bible. And ye, men shall verily know that you’re not donkeys or goats. You’re definitely human. Okay? Love, God.
            “Yes—you’re human. Definitely, definitely human. Unless I’m imagining you, in which case, I need to lie down.”
            She had her back to him, when he next spoke. He sounded softer, graver.
            “Are you all right, Mae?”
            She thought, immediately, of the hospital bed. A nurse standing over her—are you all right, Mae?
            “I’ll be fine, in a second. Just…you carry on washing yourself, okay?”
            She thought of his thick curved cock, in his big hand. Being ’washed’.
            It wasn’t a shock that a sudden wave hit her, at that. But it was strong, and her legs turned to jelly that wouldn’t hold her up, and her sex swelled, to fill up her entire universe. Clearly, her subconscious was really pissed at her, for denying it sex for all of these months. And years. 
            She wanted to cry at it—but I’ve been really sad! It’s hard to want sex when you’re really sad! Though apparently not so hard when tall, hot fantasies wandered in your front door. And the back door. And just everywhere, really.
            “Here, let me help you,” he said, and she knew what he was going to do, before he did it. Of course he was going to do it! He probably had other fantasy men credentials, too—like the ability to manfully ride an imaginary horse with his shirt open, or the need to thrust his big sword into—
            Still, she let him pick her up. He swept her into his arms, no problems. Breathlessness: optional. Feeling of intense familiarity: definitely present. Especially when she put a hand on his face, and felt the very real glacial smoothness of his skin. Followed by the much less familiar feel of his bristling stubble. 
            The urge to ask him if they’d met before grew overwhelming, but somehow she couldn’t make herself say the words. Saying them made it real. 
            “You’ve messed up your hair,” she said instead. Before stroking it back from his smooth, strong forehead. It felt as good as it looked, soft as anything and still ever so slightly damp.
            “Do I feel real, now?” he asked, and there was really no answer to that. Mainly because he was carrying her into the spare room. He was carrying her into the spare room. This did not seem like a good idea.
            “You feel very real.”
            Her voice sounded so tremulous and drooping all over him, even to her ears. Likely as not, she was swooning. And God help her, he definitely deserved a swoon. So much so that when he laid her down on the bed, and the urge to kiss him grew too desperate to fight, she simply had to pick up the phone on the bedside table, and call Susan.


Chapter Three
 
 
 
