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            His head moves into my vision. My breathing becomes shallow with tension as I stare up into blue eyes. Flinching, I close my eyes when his head advances. Please don't say Clarise. Please don't peel my eyelids off. Please don't torture me.

A tight grip of hands on both sides of my face. Oh god he's going to hurt me now isn't he? My lips twist as tears escape in silent terror.

"No. Phoebe, come on. Come back."

I draw ragged breaths, fighting the reflex to quiver.

"Open your eyes."

Parting my eyelids I stare back obediently. My heart is thrashing wildly, betraying me. He looks so sane.

"I didn't want this. I didn't think you'd react this way."

Numb stare. I am unresponsive because I'm irrevocably broken. He's shattered me.

Warm lips flutter around my face. Hot breath follows them. Maybe this shit turns him on?

Gentle whisper, "Where's the fighter? Baby push back. Don't succumb like this."

Just leave me alone.
Please
.

The bed depresses when he lays next to me. I am instantly so tense you could iron on me. He's covering me with the silk linen, dyed anthracite black.
Please don't bury me alive
. I close my eyes against the hot breath washing over me followed with delicate kisses.

He clutches me tightly; automatically the tension strung through me reaches snapping point. His thumb is rubbing the hollow below my collarbone absently.

Hoarsely I ask, "You made me pass out didn't you?"

"Yes."

"How?"

"Pressure point ... here."

His thumb moves above my collar bone to the hollow there. I close my eyes again and swallow with difficulty.

"Don't give in like this Phoebe."

"Please don't hurt me any more."

I can't believe how different I sound. I don't even sound like me. Raw emotion subdues my voice, it sounds quavery and weak. Pleading doesn't work with crazy people, does it? That's why they do it, surely? He probably gets hard just hearing me verbalise that. I shouldn't have said anything.

He picks me up and cradles me, rocking me, one hand holding my head. He rests his forehead against mine.

And the Oscar for grief portrayal goes to Seithe the fuckhead.

I watch his eyes focus as he draws his head away, chocolate eyes stare into mine. Such gentle brown eyes. Wow, they sure do lie. I wonder if he's filming this to jack off to later?

"You are stronger than this. You are resilient. Stop submitting."

I'm caged and terrified.

"I want to go home."

He stares at me silently for what feels like eternity inside a heartbeat. Yes I can identify you, but the cops will think I'm mad when I tell them your eyes are blue and brown; or that your hair is white one moment and brown the next.

They'll shrug me off as a druggie who didn't get paid for services, or has a grudge. I'm helpless in every way. Bet that makes you feel powerful. Bet you find this funny or arousing. How many women leave here alive?

"You have free will, Phoebe. I respect that. Are you sure you want to leave before talking this through?"

There's nothing to talk about.

"Yes."

He puts a hand over my eyes, blotting out the shadows and his incredibly handsome face. Surprised with his apparent compliance, I feel myself slip back into unconsciousness.

*

 

I feel like I've slept for a century. Reluctantly I crawl out of my bed cocoon and wander to the kitchen counter. I'll never leave my phone behind again. I pick it up and slip it open.

How did I miss a whole day? I stare at the date and time. To my advantage this is a long weekend. I still feel hung-over to be honest and I haven't been drinking. The severity of my near escape with my life hits me hard. A sob escapes. My hand is shaking violently.

Fuck
. What was I thinking? It's not safe out there any longer. You can't let a stranger pick you up in a club and trust you'll live to find your phone the next day. I need to get pepper spray, that's what I need to do. Yes. Definitely. Pepper spray is a single girl's must have.

Never go out without your phone. Stupid Phoebe. Stupid! Crossing myself, I silently thank the angels for saving me. I got lucky. I got away.

I notice the jeans folded at the end of my bed. Obsessive compulsive behaviour is a sign of a disturbed mind, isn't it? My shirt is back on. Creepy. Really,
really
creepy. I wonder how long he stayed here watching me? Going through my underwear, probably touching me indecently while I was unconscious. Silent freak out! I need my head read. I also need a shower.

