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Ivy Richards has always been a cheerful girl, soft-spoken and kind. But most of all. She is the love of Gabriel Archers’ life. She may or may not be in cahoots with her ride or die, Lilly, to go to the odd party or music festival on the sly, but still. An angel none the less. 

But it all suddenly goes to hell and things turn very dark very quickly. Ivy and those around her will be changed forever and they all must fight to defeat the darkness seeking to reclaim its due.

Authors Note:

Please note that this novel contains scenes that might serve as severe triggers for individuals that suffered through sexual abuse or rape as well as adult themes only suitable for 18+ readers.  Do not read this book if these themes are upsetting to or may cause you harm. Readers are to use their own discretion when reading this book. Your mental health matters!

Absolute creative liberty has been taken with regard to any chapters referencing the military and/or troops in service of their country. I have the utmost respect for our troops and wish them nothing but health, happiness and safety.

Be Safe, Be Healthy and Enjoy!

Ivy

2005

The wind whips through my long white hair, currently sticking to my neck, in an attempt to cool me down in this godforsaken dry heat. It also doesn’t help that my ugly canary yellow Beatle, Betty, as I’ve lovingly named this car struggling down the road into the middle of butt-fuck nowhere, doesn’t have an air-conditioner or a working fan. 

But hey. It might be a piece of crap, but it is my piece of crap. My short, but thank the lord, skinny legs, stick to the faux-leather seats and give me an impromptu wax every few miles. I scowl at the passenger side of the car as an ungodly howling nearly makes me swerve off the road.

“Aaaaaah! We’re halfway there. Aaaaah! Living on a prayer!” my sister from another mister belts out next to me. Off-key, I might add. “Ugh, stop! For the love of Artemis, please-please, stop!” I only half-jokingly beg as I swerve my car to miss yet another pothole in the road. 

Lilly. How to describe my bestie? She is a svelte, black-haired, nymph-like creature that turns heads everywhere she goes and to my great amusement, she usually leaves a trail of broken hearts behind her like a, currently off-key, siren who happens to be a total potty-mouthed slut. 

No slut shaming here though. She claimed this title for herself in an act of protest against the, as she calls it, “systematic invasion of the patriarchal douchebaggery” at our school. So she is sort of a revolutionary if you look it at from a convoluted sort of angle. She is also my best friend in the whole world. 

“Shit singing. In a shit car. On a shit road. Just thought it would be fitting” she laughs as I groan batting at her hair flying into my mouth while she sits there all Pocahontas-like and shit. 

I love music festivals. They are my life, but why do they always have to be in the middle of nowhere? “Hey, leave Betty alone!” I protest. We could have taken your car if you didn’t drive something that costs more than a small country’s annual salary. Betty loves dirt roads and she is mine. Not Nick’s or Patricia’s” I scoff giving her the side-eye. I spent the better part of my high-school years slinging ice-cream at our local Betty’s. Hence the name. I don’t dare take my eyes off the road in case a random animal or pothole pops up in front of my car. 

“Okay, okay. I apologize Betty.” She says as she mockingly strokes my dash. God, first-world problems am-a-right? “Look, there’s the gate!” She points excitedly, nearly taking off my nose in the process. A rickety farm gate with a banner saying “Smash-fest” in big bold black letters lazily waves in the wind. A few bright paint blotches marring the text from where some feisty festival goers have already attacked it with their paintball guns. 

The hills and valleys of the mountain rise in front of us, bathed in light and shadow. The lush green forest spreads as far as the eye can see, and the cloudless blue sky looks even brighter in comparison to the deep emerald colours. It’s truly spectacular. 

“We’re heeeere” she sing-songs in her best Poltergeist voice. Rubbing her hands together like some cartoon villain. Jesus, us nineties-kids and our movie references. 

Shit, this weekend’s going to be brutal. Drugs, alcohol, and general debauchery. Well, alcohol is a yes. I drink like it is a sport but the drugs and the sex? Eh? Not my scene. On top of that, and to Lilly’s great disgust, I am still a virgin.

Not because I am a prude, or anything, it’s just that there’s only one guy ever that has even made me want to attempt losing my v-card, and he acts like he doesn’t even know I exist. 

Gabriel Archer, that Fucker, in all his glorious black-haired, leather-jacketed, blue-jeaned glory.  We dated for a few months last year. He was perfect. Of course, because why not. God dammit! And finally, at that twat-waffle friend of his’ house at a stock standard high school kegger party, things almost went there. All the way there. Then the asshole blue-balled me. Or is it blue ovaries? Eh? Never mind. 

God, he stopped just as the tip made contact, breathing like he was running a marathon, and said that we were too young. All honourable and shit. I begged. We were seventeen, the fuck? It’s not like we were pre-pubescent or anything. He wanted to wait until “I was sure that this is wat I wanted.” Urhhurhfur. “Give it a year Angel.” Urfurdurdur. 

God. I was mortified at my wanton begging, feeling like a total harlot. So, I ran out of the room and couldn’t look him in the eye for the next year. I still can’t. He tried to corner me once or twice but I’m like a ninja. Now you see me, now you don’t. So, no fun for me till I forget about Mr. Big Dick. Yep, he is a dick, blessed with a gigantic, Uhm, dick. Which he happily uses on every girl except me or so I’ve heard. No need for waiting with them apparently. All the while I am left being the prudish deacon’s daughter. Ugh. 

Let me tell you that it’s not easy dodging someone while sitting behind them in algebra doing your best to not sniff their hair. I am such a creeper. I know. Add to that the single most frustrating fact that almost every guy avoids me like the plague. Except for Peter of course (gag me with a rusted spoon. Well, that cherry ain’t goin’ nowhere.

You see, it is not just the embarrassment of that epic failure, on the worst night of my adolescent life, that kept me away. The problem is the pathetic, psycho puppy eyes I might make at him should we ever come face to face again. Mooning over your ex is not a good look. Very ungirlpowery.

Am I in love with him? Yes. I am completely and pathetically in love with that mother-fucker. I’ve been for most of my high-school career since our first biology class together last year. Maybe even before that when he punched James at my 8th birthday party for pushing little Sheriff Richards off the bouncy-castle. 

Ivy 

2004 

About 1 Year Ago

This epic love story started like any of my other noteworthy life events. With soul-crushing embarrassment. 

Biology. We had to do the standard frog dissection. As soon as that heart started to beat in that dead little rib cage, I, the squeamish coward that I am, woke up 10 seconds later, on the floor with the most beautiful cerulean eyes known to mankind, staring down at me and a soft hand on my forehead. 

I thought I died and an angel had come to take me home. I might have-in my whacked-out state- said that fact aloud. To his credit, he only gave me a soft smile and asked “Are you all right baby-girl?” promptly lifting me in his arms like I weighed nothing and took me to the nurses’ office to ice down the epic bump forming on the back of my head. Let me tell you. Ovaries. Poof. Gone. Exploded. Annihilated. 

