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Georgia – Better Known as Heaven

Chapter Five

Although Jossey was thrilled that Kiefer had called and left a message, the closer she got to the safety of her home, the more she doubted her sanity concerning the past few days.  What had she been thinking?  How stupid.  She’d slept with a man she knew nothing about with regard to his “relationship” personality.

Or, perhaps she knew too much.  He wasn’t very stable.

Jossey shook her head at herself.  Stable?  What did that have to do with anything?  He didn’t claim to be stable and she didn’t ask him to be.  Plus, she wasn’t looking for a permanent relationship.  So much trouble.  So much to lose.

Jossey hadn’t been inside her home a full two minutes before the phone rang.  She looked at caller ID.  Unidentified caller, but she recognized the number.  It was Kiefer.  She picked up the phone and managed a controlled “hello” even though she was a bit excited in spite of her admonition to herself just seconds ago.

“What happened?”  Kiefer didn’t indulge in niceties.

“Oh, that’s not important.  You know.  Things happen sometimes.”

Jossey paused for half a second before she continued.

“Did you have a nice visit with Rachel?  Gosh, I hope she wasn’t too upset about having to leave.”  Pause.  “I bet I missed a great dinner.  What did y’all have?”

She knew she was babbling.  She couldn’t stop.  Finally, Kiefer interrupted her.

“C’mon Joss.  What caused you to leave?  You can tell me.”

“Oh, it was just a lot of stuff.  Besides, it was your family’s vacation.  Well, and your good friends.  I was intruding on your time with them.”

“That’s bullshit, Jossey.  Mom said someone called you, that you had to get back for some reason.”

“Oh?  She said that?  Well, no.  Not really.”

“Well . . . what really?”

“Like I said.  Things happen sometimes.  Just stuff.”  

“You mean stuff like my mother asking you to leave?”

Jossey didn’t know what to say.  She was momentarily speechless.  Who’d told him?  She knew Shirley wouldn’t have.  The pause was long enough for Kiefer to continue after Jossey failed to respond.

“Look, I know about what she said to you.  At least you didn’t lie.  You didn’t say someone called you and you didn’t make up anything.  I appreciate that.  But you should have told me about it – about what she said.”

After a bout of mute confusion, Jossey finally responded.

“How do you know?”

“Tommy.  He heard the whole thing.  But Mom told him to keep his mouth shut, and he did until he finally grew some balls.  Then he told me.  Just a few minutes ago.  I haven’t killed Mom yet, but that’s coming soon.  Wanted to call you first.”

“No, no.  Don’t kill your mother.  She was doing what she thought was best.  It’s okay.”

“Bull shit.  It’s not okay.  Not at all.  It’s none of her business and she has no right to un-invite someone from my vacation!”

Jossey contemplated what road to take now.  Shirley was a problem, yes.  Not for her really.  But for Kiefer.  She wished Shirley were the only problem, but it wasn’t so.

“Kiefer.  Calm down.  Your mom’s request is low on the list of the reasons I left.  Really.  To tell you the truth, her request was a convenient excuse for me to leave.  She really didn’t bother me with her shit.  If you allow your mother to direct your personal life, that’s your problem.  But she wasn’t directing mine.  She simply gave me a reason to act.”

Silence.  Kiefer was worried.  He knew she was telling the truth.  He heard it in her voice. So what did this mean?  Why did she leave?  Shit.  He knew it.  It was the call from Stefani.  He’d been worrying about that all evening, ever since his mom had told him Jossey had left.

“Kiefer?  You still there?”

“Yeah.  Yeah, I’m here.  I . . . I . . . did you leave because of the phone call?”

“Kiefer!  Of course not.  Why would I mind you accompanying your sister to the airport?  That’d be crazy!”

Silence again.

“No, not the call from Rachel.  The one afterwards, from Stefani.”

Stefani, Jossey thought.  Who the hell was Stefa . . . ah, Bambi.  Well, no matter, Jossey thought.  She’d forever be Bambi in her mind.

“Goodness, no.  Did you really think I’d be upset over that?  Sure, it was a bit uncomfortable, but I wasn’t mad or anything.  You don’t believe that I’m blind to the fact you have a life, do you?”  

And she chuckled, hoping he’d catch the lightheartedness of her response.

“Kiefer, that phone call is way down on the list, too.”

Now Kiefer was genuinely concerned.  Not his mom.  Not the phone call.  This was not good.  He was experiencing a strange tug-o-war within.  Part of him wanted not to be calling Jossey and another part wanted to hear her say that she was as interested in him as he was in her.

“Well, if it’s not the phone call, and it’s not Mom, what is it?  I’m lost.  I thought yesterday and today were . . . well . . . I had a good time.  I thought you did, too.”

Jossey paused, trying to determine how much of her guts she should spill.  Finally, she decided to be forthcoming.

“Truth?” she asked.

“Please.”

“I got scared.  Really scared.  Scared of me.  Scared of you.  And when your mother asked me to leave, I jumped at the chance.  Don’t get me wrong, I don’t mean consciously.  But unconsciously it presented a way out.”

“Scared?”  Kiefer contemplated what that might mean.  “Why?”

“Well. Things were just moving so fast.  I felt . . . .”  She struggled for the right word.

“Felt what?”

“Overwhelmed.  That’s it.  Overwhelmed.”

“Oh.”

“That’s not a bad thing, Kiefer.  No.  It was just moving along so quickly and I’m not used to that.”

“I understand.  I know what you mean.”

“Really?  Or are you just . . . ”

“No.  I’m amazed.  And serious.  I know just what you mean.  Earlier tonight I thought that might be the reason you left.  Before I knew.  Knew about mom.  So, I know what you mean.  It was moving fast.  And it did feel . . . different.”

In fact, what had been kicking around in Kiefer’s mind for quite some time was that this, this thing with Jossey, was different, and he didn’t know whether it was a welcome difference.  Oh, he wanted to be with Jossey.  But being with her would amount to work.  Generally speaking, he wanted to have some fun, a laugh or two, sex, and then get to work again.  Work on anything.  Whatever the job du jour happened to be.  Sex was great.  But when it was done, over, it was time to move on to something else.  But it had been different with Jossey.  That’s what was wrong.  And right.  And wrong.

This afternoon, though, he hadn’t wanted to move on.  Wanted to stay in bed rather than go with Rachel to the airport.  But Rachel’s request had been perfectly timed.  Like Jossey had just described his mother’s request as an easy out, so Rachel’s request was one for him.  He wanted to remain in the bed but was scared.  Rachel made it easier to get up.  He liked being in love, in lust, or whatever you wanted to call it.  But he didn’t like complications. 

And on the yacht.  He’d not wanted to part from her then either.  And, again, he wasn’t sure he liked it.  Yet, here he was on the phone to her.  Stupid, he thought.  Why am I so stupid?  This is gonna end up more trouble that it’s worth.  Then again, there were things he wanted to explore.

Silence.  She wondered if he’d slipped off into la-la land as was his habit.  She waited.  Finally, it had been long enough and she spoke.

“Hey.  Are you still there?”

“Huh?”

“Are you still there?  You’ve been quiet.  Do you want to hang up now?”

“No, no.  I was just thinking, that’s all.”

“Well, that’s dangerous, I’m sure.”

“Smart ass.  No, I was trying to figure out where we should go from here.”

