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( 2005 By P.J. Stewart

I hadn’t intended to, but I must have taken a nap anyway.  I didn’t exactly wake up.  I was jolted out of slumber.  It suddenly struck me.  A fierce, burning pain pierced my chest cavity.  The place we call the heart.  Unannounced visit.  Uncharacteristic kisses.  Unchecked stares.  Lying.  This was it.  Over.  Done.  Kiefer had shown up unannounced because he’d come to say goodbye.  Stab.  Stab.  Stab.  What was that driving into my heart?  I was still wrapped in Kiefer’s arms.  He still snoozed.  What to do now that I knew?

Whoa.  Maybe I didn’t know anything.  Maybe that wasn’t it.  Ha.  Who am I kidding?  It’s over.  Finis.  My heart was pounding, trying to escape its confines.  Why didn’t he feel it?  My heart?  Why didn’t it wake him up?  I forced myself to take deep breaths.  One.  Two.  Three.  Better.  Get a grip, a grip, a grip, please.  If this is to be the last hurrah, then don’t be a ninny.  Do you want his last memory of you to be of a whining nag?  No, no, no.  I determined to adopt the stiff upper lip.  I can do it.  I’ve been doing it for years.  This won’t be that different.  Be extra tuned in.  Make memory snapshots.  Remember this weekend forever.

My determination to keep a stiff upper lip did not lessen the searing pain in my chest.  My recollection of what I’d been thinking before I napped is that I’d been eager to discover what was wrong with Kiefer.  Now I didn’t want to know.  I wasn’t going to do this again as I had years before.  No gnashing of teeth.  No wailing.  Not again.  Once was enough.  Not for him again, for no one.  Wasn’t going to ask.  No.  Not going to ask him.  I had to get up.  Had to escape.  I carefully pulled away and up from Kiefer’s embrace.  I was not successful in my attempt not to disturb him.  His eyes flew open as I stood.  He looked scared.  Well, perhaps not scared.  But something.

The phone rang.  Thank god.  It was my friend D’Ann, calling to see if I were alive.  I knew that that was not really why she was calling.  She, no, they, my friends, were still in shock about Kiefer.  Well, it would be short lived, my friends’ acquaintance with him.  Too bad.  I turned away from the sofa as I spoke into the phone.  I didn’t feel like talking to D’Ann.  I didn’t feel like talking to anyone.  I made hurried, whispered excuses to her and hung up.  Kiefer was half way to me by the time the phone was back in its cradle.

“Who was that?  You didn’t talk long.”

“Oh, it was my friend D’Ann.  Just checkin’ on us.  Wonderin’ if we were alive.”

“Why wouldn’t we be?”

“God, I dunno.  It’s just an expression.”

It was near 6:00 P.M.  I had slept much longer than I’d thought.  I moved to the kitchen.

“It’s nice outside still.  Wanna go out for some wine before dinner?”

“That sounds good.  Can I go out like this,” Kiefer asked, referring to his nakedness and following me.

“Sure,” I said.  Be brave.  Be funny.  Don’t let it show.  “If you’re not embarrassed waggin’ that little thing out in public, well then, I say go for it.  Good for you!”

His right fist pounded my upper arm.  “You are so mean to me, J!” he emphasized ‘mean.’

“Oh, poor baby.  He’s sooooooooooo mistreated.”

He laughed.  Laughter.  His laughter.  Could I make a recording?  And him not know?

Kiefer headed upstairs to dress.  My mind was still reeling with the sense of impending loss.  I mechanically prepared the dinner rolls and placed them on the baking sheet in preparation to bake at a later time.  When Kiefer returned to the kitchen, I almost choked.  I felt the laugh way before it issued from my throat.  There he stood, my little pink Power Puff Girls t-shirt stretched tightly over his torso, four or five inches of skin visible between the hem of the t-shirt and the waistband of his jeans.  Barefoot still.  He looked utterly ridiculous and utterly adorable.   I was convulsed with laughter as he wandered around the kitchen, gathering wine, corkscrew, glasses, pretending that nothing was out of the ordinary.  He had given me the t-shirt a long time ago when the Power Puff cartoons were so popular, and I had carefully laundered it over the years because it was one of my favorite things to wear around the house.