He also refused to leave my side until he knew I was one-hundred percent fine and the nurse chased him away to his next class. Lilly later told me that he actually jumped the counter between us like some crazy parkour champion to get to my side. Aaaah, swoon. I didn’t have a chance in hell to not fall completely and utterly in love with him.
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Ivy 

2005

“Soooooo, are you finally doing it this weekend? Getting the D. Riding the pony. Churning the nut-butter?” she asks, making humping movements on poor Betties already worn-out seat. Breaking my spank bank flashback, as we hop over every bump on the dirt road. 

“Can you please stop molesting my poor car? She absolutely did not consent to you rubbing yourself all over her.”  Stages come into view and raggedy tents pop up like fleas on a dog’s back and I try not hit the odd drunk festival bro as I swat at my wayward bestie. 

“Look Lil, you know I can’t. I know it’s stupid, but casual sex is just not for me and all the guys at our school are a bunch of twat-rockets.” Well except for one. But let’s not go there. “O’ come on Ivy. It is time, you are the only one, except for poor, creepy-fucking-hulk man, that’s still in the Hymen-club. Maybe Pete will stop sniffing around you if you break your unintentional mutual vow of celibacy. We’re almost going to college and I just don’t get why those idiots at our school are avoiding you. Your H-O-T, hot.” She helpfully states and I feel a twinge in my heart. 

Yeah, why indeed? I mean, they check me out, even approach me, but only once, and then avoid me like I have the rankest breath known to man. It hurts so much more than I am willing to admit out loud. Not even to my best friend. 

And I feel bad for Peter, he’s not a bad-looking guy at all, but he’s a loner which in itself is also not a bad thing but he is a creeper. He gives off nice guy until you say no vibes. You know the kind that normally flips-out one day and takes out half of the school, creeper. 

He actually left me a few love letters in my locker for a while but luckily that stopped after a week or two. “God Lilly, you sound like one of those peer-pressure kids with the bad acting in those sex-ed movies.” Our school still uses a video, yes, V-I-D-E-O from the seventies on the evils of pre-marital sex. “Nope, call me sentimental but I want more. It’s going to hurt like a mother-fucker and I at least want to make it worth it.” Thankfully Lilly doesn’t seem to catch the hint of sadness in my voice.

“But I seem to remember your little infatuation with a certain blue-eyed hunka-hunk of fine meat. I still don’t know what the hell went wrong there, but it must have been epic.” She throws her head back and spreads her hands in front of her for effect. I give her a sharp look, not bothering to look at the road anymore as we slowly approach our demarcated stand right at the edge of the dense forest. She knows better than to talk about this. 

“I don’t want to talk about Archer Lilly. It’s over. Done. He made it clear when he started fucking anything with a skirt. Anything. Except. Me. He doesn’t even know I exist anymore.” I turn my scowling face away from her. Hiding the tears that start to well in my eyes. 

“Fine, but remember . . . denial is not just a river in Egypt.” she huffs, crossing her arms and slouching down in my worn seat. “I’ll just be here all alone in the whore corner.” I bark out an ugly snorting laugh. “Aww Lilly, I still love you, and stop calling yourself a whore. You’re just a woman that’s comfortable with her own sexuality.” She huffs again but I can see the small smile playing across her lips. “Fight the patriarchy one dick at a time!” She holds out her fist out to me for a bump. “One dick at a time!” I say back. Ride-or-die. She is my ride-or-die. Always.
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“Fuck this, I’m sleeping in a tree!” I yell as the dome tent’s rod smacks me in the face again. “Lilly rolls with laughter on the other side of the Dark Lords mobile home, jumps up and goes to grab the nearest penis she can find to help us before I throw the rod into the trees like some pissed, sweaty, spear-wielding Amazon queen. I’m hot, tired, and angry enough to forget about female independence and feminism just this once.

“Finally”, I groan as I chuck my bag into my tent and flop down on my air mattress dramatically. Lilly did the whole fluttering eyelash send off with the tent dude who clearly saw that I needed my grumpy-time nap.

Alas seems like I’m shit out of luck as Lilly jumps on me shouting “Let the fuckery commence! Get up shit head! Time to get off your face!” She rolls over next to me and hands me a solo cup with sun-warmed white wine in it. We’re classy as shit.

“Aaaw, Lils, you’re an angel!” I say, drinking away the dryness in my parched throat from setting up this godforsaken camp. Cringing at the dry-tartness of the jolly-juice. I look and feel like a used dishrag. I am going to have to don the flip-flops and hop into the disgusting communal festival showers. Hopefully, the perves haven’t had a chance to set up the cameras in there. Better get the bikini out too. Just in case.

“Seriously though, Ivy, you need to let go this weekend. You are too serious and look, I love your parents as much as I love an enema, but trying to keep up with all their crazy rules and shit is stressing you out. You can’t be perfect all the time.” She says with so much sisterly love that my heart wants to burst. How in the hell we got my parents, who I lovingly refer to as them, otherwise known as Nick and Patricia to agree to let me come. In other words. Asked them to let me sleep over at a friends house for the extended weekend. I will never know. We’ll only being seventeen up until a month before the festival took place certainly helped, but still. 

But luckily the pastor was there. And good ol’ pastor James convinced them to let go of the reigns a bit. Lest I lose my mind when I finally get my freedom in college. They’re strict as fuck. I’ve only ever been to one day festivals before this. Using sleep overs at Lilly’s as a cover for anything from parties to bonfire get-togethers.

“Okay, fine. I will try to relax and let the weekend take me where it may. Just as long as you promise me that you will at least attempt to be careful. No glove no love. I am not ready to be an aunty yet. One of you running around is enough for now. No taking drinks from strangers and no drugs. Ever.” I say in my sternest, big sister voice ticking each offence off on my black tipped fingernails. “You tend to get reckless when you’re smashed” I level her with a stare and I know my pleas have fallen on deaf ears as she shouts. “Deal!” and gives me a tight hug. “Lesbo-Alert!” some dick shouts from outside my tent and we lean out to flip him off. Homophobic mother fucker.

Gabriel

I hate music festivals. A bunch of shitty drunk morons mosh-pitting in front of even shittier local bands. If, my absolute favourite band, Life House wasn’t one of the headline performers and my best bud James hadn’t nagged me for more than three months, I would not be here. At all. It is hotter than Satans’ butt-crack and my white t-shirt sticks to me like a second skin.

“Gaby-Gaby,Gaaaaabyyyy! My buddy. My bro-ham. The bro-meister!” James shouts my name drawing stares over my way. Fuck. I love him but...just fuck. He is such a tool. Tall and blond and a typical big-ass football player with a t-shirt saying FBI – Female Body Inspector. Drunk off his face already with a solo-cup in each hand and a shot glass hanging from a lanyard around his neck. All class that one. 

“Yeah, James. What’s up?” I sigh as some douche shouts about hating his parents to the beat of a bongo drum from the stage. Improv poetry slam. Kill. Me. Now. I think as I bat at the hand of another horny, dunk, sticky female as I yet again get groped and generally molested for the fifth time in the last four minutes. I feel the need to go wash and disinfect myself.

