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EPISODE 6

I FELL asleep thinking of  the subway tunnels and I woke up
with my fingers tracing shapes on the sheets. Panels composed
themselves and I lurched over to my desk to get them down
before they dissipated into wakefulness.

In them, Malchi strode confidently, shafts of  illumination
from skylights and maintenance bulbs picking his blue out from
the darkness.

A tunnel curved to the upper right of  the panel, snaking
into the distance, blackness eating at it from all sides.

Triptych of  slim panels as Malchi drew closer to his desti‐
nation, his form larger in each one, leading the eye onward as
did the subway tracks.

It had been nearly a week since I’d descended into the
underground with Nathan and I still dreamt of  it every night.
Something had shaken loose inside me; some fundamental
sense of  perspective had shifted. In a way, I felt like I’d crossed
through an invisible barrier between my world and the next.

But rather than feeling strange, it was a somewhat familiar
journey.
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Because years ago, another world had become visible:
Malchi’s world.

I’d dreamt of  it for so long that I couldn’t pinpoint when
the dreams began. In a way, the world had always been there.
As a child, I would awake from swirling dreams of  urban dark‐
ness, the glimmering peaks of  buildings soaring above my head
where I stood in the rough muck of  the street. In the dreams,
Malchi was there, though he wasn’t Malchi then, just a name‐
less, faceless dream-creature. There were others, too.

The dreams progressed as dreams do, and over the years
they developed their own vocabulary; their own visual
language, untranslatable in the waking world.

We lived in northwest Jersey then, in a half-renovated farm‐
house off  Halsey Road. The house had been my grandfather’s
and my father had worked the farm as a boy. After my grandfa‐
ther died, my father sold off  everything except the house and
the land it stood on, for practical reasons. My father had never
been a sentimental man.

By the time my sister was born, my father was a certified
personal accountant, my mother taught third grade, and the
farmhouse was just a house. By the time I was born, my
father’s worship of  numbers and rules and order had slithered
off  the pages of  his ledgers and wrapped around our family
like chains. If  you rattled the chains, the angry flashing thing
that lived inside my father burst out.

We first visited Manhattan when I was ten, and a client of
my father’s had given him tickets to the Christmas Spectacular
at Radio City Music Hall. My mother was delighted at the
chance to see a show; my father was disgusted at what he
considered a flaming waste of  time; and my sister was excited
by the glamor of  the Rockettes.

And I? I opened my eyes in the midst of  the soaring build‐
ings and the crowds, to see the space of  my dreams stretching
before me in real life. I hardly saw the show, with its blurs of
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kicking legs, grinning faces, and winter pageantry. I blinked,
over and over, wondering if  I was really awake. As we left the
theater in the dark, I scanned the rooftops and balconies for
the muscled, near-human forms from my dreams, and when I
saw nothing I blinked more.

I know what you’re thinking. That I’d seen images of
New York in movies, television, music videos. That it was just
deja vu. That I was a traumatized kid escaping reality into
dreams. That I had an overactive imagination. That I’m
a liar.

Maybe.
The next fall, my school took a field trip to Hayden Plane‐

tarium and the Museum of  Natural History. Our bus wended
its way through the streets of  Manhattan, my face pressed
against the smeary glass, eyes trained upward. All day, I
watched, but I didn’t see anything.

But the dreams still came.
On Halloween, a few weeks after the trip to the planetar‐

ium, I saw something walking home from school. Something
moved in the trees. I thought it was squirrels or birds, but it was
bigger. Heavier. I’d often stopped off  in the woods on my way
home, drawn by the white glint of  a mushroom or a storm-
wrenched branch. On that day, though, they were suddenly
unfamiliar, and vaguely threatening.

I told myself  it was just Halloween. After all, I’d spent the
day listening to my classmates tell their favorite scary stories,
spent the week before catching glimpses of  monsters on tv as
my sister flipped channels. I told myself  I was in the scary
spirit.

