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Marie

“Uhhh, should I be worried that you’re laughing very evilly?”

Behind me, I found Jackson standing in the doorway to my room and I grinned at him. “You should definitely be worried.”

“Eeep.”

He looked so good with his hair mussed up from the sex earlier that I had to kiss him. His hands immediately cupped the nape of my neck, which sent a surge of emotion through me as his tongue explored my mouth. I arched against him to press our lips together harder and felt a tremor passed through me. A whole body tremor.

That was weird.

Jackson must have felt it because he pulled far enough away to be able to give me a concerned look.

“Sorry,” I said, “just a twitch.” I closed the space between us, wanting him against me again. My eyes closed when his wonderful lips descended upon mine again, but another tremor went through me and I started shivering.

“Hey.” Jackson wrapped his arms around me. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

“I don’t know.” I allowed myself the comfort of his touch, pressing harder against him. “I’m really cold for some reason.” I could tell he was getting worried and tried to stop the shivers, but they kept coming. Then, I burst into tears and started crying. Hard.

“Marie?” The panic in his voice grew in tandem with my confusion.

“I’m sorry.” I struggled to speak between the tears. “I don’t understand what’s happening.” The shaking grew worse.

“Sit. Sit, sit, sit,” he said, dragging me to the bed.

“Why am I so cold?” I was bewildered. Jackson didn’t look cold at all, so the temperature couldn’t have plummeted in the room the way it felt like. In fact, it was impossible for the temperature to have changed so drastically in mere moments. Panic rose in my chest. What the hell is happening to me?

Jackson nudged me to sit down on the bed. A moment later, he covered me with a blanket and I clutched it tight around me. His hand stroked my hair, and he held me against him. Taking out his phone, he quickly tapped the screen a few times, and soon he was on the line with telehealth.

He was panicking though, his words running together too much for the person on the other end to understand him. Taking the phone, I was able to communicate what was happening, though I had to force each word out through my tears. I continued to shiver, not understanding anything. When my throat grew too tight to speak, Jackson took the phone back, speaking calmly and clearly this time.

“Fucking useless,” he shouted, hanging up. All they’d said was to put me to bed, and if my temperature got to a certain degree to go to the hospital. “We’re going to the hospital. Can you stand, or do you want me to call an ambulance?”

Not wanting to go to the hospital, I shook my head no. “I’ll be fine when I get warm, I promise. I’m starting to warm up.” A lie, but I wanted him to stop worrying in case it triggered an anxiety attack.

He tried to tug me to my feet, but the thought of leaving the blanket, even for the short ride to the hospital, distressed me.

I didn’t mean to, but I started to cry harder. “Jackson, no. I just need to get warm, I swear.”

Getting up, he threw open my closet door. Grabbing the extra blanket he found there, he settled it around me. I tried to assure him I was starting to feel better, but my shaking didn’t convince him. He checked my forehead for a fever. Finding none, he ran a hand through his hair, distraught.

I tried to make my body stay still in an attempt to stop scaring him, but I just couldn’t stop shivering. I’m so damn happy right now. Why am I crying? Clutching his hand, I tried to reassure him.

“Laurel,” he said to himself. He dialed a number on his phone. “Please answer. Please, please, please.”

“Hello?” a woman's voice said.

I concentrated on the sound of her voice. Maybe if I could distract myself this would stop. She sounded older, pleasant.

“Laurel, hi. Um, this is Jackson. I don’t know if you remember me from the club years ago.” He plowed on, cutting her off when she tried to answer. “I was in my twenties when we met. The painfully thin, shy kid who got those uh, lessons from you.” Jackson’s eyes closed tightly, and a deep blush stole over his face. Well, his reaction certainly piqued my interest.

“Jackson, I could never forget you,” Laurel said. She sounded emotional for some reason.

Cracking an eye open, Jackson cast a worried look at me. My tears were a little more under control, but the shaking was still bad.

“I would ask how you are, but you sound pretty stressed. How can I help?”

Quickly, he explained what was happening to me. I assured her that Jackson hadn’t made me cry, and that I didn’t understand why I was crying. She asked what we were doing in the hours leading up to this, and now I was the one blushing while he gave her a quick but detailed explanation of the past few hours, including our bedroom activities.