Jossey laughed.

“Go?  I’m not going anywhere.  I’m home and I have things to do.”

“I mean what do you want to do.  About us.  Or are you just being obtuse?”

“Obtuse?  Yeah.  Obtuse.  That’s me.”

“Can you come to L.A.?”

“No.  I’m off to Florida next week for a few days.  Miami Dade.  Then to Kansas City.  And you?”

“Damn, Joss.  I’m balls to the wall next week.  And the one after that, too.  I won’t be able to leave for a while.  On vacation now, y’know.”

“Yeah.”

“So.  When will you be free?”

Free, Kiefer thought to himself and shook his head.  This one ain’t free.  She gonna cost you, boy.

Free, Jossey thought.  I ain’t free, boy.  Plus, she wasn’t sure she wanted to be free time-wise.  The complications.  At the same time, her stomach was doing flip flops.  She still hadn’t responded when Kiefer finally spoke again.

“Uh.  Does your silence mean you don’t want to see me again?  ’Cause if it does, I wanna make some arguments in my favor.”

“Oh, Kiefer.  You don’t have to make any arguments.  This isn’t about you.  I . . . I just don’t know if this is where I want to go.”

“Sure you do.  You wanna go to L.A.!”

Kiefer wanted to strangle himself.  He couldn’t get his hands up to his neck in time.  What the hell was he doing.  Leave it alone.  Don’t get involved.  Too much trouble.  Let her decide to stay where she is.

“Kiefer, I don’t mean the place and you know it.  I mean where I want us to go.  Have you thought about this very seriously?  I mean . . . not sex.  But beyond.  I mean . . . if there is anything beyond sex.”

More than sex, he thought.  Well, if it had been just sex, he wouldn’t be talking to her now.  Sex could be found anywhere, anytime.  But all of a sudden, Kiefer wondered if he should just hang up.

“Kiefer?”

“Huh?”

Jossey felt it through the phone connection.  Could smell it.  Fear.  His.  And hers.

“Okay, dear.  I get the feeling you want to hang up now.  That’s fine.  You can give me a call sometime, okay?”

Kiefer couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  Was she letting him off?  Letting him out of this hole dug by his own hand?  Apparently so.

“Okay.  I’ll call you.”

Jossey didn’t respond.

“Soon,” Kiefer said.

“Okay.  Thanks for inviting me to the Islands.  I had a great time.”

“Yeah.  Me, too.  ’Bye.”

“’Bye.”

And Jossey hung up the phone.  And Kiefer hit the “end” button.

Jossey let out a long sigh.  Safe.  A bit bruised, but safe nevertheless.  She headed to the kitchen for a drink of water before turning in.  Just as she entered the kitchen, the phone rang again.  She picked up the receiver in the kitchen.

“H’lo.”

“So, tell me the truth.”

“Truth?”

“Yeah.  Is it a) you had a good time but you don’t want to hassle with all the stuff involved or b) you had an okay time but it wasn’t any big thing so you want to move on or c) you had a shitty time and you want me to fuck off.”

Jossey chuckled.  Audibly.

“What the fuck are you laughin’ at?”

“I’m laughin’ at you.  You’re funny!”

“Well, what’s so funny about that?  I’m serious.”

“Oh, just the way you put it.  You’re funny.  And it’s “a.”  I don’t want to mess with all the possible stuff.”

Kiefer didn’t immediately respond.  There was a pause of at least four seconds.

“Really?”

“Really?  Of course really.  Why wouldn’t I tell the truth?”

“So, it was good but you don’t want to mess around with what might happen?”

“Yep.”

Silence.  Then he responded.

“Man, that’s great.”

Jossey rolled her eyes in exasperation and snorted. 

“Great?  You idiot.  Do you know how that sounds?  Man, that’s great that it was good and now it’s over?”

“Well, I didn’t mean it to sound like that.”

“But it did.  Or maybe you meant something else.  Was it great because I admitted something to you that’s possibly . . . possibly inflating to your ego and very damaging to mine?  That I feel one way and you another?”

“No, no.  Jeez.  Great because I feel the same way!  It was great.  Our time together.  But . . . there could be ramifications.”

Jossey unexpectedly giggled at his use of the word “ramifications.”

“Now what’s so fuckin’ funny?”

“Ramifications.  I like that word.  I think it’s the ‘ram’ in it.”

Silence.

“You there?”

“Yes, I’m here.  Why did you have to say ‘ram’?”

“’Cause it was just there.  I can’t help that.”

Jossey waited for a response, but failing one, she continued.

“Okay.  So we have this settled.  We had a great time, but we don’t want to bother with the . . . uh . . . ramifications, so we are moving on.  Hey, now that we’ve decided this isn’t going to work, Shirley won’t stay mad too long.  We’ll see one another from time to time.”

“Huh?”

“See one another.  I’ll probably see you every once in awhile.”

Kiefer suddenly wanted to be somewhere else doing something else.  Anything.  Anything but having to think about this.  He suddenly blurted out a response.

“Yeah.  Okay.  Bye.”

Kiefer hung up before Jossey answered.  Ah, well.  Probably better all around.  Jossey headed to the fridge and filled up a glass with water.  She continued down the hall to her bedroom.  Going through the nightly routine, Jossey thought about how close she’d come to getting in over her head.  Thank goodness.  Safe again.

Kiefer headed to the living room where he knew his mom would be holding court.  Halfway there, he considered whether he’d made the right decision.  He hated being out of control.  And loved it, too.  Maybe a walk would help clear his mind.

When Kiefer made his way across the terrace and headed to the steps leading to the beach, his thoughts went back to the night before.  He’d had a good time.  Jossey was fun to be with.  She was funny.  And smart.  And sexy.  And experienced.  And not clingy.  He made it to the third step and decided he had made the wrong decision.

Jossey was about to crawl into bed when the phone rang.

“H’lo.”

“So, do you really like Mom?”

“What?”

“Do you really like Mom?”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“Well, I thought about it, and I’d really rather tackle the ramifications for a little while.  If you don’t like Mom more than you like me.”

Jossey laughed.  Kiefer felt it was a good sign that she was laughing.  At least he hoped so.

“Well, I haven’t seen your mom’s chest, but I’m assuming you have more chest hair.  So, in that case, you win.”

“Ohhh.  So you like the chest hair?  Well, I’ll be sure to Rogaine it.  Wouldn’t want to lose the only thing about me that apparently does anything for you.”

“Good.  Order a case of it.”  Jossey couldn’t keep her giggling under control.

“Fuck you.”

 “Oh, I was kiddin’.  You know it.”

“Yeah, I know.”  There was a brief pause before he continued.  “So, when can you come to L.A.?  I mean, y’know, so we can see how things go.  No expectations.  No pressure.  No strings.”  Kiefer held his breath.  He didn’t know how the last part of that would play.

“Well, it’ll be at least two weeks.  But I could manage it then.”

Whew.  Apparently she wasn’t upset about that last part.

Whew.  Jossey was glad he said that the visit would be to see how things went.  In fact, part of her mind was furiously working at the moment, working to convince herself that it would be best to keep this thing at a physical level only.  And, that it might be best to keep the visit short.  Of course, the other part of her brain was screaming that it was much more than the physical.  She chose to ignore that screaming voice and then Kiefer responded.

“Good.  We can make more definite arrangements next week.  Sound okay?”

