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Hmmm.  Awake again.  I remembered getting up a couple of hours before to pee, removing my “corset” panties in the process and returning to the warm spot awaiting me next to Kiefer’s side.  Now I’d been awake for a few minutes.  Saturday morning.  Around 8:00 or so.  My sweet one still slept in my arms.  I couldn’t help but bend my head down to plant kisses on the top of his.  He didn’t stir.  He was so tired.  I wanted him to sleep as long as possible.  If careful, I could probably get out of bed and get some things done before Kiefer woke up.

As I contemplated how to disentangle myself, the bundle of contradictions in my arms began to stir.  Contradictions?  The hopeless romantic gone modern.  The conservative radical.  The monogamous slut.  The shy extrovert.  The scatterbrained perfectionist.  The contradictions were part of why I loved him so much.  Not that he’d heard me say that I loved him before.  But I did.  I loved him enough to let him be.  Yeah.  John Lennon and Paul McCartney had it right.  Let it be.  I’d enjoyed Kiefer’s company for this long, a decade, because I let it be.  Would have lost him long ago had I not been able to do so.  But I’d figured out that if I wanted to have him in my life at all, it would be at the cost of letting some things be. 

“Mornin,’” came the soft growl.  

“Good morning, pumpkin.  Did you sleep well?”

Kiefer raised his head to look up at me.  He appeared less tired.  I was grateful.

“Uh huh.  You?”


“Absolutely.  I was about to sneak out of bed and let you sleep.”

“Uh uh.  You goin’ nowhere now.  You busted,” Kiefer said as he disentangled himself and pushed back a bit.

I appreciated his playful tone and jumped into the game.  Assuming a shocked facial expression, I squealed, “Oh, my.  Please don’t bust me, officer.”  I looked at him and batted my eyes defensively.

“Battin’ the eyes won’t help you now.  Too late—”

Kiefer moved my left hand to his full erection.

“Ummmmm,” I purred.  “Got that mornin’ Mr. Stiffy thing goin’ on, eh?” 

I began a familiar conversation.  “Well, good morning, Mr. Stiffy.  How you?  Ready to come out and play?”  I took his cock in my hand and gently stroked it.

“He ain’t playin’ this mornin,’” came the growl.  “He’s serious.”

I moved down in the bed even with Kiefer’s face and placed my left arm around his waist as I pulled him closer and wrapped my left leg around his thighs.  Kiefer’s right hand came up to my face and pulled me to him.  He lightly bit my lower lip.  Then he pulled away and looked at me.  

“Miss me?” he inquired.

“Nah.  Not a bit,” I lied, keeping my face impassive.

My actions belied my words.  I began to kiss Kiefer’s face.  Then I moved to the luscious chest.  He always mildly protested when I worked my way to his nipples and began to nibble them.  He didn’t think it was quite right for him to enjoy this attention so much.  I’d always told him it was silly for him not to enjoy what felt good.  He didn’t always believe me though.  The boy had hang-ups.  Fewer now than when we’d first met, but he still had several.  Those were old stories though.  Stories that had stayed with me and me alone and had probably helped buy me the decade I’d enjoyed.

I moved my head from Kiefer’s nipples to trail my tongue down the middle of his stomach.  I lingered around his navel, delving my tongue into it and circling round and round.  After a moment, I moved on down and gently lapped the soft but hairy skin above the base of Kiefer’s cock.  He stirred, but made no audible sound.  One of his hang-ups.  No sound.  Well, sometimes a soft, soft sound, but mostly nothing.  Maddening, really.  But it was one of the leftovers from his childhood.  Uck.  Long story.  Fortunately, I’d learned to read other signs.  Over the years I’d been able to decipher breathing patterns and body movements to read him as well as if I’d been hearing him scream.  On rare occasions I was able to elicit a healthy moan, but it was only after all of the planets in the freakin’ universe aligned and I’d placed flowers on the altar of Venus.  

Kiefer’s cock jutted up towards his belly, and I held it there with the palm of my hand as I licked the skin directly below its base.  I soon shifted my body around and up onto my knees so I could more easily reach Kiefer’s balls, taking first the left one, then the right, then both of them into my mouth to suckle them lightly.  Although he rarely said anything, I knew he loved this because his buttocks always tightened as he lifted his body upwards and towards me when I sucked him this way.  He wiggled himself down in the bed, trying to get his balls farther into my mouth as I began slowly moving my right hand up and down his cock.

