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All Along

He’d felt a lot of things over the years, but rarely stupid.  A self-deprecating chuckle escaped his lips.  Not bad stupid, mind you.  But a “how could you be so stupid?” kind of stupid.  The smack your forehead with the palm of your hand kind of stupid.  

And the words tumbled through his thoughts.  Contradictory.  Yes, that.  Hard and soft.  And at this very second the hardness was mitigated by his fingers lightly caressing a curve formed by the softness.

And she snored.  Was snoring now as he held her and he chuckled again, but this time not at himself.  So typical.  Of course she would snore.  And it was perfect.

Astonished.  Yes.  Only seconds before it happened, he remembered thinking to himself that he was going to regret this.  He’d known for a while.  How she felt about him.  And it bored him.  Bored him near tears.  He’d have to get them through this now that they’d gotten this far along – physically, first, and then intellectually.  Always his job to get him and whomever through.  Astonished.

Astonished that he’d never had a split second to think about it again.  She was a revelation.  She had opened all of his doors, familiar and unfamiliar, entered, visited, and left, sometimes quietly, sometimes not.  He couldn’t remember feeling this comfortable in a very long time.  Maybe never. 

Comfortable with her invading his oft-locked doors.  Comfortable in the knowledge that he was safe.  And he saw it again as his mind re-played it.  Re-played what she’d done to him before he stopped breathing – when the blood ripped through his veins and provided all the oxygen he needed to survive.  And then that one second after she had moved him beyond description and had looked up and straight into him.  And that one second said it all.  She knew she had shaken him, she knew he was acknowledging it, and she communicated clearly that he was safe.  Honest.

Yes.  She was that.  Sometimes embarrassingly so.  But you always knew where you stood.  And apparently he stood highly.  She had been bluntly honest in their lovemaking, never hesitating to utter her desires, either verbally or with her hands, never hesitating to ask about his.  No, that wasn’t quite right, was it?  Had she ever asked?  Or had she simply curled her way around his id the way her hair was now curled around his index finger?

Who would ever believe?  Contradictory again.  Who would ever believe, him included, that this socially-unskilled rather brash young woman would be so adept in manipulating his mind and body?  He blinked, then blinked again, trying hard to focus to crystal-clarity the recollection of that moment that she had literally stood straddle-legged over him, looking down, unreservedly provocative – no, they were downright nasty – words rushing from her mouth and blowing down on him like a gust of wind on a dying fire.

And the fire had re-ignited.  How many times?  God.  It had been a long time since he’d felt this invigorated.  This free.  This clean.  He leaned his head back against the wall momentarily.  Again, he chuckled at himself.  Stupid.  All along.  What you’ve been missing.  Then he raised his head and looked down at the form nestled beside him.  His hand went to the exposed arm and rested on the soft, soft skin.  Another shock.  Incongruity.  The softest skin he’d ever felt.  And it smelled so good.

She stirred beneath his touch.  Slowly, she turned her head upwards and blinked sleepily.  And there it was.  That face.  Round, frank, and now familiar.  She smiled a half-smile.

“Mornin’, Jack.”

He looked into her eyes, his own narrowing and forming crinkles at the edges as he tried hard to read what might by hiding behind her open gaze.  Then, forcefully, it struck him again.  She wasn’t hiding anything.  It wasn’t in her nature.  She was smiling at him.  Honestly.  The corners of his mouth instantly turned up in a grin.  Both hands went to her face, cradling it tenderly.

“Good morning, Chloe.”

And thus, it began.