“Yeah.  That’s good.  Uh . . . ”

“Yeah?”

“Can we set a time limit?  I mean . . . we don’t want to push this thing too far, too fast.”

“Time limit?  Oh, you mean, like you’ll come for so many days?”

“Yeah, exactly.”

“Okay.  How long you wanna stay?”

“Oh, three, maybe four days.”

“Whatever you want.  We’ll go with whatever you say.”

Jossey knew Kiefer was waiting for her to finish the conversation.  She didn’t make him wait.

“Well, sounds like we have this mostly figured out.  Call me sometime next week, on my cell.  We’ll decide on times and such.  ’Kay?”

Kiefer wasn’t sure why, but there was a little something of a catch in Jossey’s voice that he didn’t like.

“Are you all right,” he asked.

“Huh?  Whaddya mean?  Of course, I’m all right. Why?”

“I mean, are you sure you wanna do this?”

“Christ, Kiefer.”  Jossey was frustrated with Kiefer’s see-sawing and spat out the following words.  “Make up your eff-ing mind!  Are you backin’ out?  ’Cause if . . . ”

“No, no, no. no.  Not me!  You just don’t sound very . . . well . . . ”

“Jeez.  Look.  Kiefer.  I won’t lie to you.  I have mixed feelings about this.  I am excited about the prospect of seeing you again, spending time with you.”  Jossey wanted to add something like ‘oh, and also fucking your brains out’ but she managed to stifle it.  She resumed with less shocking words.  “But I am still scared.  That hasn’t gone away.  So, we’ll give this a shot and go from there.  If I didn’t want to come out, I’d just say no.”

“Sorry.  I guess . . . I guess since I’m feeling the same way, unsure, I mean, I’m sure, but . . . ”

“Yeah.  I get it.  Listen, I’m beat.  So, let me get some sleep, please.  Again, thanks for the lovely vacation.”

“Yeah.  G’night.  I’ll talk to you soon.  Next week, okay?”

“Yep.  G’night to you, too.”

Jossey had already drifted off to sleep.  When the phone rang again, she struggled out of sleep enough to focus.  She reached over and picked up the receiver.

“H’lo.”

“It’s Shirley.  I know he called you and . . . ”

“Fuck you, Shirley.  I’m asleep!”

Jossey slammed the receiver down, then decided simply to unplug her bedroom phone.  She drifted off again, smiling, with pictures of Shirley’s astonished face in her mind.

- - - - 

Jossey was not fond of LAX.  Southwest Airlines flew into Burbank and she booked a flight that landed there at 3:05 on Friday afternoon.  When she called with the specific information, Jossey offered to take a taxi anywhere Kiefer designated, but he insisted on picking her up.  She wasn’t blind to the possibility that the nature of his current employment might require him to work overtime with no notice.  She told him to be honest with her if it came to that.  She really didn’t mind taking a taxi or getting a rental car.

“Forget it,” Kiefer insisted.  “I will be there.  If they want me to work OT, they’ll have to take me after I safely deposit you.”

“Well, that’s sweet of you.  I just wanted you to know that I understand when work-related stuff comes up.”

“Hey.  The weather’s been great out here.  I’ll pick you up in the convertible.”

“Great!  I love that Malibu.”

“Malibu?  No, not the Malibu.  I was talking about my other convertible.  A Porsche.”  He chuckled and added what he hoped would be an endearing comment.  “It’s the one I use to impress ladies.”

“Oh, please.  Don’t use that to impress me.  I’d like the Malibu much better.”

“Really?  That’s not the usual response to the Malibu.  What gives?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, usually the Malibu isn’t . . . well . . . it’s old y’know.  Usually the ladies want the Porsche.  Why not you?  Like I said.  It’s a convertible, too.”

“Hmmm.  You have a Boxster, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, so do I.  So why in the hell would I want to ride in a car that I drive every day?”

Kiefer began chuckling uncontrollably.

“Okay, okay.  You win.  It’s the Malibu.  Don’t wanna bore you with the Boxster.  I’ll pull up in the arriving passengers area.  I’ll try to find out about where you’ll be coming out.  They won’t let me come up where you get off the plane unless I have a ticket.  Is that all right?”

“Absolutely.  No problem.  I’ll get my luggage and wait outside.”

“No, no.  Don’t get your own luggage.  Have someone get it for you.  I’ll take care of them when they get it in the car.  Okay?”

“Sure.”  Jossey had no intention of having someone get her luggage.  It wouldn’t be that much.  But she didn’t say that because she didn’t want to get into a conversation about it.  

“See you Friday.”

“I’ll be there.”  Kiefer paused and decided to actually say what he was thinking.  “I’m lookin’ forward to it.”

“Me, too.”

And with that, the conversation ended.

On the plane, Jossey closed her eyes and allowed her mind to wander.  It’d been two weeks since she’d seen Kiefer.  She couldn’t deny that when she closed her eyes, all of her senses went into overdrive.  It didn’t take much from her imagination to feel him, smell him, taste him.  She could almost hear his growl in her ear.  Suffice it to say, by the time Jossey reached Burbank, she’d already nonchalantly placed the blanket over her twice and used it to cover her attempts to make the desire go away.

The more she thought about Kiefer, thought about how she wanted to touch him, have him touch her, the more excited she became.  Her mind replayed many of the Georgia events.  It paused at some of the hotter moments, rewound, and played them again.  Thankfully, the plane arrived at exactly 3:05 and Jossey wasn’t forced to employ the blanket a third time.  Before fetching her luggage, Jossey headed to the ladies room to perform damage control on her now more-than-damp underwear.  After a moment’s contemplation in the stall, she decided to just take her underwear off and shove it in her carry-on bag.  Too obvious to hold it up under one of the hand dryers.  Besides, the way her mind was racing it would be wet again before too long.

The drive to the airport was, for a change, not a hurried and hassled affair.  Kiefer had left in plenty of time and the Burbank Airport had little traffic compared to LAX.  The drive afforded him more time to think about Jossey.  He’d been thinking of her all day.  No, all week.  At work, between takes, he’d sat in his chair and contemplated the weekend.  He hadn’t made any specific plans.  Would she be disappointed?  He thought it might be better with her not to pull out the stops, to take things as they came.

He didn’t want to rush things.  That seemed part of the problem before.  Kiefer was uneasy in some respects.  He was excited about seeing Jossey, looked forward to it, both his brain and his cock told him so.  But he also knew that there might be a cost that he didn’t want to pay.  To enjoy her favors, her company, would require a bit more than the usual.  He knew he was lucky.  Knew he had it pretty easy.  But he’d known Jossey long enough to know that she wasn’t about to let him just steamroll over her.

Kiefer began to think back to the Georgia vacation.  It had been good.  The conversation.  The time spent together.  And, yes, the sex.  Better than in a long time.  It had actually meant something, maybe because he knew her better then most of the women he spent time with.  And it had been fun, too.  At the word “fun,” Kiefer’s cock stirred inside his jeans and he talked to it.  Out loud.

“Forget it, boy.  Not right now.  This may take a while, so just ease up.”

And so, Kiefer was still talking to his semi-hard-on as he pulled into the appropriate arriving passengers lane.  He spotted Jossey immediately.  Good god, she shouldn’t look like that.  Short black skirt, tight red sweater.  Hair down.  What the fuck did that mean?  Her hair was usually up.  Was it a sign?  Sheeeez. 

