The girl with the spider tattoo
It’s not like she hadn’t mentioned her tattoos. She had. It hadn’t been a problem for him. He’d always found tattoos and piercings sexy, so long as they were in the right place, the right proportions. He wouldn’t date someone who had tattoos on her face or women with those nose rings that always made him think of cattle, but a simple nose stud, a butterfly on a shoulder, a dolphin in the curve of the lower back. He was ok with those. And she was so many other things he was looking for. She was funny, cultured, well-travelled. And beautiful. Of course, she was beautiful. He’d told her that he was mostly attracted to her wit and intelligence but the truth was that it was her eyes that first attracted him to her profile, her lips that drew him in, the curve of her shoulder that made him swipe right and the shape of her hips as she stood at the bar, one knee bent, fingers tapping against wood, that made him fall.

And here they were, the fourth date and finally he was back at her flat. Tonight was the night. They both knew what they were there for. The lingering in the kitchen was perfunctory. She’d poured them each a shot and then lead him across the hall to a bedroom draped in wall hangings. She’d told him to sit down on the bed while she lit candles and joss sticks. He’d watched the flickering light playing on her skin, her silhouette moving against the wall, the ghost of the smoke as she blew out the match. He sat on the edge of the bed, fully-clothed, not sure what to do. Should he undress and climb under the covers or sit here and wait for her to come to him? 


Then she came, walking towards him, hips swaying beneath her skirt. She leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips. He felt like he was losing his balance. It wasn’t the whisky, though maybe it was a factor. No, it was just the closeness of her body, the scent of her making his head spin. Anticipation hung like the curl of incense in the air. She pulled back and stood in front of him, her chest level with his nose and, in one smooth movement, she removed her top. For the first time, he saw her flesh. And there it was, sinking its teeth into her breast, inky legs creeping out from the lace edge of her bra. His hands turned clammy and he felt something crawling in the cave of his stomach. She was taking off his t-shirt, removing her underwear, leaning in again. He breathed deep and shut his eyes, trying to block out the sight of it, trying to welcome her mouth on his, to lose himself in his other senses – flesh on flesh, skin on skin. But it was there, pressed against his body and in his mind’s eye it was creeping from her breast onto his torso. He was sure he could feel eight hairy feet tangling with his chest hair. Soon, it would scuttle onto his neck and he would be forced to confront it, beady eyes staring at him as it settled on his lips. 

He pushed her away more violently than he’d intended, sat up, his breath jagged in the darkness, sweat on his brow, heart racing. 


‘What is it?’ she asked.


‘I can’t,’ he said, the words coming before the voice in his mind could stop them. What was he thinking? He couldn’t let a tiny tattoo get in the way. It was just a picture of an arachnid. It was 2018. He was safe. Nothing could harm him. But the mantras weren’t working and all he could see was his brother’s tarantula coming towards him over the bedclothes in the darkness of a childhood room. All he could hear was the silence of the scream that wouldn’t come. 

She was putting her clothes back on. 


‘It’s ok if you’re not into it,’ she said.


‘I am. It’s just…..’ 


She blew out the candle and the smoke filled the air again. It was over. 