I couldn’t breathe I was laughing so hard.

“What’s the matter,” he asked with supreme nonchalance, glancing at me with a decidedly poker face.

I still couldn’t answer.  I wanted to hug him, hug him tight.  My Power Puff girl guy man.

“C’mere, you idiot,” I finally got out.  “You look so cute.  You could do the drag queen thing, I think.”

I pressed my palms to his face and smacked his forehead with my lips.

“Nah,” he said.  “I’d never be able to manage the high heels.  Too clumsy”

We both laughed and he headed to the French doors.  I raced ahead to open one for him.

“Grab my smokes, will ya?  They’re on the bar.”

I went back and picked up the pack, a book of matches tucked inside the package, and followed him out just in time to prevent Athos from knocking him over as he maintained balance of all the stuff in his arms.  I helped him place everything on the small table between the chaises and turned around to close the door.  He busied himself opening the wine.  

“You haven’t called Sarah Jude today, y’know.”

“Oh, shit, I forgot.  I gonna get my phone.”  

“Whoa, whoa, whoa.  Just get the phone inside.  I don’t think a phone call’s gonna break me.  Besides, you know the cell reception here sucks.”

“You sure you don’t mind?  I’ll pay the bill,” he said as he reached for a smoke.

Kiefer had always been politely concerned about my money.  It was sweet.  He lit the cigarette.

“Of course I don’t mind.  You are so goofy,” I said, making a face at him and crossing my eyes.

He had already opened the wine.  I began to fill our glasses as he stepped inside the door and grabbed the phone.  He backed out, shut the door, and started dialing, pacing as the call went through.  I hoped Camelia, Sarah Jude’s mom, or Sarah answered the phone.  He always fretted when neither of them could be reached.  

“Hi, Cam.  Sarah there?”  Pause.  Kiefer’s facial expression changed.  “Huh?  Slow down, slow down.  What’s wrong?  What’s the matter?”

Kiefer’s pacing stopped then restarted.  Something was up.

“S-L-O-W down, Cam.  WHAT did you say?”

I watched him intently.  The timbre of his voice had changed.  He stopped, stock still.  Oh, God.  The face.  Ugly Kiefer.  The eyes.  Ugly, ugly Kiefer.  What had happened?  He was frozen.  Then, apparently, Camelia’s voice on the phone called him out of the hateful stiffness.

“That little mutha fucker.  I will KILL him.  He is dead, Cam.  That little son of a bitch is DEAD,” he screamed.  Pause.  Listening to Camelia.

Ugly Kiefer was gone, but a very pissed Kiefer was in his place.

“No, no, I don’t want to talk to her.  No, don’t—uh.”  Kiefer’s face reflected several things at once, including confusion and a supreme effort to control his emotions.  “Hi, baby.”

The voice changed again.  Sarah was evidently on the other end of the phone now.

“Are you all right?”  Pause.  “What?  What do you mean it’s nothing?  Don’t TELL me it’s nothing, Sarah.  I’m KILLIN’ that little son of a bitch.”  Pause.  “No, no, no.  Stop, Sarah.  Okay.  Okay.  Are you SURE you’re all right?”  Pause.  “Yeah, I know, I know.  Huh?”

There was a lengthy pause as, evidently, Sarah explained something to him.

“Are you SURE?”  Pause.  “Okay.  Okay.”  Pause.  “I’m just worried about you, baby.  That’s all.  I love you.  Do you want me to come home?”  

My Kiefer’s face was back.  Not ugly Kiefer’s.  Not pissed Kiefer’s.  Just Kiefer’s.  Sarah had restored his good spirits.

“Yes, I promise.  YES, I promise.  I’m fine.  I love you, baby.  Love you.  Bye. Okay.  Bye.”

Kiefer punched the disconnect button on the phone.  He sighed.  Heavily.  He woodenly walked to the door, opened it, and returned the phone to its resting place.  I decided not to intrude on his thoughts until he spoke.  I knew how much he loved his daughter and how much he regretted things he had done and not done in the past.  Lamentably, he had once said of Sarah’s childhood that he was sick of sandboxes.  I knew that he had relived that moment many times, wishing that she were still sandbox size and that he were in there with her, loving her then as he loved her now.  Her maturation was almost more than he could bear.  I had thought, honestly, that the onset of Sarah’s menses was literally going to kill him.  So much to deal with as a father.  He had, after all, been so young when she was born.  He was, after all, not so grown up now.