Kiefer eased the Malibu up to the curb, put it in park, and jumped out to help Jossey with her two bags.  Only two bags?  One large, one small.  Was she leaving tomorrow?  She sure didn’t bring much.  And no one had brought the bags out for her apparently.

“Hi.”  Jossey made her way next to Kiefer.  Her imagination had not tricked her, fooled her, watered anything down.  It was palpable.  He simply radiated some kind of Jossey-bait and she couldn’t deny it.  Unsure how far to take the greeting, she simply followed the “hi” with slipping her hand into his and staring into his eyes with a smile.

Kiefer, however, was sure how he wanted to respond, but figured they might get arrested for fucking in public.  So, he ran his free hand up her arm and allowed it to rest on her cheek.  He pulled his hand from hers and placed that arm around her waist and pulled her close.  The kiss that followed was one of those heart-stopping mixtures of tenderness and passion.

Shit.  Jossey knew she had to be careful.  The kiss was more than she’d remembered.  Damned dangerous.  But when it was over, she looked into Kiefer’s eyes and managed a quick smile as she picked up the smaller of the two pieces of luggage.

“In the backseat, or in the trunk?”

“Oh, backseat’s fine.”

It took Kiefer a second or two to respond.  One of his hands had innocently dropped below Jossey’s waist as they kissed, but after it got there, it explored.  Damn.  No underwear again.  Shit.

Jossey read the confusion in Kiefer’s eyes and attempted to smooth the situation.

“It’s good to see you.  I think I missed you.”

Kiefer blinked, recovered, and responded with a taunt.

“You think?  C’mon.”  Kiefer smiled at her as he picked up the larger bag and placed it in the floorboard of the backseat.  He then took the smaller one from her and placed it beside the other one.

“Is this it?  Two bags?  You leavin’ tonight?”

Jossey snorted.

“I travel all the time.  Learned to travel light a long time ago.”

As he turned to open the door for Jossey to get inside the car, she brushed up against him, briefly, but enough to add to the building excitement.  She hadn’t done it on purpose.  She had just moved before he was out of the way.  But when she’d made contact again with his body, she couldn’t deny what she felt.  Jossey wanted to throw him down in that big open backseat and have her way with him.  Now.

Kiefer wasn’t sure how he’d get all the way home without some kind of release.  The pressure had started building on the drive to the airport.  Now, things were getting even more complicated.  Would anyone really notice, Kiefer’s cock asked him, if you just threw her on the hood and did her right here?  Shut up, he responded. 

Jossey turned to get into the car, wondering what damage she’d do to those leather seats considering the state she was in.

Once Kiefer returned to the driver’s seat and eased the Malibu back into the moving airport traffic, Jossey leaned across the space between the seats and kissed his cheek.  She then nuzzled his ear.

“Yeah.  I did miss you.”

He turned towards her and grinned then his eyes went back to the moving traffic.  When he didn’t speak, Jossey asked the obvious question.

“Did you miss me?”

Kiefer didn’t say anything.  A bit disappointed, Jossey took the lack of response as a “no, not really” and started to pull away.  As she did, Kiefer’s right hand came down to hers and he guided it between his legs.  Between his legs to a growing bulge.

Then came the growl.

“Yeah.  I missed you.  So did he.”

A look exchanged between them.  Jossey pulled her hands away from Kiefer, sat up straight, and asked a question.

“How long until we’re on the freeway?”

“About a minute.”

“You want the top up, or are you okay with it down?”

“What do you mean?  I thought we’d talked about the convertible – that’s what you wanted.”

“I mean do you mind if people in taller vehicles can see what I’m about to do to you.”

Kiefer gulped.  He threw a quick glance at Jossey before his eyes went back to the road.  A slow, hissing, three-syllable word escaped his lips.

“Shi – ii – ut.”

He gulped again.

“Are you fuckin’ serious?”

In response, Jossey leaned over towards Kiefer again and her right hand went to his chest.  She slowly, slowly slid it downward.  Kiefer’s breathing got a little louder as she reached the waistband of his jeans.  She didn’t notice.  Her breathing was drowning his out.

Suddenly, Jossey’s better sense took hold.  She looked up at Kiefer and spoke.

“Can you do this?  I mean, can I do this and you not wreck us?”

He shook his head furiously up and down in an affirmative response.

“Kiefer, are you sure?  I don’t wanna die gettin’ you off!”

Kiefer laughed.  It sounded so funny and she sounded so serious.

“Whaddya mean you don’t wanna die gettin’ me off.  I think that’d be fuckin’ fantastic!”

“Bull shit.  If I’m dying, I wanna be the one gettin’ off, you hear?”

Kiefer’s laughing doubled in intensity but was abruptly silenced when Jossey’s fingers undid the button on his jeans and then tugged at the zipper until is was fully undone.  She had to go carefully over the bulge.

Jossey asked Kiefer to move his seat back a little.  She pulled away from him to give him room to maneuver.  It took only seconds and the seat had been moved back a couple of inches.  Enough for her to comfortably move around.

As Kiefer pulled out onto I-5, Jossey leaned up near Kiefer’s ear and directed him to raise up a bit.  Kiefer used his left foot and right arm to lift himself enough for Jossey to ease down his jeans a little.  Smooth sailin’ after that.

Jossey hesitated for a few seconds, enjoying the anticipation.  She felt like a kid in a candy store – so much to choose from!  She looked from Kiefer’s face to his still underwear-clad cock and back up to his face again.  She had already started squeezing her thighs together in a rhythmic motion.  Kiefer shot her a hurried look.  His eyes were wide.

Jossey moved her hand purposely slow.  She slid her fingers down into Kiefer’s underwear and wrapped her palm around his thickness.  “Ummmmmmmmm.”  She heard herself say it as she closed her eyes to enjoy the sensation.  She heard Kiefer take in a breath of air.

Jossey gave Kiefer one more chance at escape.  She looked at him the best she could with his eyes on the road.

“This is it.  I’m giving you one last opportunity to tell me if this is okay.  If you wreck the car and kill us I’ll bring you back to life so I can kill you again!”

Kiefer didn’t speak.  His right hand went to the back of Jossey’s head and he lightly pressed it down.  As she pushed down the underwear and he felt her hot breath near the tip of his cock, Kiefer was already near explosion.  This was just too unexpected.  Too hot.  He’d thought after the Georgia mess he’d have to work on her a bit before she was in the mood.

Jossey took her time engulfing Kiefer.  She wanted to savor how he felt in her mouth.  How he reacted.  And both desires were immediately fulfilled.  His cock responded favorably to the heat and movement of her mouth and tongue and she could hear his moans as she moved up and down.

Kiefer was trying to hold on.  Already an SUV-driver and a trucker had been privy to what was going on below eye-level of most vehicle drivers.  Their shocked but excited reactions had driven him even closer to getting off.  He let his hand glide down Jossey’s back to her upper thighs.  It wasn’t but a short trip for his fingers to slide under the short skirt and discover their target.  Oh, god, Kiefer thought.  Shit.  He was losing it now.  She was so wet.  And the moment he touched her she squirmed and made the most incredible noise.

