


Episode 3

It had been two weeks since my date with Nathan. Two weeks since the best night I’d had in 

years. Two weeks since I felt Nathan’s mouth on mine and his arms around me. Two weeks of  

longing to feel him again, smell him again, taste him again, to see if  it was as perfect as I 

remembered.

Two weeks in which Nathan called me twice and texted four times. Two weeks in which I hadn’t 

responded.

When I got home after our date, I was elated. My first book had come out and I’d made out with 

a gorgeous, interesting guy. I was killing it. Sketch even looked up at me with an expression of  

solemn respect, as if  to say: “My man, you are killing it.”

That night, though …

That night the dreams started. 

They seemed like regular dreams at first. Waiting for the train, going to the store, wandering 

through a discount department store that looked like the one near where I’d grown up. But then, I’d 

see things out of  the corners of  my eyes. Shadows and things tearing themselves free from the 

shadows. When I’d turn to them, they’d disappear as quickly as they’d appeared, leaving a sense of  

creeping unease. 

One night, I woke with a start, drenched in sweat, and all the next day, I felt jumpy and strange. 

When a text from Nathan came in, I didn’t even want to ruin it with how odd I felt, so I decided I’d 

write back the next day, when I felt better. But the dreams came again that night, and had every 

night since. 

No, not dreams any longer. Nightmares.

As the nightmares wore on, the fabric of  the world ripped open further and further, and a 

different world became visible behind it. A dark world, upside-down and inside-out, crawling with 

creatures who clawed themselves to tatters of  flesh and stomped themselves to blood.

I’d wake gasping and kicking. Once I’d dislodged Sketch from the bed and he gave me a 

reproachful look, as if  to say: “Get it together, Archie.”

Only I couldn’t.

I tried listening to calming music before bed and doing deep breathing, but it didn’t help. I tried 

meditating and falling asleep to happy movies, but nothing stopped them.

If  anything, the nightmares got worse, as if  shining the bright light of  calm and happy served 

only to cast my dreams into darker shadow.

After the first three or four nights came the subtle shift of  detachment. The one that made me 



feel like I was here and the world was over there and I was watching it from miles away. The one that 

made me feel shocked when someone asked me for directions when Sketch and I were out for a 

walk, because how did they even see me. So when the phone rang and it was Nathan, the idea of  

answering it felt as foreign and inconceivable as the idea of  speaking to the brownstone on the 

corner. 

After eight days, I didn’t want to leave the house because I couldn’t be sure the dreams were just 

dreams and what if  something awful happened. What if  darkness was truly rending the world apart? 

I pulled my hood up so I couldn’t see if  shadow creatures crept in my periphery and walked Sketch 

without making eye contact with anyone, in case, as in the dreams, their eyes suddenly rolled back in 

their heads and they began to rampage. I walked quickly, buying boxes of  cereal at the bodega on the 

corner so I didn’t have to leave again until evening.

When a text came from Nathan as I was eating a handful of  honey nut Os, it was a jumble of  

words from someone far, far away. I remembered my date with Nathan as if  it were a dream and the 

nightmare world of  my dark hours was the only reality. How could Nathan’s lips give a sweet kiss 

when in my dreams mouths held only fangs and blood and the promise of  ripping out throats?

 Another few nights of  nightmares; another few days of  drawing manically, as if  maybe getting 

them down on paper might leach them from my dreams. Splattering blood and cracking bones and 

the slow, gelatinous leak of  darkness flowing beneath every street.

Then the dread set in: What if  I have nightmares forever? What if  this is how things are now? What if  

there’s no escape?

Yesterday, when I walked Sketch with these thoughts roiling, my heart was pounding so hard I 

felt it in my temples and when my shoe snagged on a low curb, I saw the entire downward spiral of  

my fall and it felt like plummeting forever even though I righted myself  in an instant. Fear, threat, 

panic with every step.

I got back to my apartment and slammed the door behind me like I was being chased, sweat 

prickling under my arms and sliding down my spine.

It was clear: the only solution was to not fall asleep. 