Kiefer absently wandered.  After a few moments, he turned to me.  I smiled.

“You okay,” I asked.  “Need me to take you to the airport?”

“Nah.  Sorta false alarm.  Well, maybe.  I dunno yet.  I mean, you know Cam.  She exaggerates to the max!”

In truth, I didn’t know Camelia.  I had spoken on the phone with her more than several times many years ago, but I didn’t know her.

“Cam tells me that this new boyfriend of Sarah’s tried something with her.”

“Tried something?  You mean—sexual?” I exclaimed.

“Yeah.  Sexual,” he growled.

God, no wonder I’d glimpsed ugly Kiefer.

“But that wasn’t the case?” I inquired.

“Not according to Sarah.  She says Cam blew the whole thing out of proportion.  I’ll get to the bottom of it when I get home.  But Sarah sounded fine, just fine.  I trust her more than I do Cam.”

Kiefer had no idea how lucky he was.  How lucky he and Camelia were.  At her age, sixteen, they should be grateful that she hadn’t been sexually active for years!  I credit Kiefer’s frank sex talks with Sarah for her virginity.  He had never steered away from speaking frankly with her when drugs and sex were the subjects.

He looked so relieved.

“Want your wine now?”

“Yeah.  That’d be good.”

He received the glass from me and started walking towards the back of the yard.  He still needed to think.

Me, I was just grateful that ugly Kiefer had not prevailed.  I had seen ugly Kiefer only a few times, and that was a few times too many.  I wanted no part of him.  Kiefer was ninety-nine percent Dr. Jekyll and one percent Mr. Hyde.  Mr. Hyde was not someone you’d want to meet.  Mr. Hyde-Kiefer was brooding, dark, and vicious.  Cold, mean, and brutal.  Hmm.  An Eye for an Eye’s Robert Doob was an honest to goodness altar boy in comparison to Mr. Hyde-Kiefer.  The drumming scene.  Yeah.  I knew where that came from.  But that was only a lightning brief glimpse.  The real Mr. Hyde-Kiefer was much more frightening than Doob.  Unbidden fears beset me at times.  I knew Kiefer’s drinking, too.  His overindulging, that is.  There was sappy drinking Kiefer, cute, but obnoxious after half an hour.  Then there was nasty drinking Kiefer.  I didn’t like him at all.  Never did.  Nasty drinking Kiefer was not quite as bad as Mr. Hyde, but I had fears about whether the two ever met.  Sometimes I imagined him stalking dives and dark streets in strange places in the middle of the night, searching.  Searching for something.  Absolution.  Revenge.  The dragon.  Slay the dragon.  Or, succumb.

The contrast between Hyde-Kiefer and the one in my line of sight wearing a Power Puff Girls t-shirt was striking.  In fact, I’d been so transfixed moments ago by his face, his eyes, the ugly Kiefer, that I’d failed to appreciate the dichotomy before my own eyes until now.  Athos was trailing along behind Kiefer.  Eventually, Kiefer squatted down and rubbed Athos warmly.  He was okay now.  He headed back to me.  I was happy to be there.

“Filler,” I asked, pointing to his empty glass.

“Yeah,” he said, as he sat down again.  “How’s yours?”

“Fine.  You okay?  You want some more time to yourself?”

“I’m okay.”

I must have looked at him questioningly because he followed up.

“Really.  I’m fine.  Thanks.  Do I need to make the salad now?  I mean, if you want me to make one?”

“Oh, it’s still a bit early.  Let’s wait a little.  How ’bout finishin’ this bottle of wine first?  And, by the way.  Take my t-shirt off, you creep.  You’re gonna stretch it beyond recognition.”

“Okay,” he grinned.  He pulled the shirt over his head.  I stood up, took it from him, still chuckling about how absurdly cute he looked in it.

“It’s too cool for no shirt, dontcha think?  You want me to run up and get one for you,” I asked.

“Nah.  I’ll get it,” he replied.  “And take that back up, too,” he said as he took the pink t-shirt from me.  He disappeared into the house and returned moments later with a Hard Rock Acapulco t-shirt on.  Clogs, this time.  No bare feet.  He sat down, picked up his glass, and turned to me.