“You will never guess who I saw just now. Over by the beer tent. Go ahead try.” Putting his face awkwardly close to mine. “Your mom.” I joke and he laughs as if it is the funniest thing ever. I roll my eyes. Pushing him back a bit to get some much-needed distance between us. Beer breath is a thing.

“Who James, I give up?” I just want him and his shiny face out of my space as I run my hand through my hair in frustration. “Man, that fine, fine piece of ass and her friend from school.” I stare at him blankly. “You know... your stuck-up ex and her hot as fuck friend Lilly. Eva, Emmy or something.” My back goes rigid. O’ shit. Only two girls in our school match that description. Two friends as opposite as night and day. One a sweet, kind girl and the other a raucous wildling. “Ivy” I breathe out heavily. “Yeaaaaas! He says with two cowboy gun-hands pointing my way. “That’s the one. I’mma get me some. What you wanna’ bet I can pop that Ivy’s cherry. “O’ yes James. Jaaaaames.” He screams making a humping motion with his hips once again drawing the attention of every-fucking-one our way. I’m gonna kill him. I am going to kill him deader than dead. 

“Oh’ and Peter? He was creeping around the beer tent. That creepy fucker. Girls better watch their drinks tonight!” He adds, oblivious to my I’mma beat your face look in his smashed state. Ivy is still a virgin, I know and I know this because I nearly took her virginity last year. Freaking her out so badly that she ghosted me for close to a year now. 

How I managed to fuck up so badly, I will never know. Jesus, keeping her that way has been a full-time job. I had to attend every party, every bonfire night, and every single bloody music festival just to keep the fuckers circling her like a bunch of horny vultures at bay. As for Peter, creeper is an apt description. The guy is the poster boy for creepy white vans and date rape drugs. He has had this crazy obsession with Ivy for as long as I can remember, following her and leaving notes in her locker. I already warned him. If he is here, he’s here for her. I’m going to kill the little fucker.

I grab the front of James’ tacky shirt, bringing our faces close together. Looking him dead in the eye and as calmly as I possibly can even though I am ready to beat the ever-living shit out of him grit out. “Ivy is off limits, James. You know this. You’ve always known this. Don’t touch her. Don’t look at her. Don’t even log her in your filthy spank bank. I love you man but she is too good for your man whoring ways. She. Is. Mine.” I say punctuating every word with a little shake and pushing him not too gently away from me. 

“K’ay man, chill. Bro-code, I get it. I was just saying. When are you going to make a move on her in any way? You’ve nearly cock-blocked the entire male population of our town to keep her to yourself. What are you gonna do when she goes off to college? Anyway, Lilly is more my speed. She off-limits too?” he looks at me with big puppy eyes that, I guess, are supposed to look cute and raises his hands in surrender. It doesn’t. “Yeah, just as long as you use a glove.” I give him a hard stare. “‘Kay, like I said. I’mma get me some.” And off he goes on his pussy crusade.

Shit, shit, shit. Ivy is here. School’s almost over and then it is off to college. I’m cornering her tonight and we will have it out. She’s been avoiding me like the plague but I have seen the sneaky glances she throws my way when she thinks I wouldn’t notice. I even go to the music hall every second break to play the piano, just because I know she’s gotten into the habit of secretly watching me from the shadows. Like I couldn’t sense her. Please, I have a special radar when it comes to that girl. It’s been hell. 

I’ve lost track of the number of guys I’ve had to intimidate, beat and generally piss in her direction, to keep them away from her. She is just that beautiful and fun to be around. That girl is my everything and tonight is the night I’ll tell her so. This dance ends today. What if someone starts groping her like these fucktards around me? What if James tries to come on to her in his fucked-up state? That guy collects notches on his belt like Peter collects creepy dolls. What if Peter finally fucking tries to grow some balls and make a move. Jesus. The thought makes me want to rip my hair out. 

She is too pure for this fucking festival. I hate her parents, but shit, what were they thinking allowing her to come here for a whole weekend? I know. I sound like a dick. But the thought of her out there in this hell scape and dudes all around her is like she has been caught and thrown into a bag full of boners has me fucking losing my ever loving mind. So, there I go running around the whole god-damned day like a love-struck fool, in a raging panic, searching every face in the crowd for the girl with the forest green eyes.

Ivy

“Ow’ fuck!” I yell as some asshole accidentally burns me with his cigarette when he falls into me with his drunk ass. I can already see the blister forming in the bright lights flickering to the beat of the booming music, making my alcohol-soaked brain thump-thump along to the beat of music. God, is it worth waiting for Life House to come on stage? It was our song. It is the only reason I am still standing here in the first place and not sitting next to the fire with a (doctored) hot chocolate and a blanket around my shoulders. So much for letting go and enjoying myself. 

Sipping on my beer, which is way-way too watery for the amount of time we spent in line to get it, sweating my ass off in my die-hard punk leather mini and obligatory shiny halter top. Leather, I must have been out of my mind. I’ve spent the whole night trying to dodge drunk, man whoring hands as they attempt to gyrate their tiny peckers against me, all while sweat drips down my ass crack. I look over at my friend currently moving to a metal version of Britneys’ Sexy Bitch. Nope. Nope, nope, no-no. this remix, or whatever it is, should never have happened. 

A set of ham-like hands slink around her body and another set of junk starts grinding into her from behind. She glances behind her not stopping for a moment and smiles as she wraps her arms around the jockey guy’s neck. Aaw-fuck. I’m going to have to go and pry another twat off her in a few seconds. God dammit. I’m sick of this shit. She at least looks into it this time around. 

I squint my eyes in the semi-darkness, with strobe-lights blinding me every now and then. Is that... James? No... Wait... Yes. What the fuck is he doing here? James and Lilly are like the Bennefer of our school. On again and off again faster than whore’s drawers. She fucks around on him, because he fucked around on her, because she fucked around on him, because he fucked around on her and so it goes. On and-on-and-oooon. I roll my eyes. They were made for each other. But if he is here that means...shit!

Just then I feel a simmering heat at my back and the smell of lavender, leather and clean male sweat invade my senses and make my heart race in my chest. My body goes rigid and goosebumps break out all over my overheated body. 

I know that smell. I pass it in the halls and I sit behind it every day in biology. I close my eyes and breathe in the almost drugging scent as I hear the familiar creak of a leather jacket while a gentle hand sweeps my sweaty hair away from the nape of my neck with long tapered fingers, stealing the breath from me. He leans in putting his lips next to my ear barely touching my lobe and sending shivers racing up my spine. 

“Ivy, I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” he says my name with a breathy growl, making my toes curl in my shoes and my nipples pebble into hard points under my thin top as I let out an embarrassing whimper. Of course, I am wearing the one and only top that would absolutely not work with a bra. Fuck, what if he sees my body’s reaction to him. I die a little inside from embarrassment at my lack of self-control. My breaths start to rapidly increase as his close proximity overwhelms my senses. 