I reluctantly relinquished Kiefer’s balls and looked up at him.  His eyes were closed.  I’d hoped they were open.  I moved my head up to and began to lick the tip of his cock.  I drew circles around it with my tongue.  His breathing became more labored and his chest began to move in and out visibly.  When I began to move up and down on Kiefer’s cock, he made a soft noise that I soon discovered was a whispered ‘no.’  Eyes open now, his hands moved down to the sides of my head and he gently pulled me upwards.  The left half of my body draped over his, then he placed his right hand on my left shoulder and rolled me over onto my back.  He didn’t want head.  He wanted to fuck.  It was clearly written on his face.

Kiefer was on his side, partially held up by a crooked elbow.  The fingers of his right hand began to trace circles around my left nipple.  He grinned widely right before his lips went to the right one.  Long ago I’d taught my man to suck hungrily like an impatient infant boy.  He hadn’t forgotten the lesson.  He’d managed to learn how to even out the finger pressure with the sucking pressure and it drove me crazy.  I am not the silent type.  Kiefer always knew audibly when he’d hit the right combination, and the moaning served to make him even hotter.  His right leg went over my legs and he pulled his body closer to mine, so close that I could feel his stiff cock poking in my side.

I wrapped my arms around Kiefer’s neck and pulled him on top of me.  He began kissing me hard on the lips.  That was unusual.  His kisses were usually soft, sensual, and sometimes playful.  I returned the pressure on his lips, but remained curious.  Kiefer’s body was supported by his right forearm as the fingers of his left hand ran through my hair.  Suddenly the body weight shifted, the fingers disentangled themselves from my hair, and the left forearm took over the support position.  Kiefer’s right arm found the pillow on the other side of the bed and he went up on his knees.  His left arm lifted my buttocks and the pillow went under me to raise my lower body.  This meant some serious fuckin’ was about to occur.  And all I could manage to think was bring it on, love.

While still on his knees, Kiefer placed his right hand on my left inner thigh, trailing his fingers upward to my long since wet opening.  He stopped, looked me straight in the eyes, then grinned.  Ah, now here was my Kiefer.  Playing games as he was wont to do.  I knew what he wanted.  I made a pouting face and said ‘no’ very petulantly.

Softly he rumbled, “Do you want Mr. Stiffy to go in his hobbit hole?” 

“Yesssssssssss,” I replied.

“Well, you’d better do what he wants then, or he’ll not play with you anymore.”

Bullshit, I thought.  He’d play.  But what Mr. Stiffy wanted was okay with me.  Besides, it always made him crazy.  I slowly, very slowly, trailed my right index finger down from my neck, stopping to circle each nipple, then my navel, then stopping altogether a few inches below.  Kiefer’s eyes were big.  He waited expectantly.  I made him wait a few seconds longer.  Finally, I slowly moved my finger down my wet lips and then into myself making an exaggerated point of getting it, my finger, very wet.  I then extracted my finger with great care, so as not to lose any of the precious fluid, then leisurely raised the finger to my mouth.  With deliberate wickedness, I hesitated to place it inside my mouth, savoring what the taste would be, making expectant moaning sounds.

Kiefer’s eyes begged me to taste my juice.  I wasn’t going to make it easy.  I felt bad about it sometimes, but if I wasn’t going to get loud moaning during sex, at least I could work for hearing that voice.  

“Would Mr. Stiffy like me to lick my finger?”

A very hoarse, very raspy, almost two-syllabled ‘yes’ followed the question.

“Well, he’s going to have to ask me nicely.”

He didn’t hesitate, and he didn’t whine.  The voice was husky, not babyish.  Commanding, not begging.  And it made me shiver like a cold, wet dog.

“Mr. Stiffy would very much appreciate it if you’d lick the pussy juice off your finger.”

Well, that about did it for me.  Watching him watching me, hearing that command in that assured voice, I was near explosion.  I obediently placed the finger in my mouth, but kept my mouth open so Kiefer could see my tongue go round and round my finger.  Then I began to lick up and down.  His breath came more quickly and the increased hand pressure on my thighs told me he was getting hotter by the second.  I quickly moved my hand back down between my legs and reloaded, so to speak, my finger.  Quick as a wink I had it back in my mouth, this time with lips wrapped tightly around it, sucking it in the same way I loved to suck his cock.  Kiefer blinked, then a finger found its way inside me, but didn’t linger.  He withdrew it and moved it to my mouth.  I removed my finger and he replaced it with his.  The look on his face had me thinking about how much I wanted Kiefer’s cock deep inside me. 

