He sat motionless in the dark shadow beneath my window. How he’d gotten in was a secret only I knew about; I jumped with surprise when heavy knuckles rattled on the door. Dad. But he was already gone, concealed below my mahogany desk or crammed into my over-filled closet. I opened the door cautiously after I’d collected my breath again. Dad glanced me over, his hazel eyes clouded with worry.

“I’m still here,” I leant up and hugged him tight, not one bit surprised when he didn’t respond, keeping to his earlier promise of never invading my personal space. When I was back on the ground he took an offensive step forward, taking one quick glance around the room, just to make sure I wasn’t having wild sex or a party. Satisfied by what he saw, he stepped back a few paces with a curt goodnight, but I’d closed the door before he could say any more. Wordlessly I sat on my bed, listening to his receding footsteps down the hall into his bedroom, the heavy thump of his door and whine of the shower clearly audible.

“Is he always like that?”

He was behind me, the bed not even squeaking as he crawled across it to sit himself behind me. I leant back into his solid chest, feeling once again at utter peace as his arms wound around me tightly, refusing to let me go. I knew he’d never let me go if he had any say in the matter, so I closed my eyes, resting my cheek on the base of his neck, listening to the empty abyss in his chest. Somehow he managed to move so we were on our sides, the blanket securely pulled over our shoulders, without me even noticing.

“Do you love me?” His voice was thick and his onyx eyes cut fiercely through the dark. I had no idea why; he held me gently, pulling me closer so he could kiss me again, leaving me breathless.

“Say something, anything, please Misty.”

I just sighed blissfully, crushing myself closer against his solid chest, wrapping my arms tighter around his neck. For dad to catch me now would bring on a heart attack – the mere prospect of his daughter in the arms of any man was terrifying enough – and I instinctively pulled away, untangling myself with practised ease. He sat up, cocking his head to the side.

“Mist?”

I looked at his grief-stricken face; that fierce concern crossing those beautiful features once again twisted my gut angrily, surfacing from where I’d thought I’d pushed it the previous day. I leant over and gently brushed my fingers across his rosy cheek, letting them slide along his chin and drop onto his thigh. He closed his eyes and grabbed my hand, lifting it to place my palm flat on his cheek again. It was warmer than before –if that was possible – and his eyelids fluttered open slowly, concern gone. He was reading my mind again.

“You should know better than to think about your dad, he’s the one that grounded you and forced you 
to run behind his back.”

“I just feel guilty.”

“Why?”

How to explain it to him? As I pondered this thought he watched with fascination as, I guessed, my face changed, twisting and untwisting, the reflection of the thoughts racing through my mind. When the silence filled the room too much, and as predicted, he leant over and pulled me into his arms again, running his lips gently through my hair.

“I guess I’ll never know what it feels like to have a human family, but I do know enough that you should not worry yourself with your father. He thinks he knows what’s best, guided by natural intuition and the media, so he’s only acting upon what he thinks; give him credit for making it this far without your mother.”

He felt my cringe, and gently squeezed my shoulders.

“Sorry, that was a little harsh.”

“Just a bit.”

He let the subject drop, rolling onto his back and pulling me on top of him, a change from his usual on-top preference – he claimed that if his concentration slipped, he was able to make a quick exit before he did anything – and I didn’t complain, I enjoyed the feeling of being able to press myself down upon him, enjoy the planes of his body securely beneath mine. He knew that, the smile on his lips letting it show.

“I can read your mind, remember? Like you’re talking to me.”

“Doesn’t mean I can’t think does it?”

“No, never, I enjoy being able to listen to your thoughts. It amuses me, the things that go through your head while you sleep.”

“You don’t’ sleep?”

“Not when you’re here thinking thoughts that I don’t want to miss.”

I groaned and tried, in vain, to inflict injury upon his perfect face, but he grabbed my wrists before I could, and rolled me onto my back, kissing me until I was dizzy with desire. When he pulled back, I forced my face into a scowl, turning my head away when he tried to kiss me again, his lips landing on my ear instead. I tried to resist when he trailed kisses down my cheek, across my jaw then to the corner of my mouth, where they paused for a moment, hesitant about continuing. And for one white hot millisecond I thought he’d lose his confidence and let me be, but then he continued, sliding his delicious lips across mine and kissing me with a fresh urgency. My arms floated around his waist and I clutched myself to him.

“I hate you. I want to hurt you so much.”

“Your head is saying different.”

“My mouth is saying I hate you.”

He laughed and smiled crookedly, my heart missing a beat or two. Briefly unaware of my father a few doors down, I grabbed his face with both of my hands and kissed him as hard as I could, having to pull myself up a little to do it, falling back on the pillow with a loud moan. His eyes were wide, his breathing slightly laboured, his face a twist of shock. He rolled onto his side I leant up and kissed him once again.

“I love you.”