            He didn’t know how to use the phone. She could tell he didn’t—the way he tried to find the person speaking to him from inside the receiver was a definite giveaway. And all the while she could hear Susan saying hello, hello, are you there, hot guy?
            He asked her what hot guy meant, but luckily she was spared the embarrassment of having to explain. Mainly because a sharp electric thrill zipped through her body, when Susan said from the tinny confines of the receiver she was holding out to him, “Oooh, he sounds delish! You sly dog. Is that what’s been keeping you away from work? Because you know, any time you’re ready to come back—”
            She brought the phone back to her ear, though her gaze and everything else in her remained on him. He looked so guileless and gorgeous, just sat there waiting, on the end of the bed. Trusting her, even though he didn’t seem to understand what she was doing.
            “Susan, I have to go. I have important business to attend to.”
            She didn’t feel in the least bit bad, about putting the phone down without waiting for a reply. He was real. Someone else had confirmed it. He was real and had probably sex voodoo powers and came from God knows where—the back of her memory, most likely.
            “Are you a demon?” she said, because it was the first thing that came to mind. “An incubus of some kind?”
            He squinted, and strained for an answer. Really, such effort should have looked bad on him. But not even narrowed eyes and a perpetually confused look could pull it off. Apparently, he always looked good—no matter what and on pain of death.
            Her death, most probably.
            “I don’t think so. Demons are evil, aren’t they? I don’t think I have any evil intent.”
            “And yet you’re now on your eight millionth erection.”
            He squinted even harder, at that.
            “You mean my staff,” he said. Then grasped himself.
            She tried to look at the ceiling. A chair. Other innocuous things.
            “Do you think my horn of plenty is evil?”
            Oh Lord. Horn of what now?
            “I think the fact that you call it that might be—look, we have to figure out what to do with you. You’re obviously more than my tiny brain can comprehend, so I’m really not sure what we should be doing. But it’s definitely not…talking about…your thingie.”
            “There’s nothing evil about desire. I’m sure of it.”
            And oh, he really did seem sure. She could feel his surety pouring out of him, and flowing into her. It felt, unsurprisingly, like being really, really aroused.
            “You don’t even know your own name, Sam. How can you be sure of anything?”
            “I’m sure that you long for me.”
            She tried to make an expression that best said you’re crazy. But likely he wouldn’t understand. He used terms like horn of plenty. He was probably from the land of make believe. The land of fairies and goblins and elves and oh God, what if that stuff was real? Hadn’t he said something about the moon and the naming and all of those things from stories she had long since stopped writing?
            “I—that is—that’s irrelevant. Irrelevant. We need to focus on shoving you back through the portal to another realm.”
            “I’m aroused because you’re aroused. I think it’s what I am—it’s the core of my being. To be in desire and to be desired. To live in the flame of—”
            She could feel sweat popping out in weird places—like behind her knees. Sometimes a really big wave came off him, and it was like being drowned. She tried to cling to the dock, to a tree branch, to anything.
            But she was getting swept away, nonetheless. 
            “Listen, Sam. I really like your sex poetry. I do. And you’re probably right—you’re very attractive and you make me…want to do things. But it’s just sex voodoo and heightened circumstances, and don’t you want to get back to where you were before? To the other writhing gorgeous sex demons?”
            “The writhing sounds good.”
            She evaded the knowledge that it actually honestly did. Nobody ever needed to know that writhing sounded good, in a situation like this.
            “Great. Okay. So let’s—”
            “I can smell the seat of your pleasure.”
            She bfffed out a sigh. Likely he was right about all that “I was made for desire” stuff—he seemed almost impossibly single-minded. 
            “Now we’re just back to square one.”
            “I can see how your nipples have stiffened, through your shirt. But even if I couldn’t taste and smell and see all of these things, I would know. Look, here.”
            He took her hand. She didn’t try to stop him. Though afterwards—afterwards she kind of wished she’d put up at least a token resistance. Who knew taking someone’s hand could lead to intense sex energy being pushed into your body via the fingers?
            This is all new to me, she wanted to say. But couldn’t, because of the warmth and light and desire of summer suddenly filling her body, just as easy as that.
            She thought of birds fluttering up to the sky, and saw them behind her eyes, sudden and beautiful. They flew out of a dark sky and into a light, with the scent of summer on their heels. She saw the boy’s face again, as sweet as it would one day be handsome, and he said, in her head, “Sing that song again, to me.”
            It took a long, long while to come around from. Her limbs felt slow and weighted down with syrup, and there was that glorious blissed out feeling that usually came after a huge orgasm. An orgasm the size of Brazil. An orgasm that made her shake, and want to collapse.
            So she was surprised to find herself still sat up, hand clasped in his. And he looked unconcerned, too, as though this sort of thing happened to him all the time. He looked as he had done, all those years ago when he’d asked her to sing. He had owned a little reed-flute thing, and he had played it high and sweet and she had sang…she had sang…
            I am the Lord of the dance said he. 
            “It’s your turn, now,” he said, and he meant it. He wanted her to push back with whatever that thing was. To pour herself into him, or something similar. Which sounded crazy, but then so did remembering a boy she once played with in the woods, who hadn’t really been a boy at all. 