“Let me guess, she's still trembling like a leaf?” Laurel asked, sounding compassionate.

“Yes. I don’t know what to do. She doesn’t want to go to the hospital.” His voice broke, and tears streamed down his cheeks. Turning his face from me, he tried to hide his tears and wound and arm around me protectively. “Did I hurt her?”

“No, no, you didn’t hurt me,” I insisted. “Why would you even think that?”

“Oh Jackson, my lessons to you were incomplete, I’m sorry. She’s going to be okay. I’m guessing you two had a lot of sex?”

His voice came out in an embarrassed squeak. “Uh, yeah.”

“Okay, before I explain, tuck her into bed and cover her up to get warm.”

“He already did,” I called out.

“Good, that’s good. Put me on speaker phone, please. Jackson, you go get her a glass of water and make her drink it. Water right out of the tap, don’t let it run to get cold. Grab a granola bar or something sugary while you’re in the kitchen.”

Jackson was up in an instant, running for the kitchen, and I was left alone with a woman named Laurel on the phone.

“What’s your name, dear?”

“Marie,” I said, shutting my eyes tight. I wanted whatever this was to stop. My damn teeth were chattering.

“Marie, drink the water he brings you. If you can, have a glass of juice after. Jackson, get under the covers with her. She needs skin to skin contact to get warmer. I promise she’ll be feeling much better soon, okay sweetheart?”

Taking a gulp of water, I winced when my teeth chattered hard enough to make me bite down on the glass hard. Jackson stripped off his clothes without hesitation. I couldn’t even enjoy watching because of the damn shaking. He lifted the blanket to get in, and the cold air took away what little heat I’d started to work up.

“No,” I cried when he reached to pull my shirt off. “I’m too cold to take my clothes off.” The look of pain that crossed his face stabbed me in the heart, and I wished I hadn’t spoken.

Jackson’s voice was firm. “Clothes off. I swear you’ll warm up faster like this. I’m sorry, I should have thought of this sooner. We used to have to do this for Devin when he was a kid all the time. Still do sometimes.”

Vaguely, I remembered that Devin had trouble maintaining his body temperature. The poor boy had a lot of health problems, it was hard to remember them all. I struggled when Jackson grabbed my top, but I was feeling exhausted, and he got it off me. Thankfully, he didn't insist on my pants.

“Get as much physical contact as you can to warm her up faster,” Laurel said.

Jackson pulled me against him, wrapping his arms around me. Within moments, I found out that Laurel was right. The body heat was warming me faster than the blankets.

When Jackson pulled on my waistband a minute later, I let him drag my pants off, though I kept a fierce grip on the blankets to ensure that they stayed over my shoulders. Placing one of his legs between mine, he hooked his other leg over me, then tucked my head in the hollow between his chin and shoulder. He held me while I absorbed the heat from his thighs.

When the rustling of blankets stopped, Laurel spoke again. “Marie dear, I need you to eat whatever he brought you from the kitchen. I don’t care if you have to force it down. Make sure to drink all the water too.”

Jackson grabbed the chocolate bar he’d set down on the dresser, tore it open, and handed it to me.

I jammed a bite into my mouth.

“Jackson, is this a new relationship?”

“Two days,” he told her, holding me tightly.

I wiped at the tears running down his face. He’s so worried for me, and I hate that I’m doing this to him.

“Okay. Here’s what I’m pretty sure happened, and no one is at fault. Let me guess, you had sex for the first time today, and spent all day in bed?”

Jackson sobbed, and I knew, I knew he thought he’d hurt me and that this was his fault.

“Yes,” I said to Laurel.

“Marie, I think you burnt every single calorie in your body, and your blood sugar crashed after the wild hormonal rush calmed down. This has happened to me before. How much did you eat today?”

“Fuck,” Jackson cursed. We looked at each other, and everything started to make sense.

“Only breakfast, but it was a ginormous delicious breakfast,” I told her. “Seriously, he made so much food.”

Her tone was patient. “And how much did you eat yesterday?”

“Um, only supper,” I admitted.