He took my hands between his, lacing his fingers securely through mine, leaning down to kiss my eyelids, cheeks, nose and lips. I barely noticed when he rolled on top of me, his cool hands holding my face distracting me. I was amazed he existed, and for a few minutes while he nibbled his way down my neck I let my mind slip away into fantasy land, where we were alone in a field of daisies, lying beneath the blanket of black with golden stars and a silver moon, hand in hand, together for eternity.

The sudden breath of cold shook me from my thoughts. When my eyes snapped open he was gone, the curtains billowing in the light summer breeze, the room deathly quiet and void of life. I pulled my legs to my chest and hugged them.

“Misty?” Dad whispered; his rusty voice heavy with sleep and coyness. His large, unshaven face appeared around the door, his finger finding the light switch. It clicked and light flooded the room.

“Are you alright?”
“Why wouldn’t I be dad?”
“I thought I heard you groan.”
“Okay, I must be hearing things then. Go to sleep soon love, please.”
“Okay dad, I will.”

He left the light on; as I jumped up to flick it off, a chuckle from the darkness made me freeze with my finger poised above the switch. He emerged in all his beautiful glory from below my desk, floating over to me and kissing me lightly. I couldn’t resist the urge to melt, no matter where I fell. His strong arms caught me, flicked off the light, and carried me to the bed all in one effortless, fluid movement. When I opened my eyes I was beneath him again, just like we were moments before. But the mood was gone. 

He rolled off me quickly before I had a chance to open my mouth, his turned down.

“Sorry,” I caught his smile through the darkness. “I’d better stop wooing you like that before I miss you fall.”

“Don’t even joke Jesper.”

He moved closer again, but he placed his hand to my cheek and closed his eyes, concentrated very hard, turning to stone in front of me. I struggled to stay as still as he was; ignoring the numbing pain in the arm I was resting on. I knew he was listening to my thoughts, so I tried not to think about the way his knee pressed into my groin made me feel, or his icy breath blowing on my face, or the feel of his smooth skin on my face. I caught myself stumbling over my own thoughts, and in a desperate attempt to clear my head so he heard what he wanted to hear, what was most important, I began to try and think about my mother. Whenever I thought of her I got emotional, I knew that, but it always dredged up new memories I’d forgotten, memories that could help him help me unlock my past.

‘Mum? MUM! I ran down a dark tunnel, my brother in close tow behind me, his breath laboured from the speed at which I ran. I paused at a sharp turn left then hurried further into the darkness, stopping dead when I saw her. He rammed into me, bowling us both to the cement ground. But I quickly scrambled to my knees, crawling over to her, laying my hand on her bloodied arm. She was gone. Long gone. Stone cold. I was touching her matted hair, once so perfect and glossy, now dull and red. He came up behind me, placing a hand on my shoulder. We stared at her mangled body, mauled by a heartless creature bent on death, but why her death? Then my dad is behind me, I can hear his muffled groans and he drops to his knees, picking her up in his arms. I watch as he carries her onto the side of the tunnel, numb, in pain. My brother doesn’t cry, he just stares as dad begins to rip off her shirt and tries to clot the blood. But her last breath was taken a while ago; my brother gets to his feet and hauls me up. I try to pound his chest but he’s much stronger, his hands hold my wrists in a tighter-than-required grip until I give up. His face matches our fathers, grief stricken but blank.

He rocked back, tearing himself away from me to rub his temples. Through the curtain of tears shrouding my eyes I could see the tension rippling through his muscles. I closed my eyes to try and grasp the memory – to hold it forever - but it was already gone – gone forever no doubt. When I opened my eyes again his were bright with alarm.

“Sorry.” I murmured mutely, unable to look into his terrified face. I didn’t want to admit to myself I’d lied to him. I lay down and rolled onto my side, pulling my legs to my chest so I could hug them. Foetal position felt best right now, cold or not. The bed didn’t groan as he lay down behind me; my skin burst into tentative gooseflesh as his hands skimmed up my back and curled around me. He pulled me – reluctant as I was he moved me with ease – onto my other side so I was facing him. I fought against the urge to grab him and cry myself to sleep. His face was serious, but his eyes were mellowed and as he wrapped his arms around me tighter, I unfolded automatically, unable to fight the urge any longer, throwing myself around him, the tears now filling my eyes until they spilled over. He patted my back as I sobbed, the memory gone but the aftertaste bitter on my tongue, the aftermath of what I’d seen in my head clawing my heart apart.

“That was…intense,” he whispered softly into my ear, cupping my face when I composed myself again.

“Sorry… I didn’t… I…”

“Shh, nothing to be sorry about.”
“I miss her,” I rasped, feeling his hand on the curve of my back press me closer.

“I know you do my love, and I don’t care either – I would’ve done the same.”

“You don’t care I lied?” My voice was unstable and I felt another bout of tears inch up on me. His hands curved around my chin to tilt it up so I could peer into his intense eyes.

“No, I do not. .Now sleep.”

Cuddling into his chilly embrace, letting sleep close my eyelids and grasp my body once more, I waited him to leave. But he didn’t. With only seconds of silence behind us, I heard my father’s soft hum of snores from his room, and smiled. He kissed me lightly, leaving me burning for more, but with his finger on my lips, I settled for his intrusive hug, and slowly, but eventually, sleep took hold of me.

