
        
            
                
            
        

    
EXCLUSIVE BONUS CHAPTER! 

CHAPTER 16

Adam

There is a brief moment, just a handful of seconds after Olive’s mouth first presses against his own, in which Adam considers coming clean to her. 

It’s a shit idea. One of his worst to date, even after truly outdoing himself in the last month. He was the one to propose this farce to Olive, as though anything good could ever come of pretending to be in a relationship with the only woman he’s looked at twice in the past decade.  And he was the one to offer that she room with him, even though there are about thirty people in Boston who could put him up for the night. 

He should have reached out to grad school friends. Jack’s in Pasadena now, but George still lives here. So do Annika and Riley. Tom, of course, though he’d probably ask why Adam’s not staying with Olive and make a few more

jabs about how “whipped” he is. He’d have to make excuses, come up with a few lies, which… annoying. Tom can be annoying. People are annoying. 

But at least Adam wouldn’t be right here, Olive’s hand soft on his face, her lips moving clumsily against his own, hesitant, delicate, a little fumbling in a way that tells him she hasn’t done this in a while, and…. 

Adam’s cock is hard as a rock. He’s thirty-four years old. He’s fully clothed, barely touching a woman who’s fully clothed herself, and yet this kiss is without a doubt the most profoundly erotic experience of his life. 

This must be it, the thing that’s fucking with his head. The reason he’s considering telling her everything. But Olive’s lips are cool, her damp hair tickles his face, and her skin smells sweet, edible, glowing. Like the shower she took a handful of feet from him, the one he sternly ordered himself not to think about. He managed to, at least until he realized that she hadn’t locked herself inside the bathroom. That’s when he forgot to breathe, only cheap plywood and opportunity between them, and Olive trusted him to stay put. 

Not that he would ever do anything else. But Adam has it even worse than he thought, if the idea of this girl trusting him with basic human decency has more of an effect on him than full-blown pornography. 

 “You’re in love with her, aren’t you?”  Holden asked last week, noticing that Adam’s eyes kept straying to his phone rather than the game on TV. And Adam rolled his eyes, looked back to the screen, and answered,  “I just want her to be safe. And happy. And to have what she needs.”  Holden didn’t say anything, just nodded and smiled knowingly, and that was the closest Adam had come to punching him since grad school. 

So, what if Adam went ahead and did it? What if he told Olive the truth? 

 Pretty fucking tragic twist of fate,   but  you don’t seem to remember that we first met years ago. An issue, since I remember a little too well. I like no one, absolutely no one, but I liked you from the start. I liked you when I didn’t know you, and now that I do know you it’s only gotten worse. Sometimes, often, always, I think about you before falling asleep. Then I dream of you, and when I wake up my head’s still there, stuck on something funny, beautiful, filthy, intelligent that’s all about you. It’s been going on for a while, longer than you think, longer than you can imagine, and I should have told you, but I have this impression, this certainty that you’re half a second from running away, that I should give you enough reasons to stay. Is there anything I can do for you? I’ll take you grocery shopping and fill your fridge when we’re back home. Buy you a new bike and a case of decent reagent and that sludge you drink. Kill the people who made you cry. Is there something you need? Name it. It’s yours. If I have it, it’s yours. 

There is no scenario in which any of this won’t send her screaming. And after the last few days, weeks, years, all Olive needs is to have a little quiet. 

A safe space. A place to run  to, not  from. So Adam makes his decision: he tucks the truth away one more time, and when she pulls back, a faint smile on her lips and a hopeful look in her eyes, he shakes his head. 

“Olive, this is . . . no.” 

“Why?” There is a frown between her brows. That Adam put there himself, because he is fucking  bad for her. 

“This is not what we’re here for.” 

Her nostrils flare. “That doesn’t mean that—” 

“You’re upset. And drunk.” 

She rolls her eyes, impatient, and his hands itch to pull her closer. Kiss her again. Kiss her in every fucking place. She’s a brat. An incessant, outrageous smartass, and he has to clench his fist to avoid reaching for her. 

“I had two beers.  Hours ago,” she says irritably, and Adam feels himself grow just as irritated. He’s in no condition to fight her on this. Not when he’s already busy fighting himself. 

“You’re a grad student, Olive, currently depending on me for a place to stay. 