“How was Mexico?” he asked.

“Mexico?  God, I’ve been back for over a month!”

“I know, but I haven’t really talked to you about it.”

“Well, it was like it usually is—rewarding and heartbreaking.  You really do need to come with me one time.  You’d be changed, you know.”

“Are you sure you’d want me to come?  Don’t you have friends, regulars, who are always there?”

Kiefer was referring to my three or four times a year visits to somewhere in Central or South America with a local group who provided carpentry skills and, sometimes, simple medical care.  I’d been at him for years to accompany me, but the times never seemed to mesh with his schedule.

“Well, sure, some of the same people are there all the time, but what’s that got to do with you?”

“Oh, I dunno.  I just thought it might be a private thing.”

“Private?  How many times have I asked you to come with me?  About a thousand?”

“No.  Not a thousand.  Don’t get hostile.  I just asked.”

I didn’t understand his use of the word ‘hostile.’  I had been confused about his reference to a private thing.  Kiefer’s generous but sometimes too sheltered nature would benefit from helping people whose standards of living were, in a word, barbaric by ours.  My feelings must have shown on my face.  He reached over and touched my face.

“I’m sorry.  I just—I  just wondered how your trip went.  Anyone in particular you enjoy being in Mexico with?  Any of the regulars?”

A strange question.

“Hmmm. I dunno.  Let’s see.  They’re all great.  There’s Sherry.  She’s a kill.  I really like her.  And Stan.  He’s the master carpenter.  God, I’ve learned so much from him.  This time we completed three houses and a community center.  God, they were so proud, so happy.”  I paused, thinking about those smiling faces.

When I looked back up at Kiefer, he was staring at me.  Again.  I let it drop.  I wasn’t asking.  No.

He finally smiled and we began to catch up with one another’s lives over the past couple of months.  I listened intently to each of his words.  I might not hear them again.  I told him a little more about Mexico and a bit about the universities I’d visited lately, and he filled me in on funny things that had happened at work.  The conversation finally turned to where I was headed next.  I told him that I was headed to L.A. soon.  His eyes got big.  I guess so.  I wasn’t going to lie to him.  But I bet he couldn’t be too happy knowing I’d soon be in his territory when he was here to say goodbye.  But that’s not how he responded.

“L.A.?  When?  How long?” Kiefer raised up and turned towards me.  “What days will you be there?  That’s so great.  I can’t wait.”

Where did that come from?  Can’t wait?  What does that mean, I wondered.

“Uh.  Well, I’ll be there in about three weeks.”

“Where will you be?  UCLA?  How long?”

“Well, I’ll be at UCLA some and Pepperdine some.  Mostly I’ll be doing some research and writing.  I’ll be there for a month or more.”

“Oh—my—god.  You’re kidding, right? A month!”  And he shifted towards me even more, smiling.

“Yeah.  About.”

“That’ll be so cool,” Kiefer said as he leaned back again.  “It will be great to have you there when I get home from work!”

“Oh.  Oh, I won’t be at your place.  I leased a house.  Don’t wanna be in your face and space for that long. You’d be sick of me.”

“What?” he practically screamed.  “What do you mean you’ve leased a house?  Are you crazy?”

Kiefer suddenly stopped his animated questioning.  He got still, in fact.

“Oh, I see.  You don’t want to be with me for that long.  Or at all.”

I was stunned.  I had always tried to give him his space since our ‘relationship’ had ended years ago.  It shouldn’t have surprised him that much.

“Of course I want to be with you!  But I don’t want to intrude on your lifestyle while I’m there.  It could be for over a month.  What would you do with me there for that long?  You’d go crazy!”

Kiefer’s response was very quiet.

“No, I wouldn’t.  Maybe good crazy, but not bad crazy.”  He looked me straight in the eyes.  “Change your mind, please.”

His eyes awaited an answer. 

“We’ll talk about it, okay?  God, I didn’t mean to upset you.  I was just trying to be concerned about your happiness.”

“Yeah.”  He drained his glass.  The bottle was empty.  He stared straight ahead for a few seconds before he spoke.  “Wanna eat?”