Last night, I chugged a pot of  coffee and drew all night. By morning, my hand was cramped and 

shaking so hard that I had to stop. But I took a cold shower and felt better. Better! Sketch and I 

went for a walk and I got more cereal and I did pushups until my muscles felt like water. I drew with 

my left hand because everyone says it’s great for your brain and as the crude figures emerged, it was 

like I was a whole other artist. Two artists in one body! Maybe I should draw a whole graphic novel 

with my left hand! I drank more coffee.

Tonight, I’d just do it again. No sleep, no dreams, no problem. 

Right?



I was floating somewhere between asleep and awake as the water turned from warm to cool. I 

barely washed the last of  the shampoo out before it turned cold, blasting me to heart-thudding 

wakefulness.

I dragged on my clothes, did ten pushups to get my blood flowing, and shoved my wet hair 

under a knit hat. 

Sketch and I walked our usual route, but somewhere in there, I turned north without realizing it 

and came to consciousness ten blocks away. After a second night of  sleeplessness—a second night 

without nightmares—I was feeling bold and reckless, like maybe a dark otherworld wasn’t constantly 

about to snatch me from the sun-warmed earth and drag me down to the pits of  below to feast on 

my helpless carcass. So that was good.

“Wanna keep walking, Sketch?”

Sketch looked up at me, as if  to say: “Duh, Archie. I always want to keep walking.” And also: “I 

especially want to keep walking if  it means not being in our apartment with aerosolized honey nut O 

dust choking every breath.”

I walked in a daze, blocks passing in a blink, then a single step seeming to take minutes. The city 

soundscape was a blur of  white noise, but every loud sound startled me. Sketch whined and tugged 

at the leash just before a cyclist blasted past, swearing at me.

I found myself  standing in front of  the Green-Wood Cemetery before I had any idea it was 

where my feet had been taking me. Once we went inside, though, I found my way back to the spot 

where Nathan and I had kissed like it was a beacon.

The feel of  his strong arms around me, of  his warm mouth on mine … I saw it like it was a 

comic book layout, our drawn figures moving closer, closer, until, in the last panel of  the page, we 

touched, and the colors turned electric.

“Fuck my life,” I muttered. “He probably thinks I’m a total flake now.”

Sketch leaned against my leg and snuffled, as if  to say: “He probably does think you’re a total 

flake because you refuse to answer his texts and calls. You know how you could fix that? Exactly. By 

answering his texts and calls. But clearly you’re too far gone to hear reason at this moment, so maybe 

you should just sit down. Yes, sit the hell down before you fall down, Archibald.”

He flopped down on the grass next to me and pawed at my leg, and I sat down beside him, back 

against a gravestone.

It was a beautiful day, and here in the cemetery the sun fell softly through the trees, dappling the 

grass and the path with dancing light. The air smelled of  cut grass and fresh earth. The familiar feel 

of  Sketch’s soft fur beneath my hand was the last thing I remembered before the world inverted.



“Archie?” 

I heard my name as if  I were floating through outer space and someone was calling for me from 

Earth. Stars exploded and trailed light in the blackness. Then, through the vastness of  space, another 

soul touched mine.

“Archie.”

Something warm and firm and opposite the cold profusion of  space dust.

“Archie!”

I opened my eyes to a shock of  sunlight and the even bigger shock of  …

“Nathan?” I croaked, my voice broken.

“What the hell, Archie? I thought you were fucking dead. I’ve been shaking you.”

“’Mnotdead.”

“Yeah, thanks for the play-by-play.”

I hauled myself  up, rubbing at grass stuck to my cheek. Sketch sat, nobly, keeping watch over 

me. When I patted his head, he yawned, as if  to say: “Is this the human all the fuss has been over? 

Excellent. Now I can relax and leave the work to him.”

My hair was still crumpled damply under my hat, and Sketch seemed relaxed, so I couldn’t have 

slept for too long. But as the rush of  adrenaline from jolting awake faded, I started feeling shaky and 

lightheaded all over again. Nathan was crouched on the ground next to me, staring at me like I was 

bleeding black blood or something.

Wait, I wasn’t, was I?

“Um, hi,” I said. 

“What are you doing?” Nathan’s dark brows were drawn together and his mouth was tight. He 

was wearing shorts, running shoes, and a long-sleeved shirt, and his face and neck were glistening 

with sweat in a way that was supremely distracting. “Archie?”

“Huh? Oh, I must’ve fallen asleep for a minute.”