After that I have to get supplies and clean this place before I can live here. Doubting my own sanity I pad barefoot over cold white tiles to the bathroom. I'm not sure if I dreamt it, or if it was real or not, but life takes precedence. Although it sure feels real to me.

Forty-five minutes later I leave for the shops on a quest for paint, food and cleaning supplies. I switch my phone off again, not wanting to deal with the sixty-two missed calls from Brian. I don't have any inclination to listen to the messages either.

Taking a brisk walk in the warm afternoon air past palm trees and blue hydrangeas, I'm happy to be in full sunlight. No hiding out here. It helps me to feel safe. My eyes are still wounded by bright light, but I don't care right now.

I step determinedly into Woolworths, pick up a basket and head straight for the food. I need the basic supplies, carrots, onions and the like. Wow, look at that smorgasbord of colour. Drawn to the fruit I am amazed by the electrifying hues. The tangerines are so vividly orange.

The apples delicately blushing on pale green. Ah, and the smell! It's
fantastic
. My mouth starts watering and I am like a child again.

My hand eagerly reaching for a crisp red, so smooth and shiny. I lift it to my nose, inhaling deeply. I could just sink my teeth into it right now. I must have it. Greedily I start placing choices into the basket.

But when I reach the pineapples the smell is so decadently evocative that I am transported to beaches and pina coladas instantly. Placing the basket between my feet I wrap both hands around the prickly roughness of it. Lifting the yellowest one to my nose. So sweet, it even smells succulent.

My god, what am I doing? I become aware of patrons staring at me like I've lost my mind. I have, haven't I? Smugly I grin to myself. *Wake Up!* I walk amongst the zombies, alive.

I feel as if I've woken from a coma. Every smell, every colour, every texture, feels new, as if I'm noticing it for the first time. I can't help but caress everything I pass with my fingertips.

The oranges with their perforated coverings, the bananas feel rubbery, the carrots still smell like soil, and the herbs ... Heaven on earth sums up the fresh herbs. Garlic is pungent enough to make your eyes water when your sensors are turned up to full volume.

The plastic bottle the bleach comes in is so smooth and slippery. Someone should have filmed me when I opened the toilet paper up to rub the tissue against my cheek. I thought he was mad. But I'm sure the other shoppers think I just landed here from Uranus.

I laugh at my own joke.

I'm eager to get home. I rush through the check out and almost skip with my backpack lounging off my shoulder, into the sunshine. I stop and soak it in. Hot kisses touching me. A delicate sea breeze tenderly loving my cheeks, running invisible fingers through my hair.

A lump forms and my eyes mist. It all reminds me of him. My sick hottie. Is he sick though? Shit. Now I'm conflicting myself. I thought he was messing with me, but I haven't been this rejuvenated since I was six, maybe seven? I am vibrant. I am experiencing LIFE! A cocktail of euphoria and exuberance filters through me, injecting me with an energetic gait.

An infectious laugh grabs me, and I let it spill out at my sheer joy of this gift, this enticing daily experience, just thrilling me! I'm tingly and want to do cartwheels. I smile at complete strangers and laugh when they stare at me as though I'm strange.

At home I eagerly pull out that apple and crunch into it. The loud KA sound it makes as I break off the first bite enthrals me further. Hmm so juicy and crunchy. Munching I walk to the bathroom to put supplies away. I smile at myself and start giggling uncontrollably. I left the vamp teeth in! No wonder they were all staring at me like I was in need of medication. Waaaaaahahahahahaha!

I'm happy. I'm alive and the thought of it is finally in my conscious awareness. Time disappears like a desert mirage in my joyful daze. It hits me that I've cleaned everything, packed all of my things away and turned a hollow apartment into a home, in oblivious mental buzzing.

Still not tired, I slump into the futon now being a chair and pull out my phone. I open my laptop and switch both on. My phone beeps. I ignore the world waiting for me to justify my actions and check email, connecting via the bluetooth on the phone.