            “I don’t know how. I haven’t read any pagan spell books, lately.”
            “You don’t need arda. Fill yourself up with your desires and your wants and everything, everything—I can take all of it. And then send it to me. Go on, Mae.”
            “You just talked to Susan, on the phone. She works at a debt collection agency. I worked at a debt collection agency. I drive a Ford Focus and like knitting.”
            “Are those things a part of your wants and desires?”
            “No. They’re just boring things that live ten billion miles away from sending magical sex waves. Because that’s what you want me to do, right? Send you a magical sex wave.”
            His expression turned almost feral. She would have been startled, if it didn’t suit his sybaritic side just fine. 
            “Open to me.”
            He might as well have said “spread your legs”. It sounded almost unbearably filthy, either way. 
            “Can we just kiss, first?”
            “You’re ripe, trembling.”
            “I’d really like to kiss you. I can admit that much.”
            “And your sex is slippery with want—I can almost feel it. Just push back at me.”
            He made it sound so easy! Even though it absolutely one hundred percent wasn’t. For starters, she was certain that doing it should only make a person see birds and feel like they’d had an orgasm. 
            It definitely shouldn’t make them stop breathing, momentarily, while their hand welded itself to another person’s.
            She tried to yank her hand back, but it wouldn’t come free of his death grip. He seemed to be caught in a stuttering, breathless feedback loop, mouth open, eyes wide and disbelieving, though she couldn’t tell what, exactly, he was disbelieving about. 
            Her thoughts tangled, briefly, and there was definitely some sweating and heaving going on, in her head. She remembered fragments of real things and fragments of fake, fantasies of sex while lying spent after the real thing.
            There was that time with Martin Sykes, when he’d definitely almost made her come and afterwards, she had dreamt of…well. Probably more than one man at once. Maybe even several. And there were lots of memories of several men all at once, and the tingling, slippery things they’d done to her in her head.
            None of which even touched on the things she could imagine him doing to her, right at that moment. They were the worst of her thoughts, she felt—the ones that included him, persuading her and touching her and doing all manner of things until it all gushed out of her and into him. She could tell it gushed into him, because he looked like he’d been electrocuted.
            It made her panic, but it was too late. She’d killed a man from another world with her sex thoughts.       
“I’m sorry!” she got out, which seemed to help her in the snatching-hand-away department. For a second her palm burned bright and hot, before all the rigidity went out of him and his eyes closed and he went back onto the bed, suddenly.
            Sprawled back onto the bed, really. If he hadn’t carried on breathing in harsh pants, she’d have been sure he was dead. Though it seemed unlikely that in death, you continued to have a huge curving erection that poked up at your belly, and leaked silvery tendrils of pre-cum all over your already glistening skin.
            Her sex ached, to see it. To see him, spread out and so delectable. She thought of his words—ripe, and ready—and the ache grew greater, impossible. Like death. The sex magic obviously hadn’t made her come, because she felt as though she hadn’t indulged for a thousand years. 
            “Are you okay?” 
            He moaned in response. Though it sounded more like a sultry, desirous moan, than a pained one.
            “I’m sorry—I haven’t done anything sex-wise in a really, really long time. I probably just whammied you with my repressed horniness.”
            When he finally spoke, his voice came out wavering and lust roughened.
            “It was beautiful. Do it again.”
            He turned his head, and opened his eyes. The pupils had grown so fat they were almost lost.
            “I don’t think I should. It looked like it hurt.”
            His hands found her wrists. When he pulled her towards him, it was hard not to go. 
            “Just lay your hands on my body. Go softly, softly.”
            She thought of the way he felt, beneath her palms—firm and furred and ever so slightly slick. It made her bite her lip, and that, in turn, made him bite his. He bucked beneath her touch, and his eyes fluttered closed. This time, she could feel her own pleasure and need pouring into him, filling him up. Gentler, but still apparently intense.
            His hands slid up her arms, everything suddenly feeling so bare. Just the little vest and sleep-pants she was wearing, that were about to disappear, very shortly. He seemed to be urging her, but it didn’t feel like being urged. Everything remained soft and sweet and syrupy, and then one of those pulses came and she gasped, to feel it working through her already over-sensitised body.
            “Mae, Mae,” he murmured. He had her vest halfway off and her pants almost down her legs and God knew what else, before she’d even gathered her senses into something like order.
            And then his hand was between her legs, and that seemed somewhat embarrassing. Mainly because she was so wet it had slicked the insides of her thighs, and anywhere he touched soaked his fingers, easily.
            He moaned, to feel it. She knew he did, because an echo of his excitement pulsed through her—labelled, clearly, “your arousal arouses me”. He had his eyes closed, though it weirdly felt as though he didn’t need them open. His fingers probed and mapped out the soft folds between her legs, sliding slow over parts that didn’t need it, skimming parts that did.
            She could have cursed him, when he barely touched her clit. And cursed him louder, when he only let the very tip of his thick, rough finger press into her grasping pussy. But he seemed to take a shuddering, sighing pleasure in teasing and drawing whatever this was out, and she enjoyed that very much indeed.