“Sure.”

I got up, picked up the empty bottle, my glass, and the corkscrew and headed to the door.  He preceded me, holding his glass, and opened the door.  We entered the kitchen and, without speaking, each attended to our own tasks to complete dinner preparations.  Oddly, despite the rather uncomfortable conversation we’d been having outside, the dinner went rather well.  No, it went damned well.  We unspokenly agreed to be pleasant.  The meal was good.  Our conversation centered round a novel that we’d both recently finished.  Kiefer frequently used the free time he had on the set to read.

Midway through the meal, I was reminded of why I’d been so attracted to him years ago.  He was brilliant.  Animated.  He had the most incredible way of cutting through bullshit and going straight to the heart of the matter.  He was, in a word, fascinating.  I had been mentally fucking him for well over half an hour.  I wanted to do it more than mentally.  But I also didn’t want to rush it.  I loved the anticipation.  Plus, I wanted to enjoy the feeling in case it was the last time I was to feel it.

“Are you as full as I am,” I complained.

“Oh, god.  I’m dying.  Stuffed.”

“Wanna take a walk?  Get some of this stuffed feeling to go away?  I think it’s still okay outside.  I might need a sweater though.”

“What about the dishes?  Should we get ’em now?” he inquired.

“Good, Lord.  Do you mean you talked me into putting in two dishwashers and neither of them cleans the table?”  I paused and then laughed.

He laughed, too.

We quickly picked up the table, rinsed the dishes, put away the food, and headed to the back door.  I reached for the hooded sweatshirt hanging on the coat rack and pulled it over my head.

“You think you have on enough, or do you want to get something else to put on?” I asked.

“Aaaa.  I’ll just walk fast if it gets too cool.”

We enjoyed a wonderful walk, not talking much, just holding hands and strolling.  From time to time, Kiefer would lean down and kiss the top of my head as we walked.  I wanted it to go on forever.  My heart was beating too fast and hard again, but it was from a different source this time around.  I wanted to make love.

When we got back to the house and entered the door, Kiefer set the alarm, asking if I wanted a drink of water.  I answered ‘no’ and headed for the stairs, kicking off my clogs as I went.  Two steps up and I stopped, pulling the hooded sweatshirt and t-shirt over my head and tossing them over the railing.  I wondered if Kiefer were watching.  Half way up, I stopped, slowly pulled down my sweats and tossed them as well.  At the top of the stairs, I stopped to remove my panties, a pale pink thong.  Before I got them off, he was there.

I have no idea how he got up the stairs that quickly, but he was there.  He stopped the downward pull of my panties.  He went down on his knees, smothering his face in my belly, kissing my navel repeatedly while he trailed the panties down my legs to my ankles.  I stepped out of the undies and reached down, tugging at the Hard Rock t-shirt until I got it over his busy head.  Then he went for the place that made my knees weak.  He twirled me around and slowly licked the small of my back.  It was one of the most sensitive places on my body.  He alternated between stroking the area with his hot tongue and with a light touch of his fingers.  Soon, my legs were not capable of holding me up anymore.  He caught me in his arms, strong, covered with golden hair, stood up, turned me around, and kissed me.  Fire in his lips.  Fire on mine.  My arms went up around his neck and my legs up around his waist.  He cupped my buttocks with both hands, fire in them, too, and headed through the bedroom door. 

Kiefer didn’t stop at the bed.  He kept walking until we were in the bathroom.  He placed me on the smooth countertop surrounding the sink.  Now his clogs and jeans came off.  Kissing, kissing like teenagers in the backseat of a car.  Hot, heavy, hard smooching.  Touching, touching his skin, feeling his touch on mine.  Kiefer’s fingers went inside me.  My hand to his cock.  He removed his fingers and swept them teasingly across the small of my back, watching in the mirror as my back arched, listening to my moans.  I thought he’d enter me, but he did not.  He leaned around and began again to lick where he’d just run his fingers.  Then he blew his warm breath on the dampness and it razed my skin with the kind of fire that can’t be seen with the naked eye.