And even if not, the power I have over you could easily turn this into a coercive dynamic—” 

She laughs. Like the one thing that scares the shit out of him and keeps him awake at night—that she’ll get hurt from this thing they’re doing, that there are signals he’s not picking up, that he is harming her or taking advantage—

is little more than a funny joke. “I’m not feeling coerced.” She scoffs, like the possibility is ridiculous to her, maybe it’s her tone, maybe her scent in his nostrils, but Adam’s control snaps. 

“You’re in love with  someone else,” he tells her, angry, cruel, sparing nothing. 

And Olive stops laughing. Instead she flinches, nearly recoils away from him, and Adam instantly wants to punch himself and take it back. 

 Great job, asshole. Throw it in her face. Remind her that the guy she does care about is off somewhere with her closest friend. It’s not like you know exactly  how it feels, wanting someone who’d rather be with someone else. 

 It’s not like you can relate every fucking minute you spend with her. 

“Olive.” He pinches the bridge of his nose, trying to calm down. Being brusque and short-tempered should be nothing new to him, but Olive does something to the chemistry of his brain, something that makes him mellow, 

patient, as content as someone like him can hope to be. A snarly, feral beast, tamed at last. Problem is, neither of them seems to be doing great tonight. 

Olive is tired and confused. Adam is tired, too, but also horny, and tempted, and ground-down to the bones after weeks and weeks of wanting and not having. More than a little pathetic about this girl. 

He needs to be better, because this is not about him. He promised himself at the very start that his time with Olive would always be about  her, and that’s why he needs to attempt something radical to his nature: diplomacy. 

He closes his eyes, and takes a deep breath, and thinks of a sensitive way of saying,  You think you want me to fuck you, but you don’t.   The problem is, I really,  really  do, which makes this a risky conversation for us to have. You should go to sleep. Get some rest while three feet away from you I try to forget that black dress of yours. Or the time you brought up the idea of us fucking in my office. Or when you wiggled in my lap for one hour, and all I could think was that in a just world, an ideal world, this thing we’re doing would have been real, and those intrusive, half-formulated, lurid fantasies I have about you wouldn’t send you screaming, and—

“Adam, I…” 

He needs to wrap up this conversation, and then go for a ten-mile run. He’s exhausted and not fit to be around. 

“This is how you’re feeling now,” he says, trying to sound reasonable even though he feels anything but. Olive presses her lips together, her nostrils flare, and Adam powers through. “A month from now, a week, tomorrow, I don’t want you to regret…” he trails off the second he notices something: maybe she isn’t  angry? Because what she looks like is…  hurt? Betrayed? 

Blinking quickly, like she’s about to cry again. 

He snaps his mouth shut. No. She’s not going to feel like that. Not because of  him. “Olive—” 

“What about what  I want?” She leans forward, eyes blazing. Okay, she’s angry alright. Fiercely, beautifully so. “What about the fact that  I want this? 

Though maybe you don’t care, because  you don’t want it, right? Maybe I’m just not attractive to you, and you don’t want to—” 

He really  is fucking exhausted. Or his control would be better than this: closing his finger around her wrist and pulling her hand down to his cock. 

It’s hard, he’s hard, he’s hard all the time, and if she wants to lie to herself then so be it, but not on his damn watch. 

“You have no fucking idea what I want,” he hisses. 

Except that now she must. His jaw rolls. He holds her wide, shocked eyes, presses her even closer, shows her  exactly what he wants, what she does, what he deals with, what it’s been like for the past three years, and—

 Shit. Adam immediately lets go of her and looks away, but the damage is done, and this— this is why he shouldn’t be allowed  anywhere near her. If he cannot be trusted not to spill the extent to which he’s gone for her, he needs to get the hell out of here. He even makes to stand, but stops the second she whispers, 

“Well, then.” 

He glances up. Olive’s expression has cleared. She looks calmer all of a sudden. Relieved. Determined. Like—and this makes absolutely no sense—

like the one thing she’s afraid of is not Adam himself, but the idea of him rejecting her. 

She steps close. Closer still. Her smell is in his nostrils, her thighs press against the inside of his own, and this was heady and harrowing twenty

seconds ago, but it’s rapidly becoming unbearable. How beautiful she is—it confuses him. It’s a constant pressure that doesn’t let go, and Adam has to shut his eyes tight just to pretend that she’s not within reach. “This is not why I asked you to room with me.” 