            Just seeing his body under pressure of those little tremors—it looked so good she could have fed from it for a week. He rolled his hips, just once, and that looked even better. And of course, the better it looked, the more sensation slithered through her, and the more sensation slithered through her, the more he moaned and bucked and on and on. 
            He was doing it all with abandon, now. His big hands slid over her breasts, right inside whatever remained of her vest, and when they brushed over those white hot points—the sound he made was loud, very loud. He gasped for more and there was undoubtedly a very easy way to give it—sliding her hands downward would definitely improve what she could now feel pouring out of her. 
            She ran them over his belly, and in response he cried out her name. And when she got to the root of his prick, it swelled beneath a touch she barely gave. It made her giddy, how excitable he was—though that wasn’t really the case, was it? He was feeling everything she did, all the ache and spin of pleasure that went through whenever she cast her gaze over his body, or felt him tug just right at one stiff nipple. 
            It made her wonder if any of this pleasure was his. Until she slid her hand the length of his straining cock, and a wave of sensation rolled off him, and into her.
            It felt strange, to have a dick. Or at least, an echo of what it felt like for him, to have a dick. The pulse and strain of it seemed impossible, and she had to bite back on the urge to rub and rub and rub at something that simply wasn’t there. 
            Instead, she slid her hand over the thing that was there. How hot he felt, to the touch! And even hotter, there, at the molten core of his body. The tip looked too swollen, red and glistening in the low light, and when she tugged at it, more clear fluid leaked from the tip. 
            She couldn’t resist licking at that little bead of pre-cum. Though regretted it, shortly after doing so.
            The sensation seemed far too much for a normal person to cope with. She thought of her clit, when someone rubbed right on the most exposed part of it—and that was close to the feeling he pushed on her. But far away and distant, too, like experiencing an alien’s idea of what sex was. Of what pleasure was.
            “Do it again,” he said. 
            He didn’t give orders, exactly. Nothing he said seemed like an order. But he was vocal, very vocal—maybe more so than any other guy she’d been with—and the words he said were far filthier and more direct, too.
            “Take it in your mouth, oh, please,” he said, and somehow it was very hard to resist. She’d never had anyone ask her to take him in her mouth, and even when men had gotten close in the past with words like “I’m gonna fuck your mouth, baby!”, they hadn’t been running a hand around and around her slippery inner thighs, as they did it.
            They definitely hadn’t been rubbing her clit in agonising circles, while they did it.
            “Oh, oh,” he said. There were a lot of ohs in him apparently. “You like that.”
            It wasn’t a question. He could feel her liking it. And if the pleasure he was sending to her was anything to go by, he was liking it, too. 
            Her clit felt three times its usual size, and so tender. The barest of touches shot darts of sensation through her pussy and her belly, until sounds just had to break out of her. Her hips jerked under the pressure, and she simply had to do as he’d suggested.
            She swallowed him greedily, all the way down to the base. Or as near to the base as she could get, considering his size. Really, she could do little more than grasp him tight and kiss her own fist, to great applause from him. 
            He didn’t thrust, however, or fuck her face. He didn’t move an inch, aside from the glorious shiver that ran the length of his entire body. She thought it might have come about as a side effect of the long, vibrating moan that came out of him—the one that intensified, when she sucked, hard. When she ran her tongue back and forth, back and forth, over that sensitive spot just below the head. 
            She almost laughed around the salt-sweet firmness in her mouth, when it occurred to her what this was like. 
            A blow-job tutorial, direct from the source. It wasn’t just his moans, but his feelings that leaked steadily into her. The way his desire spiked, when she used the edge of her teeth—just a little. When she squeezed rather than rubbed at the base, in a rhythmic pattern. 
            And the moan of pleasure she made, around his swelling shaft—he liked that, in particular. She felt the humming vibrations through herself, and knew he was close. She would have known it even he hadn’t cried out in a hoarse, choked voice—I’m almost there.
            Though it seemed that he didn’t want to finish—not just yet.
            He pushed her away, sudden enough to be a little hurtful. Though any such crazy feeling soon passed, when his fingers found her clit again, and pressed, and pressed. What sort of person could think of anything, with a hand between their legs that knew just how to touch? He knew when to rub and when to slide away, and the exact right amount of pressure to apply just as her orgasm swelled, sweet and strong.
            At which point that push away became clear. Even when stuttering beneath the weight of a lush climax, it was easy enough to figure out—when her body shuddered with pleasure, so did his. When she cried out, so did he. 
            And when she came, he did too. He did it without a hand on him, too. She saw his cock leap—despite the blurred mess of lust she seemed to be swimming in—ribbons of cum lacing his belly in strong spurts. 
            He even sounded the way she did, once he’d eased down from it. Breathless and quavery, unable to form real words. She stretched herself out, trembling, on top of him, and felt him go lax at the same time she did. 
            Though she’d thought him crazy at the time, he had definitely been right. If anything, he’d undersold it. Their connection was positively unearthly.