That night I dreamt of nothing but Jesper Franklin. I tried in vain to imagine witnessing Perth city being ravaged by a mystery illness twenty times as ferocious as AIDS, twenty times the fatality rate of road deaths, thirty times as severe as the worst disease known to man. I found it hard to imagine Jesper curled in a corner of his bedroom, his blue eyes watching helplessly while the city around him collapsed and people dropped dead mid-sentence. He’d called it Pink Death, because it reached his town by a contamination in the pink dyes of wrapping paper, and every person who touched it were sent on a painful spiral into suicide and homicide. Victims developed large welts that burst open and formed ugly scars, temperatures spiked, skin pruned, hair fell out in clumps, and eventually the victim would drop dead out of nowhere once the disease had consumed their whole being. The whole time the victim was in so much pain that they went numb. Incurable, it moved like a flash-fire, wiping out entire cities in under four days, each day claiming quadruple the victims as the last until there was nobody left, and it died out with its last host. Jesper had only survived it because his uncle had taken him deep into the South American forest, where a group of shape-shifters had wrecked him to save him from the disease, but let him still mature in his human body so he wasn’t cursed to live as an animal the rest of his life. They’d sacrificed his normality in order to save him.

I rolled over and grasped the solid mass beside me, burying my face into his chest and crying softly.

In the morning he was still there, holding me securely. I could see, even through the dim pre-dawn light penetrating my thin floral curtains, the patches of moist on his lime green shirt from my tears.

“Are you feeling any better, my love?”
“No,” I groaned when I attempted to move from him. Every inch of my body screamed.

“Where are you sore?” He pressed me closer. My body relaxed a little as my limbs were returned to the cramped positions of before.

“A better question would be where doesn’t it hurt? Because it hurts all over.”

“Would you like me to massage for you?”

I moaned slightly at the mere prospect of a massage; the sound only deepened in my throat at the thought of Jesper’s talented, soft hands over my body, searching the knots and teasing all the pain away. I could feel his smile when he pressed his lips to my cheek, then I was on my stomach – I swallowed my scream of sheer agony - and he was crouched over me.

It began, to be brutally honest, as one of the most painful moments in my life. First not only was I reminded of my horrific thought from the previous night the second I closed my eyes, bringing tears to immediately, but his hands, although gentle and careful, felt like adding insult to injury. And as I predicted he slowed down when my thoughts entered his mind, but I moaned – more to encourage than to portray actual enjoyment. Thankfully he battled on, because within two minutes, or roughly about that length later, pure bliss filled me, swallowing me and tugging me into a world of delight. His knuckles teased away every knot of sore muscles, and slowly the pain melted into pleasure. I stretched hesitantly, but not meeting any soreness, I flexed each limb slowly, beginning with my fingers and moving down to my toes. I felt his smile when he kissed my neck, his fingers brushing my thick hair to the side to clear his path. As he placed gentle kisses along my spine I buried my face into the blanket beneath me and struggled against the urge to grab him and never let him go, to thank him and to pleasure him in the way he was pleasuring me. But I forced myself to remain cemented beneath him, submissively bearing all the pleasant torture he was throwing my way. 

Then he began to rub his fingers in circles over the curve of my bottom and down the length – one at a time – of my thighs, all the way to my feet. And he rubbed his way back up.

“Oh god!” My toes curled. Nobody deserved this satisfaction, especially from somebody like him to somebody like me. We were as different as they came – incompatible, my father had told me on more than one occasion – so he should be doing this to somebody else. I did not deserve this.

“Stop thinking.”

“I wish I could.”

“Does this help?” And he reached up so his fingers were almost jammed in my armpits – I lifted my arms instinctively. Then, with decisively slow movements he zigzagged them all the way to my hips, which he grasped and with a grunt he flipped me onto my back.

“Wow,” I gasped in surprise, startled further when he claimed my lips in a fierce kiss. I definitely couldn’t think of anything else now.

“Good.”

I rolled my eyes but allowed my fingers to knit through his hair and my legs to wrap around his hips in gentle invitation. He pressed upward, pinning me back to the bed, deepening the kiss as his fingers slipped beneath my thin pink singlet. I’d just begun to relax beneath him when he leapt off me, quickly kicking his sneakers beneath the bed before disappearing altogether. How does he move so fast? I thought cloudlessly, but my door inched open seconds later, and relief flooded me. Thank god for his seventh sense.
“Are you proper, love?”
“Yes dad, I am.”

He lowered his hand and handed me a tray full with a plate of steaming eggs and bacon, sided by a Weight-Watches banana yogurt and a full glass of freshly squeezed orange juice. I took it gratefully, accepting it as another way to enter over enemy lines, but grateful none-the-less. He scanned my room quietly while I carried the tray to my desk, kicking his sneakers further beneath my bed, right away from his prying eyes.