God, I loved his touch.  It made me do things, feel things.  Ummm, sooooo good.  I loved the way his barely scratchy face stubble felt as it grazed along my skin.  My hand went between our chests, rubbing his up and down, enjoying the feeling of my fingers entangled in the curly chest and abdomen hair.  The golden fuzz.  The one thing I liked about the Barney Fife thinness was that it made his muscle definition so much more pronounced than usual.  I turned my head and bit his arm.  Not hard, but enough for him to react.  He moved his head around to my side and bit me back, on the shoulder.  My face was hot.  Everything was hot.  I was impatient.  What was he waiting for?  I wanted it now.  I placed my lips to his ear and whispered.

“Fuck me.  Now.”  I felt the ‘now’ vaulting from my throat, demanding his attention.

Kiefer straightened up in front of me, staring deeply into my eyes.  His were colored so unusually, a bluish green that changed frequently.  They were a smoky blue now.  He glanced down, gauging whether the counter’s height had me appropriately positioned.  It was a go.  His gaze returned to my own, and he slowly, forcefully entered me.  I gasped.  He gasped.  One of us.  Both of us.  I dunno.

It was beyond accurate description.  The feeling.  What words?  What words?  Ultrasensitiviy.  Hyperstimulation.  The feeling.  The fullness.  His cock scorching my insides.  Branding me with his mark.  His.  His.  His, it said.  Yes, I know I’m yours.  I know.  Look in his eyes.  Those now blue eyes.  What were they saying?  You’re mine, mine, mine.  It will never be this good with anyone else.  I know that, silly.  I know.  Shut up.  Shut up your talking eyes and fuck me, please.  No, look at my eyes, his eyes said.  This is the way it is.  You are mine.  And not a word was spoken.

My position on the counter allowed Kiefer to pound his cock into me at the most excruciatingly delicious angle.  At times, Kiefer’s hands were holding my hips.  At others, they grasped the counter’s edge.  The cock still pounded.  And it pounded and pounded.  I wasn’t moaning.  I was grunting.  Uh.  Uh.  Uh.  Grunting with each pound that pushed and pulled my body back and forth on the edge of the counter.  An observer at this point would have identified me as Raggedy Ann.  Head lolling back.  Tongue out, I’m sure.  Grunt, grunt, grunt, Miss Piggy.  Chin down to chest, chin back.  Chin down, chin back as he bangs bangs bangs.  God, god, god.  Was it true?  True?  Did all people say god when they were dying or getting off?  Was it true?  Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, god, godddddddddddddd.  Our eyes locked.  I talked to him, but I don’t know if I was speaking.  Come, baby, in me.  Come, come, come.  Fill me.  Yes, I see you.  Yes, I know, baby.  I know.  You’re coming, you’re filling me.  I see.  I see you, baby.

My hands were locked on Kiefer’s ass, one hand on each cheek.  His muscles were tensed.  Iron.  He was feeling the immediate aftermath of orgasm.  His arms were locked around me so tightly I could barely breathe.  Fuck it.  Who needs breath?  Hold me, sweet.  Hold me tight.  Don’t let me go.  Don’t leave me forever.  Forever.  That word.  So mean.  So hurtful.  Hold me.

Kiefer unwrapped his arms, pulled away.  He looked at me.  Questioningly.  Why?  What did he want?  What?  I buried my face in his chest.  Nothing else to do when you’re scorched.  Nothing.  Why must you see the brand on my face?  In my eyes?  Isn’t it enough to just know?  He placed his right hand under my chin and pulled my head up.  But no, he wasn’t looking for anything.  He was smiling, laughing softly.  Laughing at me.  Laughing at me?  

“Why are you laughing at me,” I asked, befuddled.  “Why?”

“I’m not laughin’ at you, J,” he soothed me.  “I’m happy.  Aren’t you?  You look happy,” he emphasized the ‘look.’ 

“Yesssss.  Yesssss, I’m happy.  That was so good.  Sooooooooo good.”  I fell over on to him.  Cheek on his shoulder.  Don’t move.  Let me stay here.  Forever.  The ‘f’ word.  Kiefer held me.  Didn’t move.  I had time to recover.  My feelings.  Gathered.  Whewwww.  I pulled my head away and sat straight up.  Kiefer looked at me.  I spoke softly to him.

“That was incredible.  That was—was—well, it just was,” I said.