“I know.” She’s touching him, now. Of her own free will. Pushing hair away from his forehead. Her fingers are cool and soft and capable, the same fingers she does science with, and he wants to lean into her. “It’s also not why I accepted.”  You don’t like being touched,  dickhead,  he reminds himself.  You hate it, in fact. Remember who you were, back when your life wasn’t a montage of the times this girl touched you because she had to? 

“When we started this, you said no sex,” he points out, in a half-hearted, last-ditch attempt at stopping this. Like he’d ever tell her no. The things he would do for her. The things he would do  to  her. 

“I also said it was going to be an on-campus thing. And we just went out for dinner. So.” She shrugs her shoulders. The fabric of his shirt ripples against her breasts, and okay. 

Okay. 

He’s considering this. He cannot stop himself. 

“I don’t . . .” He rubs his forehead.  Don’t say it. It’ll mess you up. Basic self-preservation. Don’t do it. But he knows that if she asks, he’ll fuck her. Even just to take her mind away from what’s bothering her. He’ll hopefully make it good enough, and tomorrow she’ll act like nothing happened. 

Adam’s life won’t ever be the same. 

“I don’t have anything,” he says. 

She stares at him for a long moment, uncomprehending. Then her cheeks redden. “Oh, I… It doesn’t matter. I’m on birth control.” She bites into her lip, and he feels it like a hand on his own body. “But we could also do . . . 

other things.” 

Other things. 

Other  things. 

Ah, yes. Other things. 

He lets his eyes roam her for a moment. As stupefied as he was by her waves and her makeup and that nearly-too-short dress, she’ll never be more lovely to him than with her face scrubbed pink, her hair messy and wild. Her body is lithe, graceful, strong, and he takes in the shapeless t-shirt, the slight swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips. All things he hasn’t allowed himself to look at for weeks—for  years. It never mattered: they were always there, stuck in his brain. The curve of her lower back while she opened the seminar door with her shoulder. The line of her throat as she drank from a water bottle. A graceful stretch and a sliver of stomach skin. 

He can think of  other things to do with her. With every single part of her. So many indecent, beautiful, obscene things.  What’s too much Olive? What can I ask you to do, how many times? You should be careful. Set boundaries. Tell me what you want. 

“After.” Adam swallows. Takes a deep breath. Tells himself to wind down. 

 Nothing might happen. Maybe she wants to make out a little. Fool around. 

 Be held.   It’s fine.  “I need to know you won’t hate me for this, after. That if we go back and you change your mind—” 

“I won’t. I . . .” She comes even closer. “I’ve never been surer of anything. 

Except maybe cell theory.” She smiles. First tentative, then hopeful, then

bright, and then she leans over to kiss him again, and…

He never stood a chance. Never, and certainly not this time, when it’s so different from all the others. They’ve kissed before, sure, and… it’s been nice. Too nice, sometimes, but also interrupted. Frustrating. Unfinished. 

Performative. Always the start of something, never the end. This time, though… This time there’s no one around, and after a moment of reluctance, Adam lets himself do what he wants. 

He deepens the kiss. Brings Olive closer. Inhales the scent of her, familiar by now, soft skin and sugar and fake-dating Wednesdays. He’s wanted her for so long, this feels like something imagined, right out of a dream. He could start by devouring her. By going on his knees and burying his face in her sweet pussy. By taking off her top, memorizing every inch of her for after. He won’t rush her, though, so he makes himself get rid of his own shirt to feel more of her skin, and then stays put, sat on the side of the bed like a big, hulking animal trying to play nice. It doesn’t feel like this’ll be enough, not with the way she gasps every time his tongue brushes against hers, not when his palm is cupping her ass, but he  can go slow. He  can feel her nipples, pointy and hard against his chest, but he’ll be okay just sucking at a spot on her throat. He  can let his hand slide up to rest on the soft underside of her breast, but he doesn’t need to see it. And he  can…

Olive is saying something. And Adam’s brain is too dazed to parse language. “What?” 

“You did it that night, too.” She’s smiling. All he wants to think about is making her come. Can he do it? It’s been a while. He wishes he had more practice. For her. 

“I… what?” 

“You touched me. Here.” Her hand covers his through the cotton, and he takes it as permission. He lifts her shirt slowly, giving her time to object, stopping the instant her breath catches, at the first sign of hesitation. Right under her tits, which almost has him groaning in desperation, but—no. 

Patient. He can be fucking patient till she’s comfortable. 