Lordy! Nine messages from a panicked mother. Seventy-four from Shithead Brian. And one from RevengeOfTheSeithe. Oh very funny!

I click on his first, curious.

 

Phoebe I do not expect you to understand my methods. When you are ready, you can contact me using this address.

Seithe

 

Tears swirl my vision into murky liquid. He touches a nerve. He transcends my mind and connects to me on a soul level. It's freaky, it scares me shitless, but I am drawn to him. His advice was to trust my instincts. My instincts want him back.

My logic tells me *
Get your head out of your pants
*. Somewhere in between I want to argue with that inner voice of dissent. It's more than animal attraction. It's deeper than that.

He's something really special. That's half the reason why he shocked me, horrified me, and why I'm hopelessly addicted. I think I'll let him stew while I wrap my head around what I should or shouldn't do.

It could just be that purple liquid that alters the chemicals in my brain. I'll give myself a week to get it out of my system and see how I feel then.

Sighing heavily I pick up my phone and start listening to messages.

"Babes! Babes pick up!"

Next: Phoebe honey where are you baby?

Next: This isn't funny! Where the hell are you?

Next: You can't just leave! You owe me an explanation! Maybe we can take you to see a doctor? Therapy might help you with your anger issues. Come home honey, we can work this out.

Next: Stop being such a childish bitch. Get your ass back here or we are over!

Next: You leave me no choice! Who is he? Have you been cheating on me? Good thing you left! I don't need your type in my life! Cheaters always prostitute! It's that asshole from your work isn't it?

Next: Honey, I'm sorry. I didn't mean that. Are you okay? Let me know that you are at least safe.

On and on and on it goes until the last one. "WE ARE OVER, YOU HEAR ME? OVER! FUCK YOU! YOU ARE A SELFISH SELF-CENTERED LITTLE BITCH!"

Well that has killed my joy dead.

I click on Mum's email. She's worried sick. I email her a brief explanation. Brian felt so strongly about his last message he had to email it too. I get the message loud and clear. Shithead!

Instantly drained I switch both off again after setting my alarm. Pull out the futon, peel off my clothes and collapse back under the green duvet. I'm happy with my dark green and white home. I finally have my own space, my own place, and no more pigheaded jerk to deal with.

Yawning, I snuggle in and easily succumb to slumber, despite noisy neighbours and street traffic filtering into my shadow shrouded home.

 

 

 

Chapter 13: Instinct

 

 

Nerve assassination. He's a nerve assassin. Each finger a caressing sniper's rifle, trailing excruciatingly over my skin. Arching, I try to force them into giving me deeper pressure. His touch is so soft it's as annoying as having a tarantula strolling around my nipples.

Frustrated I hold my hand over his, clutching it to me, smothering my skin with contact. So hot. Burning hot. Moaning low, I twitch my face away, relishing the tasting on my neck. His lips force my neck's surface into a catatonic frenzy. Stupor replaced with fervent nerve ignition.

I slip my arm up, cupping his head, letting his breath breeze over my skin in tantalising ripples.

"Seithe."

I turn my face in and inhale deeply. My own tongue cranes to taste his skin. Quivering breath clouding thought.

"Breathe into me."

Suffocation as he covers my mouth and sucks me out of me, before breathing back. Allspice. He lets me recover with a quenching inhalation. Like an asthmatic I do it again. I suck in sharply when hot fingers trace my g-string. I can't. I - must - have - you - now.

I open my eyes.

Where are you?

Sitting up, I'm disconcerted. Shakily I pull the duvet up as I pull up my knees, tenting the duvet, and stare around the bedroom in the dark. A few shrouded shadows perch on the wall from a distant street lamp. I close my eyes, probing the darkness with senses. I'm in denial, I don't believe he robbed me of this experience. My dream was so lucid. Wrapping tired arms around legs I drop my cheek heavily to rest on the mound. Bitter tears form.
Screw you!
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