Chapter Four
 
 
 
            When she awoke, he was sat by the window, looking out onto the rising heat of summer. He had pulled the curtain back, and in the golden light he looked as unearthly as she’d thought their connection was. Their bond. 
            Their need to hurl sex at each other like pornographic volleyball players.
            “Are you coming back to bed?” she asked, then regretted the words. They sounded too much like he might not. Like at any second, he might go away again. 
            It made her cluck her tongue at herself. All that time dithering over his potential unreality, all that worrying about this and that and the other. And now here she was, clutching at herself because he might leave.
            “It’s beautiful, here,” he said, after a moment. 
            She shook her head. Laughed—though the sound seemed alien, to her ears. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d actually made anything like it come out of her. A year ago? Two? How long had they been dead?
            “You never answer the question I actually ask.”
            He turned to her, at that.
            “I can’t leave, not yet.”
            Yet. God.
            “When I have my name back—then I can go.”
            She sprawled back onto the bed. He looked too good, in the rising light.
            “How do you even know that? I thought you didn’t remember.”
            “There are certain things I know. That are clear to me. Like my desires, and what I want.”
            “Really? Because it seems to me that—”
            When she turned her gaze back to him, he was stood over her. As quick as that! She hadn’t even heard him move.
            Then he stroked the hair back from her forehead, and she forgot about anything to do with moving or too quickly or anything like leaving.
            “What does it seem to you, Mae?”
            “I cannot possibly be horny again,” she said. She came close to rolling her eyes at herself, but stopped, when she noticed his inexplicable horniness, pointing directly at her.
            Or not so inexplicable, really, when she thought of it. He was obviously some sort of sex sprite or demon or maybe like Pan, with the reed-flute, and all of the rampant orgiastic lust running through him. 
            “You’ll feel aroused when I am. And I, in turn—”
            “I get the picture. The really, really crazy dirty picture.”
            “Do you really think sex is dirty?” he asked. He had his hand at her collarbone, and it wasn’t trailing upwards. Soon it would be at her breasts, where the nipples had already peaked. The low hum between her legs was making her hips roll, heedless of her good sense.
            “No. No. And even if I did, you make it seem so…I don’t even know the words. Of the earth? One with nature? Some other pagan voodoo that I don’t understand.”
            “Beautiful?” he offered, and she thought that fit very nicely indeed.
            “I don’t think I’ve ever thought of sex as beautiful, before. Great, yes. Really hot, sure. Not…like this—oh!”
            She couldn’t recall when he’d managed to reach between her legs. But she remembered that maddening, circling fingertip, all right. 
            He leant down and kissed her, then, and something about that was startling. Though it only occurred to her midway in, that it was the first time they’d done so. The first time she was feeling the gentle pressure of that gorgeous mouth on hers, not pushing for wet or passionate or anything, really.
            Just a sweet kiss, chaste and electric, as he rubbed and rubbed at her aching clit. 
            It was Mae, who deepened the contact. She pushed her hand into the fur at the nape of his neck, to pull him close. Parted her lips to taste him, and taste him, and finally—oh, bliss—slid her tongue along the firm line of his. 
            He didn’t kiss like other men. The pull of his mouth over hers seemed soft and measured, each one leaving like it wasn’t about to come back. And just when it became unbearable, he flicked his own wicked tongue over her parted lips.
            Her bones melted. Her muscles went with them. She could feel his energy seeping out all over her, and it felt different, this time, so different—perhaps because she wanted to welcome it in. It seemed familiar, now, like an old friend returning.
            Which wasn’t all that far off the mark.
            She tangled her fingers deep into his lush black hair, and thought of nothing but this. His almost-hoarse voice and the suddenness of his body over hers, the heavy heat of his prick rubbing over and over her belly. 
            When he asked her to spread her legs, she couldn’t think of any reason to refuse. After all, if she spread them for him he might take to rubbing that delicious cock over other places—places slick and swollen and ready. He might—
            “Shit—condom. Wait, wait!”
            Dear God, it took an effort to say it. To stop. Though she was glad to find that even in the middle of this sex mist, her mind was still able to get a hold on reason and sanity. For all she knew, he had Elvish herpes. Which she knew wasn’t in any way true or sane, but even so!
            He could definitely give her a child. There was no way of getting around that at all. In fact, she suspected he could get her pregnant just by looking at her.
            That sex mojo came out of his eyes, as well as his fingers.
            He moved when she urged him to, but didn’t go further than straddling her thighs. She wasn’t sure she wanted him to go further than her thighs. Not even when it became a struggle to rummage in her bedside drawer, for that three hundred-year-old condom she had stashed, behind the socks.
            “Got it!”
            Victory was short lived, however.
            “You need that square thing to make love?”
            It didn’t escape her notice that he used the words make and love. Or that the word love rang in her head like a gong. Or that he clearly did not know what a condom was.
            “I—yes. Sort of. It’s the thing inside the square, you see—it goes on your—” Pointing seemed best. “And stops you from, you know. Making goblin babies in me.”
            “I don’t think our child would be a goblin. In fact, I’m certain—”
            “No—I was just being…you know what? Never mind. Let’s just put this on you, and then we can get to the love…making.”
            “I don’t have to put a child in you, if it isn’t what you want. I can make love to you without bringing such a thing about.”
            “You’re not serious. You mean, like, the withdrawal method, right?”
            “No. I can be fertile or not. My body is mine to control.”
            “You’re serious. You can just turn it on and off, like a tap.”
            “Yes. Well…” He raised an eyebrow, and rolled his eyes to the left. “Maybe not exactly like one of your taps. I’ll still make a mess.”
            She giggled. There seemed to be a lot of it going around.
            “Okay, chief. Well, you’re still going to wear this bad boy. Though I’ll maybe worry less about it turning to dust, in the middle of sex.”
            She tore open the foil packet. He looked as mystified as he had when she first tried to hand it to him.
            “Where do I put it?”
            “I’ll just…do the honours.”
            The closer it got to the base of his cock, the further his eyebrows travelled over his forehead. Possibly because it was an extremely snug fit. And she could tell it was, because she felt it pass over body parts she didn’t have, too. She felt it clasp—then the slick cool feel of it, and her own hand, stroking him as it went. 
            His head went back, on the stroke up, again. When he finally looked back at her hands still on him, and his cock all neatly wrapped, his words came out gravelly, and wondering.
            “What a strange notion.”  
            “You won’t miss too much of the sensation. It’s really not that bad.”
            His mouth quirked up at the corner.
            “Why would I miss any sensation? The whole of our bodies are going to be touching. Are you going to encase the rest of me in a stocking?”
            Laughter, again. It felt good, so good.
            “I guess not—now get down here and fuck me.”
 