“Your room is so…clean!”
“Your point? You haven’t been in here for a while remember.”

He opened his mouth, but shut it swiftly, mumbling something as he shuffled out again, making an extra effort to haul the door shut behind him so it was securely closed. I waited for a few moments before exhaling – I hadn’t realised that I’d been holding my breath in the first place – and turned toward my breakfast. Jesper already stood over it with hunched shoulders, his devious eyes full of longing and hunger.

“Tuck in,” I murmured, for his benefit only, to give him a worded command for absolute certainty. He politely used the fork to shovel the bacon into his mouth, chewing on it for a long time before swallowing it, closing his eyes and savouring the aftertaste before he chugged the orange juice and devoured the eggs. I rescued the yogurt before he mistook it for something else and quietly licked it off the spoon to make it last longer, watching with fresh curiosity as he ate. It was the same every morning: he snuck into my room to be my personal alarm, disappeared when dad brought in breakfast, then he emerged and devoured the food within a space of about two minutes. I scoffed when I realised how slow I was to eat. Something like this mornings breakfast would normally take me at least five minutes to eat the bacon alone. I just chew slowly,  I told him when he glanced over his shoulder, a guilty expression on his kind face. I was far more than content to stick to my yogurt, but he always felt terrible after eating the food meant for me, so he took me past Maccas or Subway on the way to school, buying me whatever I wanted, even when I complained that the yogurt was enough. This morning wasn’t different. His face fell when he saw me finishing off my yogurt, licking the spoon thoughtfully.

“Look, I’m not hungry at all Jesper –”

“No, I don’t know why I always do this. Sorry.”
“Nothing to be sorry about. You can read my mind, I really don’t mind.”

With a roll of his eyes he floated to my side and pulled me to his chest, kissing me long and deep, his lips lingering on mine so much longer than I’d ever thought possible, leaving me breathless when he did pull back. His eyes were wide, and it was like he’d actually listened this mornig, because he didn’t press me for my breakfast preference when we were in my blue Holden. Instead of the usual battery of ‘Maccas? Chicken Treat? Do you want to eat in or drive straight through?’ the car remained peacefully quiet. At first I was on edge, but I soon relaxed into the peacefulness, aware that he was listening to my frantic thoughts. It felt good being able to be frantic and panicky in my head while remaining composed and quiet on the outside. He was the only one who knew what I was really thinking, which made it all the more interesting when I pulled into Subway. He glanced across at me, utterly confused, his head cocking to one side.

“What…?”

“For somebody who can read my mind, you never think to think of the unexpected, and god forbid I’d get any fatter than I already am.”

He grimaced. Don’t even say it, I snarled. So he didn’t,
I climbed out of the car before he could come up with something to avoid the words ‘you are not fat’ with the same meaning, but he was close behind me by the time I took two steps. Inside the tiny shop – it was the smallest of the five fast-food outlets in the strip – the air was refreshingly light, filled with the pleasant mix of freshly squeezed orange juice, tinged with the scent of chicken. 

“What would you like?” He grasped my hips and gently pulled me so I was pressed against him.

“I’d like a veggie delight without the peppers, and a small diet coke, please.”

“My pleasure,” he told me with a firm kiss to my cheek. His hands relaxed and he stepped around me to stand at the counter. Then he glanced over his shoulder. 

“Go sit down.”

I found an empty table beside the window overlooking the car park as a vicious looking red truck pulled in. Two burly men with large colourful tattoos plastered all the way down their arms like sleeves stumbled out, and despite their only clothing being blue overalls they were not repulsively fat.

They didn’t even look at me as they walked right past, but their odour was enough to make me crumple with distaste. To my further horror, their truck was parked right beside mine.

“This is nice.” Jesper took a seat opposite me, unwrapping the 6 inch sub he’d bought, the bun sliced evenly into three parts. He pushed the furthest end toward me, taking the other two pieces and opening them, pouring in some ketchup and sweet chilli sauce. I noticed an old woman staring at him with disbelief as he took the bun and chomped down, then poured the entire sachet of barbeque sauce on top of the white bread and continue eating. His brow knitted together when I thought of how ridiculously stupid he looked.

“I heard that.” He mumbled through a mouthful of salad and sauce. I smiled, more to myself than him, when a slither of lettuce fell onto the wrapping. He pointed to the section in front of me, so I picked it up and took small bites, watching him literally annihilate the sandwich in a matter of two minutes. But he waited for me to finish, beyond patiently, watching me nibble and then chew thoroughly. Not once was he irritated – his patience would never expire when my eating was concerned – and smiled as I passed my thoughts onto him.


Back in the car he turned on the air-con to full and sat back in his seat, stretching his long, muscular arms behind his head. I glanced sideways to watch the burly guys while they jumped back in the battered truck. Jesper remained completely relaxed as the men slammed their door and the engine growled to life before dying out completely with a wheezy groan. Before they had to ask me for help, I gunned the engine and sped out of the lot, slightly relieved to hit the morning traffic.