Then I felt my feet go numb and the world tilted.
There was a scent in the air like some midnight-blooming

flower. Something rich and violet and intoxicating.
The man’s skin was blue, but of  course men aren’t blue so I

didn’t know what it was. It looked like the form I’d seen in my
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dreams. It looked like something I couldn’t understand. It
looked like it saw me, and then it was gone.

I came to sitting on the ground, hand over my eyes, telling
myself  that it wasn’t possible. That it was a joke—no, a prank.
Because dreams didn’t simply spill out into the real world.
They didn’t take form and move through the trees. They didn’t
have smells or make feet go numb.

Certainly not in New Jersey.
Did they?
I should never have mentioned it when my father could

overhear. I shouldn’t have mentioned it at all. But I was shaken
and unsure and I wanted my mom to tell me that everything
was fine. That I was fine.

I wasn’t fine.

I MISS YOU.
Nathan’s text came mid-morning, just as my hand started

to cramp from drawing.
Warmth flowed through me and I was smiling before I

knew it.
“Nathan misses me,” I whispered to Sketch. Sketch

thwapped his tail into my feet and then turned in a circle and
lay back down, as if  to say: “Lucky for you, chap, since you
miss him too.”

Sometimes Sketch said things like “chap” and “mate” if  I’d
been watching a British show on Netflix recently.

I miss you too, I texted back.
Sketch huffed, as if  to say: “Ah, Archie, effectual as ever.”

Then he huffed again, in case it hadn’t been clear that was
sarcastic. It had. It had been clear.

Wanna do something about that? Nathan texted back, with a
blushing smiley face.
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Yes.
I hesitated, trying to think of  more to add, but my mind

was blank. I just wanted to see him. I didn’t care how.
You’re pretty adorable, Archie. Want to get dinner after my class today?

I lecture til 4.30 and then I could be all yours …
I felt myself  blush just like Nathan’s smiley face emoji at his

ellipsis.
Sounds good. I can come meet you and we can figure it out?
Perfect, Nathan wrote. You can carry my books ;)
For some reason, the idea did funny, quivery things to my

stomach. Nathan sent me the details of  where his class was,
and I went back to drawing.

I finished the page I was working on and showered for the
first time in three days. When I was dressed, it was still far too
early to go met Nathan, but I was fidgety and restless. I took
Sketch for a short walk, my wet hair icy against my neck.

By the time we got back to the apartment, I’d decided. It
was just one of  those days when I couldn’t look at the walls of
my apartment any longer. It happened sometimes, especially
when I’d been drawing a lot. Emerging from the vastness of
the world I created on the page into the depressing smallness
of  my apartment stung sometimes.

I left Sketch with enough food for the morning, in case the
ellipsis in Nathan’s text meant what I hoped it might, grabbed
a scarf, and was out the door.

I WANDERED AIMLESSLY through Washington Square Park,
people watching. I was hours early to meet Nathan, and the
comic shop I’d planned to kill time in had apparently closed
since the last time I’d been there. I really needed to get
out more.

It was chilly, but the park was as alive as ever. Students were
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gathered on blankets in the grass, studying and chatting in
coats and scarves, large coffees in every hand. Near one
entrance, a band was playing a vaguely familiar jazz tune and a
child was dancing while her father held a baby and bounced
along. On the nearby benches, a blonde woman in a sharp suit
was on the phone, loudly describing the nude birthday party
she’d attended the night before. A rollerblader nearly tripped,
trying to listen in.

There was a couple I couldn’t look away from. They sat on
a bench too far away for me to hear what they were saying, but
they were striking in their contrast. One man was blond and
looked like a model. He had the kind of  hair that seemed
perfectly cut and tousled at the same time, and his eyes were a
dazzling light grayish-blue. He was sitting with his legs crossed
elegantly, listening intently to the man he was with, an amused
smile curling his lips.

