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Sweet.ittle Lies

Beingpopula andwellrespectedn asmalltownmeantalway®eingon yourgameandneverslipping
up. So, whenthe hottestpartyof the yeararrivedon thefirst dayof winterbreak,| knewcouldn'tskip

it, no matterhowmuch| wantedo.

Partiesveren'tmy thing- theyneverhad beenbut | alwaysgyotropedinto them. That beingsaid,
whenthefirst dayof the holidayscamearound,| found myselfsittingon alawnchairat half pastten at
nightwithabadlymademartiniin onehandandaboreder thanlife expressiomn myface All around
me weredrunk teenagersrho wereeithermakingout, smokingor skinry dippingwith whatseemed
like amillion otherpeoplein Millie Fefferman'giantheatedswimmingoool. Who hasa pool partyin
the middle of winteranyway?

| knewl wasout of placein the midstof a partypalacebut it wasmy dutyto bethere.l knewthat
if I didn'tshowup, | wouldn'theartheendof it. It wasn'until | sawthe dark figureatthe otherendof
the pool, alsolookingboredashell, thatl realised wasravenousand| wantedo play.Sincemy ex
boyfriendhad cheatedon me andmovedaway,| hadn'treallyhadafling but | knewthata fling was

justwhatl neededo getme out of my rut.

As | sauntereaverto the veryboredlookingmale,l realisedvho he wasslightlygeekysecretly
attractiveand highlyintelligent,Eric Smith.| had seenhim aroundschooland townfor yearsbut I'd
neverspokento him. My reputationrmadesurethatanyonewithapopularityratinglowerthanmy own
wasn'allowedanywherenearmy sociakircle.l hatedthatrule butfor somereason] didn'tevertry to
challengat. Until nowatleastHis eyeswverekind of a seafoamcolour,almostgreenygreywith a hint
of hazelaroundthe edgesTheywereframedwiththick, unfairlyluscioudashesandtoppedwiththick,
angulareyebrowsHis strongiawwasframed with chestnuturlsandbroughtto completionby awide,
thick lipped mouththat| couldtell held secretsno one would everknow.He wasn'in my circle, |

wasn'allowedo be with him butl wantechim. | wantecdhis secretsl wantedeverything.

He waswearingagreyandwhitestripedpolo shirtwithawfullookingbeigecargarousersandblack
bootswiththe lacesundone He appearedo be completelyspacedut, watchinghe starsand| don't
think he wasexpectinganyoneto speakto him, let alonesameonelike me. | evenhatedhow that
soundedin my head "someondike me".In thistown it wasalmostimpossibleto shakethe stigma

aroundpopularityandhow societysees/ou.



"Hey,"l haltshoutedoverthe music,forcingmy wayon to the end of his lawn chairand getting
bathedin brightpink overheadights.

"Hello?"he replied,a questionn hisdeep,manlysoundingvoice.

"Look, | knowwedon'tmix butl wasvonderingf youwantedo getout of here?'| askedsuddenly
feelingcompletelynervousandafraidof the rejection especialljrom someoneasattractiveasEric.

His mouthturnedup into a half smileashe stoodup, took my handand pulled me up with him,
not evenhesitatingor a second."Sur¢" he whisperedhis hot breathbrushingmy face for a second
beforehe pulled me awayfrom the chair.

We ran throughthe housewith our handslinked, dodgingcoupleswho were kissingand dry
humping,smokingand dancing- peoplewho didn't havea carein the world and | justwantedto be
one of them.For oncel wantednot to fall, not to getmy heartbrokenandnot to be in the spotlight.
That'swhatEric couldoffer, aflingandawayout. | wouldnot getattached.

We found abedroomupstairsit waslargeand pristineandthe bedlookedlike it had neverbeen
sleptin, sothatwasfine by me.Assoonasl closedthedoor, Eric wagpushingme againsit, kissingme
had. In thatmoment | realised had neverbeenkissedthaturgentlyin my life. He pulled off my
sweateand beganuntyingthe knot at the backof my pink bikini. His warmhandsgrazd my back,
sendinga beautifultinglingsensatiomvermy skinashe movedhis|lips from mine andbegarplanting
soft,gentlekissesacrossnyjaw.He startechibblingmy earlobeasthe knotin my bikini top wadinally
conqueredand| lostmy cool asit fell to the floor, revealingeverything hadto offer. Everythingvas

too slow.l neededastandsexualpot slowandsensual.

| pushedEric towardghe bed,plantingmy handson his hipsandthenslowlydragginghemalong
hiswaistto restabovehisbutton.l undid it andthe zipperin secondsforcinghis cargopantsdownto
reveablackboxersthatwerestrainingunderthe pressuref hisstillgrowinghardon. "Now that'snore
like it," 1 breathedasl pushedhisshirtup andbegartrailingmy tonguedownhisrock-hardabsuntil |
reachedhe waistlineof thosetightboxers| pulledthemdown,unleashindpis magicandthereit was
readyfor whatevet wasaboutto do, until Eric pulledme up to facehim, breathingheavily.