“Never thought I would see you here. Good girl that you are.” A gentle finger caresses my ear as he places my hair behind it with the greatest of care. 

“If I’d known, I wouldn’t have put up such a fight with James to come along.” The air leaves my body as he kisses my neck all the way to the soft skin just under my ear and strokes his calloused fingers down my arms. Heat and desire rushes between my thighs and I squeeze them together to quell the need developing under my short leather skirt.

My clit throbs, in sync with my racing heart and the slow melodic push and pulling beat of the music. Clenching almost painfully with need. His fingers trace my waist as he slowly walks around to face me. The pulsing lights flicker over his god-like features. Red and blue. Yellow and green. White and purple. 

My eyes slowly roam over his features. From his ebony hair, and his chiselled jaw to his straight nose and his full lips. Finally coming to rest on his cerulean eyes. I turn my face away quickly. Dammit! Stop-it. You look like a freak checking him out like this. Why does his mere presence have such an extreme effect on me? But fuck me sideways if he is not a study in perfection. 

“Gabriel. Uh, hi? You’re here... Of course you’re here. Why? Shit, I just mean this is not your scene.” I ramble on. God, shut up Ivy! I think while slowly dying on the inside and fiddling with my fingers nervously, looking everywhere but at him.
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Gabriel chuckles and turns my face back to his with one long finger under my chin from where I’ve dropped it to my chest in mortification. Those fingers can play the piano just as well as they can play over a woman’s skin. Or so I have heard. The asshole. “Well Ivy, I might not have known it coming here...” His tongue sweeps over his lower lip as he looks at me with those bedroom eyes. O’ my God. He can’t be for real. I am so fucked. 

“But I am here for you. How do you do it, Ivy? You draw me to you like the sweetest drug.” My heart stops as his arms snake around my waist and a slow lazy smile spreads over his face. He pulls me closer and starts to grind and move our bodies along with the music and places his nose on the nape of my neck, slowly sweeping his lips up over my rapid pulse and across my cheek before slightly pulling back when he gets to my panting lips. He places his forehead against mine and I start gyrating along with the movements of his body. Cocooned in our own little bubble. Blazing heat and raw desire burning in his eyes I. Am. So. So. Screwed.  am so-so screwed. 

Gabriel

She smells like peaches. I fucking love peaches. My lips leave that sensitive spot beneath her ear. O’ yeah. I just have to find all the places that set this small, voluptuous body on fire. I have to make sure that, in those few perfect hours I have her in my grasp, I make a study of how to make her writhe with pleasure. We were so desperate for each other when we nearly made love that we skipped the best parts. Not this time though. This time I’ll know if she tastes like peaches too. 

She stutters out an adorable greeting. Clearly shocked that I am here. As I slowly walk around to face her, I do a quick scan of her body before she can see my face. Still delicious. Her silver blond hair, straight and glowing in the flickering lights. Her fair skin seems almost luminescent in the dark and her eyes are as green as the forest around us. Her breasts are a little more than a hand full a perfect fit in my palm and her slight hips now have a soft curve to them as she has started to grow into her woman’s body. 

She is wound tighter than a rubber band, and, O’ my-my-my, her nipples. Just begging to be sucked into my mouth under that thin flimsy top, erect and tight. I fucking hate that others have been looking at her, dressed like this, while she was supposed to be mine to look at, to touch, to feel. When I finally face her, her big forest-green eyes meet mine for the first time in a year. Roving over my face and quickly averting them, while a blush creeps over her soft cheeks and her perky breasts rise and fall with her rapid breaths. Beautiful.

“I’m here for you” I hear myself say to the timid creature in front of me giving in and pulling her body against mine. I was planning on taking it slow. Easing her into it so as not to scare her off. But, the best-laid plans as they say. I slowly place my lips over her rapid pulse. My cock jumps like a fifteen-year-old boys’. We are so close together I’m sure she notices.  Her cheek is so soft as I run my lips up-up just pulling back slightly. Her eyes widening just a fraction as I thread my hands through her thick blond hair, cupping the back of her head and pulling just a bit, to tilt her head back. Making her gasp, stiffen and then all at once relax into my arms. 

Her lids going half-mast and her tongue slowly darting out to lick her lips. My favourite band just started playing, but I don’t give a shit as they sing about you and me and how they can’t take their eyes off of someone, just like I can’t take my eyes off of this soft and suddenly pliable creature in front of me. We move along to the music. To our song. The heat rolling off her body in waves. Her sweet scent enveloping me as we dance in a sea of people, completely oblivious to the world around us. I look into her eyes, feeling her breath fan over my lips and I just can’t resist. Leaning in to taste her lips. Cherry. She used to taste like Cherry Lip Balm. Does she still? Our lips are a breath away, her eyes start to close as she gives in. 

Leaning her voluptuous body against mine until I can feel her nipples prodding me through my white t-shirt. Her small hands clutching at my leather jacket while my one hand tangles in her thick tresses and the other finds and caresses soft ass. Pressing her hips flush against my crotch while we sway in tune to the rhythm.

I push my thigh in between hers and a soft mewling sound escapes her lips and her forehead falls against my chest. Fuuuuck. We are two magnets. Drawn to each other. Always seeking our other half. I need to taste more of her. Consume her. Devour her until we are as close as two people can possibly be.

“Wooooohoooooo, Ivyeee! Go get it girl!” Lilly screams while James basically dry-humps her in the crowd. Those two idiots are truly made for each other. As subtle as a hurricane. Ivy seems to wake up. Her eyes widen with panic. No-No-No! Fuck! She’s going to bolt. “O’ my God.” She whispers as she promptly turns around and disappears into the crowd. 

“Damn it, Lilly!” I yell as I start running after her. “Sorry Gabe!” She hollers, but I barely hear her over the thumping of the music and that of my erratic heart. “You’re not getting away this time Ivy” the beast inside me growls as my red sneakers kick up dust on the dirt road, a bead of sweat running down between my shoulder blades. I nearly knock down a behemoth of a man in a hoody in my haste to get to her. I will not lose her. Not again. Never again.

Ivy

Aaaand, I’m running. I’m running like the hounds of hell are after me. Thank God I’m wearing my lace-up, knee-high ladies’ shit-kickers. I’m ready for this. I may be hanging on to my skirt to stop it from becoming a belt, but these puppies on my feet ain’t goin’ nowhere. 

Why I am running like a psycho if I can still feel the slickness between my thighs and my lips still tingle from our almost kiss? Because, if I allow him in. He’ll destroy me. He’ll ruin me. I will fall in love even more, if it is even possible, and he will inevitably leave me like he left all the others. I will be left to pick-up the pieces of my now thundering heart, trying to stick it back together like a popped red balloon. Dramatic much Ivy? I roll my eyes at myself as I gun it to my tent. Dust swirling behind me while I almost trip over every little rock in my path. An athlete I am not. But a coward? I am the biggest cowardly-coward that ever cowered. Why can’t I just take what I can get while he is willing to give it? Because that would be just too pathetic. Even for me.