His hand was on the back of  the other man’s neck, and he
seemed to be holding him on the bench with just that small
contact. All I could see of  the second man was a longish mess
of  light brown hair, and the way he practically vibrated in
place as he spoke, hands flying with gestures, feet creeping ever
closer to his companion’s.

Apparently reaching the climax of  his story, he gestured
hugely and stood up in seeming triumph. The blond man
shook his head, rolled his eyes, and then tugged him down into
a kiss. They stood up together then, the blond graceful, the
brunet all gangly limbs and floppy hair, and walked away,
hands clasped tightly between them.

I was struck with such sharp longing as I watched them
that I felt a tickle in my nose, as if  I might be near tears. I fisted
my hands and stood up, determined I would not cry in a public
park, and nearly ran smack into a man walking past me.

As I apologized to him, I heard someone call my name,
and spun around to see Nathan walking toward me.
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It was like my desire for companionship had somehow
conjured him. I sketched a wave and swallowed hard. He was
just as gorgeous as I’d remembered him. Tall and broad-shoul‐
dered, with long, sleek legs. It looked like he’d just re-shaved his
head, the dark stubble shorter than it had been last week. His
brown eyes were as warm as anything as he took me in.

“Hi,” I said when he reached me. “I’m … very early.”
He smiled, and I had to squeeze my fist to keep from

touching his dimples.
“Hi!” He pulled me into a hug that made me wonder why

I’d bothered trying to stop myself  from touching him. I let
myself  relax in his arms and felt them tighten around me. As
had happened before, I felt the whole world slow, as if  while
Nathan’s hands were on me, everything was okay. It was juve‐
nile and sentimental, but I let it wash over me nonetheless. I’d
learned to take the good feelings where I could get them.

When we broke apart, he leaned in and kissed me, light
and sweet.

“Am I allowed to do that?” he asked, eyes shining.
I felt myself  flush, but nodded. “Yeah. You can do that

whenever you want.”
Nathan’s grin was predatory, and when he leaned in to kiss

me again, his hand slid to the small of  my back. I pulled away
after a minute so I didn’t pop a boner in the middle of  the park
and shot him a look from under my lashes that promised more
later. In private.

“So were you just in the neighborhood?” Nathan asked.
“No, I just … had to get out of  the house. I was drawing all

morning. Guess I went kinda stir crazy.”
Nathan nodded toward campus. “You want to walk me? I

can get you into the library if  you want to wait?”
“Could I …” I shrugged, not sure what had made me ask.

“Can I come to your lecture? Or isn’t it allowed?”
Nathan looked at me for a moment, then nodded. “You
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can. Sure you want to? It’s not the most interesting one for you
to hear, honestly.”

He started to say something about Roman something and
intro to something and I slid my arm into his.

“I don’t care. I want to come.”
Nathan’s smile was tender—even a little shy. He ran a palm

over his shaved hair.
“Okay.”
We walked toward the building where he’d be lecturing

arm in arm.
“My sister really liked you,” he said as we crossed the

street, leaving the park behind us.
“Yeah? I wasn’t sure.”
“She said you were dreamy, in both senses of  the word.”
“Oh. Well. That’s nice, I guess?”
“It’s pretty good coming from Helen. She baseline hates

beautiful people on principle, so you have to make an actively
good impression to bypass that.”

“Uh. She hates them?”
“She thinks the world defaults to liking beautiful people

more than they deserve from the get-go because of  their looks,
so she just considers it balancing things out a little bit.”

“Huh. That seems true. And potentially kinda mean.”
“Yup, that’s Helen. Okay, here we go.”
Nathan swiped his ID at the entrance to the building and

ushered me in with a hand at the small of  my back.
I realized suddenly that his students could be watching us

right now, and tried to smooth my windblown hair.
“I’m going to park you at the back, if  that’s alright. I think

I might get distracted if  you were near the front.”
Nathan smiled, but I felt a pang of  guilt. Speaking in front

of  people terrified me; the last thing I wanted was to make this
harder for him.