I passed beneath the tunnel, pulling the car into the Coles Supermarket parking lot beneath the cool shade of a towering oak before I remembered to even look at Jesper. But he was climbing out of the car and flexing his biceps in an impressive show. As I watched he began stretching his arms behind his back, kicking out his legs a little to flex any knots or kinks out. I grasped my bag tight over my shoulder and followed him into the darkness of the tunnel we’d just entered through, rarely used by many cars since it was the long way to get into the car lot.

“Okay,” he mumbled, crouching to the ground. Although I’d done this every morning for the past year, I was still met with the same deep, conflicting panic that gripped me every time I rode him. 

But he was waiting with arms out, eyes closed. He could hear me mulling it over, the smile on his face knowing that no matter what I tried to use to reason myself with, I’d always climb on. I always had, and there was no reason to stop now. So I took another quick glance around us, of course seeing nothing except deserted beer bottles and cobblestones lining the narrow footpath, before I climbed onto his back, my arms securely latching around his neck. Like a bolt of lightning he sprung into the sky above human vision, his body trembling beneath me as his arms transformed into satiny wings, his head wearing a feathery crown, his face turning into a scaly yellow skin with a large brown beak and sharp, black eyes. I didn’t release my hands until the berth of his neck became too great, and I had to grasp handfuls of soft feathers. A low grumble steadily built into a deafening roar as his chest puffed out and his transformation was complete. He quickly soared faster and faster, barely flapping his beautiful wings. The wind flowed over us in a silky blanket as he sped forward.

My bag locked tight between his back and my chest, my head hitting its normal pinnacle as I peered over his massive shoulder to the ground miles below. I buried my face securely in his soft neck, refusing to open my eyes until I felt him slow down to prepare for landing. As usual it was far too short a time, but he was that quick. Too fast for human eyes to follow he dropped like a silver bullet from the sky and behind the high wall dividing the main school yard from the teacher’s car park. His body shuddered violently as he began to morph back; I released my grip and crumpled to the cement in a heap. Jesper brushed himself down, pulled me to my feet, pressing my weak body to his chest once again, showering my paled face with kisses as he held me up. I quickly found my footing and stepped back from him, running my fingers through my black hair to fluff it, and quickly brushed a leftover feather off my jeans. 

He took my hand and we stepped from behind the wall and entered the front gates as composed as ever.

“I don’t know why you freak out so much.” He grumbled as we walked to our lockers, conveniently located with his on top and mine on the bottom. I was pleased with that arrangement because I knew he’d never let any books fall onto my head, and while I crouched between his legs, nothing at all could possibly ever hurt me. I also knew he had a spare text book for every one of my classes – mine have always had an uncanny ability to walk themselves into other lockers, or the rubbish bin, or mistaken for borrowed material and collected by the teacher without a second thought – so I was completely covered for even the worst day in history. For some reason those spares never got lost, and eventually my originals were found, but they always went missing a few days before tests or exams, so naturally I had a mini meltdown and flung myself, in complete hysterics, at him for a few minutes, which, naturally, leads me to suspect he steals them himself. Not that he would ever admit it.

“English first, then … what?” I looked up, just as surprised as he was. He knew both our schedules by heart, so when I’m in a rush I just glance his way and he tells me. Well, he hears me thinking about what subject I have, and he tells me the second I look at him. So I didn’t have anything to say when he looked at me, dumb struck.

“Um, I think you have Ancient History.”
“I thought I had maths.”
“Isn’t it Physics?”
We looked at each other. “The phasing throws me off sometimes.”

“Yeah, of course.”

I stole one moment to gather myself before reaching into my bag and pulling my tattered timetable out.

“You were right the first time. I have Ancient History after, and you have Physics.”

We wandered over to English still confused, which was swiftly replaced by horror when we realised that we had Mr Greendouche – pronounced Grendough, he reminds us stiffly every time he takes a class - as relief. He’s a notorious sound-Nazi, one single cough sets him off and he throws out detentions like you throw clothes on the floor. And his name made him even touchier, which every new class learned swiftly; he’s the storm that you wished you’d be snuggled up in bed for, not standing in the thick of it to watch. I considered ditching, but the door was already open, and he was already glaring at us with slitted green eyes that glanced toward the clock above our heads.

“Forty seconds late! Not acceptable, but since it’s Monday, I’ll let you off with a warning. Next time will be an instant detention for the both of you!”

“Thankyou,” we mumbled as we shuffled to our seats, sitting in alphabetic order, just the way he liked.

“Okay!” He bellowed too loudly, the harsh sound booming as it ricocheted off the pale walls. I had to clench the sides of the desk to not clamp my hands over my ears, a move that would send me to detention on Friday. I’d done enough to get me expelled in the past three months alone – skipping maths once or twice to snooze in my car, sworn at more than one teacher on more than four occasions, parked my car in the teachers car park just to name a few - and if it wasn’t for the principals increasing understanding of how unfair and evil this man was, I’d be long gone.