God, his eyes were so beautiful.

“Well … thank you,” he said, expression softening.

Shit, I guess I said that out loud. Sketch whuffed softly, as if  to say: “Wow, Archie. Just wow.”

“I, uh. I called you,” Nathan said, skimming a hand over his shorn hair. “And texted. Pretty 

much got the message you didn’t want anything to do with me.”

“No, that’s not it at all.”

“No?”

He sat beside me on the ground, shorts sliding up to reveal powerfully muscled thighs. I wanted 

to slide my hand between them, wanted to lick them, and feel them clamp around me. I wanted to 

watch them bunch and flex with him on top of  me. Fuck, I wanted everything.



I shook my head. “Sorry, I … I’ve just been …” 

Existing in a nightmare realm where the thought of  you was galaxies and galaxies away. No. Attempting to 

become a more highly functioning human before I spend more time with you. No. Convinced I’d scare you off  

completely if  you had any idea of  the violent, blood-spattering, one-rending contents of  my brain. No. 

“Um. My phone broke?” I tried, but I didn’t even have the conviction to make it a statement.

Nathan snorted and shook his head. “Did you just freak a little? I’d understand.”

“No, I—”

But … hadn’t I? Hadn’t I come home the night of  our date, glowing with the joy of  his kiss still 

on my lips, only for my unconscious mind to dump every fear, doubt, and anxiety on me in the form 

of  a cold nightmare shower? 

“Well. I kind of  did, I guess.” I swept my hat off  and raked a hand through my hair but it was 

one big knot. I put my hat back on.

“Okay, well, I was running. I run here most days. Do you want me to just leave you alone?”

“No!” My hand was on his arm before I was aware I’d reached out. “I mean, uh, that’s okay.” 

“Okay. Do you want to go get a coffee or something?”

His offer felt like a door opening onto the prison I’d shut myself  away in. 

“Yeah.” I said it so fast he grinned, confidence back in place.

“Great. I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced?” he said, and it took me a moment to 

realize he meant Sketch.

Sketch lifted his head off  his paws and cocked his head at me, as if  to say: “Catch up.”

“This is Sketch. He’s my dog.”

Nathan’s smile was sweet and bright and I mentally shook my head at myself  as he reached out a 

hand and pet Sketch.

“Hey, Sketch.” 

Nathan’s big hand slid down Sketch’s spine, and Sketch closed his eyes in bliss, as if  to say: “You 

should be so epically jealous of  me right now.” 

And I was. I was so, so epically jealous. 

Nathan stood in one glorious flex of  muscle, and I scrambled to my feet. Black rushed into my 

periphery and the world threatened to invert again.

“Whoa.” 

Nathan’s hands on my shoulders steadied me. I let their warmth sink in as I waited for the 

dizziness to pass. He leaned close and for a moment I thought he was going to kiss me and my heart 

raced. But he just brushed a fingertip under my eyes. 

“When’s the last time you slept? And passed out on top of  a grave doesn’t count.”

I shrugged and glanced up at him. He was giving me this look—this tender, concerned, 



exasperated look, and it was doing something to me. I wanted to lean against him and press my 

chest to his breastbone. I wanted to know what my name sounded like echoing through his ribs 

before it reached my ear. I wanted to feel the flutter of  his eyelashes and the scrape of  his stubble 

against my skin. 

“Archie.”

Nathan!

“Hey.”

“Wow, okay, c’mere.” He took my hand and tugged me along the path toward the entrance. 

Sketch pranced happily forward and I fumbled with his leash. 

“You want me to take it?”

“No, it’s okay.” 

I grabbed the leash, Sketch waiting for me, giving me a patient look that said: “We both know I 

do not require a leash. I’m not sure I can say the same about you, however.”

Nathan didn’t let go of  my hand as we walked, and I fell into a kind of  trance where the world 

slipped by and the only thing that felt real was the warm, solid heat of  his hand in mine.

We stopped in front of  a brownstone with ornate trim and columns above the front entrance.

“This is me,” Nathan said. “I don’t think you really need coffee, but I do have some.”

“You brought me to your house?”

“Yeah. Look, I don’t know what’s up with you, but you look like a zombie and you were asleep 

in public. In a graveyard. I think you should go to bed. Rest. I’m going to be grading at home all day. 