He smiled.  Everything smiled.  His eyes, his mouth, his whole face.  I turned my upper body around to turn on the hot water faucet.  Clean up a bit.  Go to sleep.  Sleep my last sound sleep by his side.  Kiefer’s hand reached around me, turned off the faucet.

“Why did you do that?  I want to clean up.”

“The shower, love.  We’re going into the shower,” he directed.

I could only sit on the counter as he reached into the shower and turned on the faucets.  God, where was he finding this strength.  He was usually more spent than I.  Oh.  Ohhh. I understand now.  The strength of the one saying goodbye.  Bathe her.  Ritual bath.  Wash your hands, Pilate.  Wash your hands.  He turned and pulled me off the counter and into the shower stall.

My legs were weak at first, but the water helped in my revival.  Washed in the water, saved by the blood.  Why was my head singing.  I soon recovered, partially, my physical strength, at least.  No, Pilate.  I will wash you.  You will remember this washing.

My shower is large, a tiled bench on the rear wall.  I guided Kiefer to that bench and sat him down.  Warm water, spraying on my back.  He didn’t want this for some reason, he wanted up, wanted to wash me.  I prevailed.  Soap him.  Lather him.  Lath him.  I began at his neck and slowly worked my way down his body—shoulders, collar bone, nipples, oh, so slowly, chest, tummy, tummy, yummy, navel, haunch bones.  Down, down, down the thighs, his muscular, sensitive thighs.  Palms caressing the outer thighs, stroking down, then up, then down, then up.  Venus, was he moaning?  Shit.  My heart pounded.  He was moaning.  Palms to inner thighs, pushing them apart.  Resistance.  No, futile, Pilate, futile.  They will be apart.  Hold them apart. 

My head went between his legs, and I began to bathe the soft, inner thigh flesh with my tongue.  I licked until his body began to move, rock forward and back, forward and back on the bench.  I moved my head to his knee and held the left leg where I could lap the flesh behind the knee.  Ooooooooooo.  Was that me moaning?  No.  Kiefer.  Lick again.  Behind the knee.  Oooooooooo.  Ooooooooooooo. Ooooooooooooo.  Move to the flesh behind the right knee.  Ooooooooooo.  Oooooooooooo.  Ooooooooooooooo, again.  God, cock hard.  Cock hard again so soon, so soon, so soon?  Warm, warm water on my back.  Am I dreaming, no, no, there it is.  Is.  Hard.  Look at him, look.  Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh.  That was my voice.  His head is back, back.  His hips.  Haunching, fucking the air.  No, no air, please.  Me, Me, Me.  Fuck me.

My head moved back to Kiefer’s inner thighs, but his hands, formerly clenching the edge of the bench, came up and around my waist.  Up we went, twirling, it seemed, in midair.  My back faced the wall where Kiefer’s back had been seconds before.  A wonder.  Wonder that you are ready so soon again, my love.  Hair, capturing droplets of the water spray.  Sparkling in the sun.  No, no sun.  The light in the shower.  Mouth sucking my nipples, hard, hard.  His tongue on my neck, in my mouth.  My hands on his cock.

His cock.  So hard, so ready.  Smooth, rigid, hot.  Hot with heat, hot with the spray of water dribbling over his shoulders and down his chest.  Kiefer turned me around, bent me over.  My forearms, resting on the tile bench supporting my upper body weight, my ass high in the air.  Kiefer’s head rested on my back, hugging me tightly to him.  His cock thrust between my thighs, but did not enter me.  His tongue moved down, down to my butt cheeks.  He started lightly biting my ass.  Here, there, here again.  Bite.  Bite.  Drive me crazy.  

“Fuck, me.  Kiefer, fuck me now.”  My hand went behind me, grabbing his cock, trying to guide it inside me.

He made me wait.  Made me ask, tell him what I wanted.

“What do you want, J?” he growled in my left ear.  “What do you want me to do?”

“Fuck me.  I said it before.”

“Why, J?  Why do you want me to?  What do you want?”

“In, me.  In me, please.  I want to feel it, feel you.  Fuck me.”

“Please?”

“Yes, please.  Please.”