“I don’t have to stay if  it would—”
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“No, no, it’s fine, really.”
He pushed open a wooden door that opened into the back

of  a large auditorium. Only twenty or so people were there,
scattered throughout, but it could seat hundreds.

“Okay, I’m going to leave you here,” Nathan said. You’ll
be okay?”

“Course. I’ll pretend I’m a student. See what I missed out
on.” I shrugged out of  my coat and dropped it on a seat in the
last row. “Good luck,” I added, and Nathan’s eyes darted down
to my mouth, like he wanted a kiss.

“Thanks,” he murmured, and brushed a hand over my
shoulder before exiting the way we’d come in.

I pulled my sketchbook from the pocket of  my jacket and
settled in. I always liked being at the back of  the room. It was
easier to draw people without them noticing that way. It was
how I’d spent most of  high school, zoning out and drawing. I
took a moment to be amused at how shocked my high school
teachers would be to see the boy who barely graduated sitting
in a lecture hall at NYU—even if  it wasn’t for purely academic
reasons.

More students spilled in as the clock crept closer to three.
Some chatted animatedly, others drifted in like zombies and
pulled hats and hoods over their eyes to sleep for the last few
minutes before the lecture began. Some flipped through notes
or work for other classes, and some texted or played games on
their phones. Two guys dropped into the back row a few seats
from me, passionately disagreeing about a sporting event.

I untethered from the aural hum and opened my sketch‐
book. The angles of  the lecture hall were interesting, and from
where I sat, slightly off  center, the rows of  chairs made a stark
zigzag pattern that got tighter as the eye moved toward the
front of  the room. I imagined it as a half-page panel. Maybe a
diagonal one? No, too literal.

I drew it, sketching in the students with quick, gestural
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lines: the cant of  a wrist here, an outstretched leg there. I
would tint everything an underbaked yellow from the fluores‐
cent lights overhead and it would fade to darkness at the
half-page.

The only place for Malchi to hide here would be in the
pocket of  darkness just inside the door I’d entered through. I
drew him there, then imagined him descending the stairs, his
huge shadow thrown across the students. The yellow light
would lend a green tint to his blue skin. I pictured the circle of
blue, overlapped by a circle of  yellow, like on a color chart.

I hadn’t decided what Malchi would be doing in a college
classroom, but I chuckled to myself  at the prospect of  him
giving a guest lecture about incubus studies.

If  I’d been at home, Sketch would have thought it was
funny too. Instead, I had a moment of  dissonance when just as
I imagined Malchi turning to face the class, Nathan reentered
the lecture hall through the front doors. He arranged his mate‐
rials on the desk and glanced up, eyes finding mine for just a
moment.

“Omigod, did you see him just look at me?”
In front of  me were a cluster of  students staring at Nathan.

The one who’d spoken was a tall, blonde girl who was tapping
her phone against her lips. She had an interesting profile and I
flipped the page in my sketchbook, thinking I’d get down the
lines of her.

Then a guy next to her wearing a floppy knit hat replied,
“Hi, he was one hundred percent looking at me, thanks.”

“Every time he says, ‘So, why is this important,’ I want to
stand up and yell, ‘Because you’re my future husband!’” This
was the blonde girl again.

“Guys, stop objectifying my boyfriend,” scolded a girl with
a long, dark braid.

I slid down in my seat. They began talking about some‐
thing else, but I felt myself  flushing, as if  they might turn
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around and know who I was and why I was here. Embarrass‐
ing? Thrilling? I couldn’t quite tell.

I didn’t have to figure it out, though, because Nathan
started talking and he was all I could see for a minute. He
greeted the class, and was warm and funny. When he transi‐
tioned to the lecture, he was well-spoken and engaging. He
talked about this stuff  like he found it fascinating, and looking
around, it seemed like that made the students fascinated too.