You don’t have to hang out or anything, just sleep.”

The word sleep filled me with dread, but Nathan’s warm hand in mine felt like an anchor to the 

world. A promise that maybe, in his presence, everything wouldn’t slip away. Could I risk it? I 

probably didn’t have much choice, considering I’d fallen asleep at the cemetery in like point five 

seconds.

“What do you say?”

I looked at Sketch, in the hopes that he might have some idea as to what, in fact, I did say. 

“Sketch can come inside,” Nathan said. “I have a big cushion he can chill on and everything.”

Sketch turned in a circle and looked up at me, as if  to say: “Did you hear that, Archie? A big 

cushion.”

“Yeah. Okay,” I told my dog.

“Great,” Nathan said.

His apartment was a cramped two-bedroom with big, breezy windows and books on every 

available surface.



“Here, come on in.” 

I kicked my shoes off  and Nathan led me to the back bedroom. His bed was big and it looked 

like a cloud, with fluffy pillows and light gray sheets. He pressed a glass of  water into my hand, and 

said, “Drink this.”

I hadn’t even realized I was thirsty until I felt the first sip trickle town my throat, then I chugged 

the glass in seconds.

“Okay, I’ll be in the living room, if  you need anything.”

I nodded, eyes already blurry with the promise of  sleep, and heart pounding with the fear of  

what might find me in my dreams.

As Nathan turned to leave, I grabbed at his shirt.

“Will you … um. Nothing, never mind.” 

“What?” I shook my head. “Want me to stay until you fall asleep?”

Nathan said it casually, like it was nothing, but my heart hammered and I could feel myself  

flushing. 

I pushed past him and went to piss. When I caught sight of  myself  in the mirror I cringed. The 

bruises under my eyes looked like someone had pressed their thumbs in deep, and my eyes were 

bloodshot. My hair was a tangle and my flushed cheeks made me look even paler than usual. I 

looked ill. Hell, I did look like a fucking zombie.

I expected Nathan to have decamped to the living room, but he was sitting on the side of  the 

bed. I sighed and sank down next to him, not sure whether my relief  or my embarrassment was 

greater.

“Do you have trouble sleeping a lot?” Nathan’s voice was soft. 

“You could say that,” I said.

Nathan lay down on his back and I lay next to him, not touching. All I wanted in the world was 

to be a person who could roll over, drape myself  on Nathan, and be held. 

But I’d never been that person.

“C’mere,” he said. He tugged my wrist, and patted his chest. 

I went to him with something like a sob, and even though I hardly knew him, the sense of  peace 

that washed through me as I settled against his solid form was so deep it shocked me. Or maybe that 

was just the exhaustion.

“Okay,” Nathan murmured. “Okay.”

I pressed my face to his neck and let my arm settle across his stomach, and he pulled me close. I 

could smell a light note of  sweat on him, but mostly he just smelled like Nathan—the fresh scent of  

his hair, the warm musk of  his skin. His hand came up and he started untangling my hair. As his 

fingers rubbed against my scalp and combed through my knots, I drifted into a sleep as dark and 



deep as ink.

I woke up alone, buried under the soft covers. The light from outside was dim, and there was a 

note on the bedside table. Nathan’s handwriting was cramped and slanted strongly to the right. The 

words Took Sketch for a walk were crossed out. Beneath them, the words Went to grab food were also 

crossed out. At the bottom, not crossed out, was You’re beautiful.

Heat crept up my throat into my cheeks and I scrambled out of  bed, legs tangling in the sheets.

In the living room, Nathan sat on the couch, wearing real clothes now, and reading with a pencil 

in his mouth and a pad of  sticky notes in hand. Sketch was snoozing on a giant cushion at his feet. 

“Hey,” Nathan said when he noticed me, and closed his book. “I was going to wake you to make 

sure you had a pulse pretty soon.” His voice was soft but his eyes were running up and down my 

body. 

I held up the note but couldn’t find any words, and he smiled. 

“Just wanted to keep you apprised of  the situation.”

I was in Nathan’s apartment and had just crashed out for what appeared to be the whole day in 

Nathan’s bed, but I couldn’t seem to find anything to say to him. 