“Open your books to page two hundred and begin to read aloud for us, Marissa?” It wasn’t a request, it was a command twisted to make us want to say no, but realise, usually too late, that it only had one answer. A rhetorical request. Marissa Black, a short, chubby blonde who sat in the second row, cleared her throat and nodded silently.

“The Dubulks wandered aimlessly through the sunny forest, searching for their youngest son, Richard, in vain, growing more and more tired with every step. Their eldest daughter Stephanie wouldn’t let them give up, and dragged them deeper into the forest.”

“Rachel!”

Rachel McGellogore, a lanky red head in the desk to my left who normally never spoke except for Mr Greendouche’s classes, lifted her eyes to nod and spoke as loud as reasonably allowed for such a tiny, waif like girl.

“But by nightfall they came up short, finding only his tattered blue jeans. At fourteen he was prone to wander, but this was a new thing for him. Stephanie wouldn’t, couldn’t, sleep that night, and in the morning she went alone into the forest. Of course, as expected by her frightened parents, she returned without a drop. But she tried for the following two weeks, until she grew too weak from starvation, her personal punishment for having a fight with Richard that sent him into the forest in the first place, to continue.”

“Mistiloyll.” I didn’t look up, just began to speak.

“So when Stephanie was on her death bed, barely able to breathe without help, she requested that her parents find Richard no matter what it took, and in her dying breath, she told them to give Richard her Emerald-encrusted heart shaped necklace. Her parents could not ask why, because she was gone before they could even blink. They buried her beneath the rosebushes in the back garden, taking her Emerald necklace with them while they searched for the following four years. Every night they cried together, and on the fourth day of the fourth month four years after his disappearance, he showed up on their doorstep. It was dark and his skin was pale, he was tall and handsome and brilliantly muscled, but he was still their Richard. Over pumpkin soup they told him about Stephanie and her dying wish, handing him the necklace.”

“Jesper.

“When he held it in his hand, it came alive, burning a magnificent colour green, burning a permanent imprint into his palm. But he didn’t let it go, just bore the pain as it burned deeper into his soft flesh. His parent’s didn’t understand, but in fact he’d known about his sister’s untimely death, and knew about the necklace. It possessed a dark power that, when unleashed upon the right person, gave the bearer any two wishes they wanted. Richard wished that Stephanie could be returned, but when that was refused, he asked the wish-giver for a car with a tank of petrol so his parents could escape the formidable forest. The car was waiting for them outside only moments later. Richard bid his parents well, and returned to the empty house. Thinking of only his sister, he wished that he could have access to her, to be with her once again, wherever that may be. The wish giver thought this over, and opened a portal for Richard to enter so he could see his sister. When he next saw her he thanked her, and promised that not a single thing could hurt the either of them ever again. When returned to the real world, he went into the forest, only to find that it was empty of all life. Unbeknown to him, the unlocking of the necklace and giving of two wishes had completely destroyed his life in the forest, destroying everything he’d loved. Angry at the wish-giver, he broke the necklace into shards and found the sharpest dagger of the land, digging it as deep into his chest as he could, and with his dying breath, he whispered, ‘I will never exist without my elves.’”

The class remained deathly quiet. The way in which he spoke was enticing, and he’d slowed down to huskily – almost hoarsely - breathe Richard’s last words. He’d never sounded sexier. Mr Greendouche stared at us, the hard lines of his wrinkled face suddenly collapsing and he sat back in his chair, grasping his stomach as loud bellows of laughter erupted from his mouth. We stared at him, incredulous. This wasn’t normal behaviour for him, or for any teacher, even Miss Penny the Home Ec teacher. She laughed at every single thing she said, which was annoying, but she was about the kindest and lightest teacher at the school, yet this outburst put her to shame. He looked happy. We began to murmur amongst ourselves quietly, barely audible even to the person we were whispering to, not wanting to make too much noise. But his laughter continued, and we raised our voices another octave, another and another until we were speaking normally. Then it came to a crashing halt, and at the exact second, the class fell silent, students filing into their chairs with lightning speed. I scowled; the same hard-set expression was imprinted upon his face again, and his voice was gruff as he instructed us to answer the questions one to seven on the worksheet we were given on Friday. Nobody spoke again until the bell rang for the end of class. We filed out silently, the only sounds being the scraping of chairs, although that was avoided as much as possible. His gaze followed us out, the final student politely closing the door behind him before jogging toward his next class.

“Wow, that was such a genius story,” Jesper muttered under his breath. I leant up and pecked him another quick kiss, hoping to calm his rising temper.

“You have maths now, right?” He sounded so hopeful.

“Yes, I do every second period on Monday. Why?”

“Oh, okay, then. Have fun.” And he kissed me again, our books dropping to the floor as he crushed me to his chest. Luckily nobody saw when I pressed him against the wall, thrusting my pelvis against his and kissing him as hard as I could. Then I bent and picked up my books, watching him do the same, and we parted without another word.