He waits, and meanwhile he presses his lips against her ribs. Bites softly. 

Licks. She tastes sweet, and he wonders if she’d let him go down on her. 

Seems like asking for too much, but maybe. 

“Here?” he says. “Olive. Here?” The underside of her breast is right there, and she’s not answering him, just clutching him like she’ll fall if she doesn’t, and okay. Okay, yes: he wants to fuck her into the mattress. No point in pretending he doesn’t. “Pay attention, sweetheart.” The underside of her breast is right there, so he runs his tongue across, he sucks on it, and she whimpers. “Here?” 

He doesn’t hear her answer. He’s a little distracted, because her shirt is finally coming off, and…

There is a split second of insecurity, he thinks. A short moment of hesitation when he can tell that Olive is thinking of covering herself. Her back nearly hunches, Adam can almost smell the panic between them, and he’s ready to put a stop to this, right now. But then her shoulders square, like she’s decided that she doesn’t mind showing him her body after all, and…

Okay. 

Yeah. 

So it’s been a long time for him. Years, he’d guess. Not since grad school, and even then he never quite… There was about a decade or so, in which Adam thought he’d had just enough sex in his life to know with the utmost

certainty that he wasn’t interested in having any more. No real reason for it, just… no. And then—Olive. He almost laughed in his office, at being asked to be secretive about dating other women. At the reptilian, greedy part of his brain, thinking:  Are there any? I thought it was just you. 

“Do you remember it?” she’s saying, and her breasts. Her small, beautiful tits. The long dip in the center of her stomach. Her toned, smooth legs. He wants to tuck her underneath him for safekeeping. For months. 

“Remember what?” he asks, absent, transfixed. His own voice sounds distant. 

“Our first kiss.” 

“I want to keep you in this hotel room for a week,” he murmurs, because it’s the truth. Can he touch her? He’ll stop if she tells him to. But. “For a year.” 

He’s losing track of time. Missing beats. Not out of control, but getting bolder. He splays his hand against her back, brings her closer to his mouth, arches her up like an offering, and he misses a bit of what comes after because it feels  that good. He doesn’t want to be rough, but the noises Olive is making are spellbinding, breathless moans and sharp inhales. 

Then her muscles tense. It’s sudden, and he feels the second it happens, like a bucket of ice over his head. He immediately pulls back. “This okay?” 

She’s in her head about something. Her expression is far away, and as much as his cock hurts, something switches in his brain. He wants to lick her tits, yes, but he wants to reassure her more. 

He sets his hand on her hip, thumb swiping back and forth on her hip bone, trying to look at her face. “You’re tense. We don’t have to—” 

“I want to.” She sounds scared. A little defensive. Definitely in her head. “I said I did.” 

“It doesn’t matter what you said. You can always change your mind.” 

“I won’t.” 

She’s stubborn. She’s stubborn, and he likes that about her, just like every other damn thing, but this… He’s just not willing to risk moving this along if she’s having any doubt. So he squeezes his cock till near pain and stops. 

Slows down. Brings her into himself, rests his forehead on her sternum, matches his breathing with hers, feels her arms form a loose loop around his neck, lets himself smell the sweetness between them. It takes several moments, but she slowly softens, relaxing into him. First pliant, her nose rubbing softly against his hair, then restless. Eager all over again. 

Holden and his stupid, supremely idiotic questions. Of course Adam is in love with Olive, of fucking course. And that’s why this is nice, too. Just being with her. Near her. A little painful, maybe, but a whole lot nice. 

“I think I’ve changed my mind,” he says against her skin. His fingers are tracing the elastic of her panties—cotton, green polka dots. He’s going to steal them once they’re done. He’s going to build a shrine for them. Do unspeakable things with them. 

“I know I’m not doing anything,” Olive says, something reedy in her voice, 

“but if you tell me what you like, I can—” 

“My favorite color must be green, after all.” 

She’s wet already. Adam cannot quite believe it, so he presses his thumb to her panties, just to make sure. But once his finger is there, he cannot help himself. He moves the tip up and down between her legs, over and over. He wants to remember this moment. Store it for later. Archive it in his DNA. 

“Do you . . . Do you want me to take them off?” 