"Look, maybeweshouldgetto knoweachotherfirst,"he whisperedhis handson my face making
me feellike amillion dollarsbut| couldn'tlet him getclosethisway.

"No.| can't] justwantafling.Nothingmore" | admitted feelingabjecshameatthe waythe words
soundedcomingout of my mouth.

He nodded."Okay.At leastet metell youmy name,it'sEri-"



| didn'tlet him finish.l don'tknowwhatmademe do whatl did nextbutit happenednonetheless.
| placedafingeron hislips."l knowwhoyouarebut tonight justlie to me okay Tell me yournameis
Jasorandthatyou'refrom somefarawayandthatl've neverheardof, okay?Don'tletmegettoo close,
justtell melies."There it was my resignationo the factthatl couldn'tgetcloseto anyoneHere | was,
askingEric to lie, whilel wasstandingalmostfully nakedin front of him, baring nothingbut the full-
blowntruth.

"Alright,I'm all for that I'm Jasonl'm from Neverlandatalentagentanda completedickheadls
thatwhatyouwantto hear?'he askedhishandsgrazingny waist.

"Yes,'l replied,pressingny lips firmly to hisashe spunusaroundandthrewme downonto the
bed.

The nexthour wasa hot, stickymontageof bodies teeth tonguesand lips. My hearthad never
beatersofastin my life butit felt so,sogood.Eric'shandswerethoseof agod whilehislipswerethose
of averyskilledartist.He waseverythind neededandthiswaswhy! didn'twantthathour to endbut
eventuallyt did. I left him lyingnakedin the bed;! tried not to look backat histanned,tonedbody
butl cavediurningasl restedny handon thedoorknobto takeonelast,longingglanceatthe Adonis

thatlaid in front of me.

| spentthe nextfewdaysthinkingaboutEric. My friendswouldcatchme daydreamingndaskme
whatwasgoingthroughmy head.They'daskmeif I'd metaboyandI'd tell themno but eventuallyl
told themaboutJasorfrom Neverland They assumegdwhenl told them thatthe guyhadgivenme a
fakenameon purpose Theyhadno ideathatl waspiningoveraguyl hadonly everspokento once,
aguywhowasn'evensupposedo be a partof my circleanda guywhowasnevermeantto be. They
hadno ideathatl haddiscoverea quaintlittle book shopwherethe mysteriou® J a svorkedand
thatl hid behindthe shelveswatchinchim everydayfor aweekbeforehe caudnt me. W hen he did,

he showedmethebesttimel couldeverhaveaskedor.

The nighthecaughtmespyingweslepttogethein thebookshop W elaid on ablanketsurrounded
by towersof booksthathe wassupposedo be stackinganda frostylooking Christmadreewith bright
whitestringlightsloomingaboveus.He wasstaringatthe yellowingceilingand playingwith strandsof
my hairwhilel tracedcircleson hisbarechestd T anklies,"l whisperedfeelingtheadrenalineof my

newdrugbeginto kick in ashe begarto speakin thatdeep,soulfulvoiceof his.

"We areinvincible.Immensitymeansothingandthe world bendsat our will. Everythings oursif

wewantit. We will neverseeeachotheragainaftertoday.l sighedashe kissedmy foreheadand sat



up. "Why do you wantme to lie to you?"he asked "Mog girlswanta guywho tellsthemthey'llbe

marriedin sixmonths.Why don'tyouwantthat?"

"I'vehadthat.It neverworksoutandl alwaygethurt, soif I knowyou'relyingto me from the get
ga | canhandleit. it won'tdestroyme," | whisperedfiddlingwiththe necklacd nevertook off before
sittingup besidehim. "l shouldgq” | said,runninga handthroughhis hair asl stoodup andgrabbed
my clothesMaybel coulddo thisunattachedhing.

A coupleof weekswentby and aswe found ourselvs in the blisteringice of earlyDecember |
realised hadaproblem.