Yeah, there were still people playing games on their
phones, texting, watching YouTube videos with headphones
on. But given my expectations after what Nathan had told me
about the waning of  student attention, it did seem like the
majority were paying attention.

I was so caught up in how he spoke and moved, that after
about fifteen minutes of  his lecture, I realized I had no idea
what he was talking about. Something to do with Carthage and
wars and Macedonia. He had a lot of  images he was showing
on the projector, of  trade routes and expansion.

But I let my mind wander as Nathan spoke, and sketched
him instead, the strong planes of  his face blending with his
descriptions of  generals and military might, and my imagina‐
tion taking over.

I flipped another page and this time, the sketches of  Malchi
and Nathan came together, Malchi’s shadow encompassing
Nathan’s whole form like the golden aura around figures in the
medieval paintings we’d seen at the Cloisters.

“So,” Nathan said, spreading out his arms. “Why is this
important?”

“Because you’re my future husband,” the boy in front of
me murmured at the same time as the girl with the braid
muttered, “because we’re in love, duh,” and the blonde girl just
nodded.

As Nathan explained why whatever he’d just said was
important, the blonde girl flashed her phone at her friends with
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a satisfied grin. On it was an infographic that was two overlap‐
ping circles. The red circle said “hot AF” and the blue circle
said “smart AF” and the overlapping purple between them said
“professor C <3”.

I snorted with amusement and the blonde girl looked over
her shoulder at me. I cleared my throat and stared down at my
sketchbook, avoiding eye contact.

“Come on, you can’t deny it,” she whispered, holding up
her phone. The infographic looked like a color wheel. I gave
her a jerky shrug/nod combination and sunk deeper into my
seat, knees almost at my chin now.

Nathan concluded the lecture by reminding the students of
their next assignment and then wished them all a good week‐
end. The group in front of  me whispered that having him
come to their dorm would make their weekend a lot better, and
filed out. The quiet of  the lecture was immediately swallowed
by noise. All around me, the buzz of  talk resumed, newly-
switched on phones chimed, and music spilled from head‐
phones as students made their ways to the door.

A cluster gathered down near the front table, waiting to
speak to Nathan, and I went back to my sketch of  him, adding
detail to his collar, his hair, his cheekbones. Then I flipped back
to the sketch of  the auditorium I’d done, Malchi’s shadow blot‐
ting out everything.

When a shadow fell over my sketchbook, for a moment I
expected to look up and see Malchi looming, but it was Nathan
who stood before me.

“Can I see?”
I slid upright and nodded. I held the sketchbook out to him

and he rested a casual hand on my shoulder as he examined
the drawing. He gave me a fond smile and his hand slid to
my neck.

“You’re so fucking talented,” he said.
“Thanks. So are you.”
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“Oh yeah?”
I nodded. “Your students were super into that lecture.”
“You think? Good.”
His smile was so bright I just blinked at him for a moment.
“Absolutely. They really like you. And, uh …”
His fingers slid into my hair and rested there.
“Hmm?”
“They think you’re really hot.”
“Oh?”
“These kids in front of  me were … well, let’s just say there

could be bigamy in your future, if  you’re into it. Or, uh …
trigamy? Is that a thing?”

Nathan laughed and squeezed the back of  my neck. I told
him about the infographic and his eyes widened.

“Wow, I wish they’d go to that much trouble making info‐
graphics for their actual work,” he said. But he didn’t seem
shocked, or bothered. Maybe he was used to it? He held out a
hand to me. “You ready to go?”

His hand was warm and as we stood alone in the vast
emptiness of  the lecture hall, I leaned closer to him, my body
yearning to make up for the distance of  the past week and the
lecture hall that had been between us.

I really had missed him this week. I felt noticeably happier
being in his presence. It was so simple, but undeniable. He
made me happy. The man standing before me made
me happy.