God, he looked so freaking hot in his signature white t-shirt denim and leather-jacket combo. His ebon hair was mussed up like he just had fingers running through it. Well it sure as fuck could have been mine if I wasn’t such a chicken-shit. But here we are. I’m nearly to my tent at the edge of the clearing next to the dense, ominous woods that surround the camp site. Animalistic howls sound from deep within the darkness as laughter and other more erotic sounds echo from within while revellers abandon their inhibitions to this bacchanalian festival. 

A strong set of arms wrap around me and lifts me off my feet. I give an embarrassing squeal as Gabriel hoists me over his shoulder and carries me the last few steps to our stand. “Put me down, Gabriel! I am not one of your many, maaaany groupies that you can just man handle at will!” I shout, smacking his tight butt with both my hands and immediately regretting it as heat rolls over my body. Tight. No, fuck, focus. I squeal in indignation as a hand comes down hard on my ass, barely covered by my skirt. If it even is covered by my skirt. 

He ignores me as he carries me to God knows where to do God knows what. I have my hopes, but the feminist in me will be damned if I become just another notch on his belt. “Put. Me. Down.” I growl and dig my nails into his lower back. He grunts and just gives me a little shake to dislodge my fingers. As if he was carrying no more than a toddler. 

“Nope Ivy, not tonight. It’s time we had this out. I can’t keep seeing you in the halls and pretend that I am fine with the space I have given you to open-up to me on your own. For shit-sakes, Ivy, I am done waiting!” I can hear the frustration in his deep voice. “Like fuck we are! Just put me down and go get one of the other girls you service so regularly to come and ...relieve you. I’m not yours to boss around anymore Archer. You’ve made damn sure of that last year.” I yelp as he plonks me down on my camping chair. How in the ever-loving fuck did he know this is my chair? He’s just that slick I guess. “How’d you know this is my chair? Have you been following me?” I ask narrowing my eyes and pursing my lips. The mere idea makes sparks of pleasure ripple up my spine as I sit there with my chest heaving and my hair in a rat’s nest on my head from being dangled upside down. I’m so screwed.  Yeah, a guy stalking you is creepy, but not if he is hot. Fuck I am so stupid. 

“Well Ivy, firstly, no I did not follow you.” He looks at me like I’ve lost my mind. Thank God. I am not that deluded. “I’m not some creeper Peter 2.0. Secondly, you ran here and I am quite sure that, that is your name embroidered on the back of that purple chair.” He points behind my back and I want to smack my forehead. “Which incidentally, I remember, happens to be your favourite colour. Especially since it looks like Barney vomited all over your locker and stationery at school.” He huffs seeming angry, stretching his t-shirt over his broad shoulders as he crosses his arms over his pecks. 

“You know my favourite colour? Never mind that dammit!” I ask stupidly and chastise my traitorous heart as it flutters in my chest. Clearly this is something that amuses him to no end as he lets out a bellowing laugh. The ass. “Out of all the questions you could have asked, you ask me that one? Not why did you throw me over your shoulders Gabriel, or, what’s going on Gabriel?” He mimics me in a ridiculously squeaky voice which I assume the asshole could only be daring to imitate me. “You are absolutely adorable, Ivy.” He puts his face in his hands and chuckles as if it’s the funniest thing anyone has ever asked him. 

“Well...Well... it is a legitimate question and I DO NOT sound like that!” I stutter stupidly. God what is his problem? Yes, I am hilarious when, I don’t know what in the hell is going on while the man of my dreams throws me over his shoulder, carrying me away like some cave man. It’s hot, my every wet dream, but I am confused as fuck. “Ivy, your pencils are purple, your pens are purple, and your backpack is purple. Almost every accessory you wear is purple.” He waves his hand from my chair too my purple tent and cooler box standing off to the side. Shit speaking of... I need a drink. 

“So, I’m guessing it isn’t black.” He deadpans. Okay, he has a point. “Fine, what’s this about Gabriel, why did you, as you put it, haul me over your shoulder?” I do those insipid bunnies with my fingers and angrily swipe the hair still hanging over my eyes away from my face. Why in the world and heavens above I’m being snarky and childish towards the only man I have ever loved after he tried to kiss me, I would never know. Probably because I’m scared shitless that he won’t do it again or he will do it again and then leave me hanging like before. Who the fuck knows. I’m complex like that. As I said. I am such a wuss.

“Look Ivy, if you want to leave and go back to your friend. You can. I will obviously not keep you here against your will. I’ll walk you back, because these woods are creepy as fuck, and then leave you alone...Maybe” He pinches his nose between his fingers and scrunches his eyes like he is getting a wild headache. “All I ask is for the opportunity to speak to you for a while.” His eyes meet mine and he pauses, I think, to contemplate his next words. “After that night..., the way we left things. Dammit, just... can I sit?” He indicates to Lilly’s chair. He has this adorable tick when he is agitated or stressed. His left eyebrow arches up and down and his shoulder muscle jumps. He must be losing his shit at the moment. 

I give him a wary nod. My heart beating like it is trying to escape from my chest and my legs and hands shaking like they are trying to vibrate right off my body. He sees and after a minute he gently takes my hands between his own. They are warm, with long tapered fingers with callouses at the tips from all the hours of practice on the grand piano. God, to feel those fingers roaming over my body. 

“Why did your run Ivy? Why did you run like you did tonight and the first night we were together? Did I do something wrong? Did I do something that you weren’t ready for or hurt you in any way?” his eyes bore into mine. Seeking. Is this what he has been thinking all this time? That he hurt me. That I feared him for more than my own cowardice and vanity? I pinch my eyes shut. What the fuck is going on? 

“I was scared,” I say in a whisper and it looks like I punched him in the gut as he starts to rise out of his chair in dismay. “No, no, no Gabriel. Not that you would hurt me. Not in a physical way anyway.” I amended almost franticly as I grab his wrist. He looks at my hand and back into my eyes, releases a slow exhale. “It’s just.” I take a deep breath. Steeling myself for what I needed to say. “I seemed so desperate that night. Pathetically so. I was so desperate for you to... and then you stopped us from... you know... and I felt ...embarrassed. I threw myself at you like some wanton slut. God, I was such an idiot. I promise that you did nothing wrong. You just didn’t want me like I wanted you and that is okay. Like you wanted all those other girls. Really. No guilt is necessary. Great talk.” I start to rise out of my chair trying to get away from the puddle of word vomit I just spewed his way.

A hand snaps out and gently grabs my wrist and he ties to turn me  back to face him. I can’t turn around. I can’t look at the man that I love so much it hurts. I can’t look him in the eyes because he might just see the truth. The simple truth that I would die if he rejects me again. Crumble into a million little pieces and die. Dramatic, I know.