Nathan stood in an easy motion and was in front of  me in three steps. 

“Feel any better?”

I nodded and he cupped my cheek in his hand.

“You look better.” 

His eyes were sharp and warm and he looked at me like he had every right to. I looked down.

“Can I take a shower?” 

“Yeah.” He led me to the bathroom and handed me a navy blue towel. “Use anything you want. 

My stuff ’s there and that’s my housemate Janine’s. She won’t care, so use whatever.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Nathan was wearing an emerald green hoodie with a symbol I didn’t recognize on it, and I stared 

at his chest because I couldn’t quite meet his eyes. I was still holding the note he’d left and for some 

reason I held it out to him like I was returning it. When he took it, he captured my hand too.

“You really are, you know.”

I flushed all over again.

“All right, I’ll let you shower,” he said reluctantly, and then I was alone. 

One glance in the mirror as I stripped revealed that my hair looked as if  something nocturnal 

and angry had nested in it, but at least my eyes didn’t look quite so hollow as they had before. 

I sighed with relief  as the hot water sluiced over me. A quick glance at Nathan’s side of  the 

shower products revealed only soap and face wash, so I raided Janine’s side for shampoo. I guess it 



made sense that someone with a shaved head wouldn’t need any. As I washed my hair, I closed my 

eyes and imagined it was Nathan’s hands in my hair, like they had been earlier. 

Usually I was fine with being alone. It was better, even. People were exhausting and demanding 

and usually not that kind.

But every now and then, it would be nice to connect. To reach out in the middle of  the night 

and feel someone there next to me. To feel like I wasn’t so completely and totally alone.

I scrubbed at my skin with Nathan’s soap, trying not to think about how it would smell on him, 

what it would feel like to slide a hand up his powerful chest when it was slick with soap, watch his 

nipples pebble and his stomach tense. I would draw it as a full page spread, his head thrown back 

and eyes closed and water pouring down his torso.

Fuck. I turned the faucet from hot to cold to shut my brain up, the shock of  freezing water 

almost painful.

Nathan knocked on the door as I was toweling my hair dry to ask if  I wanted to borrow some 

clothes. Mine weren’t that bad, I didn’t think … although, I  supposed I had been lying on the 

ground in a graveyard in them.

“Okay, thanks,” I told him, and opened the door a crack to take the clothes. 

Sliding into Nathan’s too-large sweatpants and sweatshirt, I was enveloped in his smell. The 

scent of  his soap was in the air. I was completely, sensorily, wrapped up in Nathan. My treacherous 

dick hardened in Nathan’s pants, despite the recent cold water.

When I emerged, Nathan said, “So, I took Sketch out while you were in the shower and—”

He fell silent when he looked up at me and I wrapped my arms around my stomach self-

consciously. I probably looked like a drowned rat with my wet hair and too-large clothes.

“Okay, thanks,” I said. “I guess I should head home so I can feed him.”

“I fed him,” Nathan said distractedly as he stepped up to me and shuffled me until my back hit 

the wall. “You look … fuck, you look …” He shook his head and I felt the heat rise in my cheeks at 

the way his eyes hooded with desire and his lips parted. 

I could practically feel the lust vibrating off  him as he took a deep breath.

“You used my soap,” he said quietly, eyes roaming all over me. Then he leaned in even closer. 

“And Janine’s shampoo.”

“You didn’t have any. But I don’t like lemon. I don’t like stuff  that smells like food. Except, you 

know … food.” I swallowed hard. Nathan was looking at me like I was food.

“Archie,” he murmured, and slid a warm hand to the side of  my neck. 

I shivered at his touch, going hot and shaky, and let my eyes close. I could feel his heart 

pounding against mine. When he closed the last inches between us, our bodies aligned and my heart 

started racing. He was so big and solid and hot. 



I tipped my chin up and opened my eyes to Nathan’s intense gaze. Then I pressed my hips 

forward and let him feel the hardness I’d wanted to hide. His eyes fluttered shut and he groaned.

“Fuck, Archie.”

I opened my mouth to say something, and Nathan claimed it with his own. He kissed me so 

deep and hot my legs started to tremble and I wrapped my arms around him. I kissed him with 

everything I had and he feasted on my mouth like there was nothing else in the world he would 

rather do. Plush lips and clever hands, he kissed me until I was moaning and thrusting against him, 

and then he kissed me some more.

