Ready for What by Emily Patterson

It was my first relationship; eleven months in. When | came in the bedroom
door, Stephen was lying on the bed, hair wet from the shower. He was naked,
save for a towel slung around his waist, and his skin shone like velvet in the
yellow overhead light.

“Hey, Markus,” he husked. | lingered in the doorway. For the past year
of our dating, I'd been able to avoid doing anything sexual with Stephen.

“We’re not there yet,” I'd laughed once, pressed against him, back to a
tree. “I’'m not ready.”

“You’re twenty-eight,” he had laughed back, cupping my cheek. “Will
you ever be?”

Now, though, he wasn’t laughing; only smirking lightly, toying with the
folds of the towel. It wasn’t secure, thrown loosely over his hips, and he was
flipping the edge back and forth playfully.

| moved to sit on the covers next to him, my feet - still in socks - scuffing
the carpet. He propped up onto an elbow, curved an arm around my waist.

“Still not ready?” he breathed, pressing his nose into my side.

| felt my heart sliding down my body, the blood steadily draining from
my face. “l... |, um-”

He was kissing me now, trailing towards my waistband. | realised | was
holding my breath, but when | let it go, it was shaky and hitched. My hands
clenched, unclenched in my hoodie. Was that my heart drumming in my
chest? “Stephen, we haven’t even kissed yet.”

He sat up, frowned. | turned to him, my nails digging into my palms as
he looked at me. “I| mean—" | scrambled, “Not... properly, you know? We
haven’t, um-”

“You’re right,” he said slowly, taking my hand. “I’'m sorry. | just... | really
like you, Markus.” He smiled up at me, looking through his fringe, those
beautiful lashes catching on the hair. | felt my muscles relax; somehow
ramrod-straight, | let myself slouch a little at this familiar sight, that soft smile.

And then he leaned in slowly, his other hand gently holding the back of
my neck, and pressed his lips to mine. It wasn’t like our other kisses, the first
ones, the quick pecks hello and goodbye; this was a real, proper, deep kiss.

His lips were moving, slowly opening and closing over my own. From
this angle | saw the side of his ear, his hair, delicate lashes brushing his
cheek from one closed eye. Should | close my eyes?

My mouth was moving too. | kept waiting for the fireworks to come, like
on TV, for warm fuzzy feelings to sweep through my body like in romance
books. Keep going, keep going, the fireworks will come.

It lasted a long time. My lips felt tired, repetitive. He was breathing
heavily, and his hand slipped up to cup the back of my head and tangle in my



hair. His tongue probed my bottom lip. It was wet, and surged out like the
swell of a wave before it retracted again.

| pulled back. His face was flushed, and his pupils were huge, a thin rim
of brown showing around them. | blinked. Stephen was smiling again, his lips
a little swollen, leaning back on one hand.

“So we've kissed,” he said sultrily. | nodded. His hand slid from my hair,
down my neck and over the front of my body. | waited for shivers, for some
stirring of feeling.

He flipped the towel. His legs were muscular, spread, his penis
protruding in a way | knew on myself but which looked unfamiliar, almost
animalistic, on him. Like one of those cursed stones in Europe. Suddenly,
everything around me seemed hyperbolised; the stark glow of the light, the
rough threads in the sheets, the hairs clinging to his legs and groin. Stephen
reached down to touch himself - seductively, | assumed - and his hand
moving the skin looked industrial, like the mechanical packaging of a water
bottle or a toothpaste tube.

| felt sick. | could smell him, something feral, unclean. | stood, up,
backed away. His eyes were closed, head tipped back, waiting - for me. To
be ready. To be there, finally, after twenty-eight years of feeling nothing after
nothing after nothing.

The door opened silently on its hinges. My socked feet padded through
the carpeted hallway, the elevator swooped down noiselessly, and as the car
door thudded, | heard the patter of rain on the windscreen. It drowned out the
car engine as | turned the key and pulled away.