His cock rammed inside me.  Rammed.  My body was propelled forwards, my forehead almost hit the tiled wall.  Ram.  Ram.  Umm. Uhh.  Umm. Uhh.  More, please, more.  Kiefer’s cock was searing my insides.  His hands were on my shoulders, then my waist, then my shoulders again.  Holding me.  Holding me down, holding me still, while he rammed me.  Ohh, ohh.  Where have you been?  Where have you been for so long?

God, hot.  My hand now between my own legs.  Rubbing.  Moving my body, back into his.  Haunching into his body.  His hands moving down to my pelvic bones.  Holding them.  Hard.  Ramming into me like a spike into a railroad tie, a stake into a vampire’s heart.  Ram.  His right hand found my left one.  Replaced it.  Searing me in two places, no, three at once.  Fingers, cock, tongue on my neck.  Ahhhh.  Ahhhh.  Ahhhh.  Legs too weak.  Weak.

“Come, baby, come,” I pleaded to the tile wall.  “Fill me.  Fill me.  I. . . I . . . I’mmmmmmmmmmm—” 

I couldn’t finish what I wanted to say.  The orgasm was too strong.  Racked my body for what seemed liked quarter of an hour, though I knew it was only seconds.  Kiefer’s hands returned to my pelvic bones, his cock still ramming, but slowing, slowing down.  Grinding in large circles, the upward part of the arc literally lifting my body, my feet, off the shower’s tile floor.  Up.  Uh.  Up.  Uh.  Up.  Uh.  The ‘uhs’ becoming a duet, his and mine.  His part softer, but singing never the less.  Uh, uh, uh.  Sing, baby, sing.  Sing the duet.  My feet were not on the floor.  My ass was cupped into Kiefer’s belly.  We were melded together, melded, Vulcan mind meld, are you reading my mind, love, reading my mind?

We stayed in this ‘c’ shaped embrace for some time.  Finally, without words, he released me and I rose and faced him.  We kissed a long, slow, sweet kiss.  I reached for the bar of soap.  I lathered my hands and washed his genitals, not too fast, not too slow.  Washing to cleanse, to communicate my care and affection for him, not to arouse.  My turn.  He washed me gently, delicately, as if I were a porcelain figurine.  The feeling was exquisitely sweet, and bittersweet, considering that this might be the last time I felt such tenderness from him.  Still not speaking, we stepped from the shower after Kiefer had turned the faucets off, ended the warm rain.

I took a towel from the rack and began to dry Kiefer’s body.  First his back, then his front, moving slowly, drying thoroughly each precious part.  Our eyes stayed locked on one another as I finished drying his thighs, calves, feet.  As I tossed the towel aside, Kiefer pulled the other towel from the rack and began drying me.  He started with my face, then neck, then my breasts and belly.  We still stared.  He turned me and dried my back and the backs of my legs.  He walked around me this time rather than turning me and slowly dried my thighs, moving down to my feet.  The towel finally found its way between my legs, and I closed my eyes as Kiefer dried me gently.  When I reopened my eyes, he was smiling again.

“Ready for bed, J?” he asked.

“Um hum,” I said sleepily.  I was so relaxed, so ready to close my eyes.

I forced my eyes to remain open long enough to brush my teeth, a task I would have forgotten if Kiefer hadn’t started for his toothbrush first.  When we’d finished, we headed to bed.  I tried to capture a clear picture of this moment and the ones leading up to it to keep in my memory scrapbook.  So sleepy.  No, remember this.  This would be the last time we’d crawl in this bed together.  The last time our bodies would slumber together.  The last time I’d feel his skin, his body, touching mine while at rest.  The last time to hear his slow, steady, soft breathing in my ear.  No more being tickled awake at dawn or poked by Mr. Stiffy in the middle of the night.  No more.  Let it be.  Say your let it be mantra and rest in his arms.  There will be time for mourning when he is gone.  For now, hold him, be held.  Sleep the sleep of innocent babies.  One more glorious morning to wake up to his silly grin.  We settled into our familiar posture, my back to Kiefer’s chest, my butt to his belly.  His left arm fell over my side at my waist, his face in my hair.  Good night, sweet prince, I thought.  I hope my dreams are untroubled this night.  And what of you, dear?  Of what do you think?  Dream?  Or, do you?

“Good night, sweet pea,” I said.

“G’night, J.  Sleep tight.”

“Um hmm.  You, too.”