My control snapped and I tore my mouth away from his just long enough to grab his hand and 

pull him into his bedroom. I pushed him down onto the bed where he’d held me earlier and climbed 

on top of  him, groaning as our hard cocks made contact. Then I leaned over him and slid my 

tongue into his mouth. One of  his hands slid into my damp hair to deepen the kiss and the other 

grabbed my ass, pressing our hips even tighter together. 

I was desperate to feel him everywhere, and it had been so long, but he was holding me so close 

I could hardly move and a frustrated sound broke free from my throat as I tried to thrust against 

him.

Nathan growled deep in his throat and rolled us effortlessly, putting me on my back beneath 

him.

“Jesus fuck, you’re like a live wire,” he muttered, and then he kissed me so deeply it shot a pulse 

straight to my dick. It was the hottest kiss I’d ever felt, like he was taking me apart starting with my 

mouth. I wrapped my legs around his thighs and shuddered as our hips came into perfect alignment. 

We kissed and kissed until my skin was on fire and my lips felt bruised. Nathan pressed a kiss to 

the side of  my neck and I almost came off  the bed. My neck was so sensitive it felt like his mouth 

was on my cock.

“Oh, shit, you like that?” he murmured, dragging his lips over the sensitive hollow of  my throat 

to the other side.

“Yes, yes,” I babbled. Nathan stripped off  both of  our sweatshirts, then kissed and sucked at my 

neck until every touch made me shake. Then he nudged me onto my stomach and went to work on 

the back of  my neck, sliding a hand beneath me to play with my nipples. I was so hard it felt like 

every brush of  his lips on my neck and every pinch of  his fingers on my nipple sent a shock to my 

dick.

I wanted to come so desperately but I couldn’t bring myself  to let the moment end. I wanted to 

stay like this, suspended in this bubble of  pleasure. I wanted Nathan to keep touching me forever. 

Finally I was so turned on, I couldn’t take any more. Nathan was grinding against my ass, which 

pressed my erection into the bed, and his mouth was an instrument of  pure lust, sucking on my 



neck. 

“Nathan, Nathan,” I begged, not sure what I was begging for, just need him to do something.

Nathan growled and bit at my neck in response and I bucked my hips into the mattress, 

moaning. 

“Fuuuuck,” Nathan groaned, flipping me back over. His eyes were wild, his lips swollen and red, 

his gorgeous chest heaving. I dragged my fingertips down his chest to his stomach, watching as pink 

lines blossomed in their wake. Nathan’s jaw clenched and he dragged my sweatpants off, and shoved 

his own down. 

His hard cock jutted out, thick and gorgeous, alongside mine. He licked his lips and wrapped a 

hand around us both, pressing us together. With just one touch, I nearly lost it. I grabbed for his 

shoulders and pulled him down on top of  me, needing his mouth against mine again. 

We writhed on the bed, mouths meeting, tongues tangling, hips thrusting, until I was mindless 

with my need for him. 

“C’mere, baby, fuck,” Nathan said, and pulled me up so I was straddling his thighs and he could 

stroke us both off. I was leaking everywhere and each drag of  his hand spread precome over our 

hard lengths. I put my hand over Nathan’s, needing to do something, anything, but the pleasure 

started to crash through me so sweetly I couldn’t do anything but wrap my arms around him and 

hold on. 

He plundered my mouth and started stroking faster, rougher. Slick, molten heat slid along my 

erection, and Nathan’s slick, velvet tongue stroked mine, as if  my mouth and my cock were one and 

the same. 

With one more twist over the sensitive tip of  my erection and a firm jerk, I was coming violently, 

ribboning between us as he caught my screams in his mouth. 

Just as my pleasure peaked and my throat was scraped raw, Nathan’s hand tightened and he 

crushed me to him as he came, heat hitting my stomach. He stroked us through it until I had to pull 

away, and then he groaned brokenly and collapsed on top of  me, his breathing heavy.

“Mmm,” Nathan murmured as his breath evened out. He moved onto his side next to me. My 

eyes were closed but I could feel him staring at me. My whole body was wrung out, skin so 

hypersensitive I felt like I was vibrating.