* * * *
 
            He started out slow. Languid, almost—like his kisses. Then that wicked tongue flickering again, and his hands, gliding all over her body. First her breasts, stroking and twisting and teasing, followed by a neat pinch of each nipple. Just enough to really feel, not enough to hurt. 
            And when he soothed the slight sting with his tongue, oh. He groaned only a moment after her, and his smooth prick slid over her mound, through her slick slit. Almost kissing her clit, but not quite.
            His hands slithered down, down. Over her belly, the jut of her hips. They made circles on her thighs; they squeezed when they came to the curve of her ass.  
            It felt like being gathered together, one piece at a time.
            “Please, just go on,” she said—or at least, she thought she did. Really it just came out meaningless and mindless, a soft whisper into the palm he ran over her face, fingers trailing. 
            He seemed to like it, when she sucked one into her mouth. In fact, she knew he liked it. Mainly because she could feel it through her body, too. And also because he said. He was all about the saying, apparently.
            “You look wanton, when you lick, and suck. I can’t forget the sight of you, pleasuring me with your mouth.”
            She squeezed her thighs tight, around his hips. 
            “You looked so greedy, so ready.” He placed a warm, wet kiss, just below her jaw. Then lower. And lower. “I want to taste you, in return.”
            “You are tasting me.”
            Again, it came out blurry and not right. But he understood, anyway. Of course he did. He was a magical sex demon from beyond. He had a direct line to her arousal. He could probably work out what she wanted just by judging the size of the moon, or something similarly pagan-y and solstice-like.
            “No. No. I want to taste your sex,” he said.
            Before running the flat of his tongue the entire length of her slit, in one quick, filthy motion. She was pretty sure she felt it to the ends of her toes. She felt it in her hair. Her hair wanted to know when he was going to stop, so she could relax and not feel like she was being knocked sideways with pleasure. 
            “Ah—Lord,” he sighed, and the words shook out the way she wanted hers too. Lust threaded and shaky.
            He licked again, but this time focussed on exactly the spot that peaked that incredible pleasure. Why wouldn’t he? It felt almost as good for him, as it did for her. He understood everything before she had to tilt her hips to the left, or beg for faster. When it built inside her, it built inside him, too.
            She shouted it, the moment the full understanding of what that might mean came to her.
            “I want you to fuck me! Please—God, fuck me. Fuck me now.”
            He took some persuading. Clearly the sensation of having your clit licked was as enjoyable to a man as it was a woman.
            Which was the weirdest thought she felt she’d ever had, in her entire life.
            When he finally knelt up, he was panting. His mouthed hung open, sinfully slick and just waiting—oh Lord, waiting for his dirty little tongue to curl up, and taste what she’d left behind.
            “Good?” she asked, aiming for dry and hitting shell-shocked.
            “Like honey fat with summer,” he replied. 
            Boy, he sure could walk the sex poetry talk.
            He spread his long, lean body over her then, slowly. Shaking with the need to have her, but careful all the same. Or maybe just teasing—yeah, he knew how to tease, all right. She could feel her body humming with the need for now, faster, more. 
            And it only got worse, when he kissed at that same languid pace, his mouth sweet with the taste of her body. His cock back between her legs, again, sliding back and forth in a way that made her arch up at him.
            When he shuddered, and tilted his hips a certain way—to get just that right angle—she knew what he was going to do. And yet it still startled her right down to the core, when he did it—so slick and easy a slide into her waiting pussy, all the way to the hilt.
            Their moans mingled together as she felt his belly kiss hers, damp with perspiration. The rough burr of the hair on his chest, stroking over her nipples. His pleasure feeding into hers, and back again.
            He murmured in her ear, something like, you feel good to me, too. Just before he rocked against her, once, his eyes shuttering closed with bliss as he did so. When he drew back out again it was in a long, torturous slide, the sensation of his body peeling away from hers almost as agonising as the sudden emptiness between her legs.
            Though he didn’t let it last for long. He pressed deep, and pulled a gasp from her. That understanding flickered back into her mind—the knowledge that she could feel what he did. The knowledge that it was making her dig her nails into his soft flesh, in an effort to resist every curling shiver of pleasure that sparked through her. 
            It left her wondering how men ever held off, for more than thirty seconds. 
            Especially when the pace became tight, and frenetic. His hips churned, barely drawing out on each stroke but hitting her hard, just the same. He had such a limber, flexible body—it didn’t take much for him to twist and curl and get at all the right places—so rough against that little bundle of nerves inside her slick cunt, so rough and good she could hardly stand it.
            Though of course he knew. He blurted out no, not yet, don’t come yet, and it was perhaps the best set of words she’d ever heard a man say. Such a weird flip, and said in such desperate, husky tones. 
            “I’m close,” he moaned. “I’m close on my own without you going.”
            And that much seemed true to her. Perspiration glistened on his broad brow. When he wasn’t panting or gasping, his teeth dug into his lower lip. She could see his arms quivering, either side of her head. 
            Though he kept the pace up, just the same. The tight, heated clasp of her cunt was too much to ignore, she knew. She could feel it, too—like nothing else in the world. Filling him up and narrowing him down to just his swollen, aching groin, all at the same time.
            “You’re going to come,” she managed to gasp out, and nothing about him denied it. His orgasm pushed through him, jerking his body on a tight string, shoving through her at the same time.
            She registered shouting out his not-name, dimly. It took hold of her with merciless strength, one wave of pleasure only giving way to the next, his orgasm like a short sharp shock, hers rolling and delicious. 
            The combination was glorious, blissful. He seemed to think it less so. Or at least, less so when it got to the five-minute mark. She could feel him, trying to get away. Hear him, saying stop, stop—I can’t—no more, as one orgasm bled into another and back again.
            When he finally managed to pull away—much to her reluctance—he sprawled onto the bed, making sure that not one inch of their skin remained touching. Until all the pleasure had washed itself away, leaving her boneless and him ready to run his hand back over her thigh. Her arm. 
            When he pulled her to him, she went, laughing. 
            “Feel better, now?” he murmured. 
            His mouth was already on her skin, once more. 
            “Yes,” she said, in reply. “Yes—God, yes.”  