When Kiefer touched her, Jossey almost exploded.  She couldn’t control the noise that escaped her and she squirmed in order to clench her thighs tightly together to prevent an instant orgasm.  She wanted to be sitting up, watching the traffic go by when she got off.  And Kiefer’s fingers had ceased movement.  She understood why.  His cock was jerking inside her mouth.

It had all been too much – too much at one time.  What she was doing, his fingers on her wetness, the second trucker staring down at them as he pulled the big rig by the Malibu.  Kiefer started filling Jossey’s hot, sweet mouth and he didn’t think he’d ever stop.  He’d moved his hand back up to her head.  He simply let it rest there as she let him empty himself into her.

Jossey loosely held Kiefer’s cock at the base with the thumb and index finger of her right hand as her lips and mouth tightly held it.  She didn’t move her head anymore.  She didn’t hold him down in any way but allowed her head to ride with his body movements, letting him set the pace.  It paid off.  He enjoyed a long orgasm.  She waited a few seconds after his movements stopped before she gently disentangled herself and resumed a sitting position.  

Somehow, the car was traveling safely between the lines.  He didn’t understand how, but he was glad.  Kiefer was presently unable to form audible words, but he did talk to his cock again.  Okay, okay.  So I was wrong.  She surprised us.  But you got off wayyyy too quick and wayyyy too much.  You cannot let me down later, do you hear?  You got a treat, so you gotta work with me later.  You understand?  Do you understand?  Kiefer’s cock moved almost imperceptibly as if agreeing to the request.  Kiefer nodded to himself.  Good boy.

Now Jossey allowed her excitement to careen down the path to release.  She reached over to pull the underwear up over Kiefer’s semi-erection but couldn’t muster the wherewithal to get the jeans up.  She was panting.  Squirming.  She wanted to feel him inside of her but knew it was impossible and this made her crazier.  Jossey kicked off her heels.  She turned her body a bit sideways in the bucket seat, facing Kiefer, extended her left leg, and rested her heel in his crotch.  She bent her right leg and her right foot came up and rested on the edge of her seat.

For the second time, a quiet, long “shi—ii—ut” escaped Kiefer’s lips as he helplessly shook his head.  He was already weak.  And now she was spread wide-open, wet and wide-open right before his eyes.  He thought he might really pass out.  Oh, yeah.  Eyes.  Eyes that should be on the road.  He kept glancing back and forth from her to the freeway.  God, the look on her face.  The skirt rode high on her thighs.  And because she was facing him, he could see up it forever even though traffic on their right side wouldn’t be able to see anything but a woman with a short skirt on sitting provocatively sideways in the car.

Get it together, Kiefer screamed to himself.  Don’t just leave her there.  Her hand had already started moving down to between her legs.  Finally forcing his eyes to concentrate on the road ahead, Kiefer’s right hand made its way over to the invitation between Jossey’s spread legs and moved her hand out of the way.

Watching Kiefer watch her briefly from time to time, knowing that she was in a relatively public place, Jossey knew she wouldn’t last long.  In fact, the moment Kiefer’s thumb began rubbing up and down her she was already beginning the end.  Jossey let her head roll back to rest on the door and watched Kiefer’s hand between her legs.  She concentrated on it as it moved and minutes later she watched her own lower body jerk and shudder as the orgasm wrenched her from the inside out.

Jossey forced her eyes up to look at Kiefer’s face in profile.  So gorgeous.  He stole a quick glance at her.  She was still twitching.  And on the other side of Kiefer, the vehicles kept passing by, some not noticing a thing, others doing a double-take at the Malibu’s occupants.  That knowledge, that some people were aware of what had and was occurring between her and Kiefer, finally wrung the last of the shuddering from her.  Jossey’s body relaxed.  She took a deep breath and smiled.  Kiefer wasn’t looking at her at the moment.  But it didn’t matter.  She wasn’t really smiling at him.  She was just smiling.

Jossey finally swung her legs around and placed her feet back on the floorboard.  She leaned over to Kiefer and stole several quick kisses – some on his right cheek, some on his neck.  Her right arm circled his waist.  She giggled when she realized his jeans were still pushed down some.

“What’s so funny,” Kiefer managed to get out.  She looked happy.

“I forgot.  Forgot about your jeans.  Here, let me help you get ’em up again.”

Kiefer repeated his earlier balancing feat as Jossey wrestled the jeans up.  When he relaxed, she carefully zipped and buttoned them again.  Damned bucket seats, she thought.  Couldn’t snuggle up to him.  But she did move as close as possible and returned her arm to his waist.

Kiefer placed his right arm around Jossey’s shoulders.  He leaned over and kissed the top of her head.  She leaned up and kissed his ear again, ignoring the hard surface in her side.  Simultaneously, the pair sighed.  After about four minutes of a comfortable silence, Kiefer put on the right turn signal and the Malibu headed down the Glendale Boulevard exit ramp.

By the time Kiefer and Jossey reached Kiefer’s Silver Lake residence, both were eager to clean up the physical evidence of the Malibu event.  Jossey sat up and took in the neighborhood as they drove down the street.  Interesting.  Diverse.  When they pulled into a drive, she was surprised that the building looked more like a business than a residence even though she knew it housed the recording studio as well.  Kiefer continued up the drive, made a slight curve, and reached down under the seat as he braked the Malibu to a full stop.  He retrieved a garage door opener and in seconds Jossey saw the third of three doors begin to open.

Kiefer slowly pulled the Malibu into its home.  The Porsche and Rover were in their respective homes, too.  Jossey had seen the set of steps leading up to what appeared to be a front door as they’d come down the drive.  When they emerged from the car, Kiefer came around to get Jossey’s two bags and asked if she wanted to go in the front door or up the garage stairs to the back.

Jossey shrugged her shoulders in response.

“Gosh, I don’t care.  Whatever.  Makes no difference to me.”

Kiefer smiled.  He had a bet with himself that she’d insist on the front door.  He was glad she didn’t.

“Let’s go in the front.  This way.”

Kiefer led the way out of the garage and nodded to a panel on the wall that Jossey then touched to close the door. When they reached the steps, Jossey offered to help Kiefer with the luggage.

“Nah.  I got it.”

She followed him up the u-shaped steps and waited as he set down one of the bags and punched a code into the keypad next to the door.

After opening the front door, Kiefer picked up the bag and entered.  Jossey followed him into a cavernous open living space where a quick glance showed her a kitchen area, a dining area, a large terrace beside the dining area, and four doorways – two of them closed –leading out of the living space.  Kiefer headed to one of the open doorways, saying over his shoulder that he would deposit her bags in the bedroom.

Before he could disappear, Jossey called Kiefer.

“Hey.  Any of these doors lead to a bathroom?  I could use a bit of freshening up, if ya know what I mean.” 

Kiefer stopped and turned when she spoke, grinning in tacit understanding.

“Yeah.  That one.”  He raised his chin to indicate the other open doorway.  “Help yourself.  Linen closet’s behind the door.  I’ll take care of . . . things . . . in here.”  With that, he leaned his head towards the room he was about to enter and grinned again.

Jossey gave Kiefer a half-smile and headed to the designated doorway.  Several minutes later when she emerged from the bathroom, Kiefer had already returned to the living area and paced around, phone cradled between ear and shoulder, listening to his messages with a pen and notepad in hand.