Jackson’s tears fell faster. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. I should have–”

“I said this is no one’s fault,” Laurel snapped, beating me to the punch. “Marie, keep eating.”

Halfway through the chocolate bar, my body started calming down.

“I’m shaking less,” I told her. “And I’m warming up.” I brushed more of Jackson’s tears away and kissed his cheek. “I’m okay, honey. I promise.”

“Good. Jackson sweetie, I need you to stop panicking, and take care of your woman. Can you do this for me?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding his head though Laurel couldn't see us. He took a deep breath, and I tried to reassure him again that I was fine.

“Marie!” I froze, not sure why Laurel had yelled at me. “You lay there and let him take care of you. Are you diabetic? Or anything else which would affect your blood sugar?”

“No.”

Jackson spoke up. “She is very skinny though. Underweight like me.”

“Okay, that’s important to know. Marie, are you actually feeling better or were you lying to try and make Jackson feel better?”

“She’s still shaking,” he said as I swallowed the last bite of the bar.

“Less,” I assured both of them. “Maybe half as much? I’m not crying uncontrollably anymore, and I’m getting warm.” I tossed the second blanket to the floor, knowing Jackson had to be overheating, though I wasn’t ready to move away from his warm skin yet.

“Jackson honey, you’re going to hold her until she stops trembling. You’re going to tell her how much you care about her. You’re not going to apologize for giving her a day of blissful pleasure. You are going to apologize for not feeding her three-square meals on a day where you were both fucking like rabbits. This could easily have happened to you. Since you’re both underweight, you really need to eat on days where you’re very active.”

“I’m sorry,” Jackson told me. The worry in his eyes made my chest ache.

“Marie, you’re going to apologize to him for not stopping to eat too. Do you two understand me?” Laurel’s voice was still pleasant, but firm and a little sharp.

I looked at the phone with interest. I figured she was an ex-girlfriend of his, and now I was sure she’s also a Domme.

“Jackson, when she stops shivering, you’re going to dress her tenderly, and take her to a restaurant. You’ll let her order whatever she wants. Once the two of you have both eaten your fill, she should be right as rain and completely infatuated with you for taking such good care of her. Thank you for swallowing your pride enough to call me to get help. I’m guessing telehealth was no use.”

His annoyance at the person who’d answered his call came through in his voice. “Once I told them she wasn’t diabetic, they just told her to go to sleep.”

“Ugh,” Laurel said. “Quality really depends on who you get when you call. Never hesitate to call again and see if you get someone better. Jackson, while I regret the circumstances, it was wonderful to hear from you again. Your lady sounds nice.”

“She is,” he said and kissed my forehead.

So much gratitude shone in his eyes that it sent a rush of confused emotions flowing through me. I should be the one showing gratitude, not him.

“I want to apologize.”

“For what?” Jackson asked Laurel, perplexed.

“When I gave you those lessons, I was old enough to be well experienced. I’d forgotten about things I learned the hard way when I was younger. I should have explained about energy crashes to you back then, especially since you were underweight at the time and should have been worried about this happening to you. Marie, keep an eye on him just in case, okay dear?”

“I will,” I said. “Ugh, maybe if I could actually gain some weight, this whole scare wouldn’t have happened.”

Laurel chuckled. “There’s nothing wrong with your size. This can happen to people of any size. You’re a little more at risk is all. The skin on our bones is not what gives us beauty. I do want both of you to make sure to eat regularly though, every day. If for nothing more than general health reasons. If you’re having another all-day sex session, you really need to make sure to eat more than one meal and ensure they’re healthy meals.”

“I’ll make sure,” Jackson said, rubbing his fingers anxiously against the back of my hand.

“Keep a big pack of bottled water under the bed. It’s easier than remembering to bring glasses of water to bed with you each time, and you’ll thank yourselves the next time the mood strikes suddenly. Both of you had a scare tonight, but this wasn’t anyone’s fault. This relationship is very new. You’re no doubt smitten and can’t get enough of each other. Don’t let any feelings of guilt get in the way, all right? Have a good night and no sex until tomorrow. That’s an order.” She laughed again, the sound husky.

“Thank you, Laurel. I really appreciate you talking us through this.” Jackson gave my hand a squeeze.