He was waiting by the gates in the afternoon, arms crossed casually across his chest. I hated him for completing all homework already as I lugged my book-laden bag over to him. He kissed me lightly, taking the bag from me easily and tossing it over his shoulder, carrying it like a kid carries a toy. He slipped his fingers through mine and we began to walk down the side street, but I was itching to be on his back again, to feel the freedom his flight gave me. At the same time I was gripped with the familiar fear of being so high in the sky. I could only begin to imagine how wonderful, or scary, it felt for him…

“It feels terrific.” He answered my unasked question casually, giving my fingers a squeeze.

I began to wonder if he wanted to phase now, knowing he’d hear me as clear as if I spoke.

“No.” He paused and pulled me back to him so we were pressed together. His eyes were wide and filled with that desire that always burned when he held me. He wanted me so badly. I could see it. And it pained him not to have me all the time.

“But if you kiss me again like earlier, you can ride on my back as long as you want, babe.” His voice died to a whisper and he leant down, his lips brushing my ear as he muttered the last word. I let him remain close, limp in his arms, unmoving, unthinking. Just numb.

“What?” He creased his brow. 

“Nothing, but if you want another kiss like earlier It’ll have to be …” I paused, glanced around, and then thrust him against the wall behind him. I heard my books thump to the ground, and he grabbed me around the waist, holding me close. Of course he’d expected that, he’d read it in the moment between it popping into my head and my body reacting. I stood on my tip toes, letting myself melt against his solid body, my hands on his shoulders, my lips on his neck. But it was over before I’d even managed to begin. He pushed me back roughly but carefully, wiping my lip-gloss from his mouth and dragging me behind him in a rushed walk. I glanced over my shoulder to see Greg Right following us, bag held in one thick hand. Jesper sped up, still walking briskly while I had to jog to keep up.

“Slow down Jesper!”  I pleaded, finally digging in my heels and planting my feet – it still wasn’t enough because Jesper continued flying down the sidewalk at breakneck speed, dragging me along - stumbling blindly - behind him. Then he jerked around the side of a thick wall, yanked me onto his back and launched into the air. I saw Greg peer around the wall, and then glance around in disbelief. I clung to the feathers as they materialised beneath my fingers. The flight wasn’t enjoyable, quite a few birds were out and about so he had to duck and dodge them, throwing me about a bit, not that I ever felt, even for a moment, the least bit scared. He’d never let me fall.

He hit the ground gracefully, back beneath the cover of the dark tunnel, He dissapeared back into a human within a blink of my eyes. His face was pale and he looked truly apologetic. So let him sweat. When he reached out for me I pushed his arms away, almost enjoying the way his mouth twisted with pain. I knew that in a split second I’d feel sorry and he’d hear me, then get angry, or worse, laugh, so I conjured every angered feeling I could scrounge up on such short notice, which wasn’t hard when every step was a breath of agony, and concentrated it on him. He clearly heard what I was muttering in my head as I limped away, my tired limbs screaming with every single step. I didn’t make it out of the tunnel before I collapsed; he caught me and carried me, despite my protests, to my car, reaching into my pocket like it was his own, fishing my keys out and sliding me into the passenger side. Dad is going to murder me. I groaned outwardly at the prospect of coming home to have dad see Jesper step from my car.

“You’re in no mood to drive.” He snapped, teasingly, at my thought. All was forgotten and I leant over to kiss his cheek, wrapping my arms around his neck to hug him tightly. He didn’t respond at first, like he wanted to make me suffer a bit, but gave in when I stroked his arm.

Dad wasn’t at home when we arrived, and the note on the kitchen counter just doubled my worry.
Don’t worry about me, there are plenty of chips and fish fillets in the freezer, plus I have leg of beef thawing in the sink, and I bought some more yogurts for you. There should be more steak in the fridge that you can cook up for dinner. Call the neighbours if you get lonely, and don’t expect me back for four days. If I hear you skip school even once you’d better be on your death bed!

Beneath it, though, he’d added a final thought.

And tell that boy Jesper I say hi. Don’t have any parties and please try to have your bed to yourself.

Dad.

Jesper chuckled from the lounge room. I realised, with a gasp, that I’d just read it to myself in my head, and with him so close, I may as well have read it out loud. I counted four days alone with Jesper until dad returned. So we had until Tuesday. I crumpled the note, pleased that at the very least he’d remembered Jesper’s name, and hadn’t called him Jasper. I quickly thought about my growling stomach when Jesper laughed even louder. I picked up the leg of beef – completely defrosted. No wonder he’s been restless, I thought to myself, remembering his anxiety enveloping him like a blanket since he’d walked in the door. As if I’d called him, a cold hand settled on the small of my back, the pressure enough to get my blood boiling a little. He kissed down my neck, beginning to caress my bare shoulders. Weakened by desire my heart began to hammer behind my ears. I leant back against him for support, glad when he wrapped his arms around me, his hands placing the beef back in the sink. I smelled the thirst for it on him. It made his skin crawl. When I finally broke away I pulled out a bowl and poured a few chips and one fish fillet into it, sticking it into the microwave to heat up.