Jossey was trying to settle herself into Kiefer’s home.  She felt strange.  One, it was odd to know someone but not know how they lived.  Or where they lived.  She was accustomed to seeing him mostly in Toronto.  The living quarters did not fit Jossey’s idea of what she thought Kiefer’s residence would look like.  It was much more modern, more artsy, than she’d expected.  Two, she was feeling strangely hesitant about being straightforward with him now that their relationship was on a different level.  It seemed so stupid.  She wouldn’t have hesitated for one second to ask him where to deposit the washcloth and towel she’d just used if they were still just “friends.”  Somehow, things were not quite the same now. 

She shook her head to herself and again thought how stupid it was.  She looked at him as he listened to messages and took notes.  He was absorbed in the task.  Why do you feel uncomfortable?  Why, she asked herself.  You’ve sucked his cock but you feel uncomfortable about a dirty towel?  Stupid.  In the end, she’d found a built-in clothes hamper in the bathroom, but she still felt silly.

Kiefer motioned for Jossey to have a seat, but she preferred to wander and mutely asked permission with her hands to which he nodded assent.

Jossey slowly made her way around the room, looking at a few photos and awards and simply taking in the surroundings.  When she reached the doors leading to the terrace, she stopped to take in the view.  As she gazed out over the neighborhood and what skyline was visible, she felt Kiefer come up behind her.

Jossey glanced around, but Kiefer was still listening to messages, no longer making notes.  His mouth formed a quick smile as she caught his eyes, and he leaned over to kiss her neck.  She turned her head to the side to provide easy access.  He kissed her neck again, followed by a short lick with his tongue.  Jossey immediately felt stirring within again.  Damn.  She knew it was way too early for him to indulge in another round, but she couldn’t seem to get unwound.

In fact, if she were honest with herself, she’d been wound, so to speak, for the past two weeks.  Jossey continued to struggle with the recognition that Kiefer incited conflicting feelings within her.  There was no getting around the fact that she’d recently been sexually super-charged and that Kiefer apparently was at the center of the revival.  And it was difficult to think clearly about this or anything else as he kissed her neck, one of Jossey’s many “hot-spots” of late.  Kiefer’s habit was to intersperse the delicious kisses with tiny licks and bites, and it made her near weak-kneed.  She knew she’d better move away or persuade him to follow through.  A cool shower was appealing.  Perhaps necessary.  And, it would provide more contemplation time.  Jossey needed to separate her neck from his tongue so she could think.  She felt oddly prickly.  And it wasn’t connected to sex.

Kiefer suddenly jerked back, uttered a low growl, and turned and walked across the room, muttering to himself.  Jossey turned to watch him briefly, but her eyes were pulled back to the terrace.  So odd.  Nothing there.  A couple of chaise lounges and a small table.  Two bowls, presumably Molly’s.  And Molly?  Where was she?

In fact, Jossey turned back around to contemplate the difference between the feel of the room in comparison to the terrace.  The residence was opulent in some ways, sparse in others.  But it was obviously occupied.  The terrace looked sad in contrast.  Her thoughts were halted, though, when Kiefer ended his message-marathon and placed the phone and the notepad back on a table behind the sofa and announced the word “done.”

Jossey glanced at her watch.  She hadn’t changed it yet.  6:45 in Texas.  4:45 here.

“What’s on for this evening?”  Jossey wanted to know whether to dress up or down.  And she definitely craved that shower.

Kiefer had picked up the pen again and was making a few notes on the pad, apparently adding to the ones already there, when the doorbell rang.  He glanced over his shoulder, dropped the pen, and headed to the door.  The prickly feeling concentrated in the back of Jossey’s neck.

Kiefer’s head was turned towards Jossey as he answered her question and made his way across the room.

“Well, I hope you won’t be disappointed.  I haven’t made a lot of plans.  I thought we could play it by ear.”

“Sounds good to me.  As far as I’m concerned, we can have a cozy night in or anything else.  I’m really not hard to please.”

“Well, great.  We’ll be all right . . . ”

He was still looking at Jossey and speaking as he reached the door.  He approached it at such an angle that when he pulled it open, he was partially behind it.

Jossey’s eyes widened as through the door in strode a tall, blonde, buxom girl with seven foot long legs which were mostly exposed.  Her un-genetically enhanced breasts bounced enticingly with each step.

Kiefer’s eyes had been on Jossey, and when he saw hers widen he turned quickly.  His own widened before he got out a surprised question.

“Stefani!  What are you doing here?”

Miss Buxom-Blonde barged forward and dropped her expensive handbag on a table near the door.

She paused for a second, scanning the room until her eyes located Jossey standing near the kitchen.  When they did, she turned to Kiefer.

“Oh, I didn’t know you had relatives here.  Is this your aunt?”

And she began making her way across the room towards Jossey.  “Hello . . . ”

“No,” Kiefer snorted, as he followed her.  “She’s not my aunt. What are you doing here?”

Again, she stopped and turned to Kiefer.  She blinked the heavy-lashed eyelids slowly.  Oh, my god, Jossey thought.  She is Bambi.  Bambi’s perfect mouth curled into a perfect pout.

“Well, I always stay here, baby.  So why wouldn’t I be here?”  Jossey watched as the pout grew into a huge smile and the young woman returned to Kiefer, wrapping her arms around his waist.  With those killer heels on, she was a good four or five inches taller than he and when she hugged him to her, his face was buried in the pricey bosom.  Kiefer’s expression was one of utter confusion when she stepped back.

Jossey couldn’t help but smile wickedly to herself, wondering what he must be thinking.  She felt just spiteful enough to make a big deal out of this just to fuck with him.  She contemplated what she might say.

After the hug, the blonde turned and headed to Jossey again.  Kiefer’s eyes caught Jossey’s and he shrugged his shoulders.

“I’m Stefani,” she purred as she continued to walk and extended her hand to Jossey.

“Hello.”  That was all Jossey gave her.

“Oh.”  Bambi paused, waiting for a response, and tilted her head to the side as she spoke again.  “Do you have a name?”  

“Yes.”

Silence.

Kiefer shut his eyes briefly, sucked his lips in, and barely stifled a chuckle as he shook his head at Jossey.

Seconds later, he spoke again.

“Stefani, this isn’t a good time.  Jossey’s here for a few days and we have plans, so you should be on your way . . . ”

Bambi turned back to Kiefer yet again.

“So.  Jossey, huh?”  She turned back to Jossey.  “That’s an odd name.”

Jossey remained silent.

Kiefer made his way towards Bambi.

“Stefani, are you listenin’ to me?  We have plans.  You should have called first.”

When he reached her side, he took her arm and began guiding her to the door.

“Kiefer!  Surely you’re not serious.  I’ll stay here as usual.  I won’t be in the way.  I’ll be quiet as a mouse.”

Kiefer was set to make some response when the phone rang.  He picked it up, looked at caller ID, then at Jossey.

“I have to take this.  It’s work.  I’m sorry.”

Jossey nodded.

He shot a menacing glance at Stefani.

“You shouldn’t be here.  Please leave.  Now.”  He delivered the request, particularly the last word, with a confidence that it would be fulfilled.  Jossey wondered why he’d missed, or ignored, the determination in Bambi’s face.

Kiefer turned and walked to the door he’d gone through earlier – the door leading to what Jossey assumed was his bedroom.  He entered, but did not close the door behind him.