Yes. But no. This underwear is probably all that’s between her and Adam begging her to let him fuck her. Better on for now. “Not yet” 

She squirms, impatient. “But if we—” 

He pushes the cotton to the side because he cannot help himself, and that’s a mistake. She looks ready. Ripe. A perfect piece of fruit. He wonders if it means that he could fuck her now. That it could be fast, a little messy, and she’d still be okay. She’d take it. She’d enjoy it. He’d make it good, hopefully. Maybe. If he remembers how. If he doesn’t blow it in twenty seconds. If he doesn’t blow it right now, just looking at his fingers trace her glistening pussy, circle around her clit, disappear between her plump folds, and she’s wet, she’s really fucking  wet, wet in a way that makes it easy to lie to himself and pretend that it’s  him she wants, not just anyone who’ll take her mind off a shitty day. He watches her arch up, close her eyes, let out a low moan, exhale in something that is so obviously pleasure. Adam strokes himself and  knows it, that he’s going to come just from looking at her. 

“You are so beautiful.” He can’t remember ever saying it to a woman before

—why state obvious facts—but with Olive the words burst out of him. “May I?” he rasps against her nipples when finds her entrance, not quite sounding like himself, and the second his finger is inside her he—

“Fuck.” It’s a tight fit, which makes his cock twitch even harder. His vision darkens to black spots. For a few seconds he can feel his heartbeat drumming in his ears, pleasure stabbing in his loins. He forgets about everything that’s not Olive, everything that’s not the places where he’s touching her. She feels like the best thing that’s ever happened to him, but better. And then… Then she’s moving. Squirming while impaled on his

finger, in a way that broadcasts very little enjoyment, and the wave of pleasure that was about to crash right into him, it abruptly recedes. 

Adam freezes. 

“Hey. Shh.” This is not really working—him in her. So he tries to still her hips, and when that doesn’t do the trick he grazes her clit again with his thumb, hoping it will help her soften. She whimpers, closes a hand around his arm with trembling fingers. Her nipples are hard little pebbles and she seems to like it, seems to breathe faster and break into a sweat and maybe want more—but she stays just as tight. “It’s okay. Relax.” He tries to stretch her. Work his finger in a little deeper. See where he can go. She’s wet inside, really wet, and it shouldn’t be this difficult, he doesn’t think. 

Problem is, he cannot read her. Not consistently. Granted, he has very little recent experience, and even less clarity of mind with Olive grinding against his hand. She lets out soft groans, deep breaths, but then she’ll wince, claw her nails into his biceps, and that’s putting the brakes on pretty quickly for him, the idea that she might be in any kind of pain. “Does it hurt?” he tries to ask. She shakes her head, but a second later he sees her flinch. “Why are you so tense, Olive?” he asks, distracted, staring at his finger inside her. 

“You’ve done this before, right?” 

It’s a stupid question, and he instantly wants to punch himself for asking it. 

Of course, she’s done this before—look at her. She’s not like Adam. She probably does this—

“Um, a couple of times. In college.” 

Adam goes still. His mind empties, then blanks. Then the enormity of what is happening hits him like a freight train, and he gently pulls away, shaking his head. 

This is… no. No. It’s a mistake. She clearly doesn’t take sex lightly, which means that she deserves to have it with someone… better. Someone else. 

Someone who’s not this much older than her, who never failed her friend’s dissertation proposal, who doesn’t need to set an alarm for one AM to remember to stop working and go to sleep. Someone who didn’t spend the last several years pining across lecture rooms, someone who doesn’t picture her when he—

“It doesn’t matter, I can figure it out, I’ve learned whole-cell patch clamp in a couple of hours, sex can’t be much harder,” she says quickly. Like she’s under the impression that he’s put off by her inexperience. “And I bet you do this all the time, so you can tell me how to—” 

“You’d lose.” 

“I… what?” 

“You’d lose your bet.” He sighs. His stupid, moronic cock has never been this hard. Because part of him likes this. The lie he could spin to himself: that this means something to her. That  he means something to her. “I can’t.” 

“Of course you can.” 

He shakes his head. “I’m sorry.” 

“What? No. No, I—” 

“You’re basically a vir—” 

“I’m not!” 

“Olive.” 

“I am not.” 

“But so close to it that—” 

“No, that’s not the way it works. Virginity is not a continuous variable, it’s categorical. Binary. Nominal. Dichotomous. Ordinal, potentially. I’m talking about chi-square, maybe Spearman’s correlation, logistic regression, the logit model and that stupid sigmoid function, and . . .” 