“C’mere?” I muttered, tugging on his hand. He came to
me effortlessly, and his arms around me were warm and firm.
With my cheek to his shoulder, I felt my heart rate slow and my
breathing deepen. I squeezed Nathan tight and he made a
small sound and squeezed me back.

“You okay?”
I nodded and let him go. We walked out into the chilly

afternoon and I burrowed into my scarf. It was the end of  the
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work day on Friday, so the air was alive with a promise of  the
weekend that I was immune to, since the way I spent my week‐
ends wasn’t any different than the way I spent my weekdays: at
home, alone except for Sketch, drawing.

“So, um, what did you think?” Nathan asked after we’d
walked a few blocks.

“Of  what? Oh, sorry. Um.” My mind spun as I groped for
a non-insulting way to admit I hadn’t really followed his
lecture.

“Never mind,” he said quickly. “I know it’s not for
everyone.”

“No, I … well, I wasn’t really listening because I couldn’t
stop staring at you. And thinking about you. And how it was
kinda hot that these kids sitting in front of  me were crushing
on you and going on and on about you and they didn’t know
that I was right there and that I get to have you. I mean …” I
shook my head.

“You can, you know.” Nathan stopped me with a hand to
my arm. “You can have me whenever you want.” His eyes were
fire and his lips parted.

I blinked blankly for a moment, trying to swallow. “I want
you,” I finally got out. “I want … can we eat later?”

Nathan grinned. “Fuck yeah.”
We didn’t talk again until we were on the subway, crushed

against the end of  the train. I let my eyes slide half-closed
and watched people’s feet. At the next stop, the train lurched
and Nathan grabbed me before I stumbled into the woman
next to me. He pressed me close to him and we stayed
that way.

I slid my sketchbook out of  my pocket and opened it to the
sketch of  him I’d done. I passed it to him and closed my eyes.

“Damn,” he breathed, and passed it back. “I don’t suppose
I could have that?”

I hesitated but shook my head.
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“Sorry. I don’t tear things out of  my sketchbook. But I’ll
draw you one.”

His hand slid down my spine, between my back and the
wall of  the train, and came to rest just above my ass.

“Thanks,” he murmured, and I shivered as his hand
pressed me closer.

The tension buzzed between us as the crowd flooded out of
the subway station and by the time Nathan was fumbling with
the keys to his building, we couldn’t keep our hands off  each
other and I was already half  hard in my jeans.

When we got upstairs in his apartment, Nathan’s mouth
slammed over mine the second the door closed and we kissed
avidly as we made our stumbling way into his bedroom.

“I watched you,” Nathan said as he pushed me down on
the bed. “During my lecture.”

I yanked at his clothes, wanting skin to skin contact.
“You were sketching like you were in another world.” He

started stripping me, too. “Even when you were looking right at
me, you looked so far away.” He tossed my jeans over the side
of  the bed. “I wanted to charge up the stairs and kiss you in
front of  everyone.”

He kissed me, hard, and I moaned into his mouth,
clutching his back. Every sweep of  our tongues and press of
our lips made me hungry for more and I made a sound of
dismay when he broke the kiss.

“You were sitting there, this one person in a sea of  other
people, and I couldn’t stand that nobody knew they were in the
presence of  a brilliant artist.” He spoke fiercely, eyes so sincere
it almost hurt. “I wanted them to know you were …”

He shook his head and pressed his lips to my throat. A bolt
of  lust shot through me, but I pulled away.

“That I was what?”
Nathan’s eyes darted between my mouth and my neck. I

could feel his erection against my thigh. He was hot and alive
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and pulsing with energy. I wanted him every way I could
fucking get him.

“Important,” he murmured. “I wanted them to know you
were important.”

His eyelashes fluttered and I didn’t know what to say.
Warmth flooded my belly and I realized that I was smiling. He
didn’t seem to need more than that and he smiled back.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said. I could feel myself  flush
and Nathan’s eyelids fluttered. He groaned and nodded.