I again dipped my finger in my juices, but this time Kiefer grabbed my wrist as I brought my hand up and he placed it on his lips.  He allowed me to run my finger around his mouth, tracing the outline, then he opened and took my finger inside.  Within seconds, the scene shifted.  No more fingers anywhere, Kiefer was guiding his cock into me.  The pillow underneath me allowed him to stay upright on his knees.  It also allowed some deep thrusting which seemed immediately to take place.  Sometimes when we fucked I didn’t really know where I was.  Kiefer had been right earlier.  Mr. Stiffy was serious this morning, the strokes deep and measured.  The kind of strokes that, if continued long enough, induced one of those dizzying, heart-stopping orgasms.  To hell with OJ and Wheaties to start the day.  Mr. Stiffy wins at any odds.

Soon, the pressure of those measured strokes increased, pushing me up in the bed.  My whole body moved rhythmically with Kiefer’s thrusts as they slammed the top of my head against the headboard, over and over.  I’m not sure how long this went on.  Long enough for me to think perhaps my heart had actually stopped at one time.  Then came this long, almost painful, orgasm.  It felt so good it hurt.  A good hurt.  A very good one.  I finally had the presence of mind to open my eyes and look at Kiefer.  His face was contorted.  I had opened them just in time.  He flung his head back and all I could see were the veins in his neck.  They pumped blood.  His Adam’s apple was apparently trying to jump out onto the bed.  The still powerful thrusts had slowed and become grinding, circular motions.  Kiefer was experiencing a long orgasm as well.

I stared up at him, watching the orgasm affect his body.  I was past mine and in that delicious state of afterglow or whatever in the hell they call it.  I wasn’t at all sure I was glowing.  It seemed more like sweating like a pig.  I was drenched, and my hair was sticky and plastered to my cheeks.  Kiefer’s grinding had stopped.  I reached my left hand down, wiggling into a position where I could cup his balls.  He moaned.  God.  He actually moaned.  Not loud.  But it was unmistakable.  Yea.  Score!  Thank you, Venus.

Kiefer’s head came back down, his face no longer contorted.  He had a dreamy look on his face.  His eyes were fuzzy, unfocused.  He grinned down at me.

“Mr. Stiffy is stiff no more!” he announced.

That wasn’t exactly true.  He was still partially erect.  But certainly not like he’d been moments before.

The playful mood reigned.  Kiefer bent down and snuggled his nose into my left cheek.  He then moved his lips close to my ear and began to babble.

“I love my hobbit hole.  It’s snug and warm inside.”

“Oh, hell, you hobbits like any warm hole, I’m sure,” I retorted.

He chuckled.   “Uh, uh,” he said in his baby voice.  “Only got one hobbit hole called home.”

“Bullshit.  How many homes you got?  No wait.  Don’t answer that, please.”

He chuckled again, rolling over onto his back and me with him, a movement that pulled his cock out.

“Ay,” he screamed in mock horror.  “The hobbit hole has sprung a leak!”

I made a fist and whacked him good on the left shoulder.  He screamed in feigned injury.

“It sprang a leak because the owner doesn’t take proper care of it!” I shrieked.  “One cannot expect a home to stay in good repair if it is so often abandoned.”

We both began to laugh uncontrollably.  I loved Kiefer’s laugh.  It was infectious, and the more he laughed, the more I laughed.  When our giggles subsided, I planted a wet smooch on his still sweaty forehead.

“Gotta pee,” I said.  “Want me to bring back a towel?”

“Nah.  I’m comin’ with ya.  Gonna take a quick shower and then fix us an obscene breakfast.”

“What’s an obscene breakfast,” I asked as we both rolled out of bed.

“Oh, you know.  Obscenely bad for you.  Eggs. Sausage. Potatoes.  All that stuff.  Aren’t you hungry, Miss Piggy?”

He was making fun of my generally huge appetite, especially morning appetite.  He wasn’t that fond of morning meals, so I knew he was doing the breakfast thing for my benefit.

“Sounds great, Kermit.  I’ll have a side of frog, too.”

“Huh.  Who told you frog sides were good?  No.  It’s frog penis that’s good.  A real delicacy.  Small, but delicious.  Best when sautéed in Alsatian beer.”

I shook my head in wonder.  Where did he come up with this shit.  It was going to be a good day.  