“Can I eat it yet?” He was almost pleading. Eating purely meat made him irresistible to the smell of it when he came in close enough contact. Anything living repulsed him – he’d adapted when he’d met me, sacrificing his violent, vicious hunting techniques for the already murdered parts. Although I owed him nothing for making him change, I took him on frequent trips to the meat house, where the discarded carcasses littered the ground. He’d finish any one off in less than ten minutes, moving quickly onto the next and the next until not a scrap of meat remained. He loved the legs of lamb my dad bought, succulent and mouth-wateringly raw. The saddest thing about it was that my father expected me to cook the lump and eat it. Poor dad.

 Now he was staring at it like a cat is supposed to stare at a mouse, hypothetically, in those pathetic cartoons at least.

“Go ahead; don’t save your savage behaviour for my sake.”

He fingers closed over the bone jutting from the end, sinking his teeth into it with a low growl. I watched him tear huge chunks off and chew them thoughtlessly. He didn’t think - just ate until there was nothing left. He feasted on the bulging lump until it was just a bone, licking his lips with a delicious sigh. He was almost full for the night. The microwave beeped behind me, and I jumped to feast on my own dinner.

“Can I kiss you?” He moved closer, his breath heavy with the smell of beef. I leant up and licked his lips slowly, sighing a little then pressed them to his in a delicious kiss. It tasted better than I expected, and he moved in perfect unison with my movements, holding me securely as I licked the inside of his cheek.

“Mmm that was not as bad as I thought.” I declared. He smiled and licked the remainder off his lips.

“Could you possibly get me more next time?”

“Sure, whatever.” I grabbed the bowl from the microwave and tucked into my fish fillet and chips. As I chewed, I remembered dad mentioning the steak, raw, in the fridge, and pulled it out before he had a chance to hear my thoughts. 

His eyes grew wide again as he took it from me, tearing off the wrapping and digging his teeth into the bloody flesh.

“Your father is legend! Tell him to bring more of this home!”
“I’m not a bloody supermarket!”
“Sorry, never mind.”

I watched him eat for a short while after I’d finished, keeping a safe distance from him to let him eat in peace. Eventually I resigned to the living room. There was nothing on the television, and I almost moaned with delight when he appeared, cleaned up completely. 

He pulled me into his arms but didn’t kiss me. I’d already run him down on what dangers the consumption of raw meat posed to humans.

He plopped down on the carpet at my feet, giving me a delightful foot rub while re-runs of NCIS flickered across the screen, although neither of us were watching it. After a few minutes of pretending to listen to their babble, Jesper crawled over me until our eyes were level, placing his cheek on the base of my neck and relaxing his body over the top of me.

My eyes flickered open slowly, my tired lids heavy with sleep. One quick glance around the room assured me that I was indeed still in the lounge where I’d fallen asleep the previous night. I reached up and stretched my sore muscles, then I swung my legs over the side of the couch and gave them a good shake to get the blood stirring. The room was utterly silent; not even the clicking of the clock on the mantelpiece disturbed the silence. But I didn’t think of it as I padded across the linoleum floor to the light switch.

“Shit!” I screamed when I flicked the switch. Jesper was crouched by the fireplace on the rug, his eyes fierce and his lips pulled back in a vicious snarl. He appeared ready to attack.

“What… the… hell…?”

He was growling viciously now, trembling all over. If I didn’t know better I’d have thought he’d attack me, but that bleak thought still filled my mind. Then, like nothing had ever happened, he straightened and walked over to me, pulling me into his arms.

“What was that about?” I demanded when he tried to kiss me.
“Did you have a nice sleep?”
“What was that?” I yanked myself back, glaring at him. His smile faded, his eyes softening.

“Sorry, I was just eyeing off a rat.”

I squeaked a gasp; he laughed as he pulled me back against his strong chest. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, and his flawless skin glowed beneath the fluorescent light, every delicate muscle illuminated and the curves of his powerful biceps looked almost menacing. But his mouth was slack and his eyes looked at me with real apology, so I quickly forgave him and kissed his cheek, taking his hand and squeezing it gently.

“Please tell me it’s the weekend.”

With a smile he told me what I’d longed to hear.

“Have you ever been to a beach, Jesper?”

“No, can’t say I have.” He pushed me back onto the couch, crossing his legs beneath him and smiling at me.

“Do you want to go to the beach today?”

“You do know once you’re in that bikini I’ll only be looking at you?”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
“Then the beach it is!”

I rested my cheek on his smooth chest, running my hands over the muscles carved from stone, his skin so soft and tender that I found it hard to believe it’s real. His hands sat on the small of my back, holding me close so I couldn’t escape. My fingers skimmed across his strong chest, my index finger tracing the centre of his sternum all the way to his belly button, where it zigzagged over the six tight bricks cushioning his stomach, then down to his belt, the soft leather like a barrier against my desire. 

 “You’re fascinating.” He wasn’t smiling.
“Am I?” I whispered gently into his ear.
“Yes, you are. And you’re mine.”
“Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