When Nathan ran a fingertip over a sensitive spot that must have been a hickey on my neck, I 

jerked, and my spent dick gave a hopeful little jolt even as I cringed away from him, embarrassed at 

how strongly I responded to every touch.

Nathan hummed his satisfaction and pressed a gentle kiss where he’d touched. I gasped.

“Jesus,” he murmured. “Your neck, huh?”

I threw an arm over my eyes, but I couldn’t help myself  from moaning as he licked gently 



behind my ear. Little shivers of  exhausted arousal curled my toes. My neck had always been 

incredibly sensitive, but the way he worked me made me feel helpless.

“God, your blush kills me,” Nathan said. His full attention was on me and I could feel myself  

flush even deeper. I shook my head. It was embarrassing not to be able to hide how much he got to 

me.

“Can I just …?” He slid a gentle hand under my neck and trailed kisses up my throat and over 

my chin while he stroked the other side of  my neck. I was getting hard again—hot and achy in a 

touch-starved way that made me squirm. 

I lay there as he explored my neck with his lips and tongue and teeth. He ran rough fingers 

through the hair at the nape of  my neck and tugged, and my cock pulsed. I felt exposed and on 

display and Nathan’s attention made me moan with pleasure and blush with shame. I couldn’t find a 

single word that meant anything.

Until he slid a gentle hand around my throat, and then I found one word: Please.

The sun set as we lost ourselves in each other, and when Nathan pushed himself  upright the 

shadows cast his muscles in iron. 

He looked down at me as if  he would happily spend all night running his fingers over the 

bruises he’d sucked up on my neck. Knowing he’d feasted on my skin until he broke blood vessels 

made me flush even hotter. 

“I don’t know what to do with you,” Nathan murmured. He sounded drunk with lust and I 

groaned as he reached down and started stroking himself. One hand at my throat, one hand on his 

erection, come on both of  our stomachs and glistening in the dark hair at the base of  his thick cock 

… it was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever experienced.

“Please,” I said again, because it was the only word that meant anything.

His hand tightened on my throat just the tiniest bit and I felt my dick swell. 

“Do you like this?” he asked. “Or more?” His tone was neutral; no judgment in his voice.

“I— It’s not— I don’t …” My heart raced as I tried to find the words.

Nathan started kissing my neck again and I lost myself  to the intense sensation. 

“You’re so sensitive,” Nathan said against my ear. I shivered. He pressed his thumb and fingers 

to the arteries in my neck and my heart rate jacked up. When his lips found my throat as he 

squeezed, pleasure electrified every nerve ending. My heart pounded in my ears and his stubble 

scraped my throat and then I was thrashing, needing to be touched, needing more.

When Nathan’s hand closed around my cock, relief  made me weak. 

“Like this?” he asked, and he stroked my aching cock as he squeezed my neck a little tighter—

not choking, just compressing enough that my head began to buzz and every lick of  his tongue on 

my throat shot straight to my crotch. I moaned my assent and he worked me until I was bucking 



against him, every muscle tensing.

My peak was right there and when he pinched the tip of  my dick as he bit into my throat I came 

until my vision went black. I screamed silently as orgasm tore through me. Nathan’s hand left my 

neck, but he kept his mouth pressed to my throat, like he could take my pulse with his lips. 

I shuddered as he wrung one last spasm from my cock, and then I tried to reach for him, but I 

was weak with pleasure. He stroked himself  hard and fast, and came with a low cry against my 

throat, his hot come splattering my dick. 

“Oh,” I heard myself  gasp softly as he pressed our hips together, messy and warm and so alive.

“Stay,” Nathan said, running a hand down my ribs and over my hip, then trailing his fingers 

through the wetness between us.

I couldn’t tell if  it was a command or an invitation, and it didn’t seem to matter. Nathan tucked 

me against his body and put his hand in my hair. 

There was a low squeak as the door swung open a crack and then shut, and Sketch padded in. 

He scented the air and then yawned at me, as if  to say: “This unfamiliar scent of  sex that involves 

another person seems to have resulted in a sleepover. I will allow it.”

Then he turned in a circle and flopped down beside the bed.

“Good dog,” I murmured, as Nathan pressed one final kiss to my neck, and sleep took me.

To be continued …
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