Jossey made her way to the kitchen only a few steps away.  She positioned herself behind the counter that separated the two areas and placed her palms on the cool granite surface.  Jossey felt compelled to place something between her and Bambi, to seek shelter.  But damn, she’d chosen what might be the Western-movie equivalent of the box canyon.  Unfamiliar with the layout of the living quarters, she had no way of knowing if there was a way out of the space she was now in.  She was, in effect, hemmed in.  And Bambi . . . Stefani the Amazon . . . approached her.  Jossey was not surprised that Stefani had failed to heed Kiefer’s request.

She smiled at Jossey.  It was not a pretty smile.

“Shirley told me to tell you hello on your way out.”

When Jossey didn’t reply, Stefani continued.

“I’m pretty persuasive with Kiefer, y’know.”

She had reached the living area side of the counter and leaned over towards Jossey, placing her forearms on the surface, the costly and too apparently enhanced décolletage pushing up out of the spandex t-shirt’s lowcut neckline.

Jossey wondered what the hell the woman thought she was going to persuade him to do.  But Jossey knew.  So . . . the prickly feeling had been brought on by this unexpected visit.  She stared at the two very persuasive instruments jutting out of the t-shirt.

“Aren’t you worried?”  Stefani arched one eyebrow.

“Not really.”  Jossey was controlled.  A small smile played on her lips as she met the young woman’s gaze.  After all, why be disturbed, she asked herself.  Things would be what they would be. 

“Oh?  Why’s that?”

“Just not.”  Jossey uttered the words while executing a slight shake of her head from side to side.

“Maybe you should be.”  The eyebrow again raised.

No response.

“After all, I am . . . young.”  There was a pause while Stefani eyed Jossey.  “And you’re not.”

Still no response from Jossey.

“And I am willing to do anything to please Kiefer.  What about you?  Are you willing to do anything, I mean anything, for him, too?”

No response.

Stefani stood.  She smiled rather malevolently.

“So.  You are worried.  If you weren’t, you’d be talking.”

“I’m not worried.”  Jossey tilted her head and stared confidently at Bambi.

Stefani’s upturned nose crinkled.  The eyes narrowed.

“Well, you should be.  You won’t be spending time with him this weekend, that’s for 

sure.  Why don’t you believe me?”

“You don’t have much to do with it.”  Jossey extended both palms towards the ceiling.

Stefani looked confused.

“What?  What do you mean I don’t have much to do with it?”

“Well, the way I see it, it’s Kiefer’s decision.”  Jossey smiled and placed her hands on the cool granite again, trying to gain a measure of that coolness for herself.  She had not fully recovered from the neck-kissing incident.

Stefani visibly relaxed at Jossey’s last comment.

“Ahhhhh.  Well, that’s good then.  He likes me, y’know.  Likes what I do for him . . . do to him, if you know what I mean.”  She delivered that last bit with a sinister wink.  “After all, he’s a big star.  He likes to be seen with someone hot.  It’s good for him.”  She leaned closer to Jossey and confidently announced, “And I am hot.”

Jossey thought that was the most utterly vapid response she’d ever heard.  How could he spend time with this?  Jossey’s stomach tossed.  It had nothing to do with Bambi.  Could she be so wrong about him?  She mechanically responded to Stefani.

“I see.”  But her exterior belied her interior.  She gave Stefani nothing by way of facial expression.

“Hmmmm.  I’m beginning to wonder about you.”

“Really?”  Jossey inclined her head towards the young woman.

“If you’re really not worried, then why?”

“I just told you.  It’s Kiefer’s decision.  Not yours.  Not mine.”

“So?  Aren’t you worried he’s going to choose me?”

“Worried?”  Jossey made circles on the counter top with her palms.  “No.  For one, I’d like to think that his decision won’t be utterly penis-driven.”

Stefani laughed at that, and as her head moved, the blonde waves caught the light.

“You’d better hope not.  If that’s the case, he’s mine.”

“And second,” Jossey continued, “if he does let his dick do the thinking, then I don’t really think he’s someone I want to be around anyway.”

She laughed again.  “Well, we’ll see, won’t we?”

Jossey caught movement behind Stefani and realized Kiefer had returned to the room.

“Stefani!  Are you still here?”  He didn’t look pleased.  The voice was a growl, but not the kind Jossey so adored.  This one she did not wish to hear address her.

Stefani whipped around.  

“Still here?  Well, yes, darlin’.  I told you I won’t be any trouble, won’t be in the way.”

“No, you won’t be.  I made myself clear, didn’t I?  Jossey is staying for a few days and we’ll be busy.”

As he uttered the last of this admonition, he made his way over to her, took her arm, and began ushering her to the front door again.

“Kiefer! Are you serious?  I came by taxi.  He’s gone now.  You can’t just send me outside.”

Kiefer stopped a few steps from the door and retrieved Stefani’s handbag.

“Came by taxi?  Where’s your luggage?”

“On the drive.”

“The drive?”  Kiefer opened the front door and turned back to Stefani.  She pleaded.

“Yes, the drive.  C’mon.”  Stefani assumed a cooing voice and ran her hand up Kiefer’s arm.  “I’ll stay the night and then we can talk about it in the morning when you’re being more reasonable.  I’ll make you a nice breakfast, serve it to you in bed, feed you, too.  Then we’ll see, okay?”

Kiefer scowled.  Jossey decided she would not like to be on the receiving end of that growl or this scowl either.

“No, Stefani.  Not okay.  You can sit on your luggage while you wait for a cab.  I’ll call one for you.”

Stefani was stunned.  It was reflected in her physical movement as she pulled back from him.

“Kiefer, you can’t do this to me.  It’s . . . it’s . . . you can’t do this.”

“Do what?”

“Kick me out!”

Kiefer took a long breath, evidently an attempt at bringing his feelings under control.

“Stefani, I didn’t invite you in.  You should have called first.  It would have saved you some embarrassment.”

“Embarrassment?”

“Yeah.  Don’t you feel a little silly?”  He bent his head towards her as he asked the question. 

He took her arm and led her out the door and closed it softly behind them.

Jossey wanted very much not to want to hear the conversation, so she stood still for a moment telling herself to try to be good.  But she couldn’t lie.  She would have loved to have heard what took place.  She didn’t hold back from the window though.  She walked over and pulled back the drape so she could see.  Kiefer had dropped the handbag on top of a large piece of luggage. They stood on the drive, Kiefer’s back to her view.  He was talking pretty fast if his head movements were any indication.  Stefani’s eyes were wide, but her lacquered lips were pinched together tightly.

Kiefer’s hands went to his pockets.  Stefani stepped forward, placed the ample chest somewhere near the top of his and reached around to place both palms on Kiefer’s ass.  Just as she started to dig into his flesh, Kiefer’s hands came up out of his pockets, took Stefani’s wrists, and he stepped away from her.  He pointed to her luggage, then turned to come up the stairs.

Jossey guiltily moved away from the window.

Kiefer came back in muttering.  When he saw Jossey, he searched her face for clues to her mood.  He read nothing alarming.

“Sorry.  Had no idea . . . ”

Jossey shrugged her shoulders.

“Not your fault.”

Kiefer walked to the table behind the sofa.  He opened a black leather book, presumably a phone/address book, and thumbed through it.  He then picked up the phone, dialed a number, gave the address, and hung up.  Kiefer made his way over to Jossey and took her hands into his.

“So sorry,” he said softly.