The agreemenivassoperfectfor the shortestvhile.lt workedsowellwhilewewereexploringnew
locationsaroundtown;coffeeshopsyestaurantdibrariesandmy personafavourie, the cinemabutas
thelistof liesgrew,somethingnsideme stoppedeelingcontentwith them.

Firsthewasadoctor,thenazoologistthenhelivedin Switzerlan@ndafterthat he ownedaremote
islandandwason the run from the law. Thosesweetittle lieswerestill so perfect,still exactlywhatl

hadbeenaskingof him but suddenlytheywerenenoughl hadto do somethingaboutit, sol did.

It wason one of our veryfrequenttrips to the cinemathatit happenedThe film hadonly been
goingfor afewminutesandhislarge roughhandwasslidingcarefullyup my thigh,justthe wayl liked
it. I couldsmellhis aftershavavaftingoverme andrealisedt wasthe veryscentof home.l hadbeen
sofocusedon not gettingoo involved thatl'd fallendeeperthanl everhadwith anyoneelse.l let his
handcaressny thighfor a while beforel turnedmy faceto hisin the almosipitch blackcinemaand
kissedhim with all the passiorl could muster.As his lips took controland histonguegrazednine, |
tried to fightoff the tinglesthatwererunningthrougheveryone of my veins;l triedto ignorethesharp
but pleasanpainthatelectrifiedmy bonesasl thoughtaboutthe feelof hishandson my legsmy face
and my waistl tried to ignorethe sensatiorof rightnessasl climbedonto hislap and straddledhim,
my long platinumbhair fallingoverboth of our facesn a cascadef strawbernsmellingstrands! had
becomeusedto thisincrediblefeeling- it had becomefamiliarand| hadfallenin love.l hadto tell
him. | draggedhim out of the theatreand overto a long floor to ceilingmirror that satoppositethe
doorswehadjustemergedrom. My heartfelt asif it wasbeatingout of my chestasl stoodtherein
front of him, fully clothedbut emotionallynakedas! saidthe wordshe neverthoughthe'dhearme

say."Don'tlie to me anymoreTell me all the truthsyou'veeverknown.Tell me youwantme or need



me;tell mewecanbe something | whisperedfeelingmy owneyeswvidenwiththe adrenalinghatwas

coursinghroughmy veins.

He halfsmiledbut hiseyeswveresadashe lifted ahandand cuppedmy neck,catchinga fewstray
strand=of hair betweerhisfingersashe did so.His seafoameyesstarednto my ownhazelonesand
for thelongestime, he wassilentbut thenthe truth spilledfrom his mouthlike a cold, sharpwaterfall
of icecold water finallywakingme up from this perfectsummerdaydream."My nameis Eric Smith.
I'm agamingdesigneand| like you | really,reallylike you,but| haveto moveawayin aweekfor an
amazingpportunityandI'm goingto be gonefor threeyears.He spokesoquietlybutit sent asharp
arrowof painthroughmy heart.

| pulledawayshakingmy head."Jesu€hrist. This iswhatl getfor fallingagain.He reachedor
me, hisfingergustbrushingmine asl yankedmy handaway''Pleaselon't.| needyouto go.l can'tlet
thisgoanyfurthernow.| can'tseeyouanymore¢'| whisperedasl ranfrom him.

| washalfwayhomebeforel stogpedrunning,sweatrippingdownmy bodyandtearsfallingfrom
my eyesl| felt asif my hearthad beenwrenchedrom my body and left in the cinemawith Eric. |
couldn'tbreatheat the thoughtof him leavingme and| knewl nevershouldhavetried to chargemy
destinyl shouldneveraveookedfor somethind knewl couldn'thandle A flingjustwasn'mything.

Sixdayspasse@ndtheyweresomeof the mostmiserableof my life. | couldn'tstopthinkingabout

Ericandevenytime| tried,somethingvoud remind me of him.

On the seventiday, | knew! hadrun out of time.If | wasgoingto do something] hadto move

fast.

| ranthroughtown,stoppingat everybusstopandtrain stationuntil | found him, standingvith his
backto me, lookingat departire boards.l ran over,callinghis name.His eyedockedwith mine and
in thatmoment | knew| wasdoingthe right thing."Tell me lies,"l whisperedgazingnto his eyes
maybefor the lasttime beforereachingup to kisshim. Then | heardhim whisperin my ear, "l don't

loveyouandl won'tcomebackfor you."
THE END
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