She does  this every single time. Makes him want to laugh, like he’s somehow not really the sulky, humorless person he knows himself to be. 

Every Wednesday, she makes him forget that he’s supposed to be antagonistic and unapproachable, to hate the entire world, and even though it’s a terrible idea, he’s touching her again, smiling against her mouth while she laughs into his, telling her between kisses to stop being a smart-ass, and then, once they’re too close again: “Olive, if for any reason sex is something that you are not comfortable with, or that you’d rather not have outside of a relationship, then—” 

“No. No, it’s nothing like that. I—” He pulls back and watches her, patient. 

Wanting to understand. “It’s not that I want to  not have sex. I just . . . don’t particularly want to have it. There is something weird about my brain, and my body, and—I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I don’t seem to be able to experience attraction like other people. Like normal people. I tried to just . . . just to do it, to get it over with, and the guy I did it with was nice, but the truth is that I just don’t feel any… sexual attraction unless I actually get to trust and like a person, which for some reason never happens. Or, almost never. It hadn’t, not in a long time, but now—I really like you, and I really trust you, and for the first time in a million years I want to…” 

Adam wants to tell her that there’s nothing weird with her brain. That he’d forgotten sex was something he was  supposed to want for years before meeting her. That he knows exactly what she’s saying. But it’s a risky truth

to admit amidst the lies, and so he just looks at her, takes in her words, and for the first time in weeks wonders if maybe there is hope. 

He hasn’t let himself before. He’s not one to lie, not even to himself, and the th

delusion that this will end in anything but a clean cut on September 29  is a dangerous one to entertain. But if Olive trusts him. If she  trusts him. 

Maybe not now. Nor soon. She’s in love with someone else, and these things take time. But next year they’ll be both here in Boston, and maybe, if she already  trusts him, Adam could convince her to let him take care of her. He doesn’t want anything in return. She doesn’t need to fall for him, because he loves her enough for the both of them. But if she  trusts him—

“I want to do this,” she’s telling him. “With you. I really do.” 

Adam can feel his heart expand, grow full of something fragile and unfamiliar. “Me too, Olive. You have no idea.” 

“Then, please. Please, don’t say no. Please?” She nibbles on his lip, his jaw, the skin under his ear, until he takes a deep breath and nods and realizes that if this is going to happen—and it is, it absolutely fucking is—he needs be better at it. Make her comfortable. So he picks her up and deposits her on his bed, smiling at the surprised, laughing yelp she lets out. 

“Okay?” he asks when she’s on her back, shifting on top of her, taking in her small nod and the new view—hair fanning hair, pale skin, jutting hip bones. 

He wants to lick them. Then he wants to feed her sugary foods, keep her warm and safe till her ribs don’t stick out so much anymore. The skin of her belly—he will think about it years from now, get himself off to the memories of each soft freckle. He takes her panties off, finally,  finally, and she’s wearing knee socks, bright and happy, and… just like everything else she’s ever done, he’s apparently into that. He’s into that  a lot. 

“Adam?” 

Her voice is airy, and he takes it as an ask to hurry up. To push her legs wide open with his palms on her inner thighs and smell her lovely, honey scent. 

She’s wet and sticky under his lips, smooth and soft, and he thinks he blacks out from it a little. From the pleasure of doing this to her, of exploring her with his tongue. He’s almost sure he’s done this before, and even though he doesn’t remember when, or with whom, he’s positive she was nothing like Olive. Her ass fits perfectly in his palm, he can span her hips with his fingers, and it’s a bit of a power trip, the way he can easily angle her for him to lick, and… She’s lithe. Especially compared to the oafish, lumbering mountain Adam is. He’s tried very hard to pretend it doesn’t turn him on to the extent that it does, but… no. Not possible to lie to himself, not when he’s sucking on the lips of her pussy and she’s moaning in the palm of her hand. 

It makes him want to get closer, learn her even more, and—

And then she’s telling him to stop. 

It takes a moment to penetrate the trance he’s been put into, but when it does he goes still. “Have you changed your mind?” 

“No. But we should do . . . other things.” 

“You don’t like this?” 

“Well, I’ve never . . .” 

Adam tries to imagine having sex with Olive and not begging her to let him do this. Seems absurd. Beyond belief. 

“But I’m the one who put you up to this,” she adds, “so we should do things that  you are into, and not stuff for me . . .” 