“Fuck yes, I want that.
As we kissed, the heat rose and rose, until we were writhing

together on the bed. I squeezed my eyes shut and shuddered
when Nathan bit my neck, vibrating with desire.

“Now, now, now,” I urged him.
“Yeah?”
“Fuck, yes, now, please.”
Nathan flipped me over onto my stomach and pressed a

kiss to the back of  my neck that made me shiver. He kissed
down my spine and I squirmed beneath him, hot cheek pressed
to his pillow. He paused for a moment and I could feel his hot
breath on my ass.

“Can I?” he asked.
I tried to speak and it came out a broken moan.
“That a yes, baby?”
Self-consciousness pushed in and I twisted to look at him.
“I don’t … I never …”
Nathan nipped at the meat of  my ass, then ran a soothing

palm over it.
“I really like it,” he said, voice low and rough. “But only if

you want to try.”
He licked his full lips and I imagined his tongue touching

me where no one’s ever had, and I nodded.
The first swipe of  his tongue was such a shockingly inti‐
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mate, unfamiliar sensation that it nearly brought me off
the bed.

“Okay?”
“Yesss,” I hissed, and Nathan pulled me toward him by the

hips, opening me up to his mouth. He traced my hole with his
tongue and jolts of  shivery pleasure shot through me. I cried
out as he slid his tongue inside. It felt like I was liquefying. After
a few minutes, I couldn’t stand it anymore. My dick was
swollen and leaking and I was desperate to feel him deep
inside me.

I reached back with one hand and Nathan grabbed it.
“You okay?”
I nodded and shoved my face deeper into the bed.
“I want you,” I said.
“What?” He slid up my body and pulled the pillow away

from my face. “Oh Jesus, your blush,” he groaned, stroking my
cheek with his knuckles. He was hard and leaking, and his
pupils were blown wide.

“I want you,” I said.
He nodded and grabbed a condom from the bedside table.

He slicked his fingers with lube and my heart raced as he eased
down beside me. I leaned against him, needing the closeness of
hot skin, as he slid two fingers inside me. I threw my head back
as he stroked my prostate, pleasure shooting through me.

Nathan groaned. “Fuck, you’re so hot.”
I cried out when his lips touched my neck, as ever so sensi‐

tive it threw me into a frenzy. His fingers inside me and his
mouth on my throat, I lost myself  in pleasure. I slid a hand
down to his cock, his flesh hot and alive, and he moaned
against my skin.

“Now, now, now,” I insisted.
Nathan pressed me into the bed, and slid inside me so

slowly I was clawing at the sheets.
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“Oh god,” he groaned, dropping his forehead to my back
for a moment. “Fuck, okay.”

I dragged my hips forward and thrust them back, building
our rhythm, and Nathan swore through clenched teeth.

“Come on,” I said, breathless. “Please!”
He slid hands around my shoulders for leverage and started

fucking me, deep and hard. I felt like I could hardly breathe
around the fullness of  his penetration, and jolts of  pleasure
began to shoot up my spine. Nathan’s movements were confi‐
dent and fluid, one thrust melting into the next until I was
grinding my dick into the bed desperately.

We were taking each other apart and it was fucking heaven.
I didn’t even know what I wanted until I felt Nathan’s hand
slide from my shoulder, to my chest, to my throat, and then I
was holding it there, encouraging him to squeeze.

Pinioned between his gorgeous dick in my ass and his firm
hand at my throat, I started to fall apart. As he squeezed,
everything intensified, and I heard myself  begging him for more,
harder, deeper.

He pushed up onto his knees and used the leverage to drill
me into the bed. My swollen cock dragged deliciously against
the mattress, zinging the spark of  my orgasm through my
whole body. Nathan’s fingers pressed into the side of  my neck,
making every beat of  my heart pulse in my throat and my gut
and my dick and my ass, all coalescing into a fiery pleasure that
tore through me.