Chapter Five
 
 
 
            Summer was dying away. She could feel it, in the air. Only a month with him, and the heat, and the scent of freshly mown grass in the air. And just so suddenly autumn approached, with the cold crisp of winter on its heels.
            They lay naked in the fields while the heat still reigned, even at night. He liked to chase her through the long grass, until she let him catch her—this time, she let him catch her. And there were other things different about the game too, like how often her clothes would fall away right in the middle of it all. Or how much he liked to press her down into the grass, and kiss her open mouth, and say all those incredible mixed up dirty words that made her half-insane with lust. 
Or maybe all insane. After all, Mr Kensington from the place down the hill often walked his dog right by the places they did some wildly dirty things, and she couldn’t find it in herself to care at all.    
            She couldn’t find it in herself to care about anything much, anymore. Except for his lack of memory, or name, or real knowledge of who he was. And maybe of the sex, all the twisting, curving, crazy sex. Of his voice, calling to her in the night. In the day. His half-remembered stories of things he didn’t quite know. 
            He might have been with her a fortnight, when he told her he remembered a labyrinth, with a golden spire at its centre. The mountains made of glass, and the trees, that had veils instead of leaves. She had asked him if he was really remembering, or just making things up, and he had grinned at her through the darkness of their lair. Just his teeth visible, like the Cheshire Cat.
            Which for all she knew, could well be real.
            But she didn’t dare say anything to him about all those occurring thoughts, for at least another week. And when she finally did, it had come out strange. You realise that you existing means that anything could. God. The Devil. Monsters under the bed. 
            But he had only replied in his usual half-dry, half-wide-open sort of way. Maybe I am the monster under the bed.
            It wasn’t really a shock, that she hardly ever thought about fire and metal and pain, anymore. Or that he seemed to know that she didn’t.
            He turned to her and said so, just as she was getting up from the bed they’d finished creaking off its legs. One day, she thought, we’re going to pound it through the floor. 
            If they ever got to one day, that was.
            “Is it really so easy, to persuade you into contentment?”
            His words brought with them a flash of guilt, but the thing of it was—it just didn’t last for very long at all. Two years of finding it hard to be happy was enough, she felt. It was enough.
            “I guess so.”
            She stood in the doorway to the bathroom, and the thought occurred to her that really, it hadn’t been easy at all. It had taken a man from another world, tearing himself from God knew where, to bring her back to life. It had taken her old friend, coming to her once more through summer’s door. 
            But she didn’t say so. She simply walked back to the bed, and folded herself down, back into his arms.
            “I’m happy, now. Truly happy,” she said, into the dark fall of his hair. She pressed a kiss to his cheek, as he murmured in reply, “I know.”
            It was the troubled note to his voice, which left silence behind. Or maybe it was just all the words inside her—the ones that kept coming and coming no matter how much she tried to hold them back.
            “That means you have to go, doesn’t it.”
            God, it sounded final. Not even a question, really.
            “I don’t have to. I could stay in this world, forever,” he said, but then he added to it, without a hint of disapproval. “I never have to know my name.”
            She thought of crazy people and morons, and other things that probably didn’t have names either. In his world there were probably half-dead, shadowless ghouls, walking around bleeting for their names like children with lost toys. Though she knew, of course, that such an idea was just the half-baked imaginings of her fevered brain. 
            No way was it some element of his world, leaking into her. Filling her up, with memories that she shouldn’t have. Of the mountains, and the leaves, and God, she thought of the ghouls day and night. It made her want to ask him if she had it right, but cowardice tightened the words down to nothing.
            “A half-life, then. Never knowing who you really are. Where you came from.”
             Even when reduced to its most casual form, it still choked her to say it. But there it was, all the same.
            “It would never be a half-life, with you. You are the other half of me. I will always be my truest self, when I am with you.”
            She tried to pull away from him, but he wouldn’t let her. She had to wet his hair, with all of the sudden stupid crying.
            “God. God. Don’t say that, Sam.”
            “Why does it upset you?”
            He sounded genuinely curious. He always sounded genuine. 
            “Because it makes me not want to say your name. Not ever. It makes me not want to tell you.”
            Unlike her, who always sounded awful, just awful. 
            “Then don’t. Maybe I don’t want to remember a time without you.”
            “Don’t you hate me for knowing it, and keeping it from you? Maybe I kept it from you all along! What do you think of that?”
            She managed to pull away from him, this time. But the expression on his face was not the one she expected. It was calm, and gentle. So lovely, God he was lovely.
            “I know you know it, Mae. And I don’t care.”
            She thought of the boy, in the fields. The glimmering hint of wings, around his narrow shoulders. Oh, how it all came back to her now—as something real. It hadn’t been make-believe. None of it was make-believe. It was real.
            “If you knew…if you only knew what you were, Sam. I don’t even know what the name for it is—fae or demi-god or something…something…”
            “You don’t have to ever tell me, Mae.”
            “It’s not right, to keep you from it. If I was a part of a world like that, I’d never want to leave. I’d never come here, to this empty place, never!”
            “Not even for me?” he asked, and she fell silent, then. She sat up, and stared off into the dimness of what was once her parents’ room. 
            “I’d go anywhere, for you.”
            He sighed in such a happy sort of way, somewhere behind her. His hand smoothed down her arm.
            “I’d never hold it against you, you know. If you didn’t want to say it. You have my word.”
            She thought of what he might become, and at the very least of what he would lose— that beautiful world of pleasure and plenty—and shivered. He would lie and cheat and pretend and never hold it against her, to give her everything she wanted and keep nothing for himself.
            “I don’t need your word. You’ve done everything for me, and I’ve done nothing for you. You deserve that place.”
            He laughed—though softly, and not unkind.
            “You don’t even know it. I don’t even know it. What if it’s hell?”
            She glanced back at him, over her shoulder. Even in the dim light of the bedroom, she could see that he belonged there. His perfectly strange and beautiful face belonged there. 
            “You know it’s not.”
            He was silent for a long while, then. He didn’t need to say anything—his big dark eyes said it all. Though he did so, anyway.
            “I love you, Mae.”
            She suspected that it would hurt as long as her parents had. It would, but at least this time it wouldn’t go on forever. It would fade, as her memories had of him before. She would forget the little wooden horse, and his dark eyes like moons, and the pleasure of his body, pressed against hers.
            “I love you too, I’ve always loved you,” she said, finally. Then there was nothing left to tell, but the one word that made his dark eyes light up, brighter than any moon. “I always will, my Tigerlily.”
 