“Ivy.” The timbre of his voice vibrates through me, to the center of my very soul. “Please don’t leave. Don’t run again. I beg you.” His voice is almost a whisper. I sag, deathly tired, still a bit drunk and hella scared. “Why? Why after all this time?” I can’t help the slight raise in my voice or the hurt I’ve been trying to mask from leaking into my words. “Look Gabriel, maybe things will be different for me in college, it is like I am some leper in our high school. I am undatable. I just wish I knew what is so off-putting about me to all the guys around me. What is so wrong with me that you didn’t want me even after we were together for more than four months?” Great now I sound pathetic. Tears start to roll down my cheeks but I dash them away instantly. 

“Sit down Ivy, please. I fucked up, badly, okay. Please just let me explain.” He rubs the back of his neck and I sigh, shaking my head at my own stupidity. How could I allow myself to sound so pathetically desperate in front of him? “Okay” is all I say in a whisper as I turn and park my butt back in my chair. Defeated. He places his face in his hands while his elbows are propped up on his denim clad jeans. He looks weary. He takes a deep breath and releases it slowly, lifting his head to capture me with his gaze. I look up at him. Fresh pain at his rejection flowing through me. Tension mars his perfect features and I wish I knew what thoughts were running through his head. This is not good. Not good at all.

Gabriel

​God, she looks so sad. I expected her to run again. That is Ivy. She is like smoke. The more desperately you try to catch her the quicker she seems to slip through your fingers. But here she, is in her purple chair, still not looking at me, but still here. Jesus, finally. Does she really think I find her off-putting? Does she even see herself in her mirror in the mornings? I feel like a little shit for keeping the other guys away from her. But I am not sorry. I am just sorry that it seems as if I broke her self-confidence in the process. Unforgivable. Jesus, I need to fix this. Ok, Archer, it’s go time. Get your shit together. Stop being a pussy and get your girl. I mentally give myself a pep talk. It works. Sort of. Fake it till you make or whatever.

“Let me start a fire, pour us a drink and then we’ll talk. Okay?” I ask her gently. She seems so defeated and small, sitting in that oversized chair. Her arms wrapped around herself as if to protect herself from what’s coming next. “What do you have in your camp in way of liquid refreshments?” I ask, rubbing my hands together. Trying to set her at ease with a bit humour. It looks like she is going to vibrate out of her chair and I need her relaxed for this conversation. We are both a bit buzzed but shit, I need something to relax for this conversation. I am just about ready to lose my shit if she runs again. “Yeah, wait. I’ll get the drinks and you get the fire. It is a bit chilly now that we are away from the crowd.” She jumps out of her chair like she has been shocked, stumbling over what looks like thin air as she rushes over to, yes, a purple cooler. 

Dear lord, this girl is adorable I think as I turn around to get kindling for the fire. “We’ve got cheap wine, cheap brandy, crappy whisky, vodka and mixers. What’s your poison?” she asks and I can almost see the shy smile crossing her perfect face. 

“Let me guess. Lilly supplied the weekend drinking menu?” I ask still facing the fire now dancing in the pit in front of me. “Whiskey on the rocks would be great.” She hauls ass over to the cooler and I hear the tinkling sounds of bottles being moved around from behind me. “Okay, but it is your funeral. This stuff tastes like crap mixed with rocket fuel. I’ll just keep to the wine if you don’t mind.” She rambles on.  What if she doesn’t want me anymore? What if I never get to touch her or talk to her again? 

God, I am so close I can taste it. I can’t lose her again. “Uhm, I hope whiskey on the whiskey is fine ‘cause we are fresh out of rocks.” She asks with a giggle and I turn around, from where I am crouching in front of the fire, just to see most glorious sight known to man. She is bent over the cooler, her skirt hiking up to show the soft crease of her behind and, Holy Mother-of-Tits, just a peak of her soft cunt hiding under a black G-string. Mother-fucker. I have to physically restrain myself from going over there and groping her like a pig. My greedy hands opening and closing at my sides and my cock jumping to attention like a trained dog. She’s been walking around like this among the horny idiots in this festival for God knows how long. I don’t know if I want to rip that excuse of a skirt off her to throw it in the fire before giving her a spanking or to lift it and devour her with my tongue. Maybe both.

––––––––
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“That.” Cough “is fine.” I sputter as I try to get saliva back into my suddenly dry mouth. I quickly dash to Lilly’s chair to hide my raging hard-on. She’ll be the absolute death of me. There I’ll be, on the ground. Dead, with a raging hard-on. I try to calm my dick. Think gross thoughts. Lemon party. Two girls, one cup. James naked. Ew. Yep, that will do it. She returns to her Barney chair with my drink and a glass of wine. How she can still look like an angel with a solo cup and a short black skirt I would never know. Maybe it is the way the light of the fire makes her blond hair seem incandescent or her guiles,   doe eyes as she looks at me with a questioning glance. A fallen angel sent to tempt me. And here I am, sitting like an idiot, waxing lyrical, while she is staring at me and waiting for me to start talking. Well, Archer, if she didn’t think you were crazy before, she sure as shit does now.

“Ivy, I... look I’m not the best at this type of thing. I’m not smooth or cool or whatever.” She snorts at that. I’m already fucking this up. Great. She tilts her head and looks at me like I am a puzzle to be solved. Those eyes. Focus! 

“I like you Ivy. More than like you.” Like. That word seems so small in comparison to what I am feeling. I fucking love this girl. “That night, I truly meant that we were not ready. I was not ready. We only just turned seventeen, and we were at a kegger. I didn’t want to treat you like some drunk girl I picked up and screwed in Jamess dirty bedsheets. But I wanted you. So-so badly. I’m sorry if I made you feel unwanted. God Angel, I was just as desperate for you that night as you were for me if not more so. I still am and I think...” I pause. Wondering if I should say the words that want to spill out of my mouth next. Fuck-it 

“I always will be Ivy God Dammit. You are it for me. When you ran, it nearly gutted me. Having you sit behind me every day and ignoring me, walking past me in the halls with that delicious peach smell of yours and not being able to touch you, hold you or kiss you is driving me insane.” I close my eyes and open them again with a sigh. “You kept running away from me and I tried Ivy, I tried, I tried to get to you and then later to move on. I tried with every girl, but none of them could compare and I just sort of gave up on trying after a while. It felt so wrong when it wasn’t you. You are everything to me, Ivy.” Well, there it is. I said it. I finally made the big declaration of the feelies and she is staring at me like I’m wielding an axe. 

“Don’t say that.” She whispers and my heart plummets to my ass-hole as she puts her hands over her face and starts to cry. Soft sobs that rip my heart right from where it was lodged firmly in my asshole, out of my chest. Great. I’m such a twat. I jump up out of my chair and gently place my hand on her impossibly soft, bare leg as I crouch down before her taking her hand away from her beautiful mascara-streaked face. “Why Ivy? Why can’t I say what I know in my heart is the absolute truth? This is how I feel.” I wipe first one tear-streaked cheek with my thumb and then the other. Capturing the moisture and praying that this will all end up okay. 

“It’s okay if you do not feel the same. But if you do Ivy...” I take her small hand in my rough hands keeping my eyes on the promise ring I gave her with warmth coursing through my veins. She kept it. All of this time and se never took it off. “Please Ivy. I beg you. You are the only one that can make me beg. The only one that can bring me to my knees and I made you a promise the day I gave you this little ring.” I keep my eyes on our joined hands. Rubbing my thumb over the well-worn and scuffed silver. 