I kissed his cheek. “Yes, thank you. I had no clue what was going on.”

“It was no problem. I’m glad you called. Jackson?”

“Yes?” he asked, but most of his attention was on me as he gazed into my eyes.

“Do get in touch with me every now and again, will you? People were scared when you disappeared. Thankfully, Anya let us know you were okay. We were worried for a long time though.”

“I’m very sorry about that,” he said, wincing. “I’m doing much better now. I hope you’re doing well, Laurel.”

She laughed her sexy laugh again. “I’m well. I just tire out a touch faster than I used to. Goodnight, lovebirds.”

She hung up, and Jackson turned off the phone. He laid back against the pillow, and I snuggled into him again. Now that the medical crisis was passing, I felt content and sleepy while he held me. Like I could stay in his arms forever.
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“Laurel sounds like a really nice person,” I said.

Jackson tensed next to me, and I had an idea about why. If he had anxiety attacks because he worried what I would think about him for sending a sexy story to a fan, then he had to be worried about what I would think about his . . . ex-girlfriend? Ex-lover? I kissed the side of his neck in an attempt to reassure him.

His hand moved in a nervous pattern. “You’re, um, you’re probably wondering who she is.”

I nodded into his chest, rubbing his arm to let him know I’d be okay with whatever the answer was. Instead of calming, he tensed up even more. It took him a minute to gather his courage and talk. I waited patiently, hoping I’d be able to put him at ease.

His eyes slid away from mine until he was looking at the wall to my left. “Uhh, would you kill me if I said that when I was around twenty I had far too much money for my own good and ended up at a sex club one night where I met a very lovely and kind older woman? We never had sex, I promise.”

Oh, it’s not so much the who he’s worried about telling me, but the where.

“I wouldn’t mind even if you had.” I scooted up, so I could look at him. “You don’t have to be ashamed of your past sex life.”

His chest constricted, and he looked at me in a way that I couldn’t describe. The look in his eyes made my heart hurt for him. Someone in the past hurt him. Badly. The look triggered my protective instincts, but there was no one here to protect him from.

I kissed him deeply, trying to instill a feeling of love in him. He made a small, surprised sound and started to pull away, but then he pressed forward, kissing me feverishly for a little while and holding me against him.

Eventually we kissed for so long that he pulled away to take a few proper breaths. “We really didn’t have sex. I uhhh, I was still a virgin at the time and too shy, even though everyone around us was fucking. She, ummm.” Again, his eyes slid off me, his head turning to the side in a nervous movement.

“She what?” Smiling, I bumped his shoulder. “Now I need to know how she rocked your world if you kept your virginity through this.”

He turned crimson. “Uhhhh, I like to watch.”

“I noticed,” I said teasingly. “The giant mirror aimed at the bed kinda gave it away.”

“Uh, yeah,” he said, laughing. A little of the tension drained out of him. His head turned back toward me, though his eyes fixed a little below mine as though he were reading my lips. “So umm, she’s with this guy and notices me peeking at them. She invites me to watch, and I do. After they finish uh, having intercourse, he got between her legs, pressed his fingers into her and–”

I jerked upright. “Is she the person who taught you how to make a woman squirt? You should have told me while we were still on the phone with her, I would have thanked her. Gimme your phone, I’ll text her.”

He looked so surprised by my reaction that I laughed. But when he pressed his phone into my hand a moment later, I didn't turn it on because now he looked a little too worried about me asking to use it.

“Seriously. I’m sorry my body freaked out like this, but it was worth it. It felt fucking amazing, and you’re not allowed to feel guilty. Eep!” I shrieked and giggled when he rolled over me, and started kissing me passionately.

Before he moved, he’d drawn a shaky breath, but all the tension drained out of him when our lips touched, so I kept kissing him. The mood was broken a minute later by his stomach growling loudly.

Giving his butt a squeeze, I untangled myself from him, so we could get up. “Let’s get going. I’ve warmed up, and the shaking has stopped. We should go eat.”

He stopped me from grabbing my clothes. “Ah, ah. Laurel said I have to dress you. If you don’t want me to feel guilty for the rest of my life, let me take care of you.” He gave me one of his deep soulful looks again, and I let him have his way.
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