* * * *
 
            Dusk was falling. Behind him, the flames of a far off bonfire flickered and leapt. He looked like a god, bared to the waist and waiting, waiting for her to come to him, through the trees. She had woken up alone, in their bed. And known.
            “Are you going, now?”
            Her voice sounded lost and tremulous, even though she didn’t intend it to be. He had said he was fae, but who knew what that really meant? He probably was a god, from a land far beyond her existence. Who wouldn’t be grateful, for the tiniest chance to touch something like that? He had helped her, and that would have to be enough. 
            People just didn’t get to live like that, forever.
            “Yes.” To his credit, he sounded regretful. “I’m not meant to be in this world. They weren’t wrong to try and stop me.”
            “Will they hurt you, when you go back?”
            He shook his head, and she felt it still. That connection, between them, telling her that he did not lie. God, to even have a connection like that, with a creature like him! It didn’t make sense, that she was crying. It would always be with her, always. All that love and magic and brilliance.
            “I’m not trying to stop you from leaving. I’m not sad anymore, all right? I’m not. You did what you came here for, and I love you for it.”
            She thought something slid down his cheek, too. Only then he smiled, faint in the darkness.
            “You are a strange people. So loving, yet so lonely, inside. I would lie awake at night and gaze up at the dark blue sky, and ache to feel your loneliness—even though I was always there. I was always there, Mae.”
            She covered her face with her hands. It seemed better that way.
            “When you sat in the corner of the little dark room, and wept, and felt sure that this pain would go on forever, I put my arms around you and said—”
            She spoke, between wet fingers. Finished it for him, easy as anything. 
            “You said, ‘You will be summer, again. You will be light, in the darkness.’ I know. I remember. I heard you even when I thought I didn’t.” She tried to wipe her eyes, but more just kept on coming. “Go, now. Go now, while I’m not looking.”
            “But I want you to look, Mae,” he said, and then his voice rolled, like far off thunder. “I want you to see these woods fade into the fields of silver fire, and the great labyrinth of Ende, beyond. I want you to stand at the edge of the mountains of time, and see the vast spread of my world below you. The world that lives on the other side of this, past the mossy bank with the lock whose key you’ve always had.”
            Her hands dropped to her sides, all on their own. Her breath didn’t want to come; it lay whispering and still, low down in her chest.
            “Why would I leave you here, Mae? I love you. I love you. I can’t leave you.”
            She thought of debt collection agencies. Cars, newspapers, bills. Emptiness. 
            “Say, if you don’t want to come with me.”
            He sounded suddenly so unsure, as though there really might be anyone in the world who wouldn’t want to make their way to the castle, beyond the goblin city. Mountains of time, he had said. Fields of silver fire.
            He loved her.
            “If I forget my name on the way,” she said, as she stepped towards him. Put her hands on his arms. Drank in his slowly spreading smile, and his eyes lit with pleasure. “Remember—I’ve always been fond of Dorothy.”

 
About the Author
 
 
Charlotte Stein has been published in numerous erotic and erotic romance anthologies, and has written her own longer length works for both Black Lace books and Total-E-Bound. She has been writing for more than half her life, but only recently worked up the courage to submit something to actual publishers. Thankfully, the story ended well. 
 
Email: charlotte_stein@hotmail.co.uk
 
Charlotte loves to hear from readers. You can find her contact information, website and author biography at http://www.total-e-bound.com.
 
 
 
 
Also by Charlotte Stein
 
Waiting in Vain
 


 
 
Total-E-Bound Publishing

www.total-e-bound.com
 
Take a look at our exciting range of literagasmic™ 
erotic romance titles and discover pure quality 
at Total-E-Bound.
 
 

cover1.jpeg
CH RLOTTE STEIN

s





~export~_files/image002.jpg





~export~_files/image006.jpg





~export~_files/image004.jpg





~export~_files/image007.jpg