“Don’t run again. Let’s give it a go. You and me. This could be our forever, Ivy.” Her head jerks up and she looks at me with wild eyes. Shut-up, Shut-up Archer! Shit what did I just say? Suddenly I’m on my back, in the dust, with a soft body on top of me and sweet Cherry lips pressed against mine. She kisses me like she is parched and I am a drink in the Sahara Dessert. My arms snake around her slim waist as I sweep my tongue over her plump lips and fist my fingers in her hair. Pushing her flush against my body. She opens for me as I delve in to taste her. Mmmm... Cherry Lip Balm, wine and Ivy. Just as sweet as I remember. Fuck, did I just die. I’m dead and this is heaven. It has to be. 

She jumps up like she’s been burned and yelps “Shit, are you okay. She crouches down to pat my inflamed body, “Shit, shit, shit. I’m such an idiot! I’m so sorry, I jumped you like some crazy person.” She panics whilst I’m still flat on my back, in the dust in front of the fire. I lay my head back on the ground and stare up at the starry sky as I lace my fingers together and place them behind my head, not giving a rats-ass about my expensive leather jacket or the dust that has to be covering my entire back. “I’m perfect Ivy. Actually, I am better than I’ve ever been in my entire life. Well, unless you want to kiss me again and make it better. My neck does feel a bit stiff all of a sudden.” I quip. But it’s true. As I look at the stars, I know, this is it. That moment where the stars align perfectly. The moment I will remember for the rest of my life.

I smile this stupidly goofy grin until, “Ooof, what was that for!” I ask as she smacks me on my stomach with the palm of her hand. She looks at me through narrowed eyes still crouched like a panther by my side unknowingly flashing me her soft satin covered lips. I groan at the sight. “So what you are telling me Archer is that I’ve been pining for almost a year...” Smack! Ow. 

“Torturing myself, while all this time we could have been snogging our heads off? God, we are such morons. I am such a moron. I wasted so much time.” There is a glimmer of mirth in her eyes and I waste no time in getting my ass off the ground to take this delicate creature into my arms. I dip my mouth to hers and just before our lips touch I raise my eyes to hers and crush our mouths together to unleash all the pent-up passion I’ve bottled up inside of me. “So much wasted time Angel. I think it is time we start making up for it.”

Ivy goes boneless in my arms and I pick her up cradling her ass with my one hand and tracing my fingers along the seam of her skirt along her soft thigh with the other as she immediately wraps her legs around my waist. She moans into my mouth and I take a seat placing her on my lap never breaking our lips apart, not even for a second. She shivers in my arms as my hand travels up the side of her body, up to her collarbone to cradle her soft face in my hands. Slanting my lips over hers and sweeping our tongues against each other in a frantic battle. Music is playing in the distance interrupted only by the rowdy cry of the crowd as one of the main acts work them up into a frothing frenzy, while this woman with her smooth legs draped over my lap does exactly the same to me. 

Her warm pliable body touching mine. I tip her head back, breaking our kiss to continue a slow path of kisses up her cheek, over her closed lids, down to her jaw then to the soft skin of her throat gently sucking and licking my way down to her collarbone where I rest my lips in the nape of her neck to breathe her in. This, this is my happy place. Right here. I bite softly into her flesh and suck her taste into my mouth, marking her like an animal, staking my claim on her.

She lets out a long, low moan as I unlatch my mouth and I smile into the crook of her neck. Mine, she has always been mine. My cock becomes steel underneath her and she starts to squirm. “Fuck Ivy. The things you do to me.” I can’t help grinding my length against her once as I look up into her eyes. What I see there nearly makes my heart stop its frantic beating. 

Hunger. Pure, unadulterated, hunger and desire. And fear. “Don’t hurt me Gabriel, I don’t think I would survive it a second time.” Her rapid breaths feathering over my face make my heart constrict a little. A lock of hair falls over her eye and glimmers silver in the cold moonlight. I take it in my hand and rub the soft strands between my fingers before tucking it behind her ear. 

“Never Ivy, I will try my best to never hurt you.” In one fluid move I slowly slide her skirt up-up until it is bunched around her waist, softly caressing her elegant smooth legs, allowing her to press her black silk-clad heat right over my aching cock. No more waiting for the right time. The right circumstances. To much time has already been lost.  She lowers her lips to mine, tentatively placing soft kisses at each corner of my mouth. 

“This is everything, Gabriel. It is all I’ve wanted for the longest time. I am desperate for you, God, and I don’t even care if it makes me pathetic. I just need you. Even if it is just for a moment.” Her heartfelt declaration takes my breath away. Because I get it. I really do. “Ivy, if you are as desperate for me as I am for you, it must have been unbearable. You have me baby-girl, always have and always will.” I look into her heated eyes for the longest time, striving for control. The pent-up emotions and passion threatening to make us combust unless we find some form of release. 

My hand moves up her soft abdomen to her full breasts. Cupping their soft weight in my hands and rubbing my thumbs over the taut nipples under the thin fabric of her top. Never taking my eyes of her face. She takes a gasping breath and settles her heat even closer to mine. Nearly rubbing herself against my cock but not quite yet. Making me want combust on the spot. Her eyes hooded with pent-up lust and lowering her forehead against mine. Her pleasure mine and mine alone. If I had my way it always will be.

Ivy

Gabriel looks up at me, where I am straddling his legs, with those blue eyes that nearly seem black in the dim flickering light of the fire. He is as beautiful as he is dangerous to my heart. But that’s not all there is to him, I have also seen his kindness towards others. His fierce protectiveness towards those he cares for and his passion for his music. 

I’ve seen him close his eyes as he abandons himself to each note while it rolls over him and makes its way to me in secret, not knowing I was watching from the dark corner of the auditorium. I wasn’t stalking him, much. I just heard the music filtering through the door as I was passing by in the hallway. 

I want nothing more in this world than for him to strum my body with that same passion and focus. I let out a low moan as feel his hard length below me. I want to grind against it to ease the ache radiating from my throbbing clit. But I’m to chicken shit to try. So, I sit there as he looks at me, while I am looking all wanton and breathless and too scared to do shit about it. His thumb torturing my taut nipple with the slightest of strokes. A sudden gentle pinch. Making me convulse and driving me wild. What if he stops again? I’ll implode. God I can’t do this. Not again. Jesus, I might just molest him if he tries to stop again. Groaning I start to lift my hips away from him to stand up and take a drink, probably a good thing too, because semi-but-not-quite-drunk as I am, I’m not tipsy enough to be that brave.

He softly grabs my hips, his heavy-lidded eyes never leaving mine, gently easing me back onto his lap. “You’re not leaving me this time Ivy.” 