When Nathan nailed my prostate, I clenched every muscle
in a deep, throbbing orgasm. It blasted through me and shot
from me in gasping eruptions. I cried out as Nathan’s rhythm
stuttered and he thrust faster and faster, until he came with a
roar and bit down on my shoulder, sending a bright aftershock
through me.

“Fuuuuck,” Nathan groaned as his arms gave out and he
collapsed on top of  me. I whimpered as I tried to catch my
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breath, every ounce of  energy I had having just drained out of
me in a glorious explosion.

I drifted for a few minutes, as Nathan’s heartbeat gradually
slowed against my back. Neither of  us made any attempt
to move.

Finally, Nathan pressed a soft kiss to my jaw.
“You okay?”
“Mmm,” I rumbled, too satisfied to bother with words.
After another minute, he eased out of  me and I folded the

sheets over the wet spot and rolled into his arms, burying my
face in the crook of  his neck. I sighed at the warm, sexy smell
of  him and he slid his fingers into my hair, gently rubbing at
the curve of  my skull. I was possibly the most comfortable I’d
ever been.

“Still doing okay?” he asked softly, as I was on the verge
of sleep.

I made an unhappy noise at being dragged back to the
waking world and burrowed deeper.

“Sorry,” he murmured. But after another few minutes, he
spoke again. “I just want to make sure I didn’t hurt you.”

I realized that he was running his fingertips over my neck
and shoulder and that he wasn’t taking the same slow, sleepy
deep breaths as me.

“’Mfine,” I said, and leaned back to look at him.
“Okay,” he said softly. “Good.”
I kissed him gently on the mouth and he cupped my cheek

so softly. There was a tenderness to his every touch that hadn’t
been there before.

“Are you?” I asked.
He nodded, but his gaze slid away from mine. “You’re so

…” He shook his head. “You turn me on like crazy. I felt a little
out of  control, and I … I don’t ever want to hurt you.” He bit
his lip. “Except how you want me to. And I just … needed to
double check.”
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I blinked at him, not sure how to ease his mind. His lips
were petal-soft against my fingertip.

“You felt amazing,” I said, voice rough. “I get really, um.
You make me feel out of  control too. I’m not usually so …” I
blushed again.

“I love it. I love it when you beg for me.” This last was
practically a growl. “I love how you squeeze your eyes shut like
you almost can’t stand it.”

I made a self-conscious, broken sound as heat crept
through my gut.

“Next time I want to be looking at you when I’m inside
you. See that blush. See the moment when you can’t take it
any more.”

I gasped as he ran his thumb over the hypersensitive head
of  my cock. Pleasure sparked for a moment, but it was too
much, too soon. I stilled him with a hand to his wrist and
groaned.

He smiled wolfishly, then apologized by pressing a kiss to
my knuckles.

“You hungry yet?” he asked. “Want to find somewhere
to eat?”

I nodded, tuning in to my stomach for the first time in
hours. But the prospect of  leaving this apartment made me
want to pull the covers over my head.

“What if  we just order Seamless and stay here?” I
ventured.

“That sounds perfect,” he said.
He made a move to reach for his computer, but he paused

as if  he’d gotten distracted. He pushed my messy hair back
from my forehead and his fingers lingered meditatively. His
expression was intent.

“Archie.”
He said my name like he was identifying something rare

and precious that he’d just discovered. I could practically see
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him trying on and discarding sentences, expression intent.
After what felt like forever but must have only been a few
seconds, his mouth quirked into a smile, just the barest hint of
a dimple visible. He traced my cheekbone with the pad of
his thumb.

“I’m really glad you’re here,” he said, finally, and shook his
head like he was surprised that was the sentence that had come
out. “I’m just really glad you’re here.”

I was glad, too. I was really, really glad.

To be continued …
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