He finally catches her meaning and growls deep in his throat. He closes his eyes, lays his forehead against her thighs, and contemplates trashing the entire damn hotel room. But it would scare Olive, and do absolutely nothing to convince her that she is beautiful and fuckable, that he wants to absorb her into himself and lick her dry, that this is for  him more than for her. So he opts for something else: pressing his tongue against her clit, gripping her squirming waist to still her, to make her take his fingers and his tongue inside her. He holds her wide open, watches her arch on the mattress in a beautiful, perfect bow. He hears her soft noises and feels her tense, clutch at his hair and shoulders with a frustrated, impatient sort of desperation, like she wants to come but she’s afraid she won’t, and he loves the feeling of it, the illusion that this precipice they’re hovering on together is unending, hidden in space and time. An arc of pleasure, suspended. But then she comes with sweet whimpers and slow, strong contractions, and Adam’s gut tightens, and his vision whites. He’d love to fuck her, but he might come from just this, and that’s okay. He wants to watch her again. She’s sensitive, writhing, laughing, small and tight and warm, beautiful, so beautiful, so powerful and perfect and beautiful. When it’s too much, when she pulls him up to her, he presses her into bed with his legs and his arms and his hands, watches her twitch with the last aftershocks of pleasure, feels her little heart beat a drum against his own. In this moment, he has everything. Every last thing he needs. 

“Can I fuck you?” he asks against her mouth. 

She kisses him back. Pulls him closer. Traces his hot, sweaty skin. He’s not worthy, but he wants her anyway. “Mmm?” 

“Can I fuck you? Please?” 

She nods and reaches down for him, but he’s not sure there’s time for it. 

He’s hard in a way that’s painful and urgent, different from ever before, and

Olive’s flawless, soft, tight pussy is right there, ready for him, and when he begins to slide inside his existence narrows to bare details: the pressure around his cock, strained, world-defining; Olive’s eyes holding his own, shocked-wide; the air between them, warm, heavy. 

“You’re so big,” she gasps. 

He groans into her neck. Maybe he is big. Still. “You can take it.”  Nothing, nothing exists, except for the pleasure tingling at the base of his spine. 

“I can,” she agrees. Adam has to close his eyes, or it will be over right now. 

He rocks inside her, and it’s torture. Delicious, drowning torture. “What if it’s too much?” 

It seems like a distinct possibility. He can’t imagine thrusting into her the way he needs to, because she’s small, and he’s not. “Then I’ll fuck you like this.” It’s already getting better. She’s still sealed tight around him, but he’s making progress, getting a little farther, and the way she pulsates around him is splendidly, obscenely good. They’re both breathing fast, loud. She’s not positioned right for him to push deeper, that’s the problem. He lets his hand slide to her thigh and shifts it to open her more. Just a little more. 

“Is there something I should be–” 

“Shhh. Be quiet for a moment, so I don’t come already.” 

She’s starting to move underneath him. Like she’s impatient for this to progress, even though he’s about to snap from the tension of keeping it slow. 

He wants to sink his teeth into her. Tether her to him. Keep her in check. He withdraws a bit, which his body hates and seems pretty fucking stupid, but pushing back in is beyond anything. 

“Maybe you should.” 

He should what? Ah, yeah. They’re talking about him, coming. “I should?” 

She nods, and he wants to kiss her, she wants to kiss him too, but they’re not quite able to do it, too distracted, too dazed, and he lets out a silent laugh, thinking about the two of them attempting this. Both of them barely knowing what they’re doing, and yet somehow making this spectacular, magnificent chaos. “Inside you?” 

She nods, like whatever he’d ask of her, she’d give him. “If you want to.” 

He does. He thinks of it a lot—base, filthy fantasies of making a mess on her, making a mess  in her, leaving his mark. He has lots of those. A few more than he should. “You’re driving me insane,” he says into her clavicle, and that’s when something gives. A second of slick friction. Then he finds himself as deep as he can go, and everything stops. 

The universe rearranges into something better. 

They’re both still for a moment. Then they exhale sharp sounds in the silent room. Olive lifts a hand, just to run her fingers through his hair, and Adam is speechless. Mindless. 

This is—Jesus. Oh, God. 

She smiles at him, happy, hopeful, beautiful and says, “Hey.” 

Adam smiles, too, and thinks,  This is it. He thinks,  I love you. He thinks, Maybe, one day, you’ll even let me tell you. 

And he says, “Hey.” 
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