He shakes his head lifting his hips, pushing his cock directly onto the centre of what currently feels like my universe. His hands find my breasts and once again starts stroking my nipples with slow torturous flicks of his thumbs. I let out a long moan as pleasure spikes through me. A pleasure that I have no wish to find anywhere and with no one else other than the man beneath me. 

I stare with hooded eyes as a devilish smile curve on those perfect lips when he slowly starts to grind his hard length encased in denim against my aching clit. The seam making it an even greater assault on my senses. His hands at my hips, grip nearly painfull, encouraging me to move with him. The motion lighting a flame inside of me, hotter than the fire warming my back. 

My head falls back in pleasure, a moan escaping my lips, Gabriel looking on mouth slack in his own pleasure. I just can’t help it. I start to move my hips in tandem with his. I lace my hands into his hair, making him let out a deep groan, and I hope I am not hurting him as my fingers curl into fists from the shock of pleasure coursing through my body. My short skirt hikes up my legs, exposing me to his eyes, allowing me closer access to his cock. Our centres rubbing each other, him pushing up and me grinding down in a rhythm all our own. Wrestling moans and gasps of ecstasy from our lips. 

His eyes finally leave mine to look at the place where our clothed bodies meet, a feral growl rumbling through his chest, he lowers his lips to take my aching nipple into his mouth through my thin top. 

My world explodes into a million stars at a simple flick of his tongue, starved for his touch after all this time. With a cry of ecstasy, I cum on the denim-clad dick of the man I love. His name a benediction on my lips. Soaking us both with my arousal. 

When I finally come back down to earth, breath heaving from my explosive release, my head is resting in the crook of his neck my arms wrapped around his muscular chest. His crushing hold enveloping me in heat, shielding me from the cool night air while his chest heaves against mine. His muscles ticking like a racehorse waiting to take flight. 

I slowly lift my head to peer at his face. What I see there stokes the fire inside of me to a raging inferno. “Ivy, please.” Is all he says and I know, I know exactly what he is asking. I see my need mirrored in his eyes as I stroke the tips of my fingers softly over his forehead down his nose and finally coming to rest on his soft lips that gently press a kiss to the tip of each. 

I see the need for a physical manifestation of this torrent of emotions and desire swirling inside of me. A need to unleash a year of pent-up yearning and desire. To wipe out the hurt feelings and mistakes of the past and prove that above all thing he wants to share this experience with me. 

Any shame I might have had at rubbing myself against him in my desperate need for connection and relief evaporating in an instant. A small nod is all I can manage, no words leaving my mouth. But Gabriel waits. He wants to hear me verbalise my agreement, he needs me to accept that I am giving myself, and my innocence to him and him alone. His eyes speak of ownership, possession, and love. This is who he is. This is exactly who I need him to be. 

I rasp out a breathy “Yes” and before I take my next shaking breath I am swept up by strong arms, wrapping my own around his neck and my legs around his waist while he carries me to my purple tent as if I weigh no more than a child. Our foreheads touching. Our eyes never leaving each others’. Of course, he knows which one is mine. I would have giggled if I wasn’t so strung out. Addicted. To him. Always.

He holds me up with little effort with one arm while unzipping my tent with the other. His ebon hair shining in the light of the bright moon, giving the illusion of black and blues moving like a nighttime kaleidoscope. I look over his shoulder seeing something flicker behind a tree in the dense woods. What the fuck was that? I wonder and Gabriel freezes just as we are about to enter the tent. 

“What’s wrong Angel? You just kind of froze there for a second.” I shake my head dismissing it immediately as one of the revellers running naked through the woods. I look back at Gabriel. “Just thought I saw something, but it’s probably nothing.” He scans the woods attentively, and I love him so much more for not just dismissing my claim immediately. “Must have been an animal or something.” He looks back at me his face a mask of desperation as he steps over the barrier of my tents’ entrance. His hand strokes over my back as he gently places me down on my air mattress. 

“Did you hear that?” he asks and his head snaps to the net serving as a window to my tent and I shake my head. All I can hear is the blood rushing through my ears and the beat of my frantic heart. Gabriel takes one more look outside and lifts his shoulder in a shrug. Popping his head back into the tent and then... the fucker sits back just looking at me. Clearly mulling something over in his head as I lean back on my elbows, my knees bent and closed in some semblance of propriety. 

Suddenly feeling shy again at his hesitation. Not fucking again, I let out a rather unflattering groan if I do say so myself. “I swear to god that I will rip your clothes off and beat you to death with that gigantic dick of yours if you jilt me again Gabriel Archer.” He lets out a bellowing, belly deep, laugh. 

“Gigantic, eh?” and I fume just a little. “Well, so I’ve heard.” I sound a bit snippy but come on. I sit up in an attempt to look less like a jealous, wanton whore. “Ms. Richards are you... by any chance? ...No... My love... Are you jealous?” He shakes his head but his expression softens in the dim light of the moon illuminating the inside of the tent. 

“Bloody obviously Gabriel. I had to hear all about you and your shlong for forever and now...” I choose honesty and to my embarrassment my lip trembles. He takes both my hands in his looking at them where we are kneeling in front of each other. Rubbing small circles on my skin. “Ivy, just hear me out. Are you sure you are ready?” I nearly die on the spot. But thank god he continues. 

“I don’t take what we are about to do or the gift you are giving me lightly. If at any time you need me to stop? Just say the word.” And there I go, melting into a puddle. He can’t be this amazing. “It might hurt a bit, but I will try my best to make it as painless as possible.” He places a kiss on each of my hands and my cheeks flame red with embarrassment and desire.

“After tonight, though, you will be mine, just mine Ivy. Please try to understand what I am trying to tell you. I’m a jealous man. I will not let you go. Ever. I won’t share your affections. I will protect what is mine. As long as you’ll have me. There
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	Take Iris to School

	9 am – Make appointment with solicitor.

	10 am – Phone hospice to return mom’s bed.

	11 am - Funeral parlour for arrangements

	11:45 – Try to buy a birthday present for G. – calendar 10 April!

	12 pm - Prepare to go lunch for Iris and bake cookies for studios bake sale.

	12: 30 pm – Wash I. dance costume – Shoes as well.

	2 pm – Collect I. and take her to dance classes

	3 pm – Start on Jameson Tax Reconciliation for IRS

	4 pm - Remind N. to take her pills

	4 pm Get list of relatives that need to be told about the funeral from N. Will phone tomorrow.

	4pm Finalise Mc Greggor Audit - Send report immediately!!!

	4:30 Start Dinner for I., N. and G. while working on Audit

	5pm Eat

	5: 30 pm Clean kitchen while they finish dinner

	6pm Play Edu-blocks with I.- NB! Focus on gross motor skills!

	7pm Bathe I. and prepare her for bed.

	7:30 pm Clean bathroom.

	8pm Read bed-time story

	8:30 pm Start cleaning house – Washing night!!!!

	10:00 pm Continue Jameson Tax Recon.

	12:00 am Bath and Bed – Remember to make sure G. has clean towels, toiletries and enough clean bedding. A water carafe and glass for his night stand. Blankets in case cold.
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