“Are you really going to make her wait out there?  It’s all right if she comes back in.”

“No.”  He shook his head.  “She should’ve called first.  Jeeeezus.  It’s just common sense.  Common courtesy.”

Jossey looked down at the floor.  Kiefer brought his right hand up and lifted her head.  He blinked, still searching her face.  He was about to speak when she beat him to it.

“Kiefer.  Tell me the truth.  Am I somewhere I shouldn’t be?  Does she have some claim on you that I should know about?”

Kiefer squinted and then shook his head before he responded.

“If she did, do you think she would have calmly introduced herself to you?”

Jossey thought about it a second or two and decided Bambi would probably have come at her claws drawn if there had been an understanding between her and Kiefer.  Still, she felt uncomfortable.  The prickly feeling had subsided, but her stomach wasn’t too easy.

“You sure?”

“Absolutely.  We date.  Period.  Well . . . we used to.  We haven’t been out in quite a while.  She irritates the crap out of me sometimes.  Besides.  She lives in Toronto.”

He hesitated, then continued.

“At first . . . well . . . things happen.”

“Sex was good and then she opened her mouth?”  Jossey winked at him.

He gave her an adorable lopsided smile and dropped both hands to his sides, looking a bit worried.  He hesitated then asked Jossey about something that had been bothering him for a few minutes.

“Did you have an argument with my mother?  Something since we were in Georgia?  Or did something happen there I don’t know about?”

Jossey was taken by surprise at the question.

“No.  No argument.  She simply, well, you know.  We talked about this the other day on the phone.   Ohhhhhhhhhh.”

“Ohhhh what?”

“You mean Stefani.”

“Hhhhhm?”

“Stefani.  Stefani told me, indirectly, that she was here because of Shirley.”

“She told you that, too?”

“Um hum.”

“Fuck.”

Jossey marveled at how many different ways he seemed to be able to say that word.  This one sounded disgusted.  He reached for the phone again, punched in a long number, waited, fidgeted, then hung up.  Jossey figured he’d dialed Shirley.  Judging by the look on Kiefer’s face, Shirley was lucky not to be home.

Kiefer walked around to the sofa and fell back into it.  He went into one of his thought-funks giving Jossey time to think.  In truth, Jossey had been worried after Stefani arrived.  Not worried about Stefani, but worried that Kiefer would choose Stefani which would mean that Jossey’s intuition had been wrong – again.  Only twice in her life had her intuition failed her about serious matters.  She didn’t want a third time to create havoc in her life another time.  Being passed over for a gorgeous young woman such as Stefani was one thing.  And get-over-able.  Having misjudged someone you’d shared your body with was another thing altogether.  Her mind reeled at having to accept this.

But he hadn’t “chosen” Stefani – for the weekend at least.  And that was important.  At least to Jossey.

As both were lost in thought, a whimpering sound filled the room.

“Molllllllllly.”  Kiefer’s eyes widened.  He jumped up and headed to one of the closed doors.  As he reached it, Jossey heard barking.  She followed Kiefer and as he opened the door a furry creature jumped waist-high trying to lick Kiefer’s face.  

“I’m so sorry, girl.”

Kiefer bent down on one knee and caressed Molly.  She stared at him adoringly.

Jossey looked into the room and was amazed.  Evidently she uttered an involuntary sound because Kiefer stood and spoke.

“That’s Molly’s World.  That’s what I call it anyway.”

“Good guh-reef.  That’s got more stuff in it than fuckin’ Disneyland!”

“Oh, it does not.  Don’t exaggerate.”  Kiefer gave her a challenging look.

Jossey leaned down to rub Molly behind the ears.

“Bull shit!” she returned as she continued to gaze into the room.  Jossey was truly amazed.  The most pampered princess in the world could not have had as much to amuse her.

Jossey shook her head as Kiefer took her arm and led her to the kitchen area, Molly pattering along behind them.

“Want something to drink?  I’m thirsty.”

“Hmmm.  Yeah.  Some water, please.  Or a Coke if you have one.  A real one.  None of that fake crap.”

Kiefer uttered a half-chuckle, somehow not surprised that she would refuse a diet or caffeine-free drink.

“Sure, I have Coke.  Ice?  Glass?”

“Yeah, that’d be good.  Ice and a glass.”

Kiefer made his way around the kitchen preparing the drinks as Jossey leaned on the bar in near the same place as Bambi had been earlier.  Jossey reflected, humorously, on how she didn’t quite fill out the space in the same way.  She must’ve chuckled aloud because Kiefer glanced at her, then away, then back, then away again.  He looked as if he wanted to say something, but was worried about it.  Jossey hated that.  She wanted him to be able to just talk to her.

“Kiefer.”

“Huh?”

“What’s up?”

Kiefer licked his lips, but didn’t say anything.

“Kiefer.  I know you want to say something.  Please don’t be this way.  Just tell me what it is.”  She tried to communicate understanding.  She remembered her hesitation to ask him where to put a dirty towel.  This was obviously much more important.

He looked over at Jossey.  This time he bit his lower lip.

“I just don’t want you to get mad.”

Jossey shook her head in near-frustration.

“Okay.  So we’ve established that you’re worried about me being mad.  So, I know that you think you’re going to say something upsetting.  Right?”

“Right.”

“Go for it.”

Kiefer poured the last of the can of soda in one of the glasses and turned to face Jossey full on.

“Jossey, I really hate to do this.  But because I left work early today, and because of the phone call I got earlier, there are some things I need to take care of.  Some reading, some choices about the things I read.”

Jossey rolled her eyes at him.

“Kiefer!  I oughta kick your scrumptious ass!  If you have work to do, then do it.  Good grief.  I understand that fully.”

“Are you sure?  You mean, it’s okay?”  Kiefer’s eyes were question marks.  “You’re not gonna throw a fit and stomp your feet?”

Jossey screwed up her face and looked at Kiefer in puzzlement.  She couldn’t even respond.  How stupid.  Why would she . . . ohhhhhhhh . . . Stefani-types.  They might tend to stomp.

She crossed her eyes at him as she made her way around the counter.  When she placed her cheek on his chest, Kiefer shut his eyes and wrapped his arms around her waist, hugging her close to him.  So easy, so hard, he thought.  Stefani, or someone like her, would pout about him having to spend time reading, but would end up being happy with an expensive gift or night out.  But not Jossey.  She made this easy, but would make other things difficult.  So good.  So bad.  Enjoy it while she’s here.  She set a limit.  That’s good.

Jossey pulled away and smiled.

“You’re so weird.  Let’s get our drinks, hit the sofa, and read.  I brought a book with me for the plane ride.  Well, for the ride and to use if you really bored me.”  She grinned and Kiefer play-punched her arm.

Although Jossey had apparently finished her sentence, Kiefer kept looking at her because her facial expression indicated there was something else.

“What?”  He prompted a response. 

“Y’know.  I really want a shower first.  Won’t take me a second.  I’m really fast.  Is that all right?”

Kiefer took Jossey’s hand and started out of the kitchen.


“Sure, sure.  I could use a quick one, too.  You go first while I take Molly for a walk.  Then we can settle in and read for a bit.”

Jossey shook her head in affirmation.

“Is that your room?”  She nodded to where she’d seen him enter twice before.  “Is that where I should shower, or should I use the bathroom I was in earlier?”

“No, in here. That’s where your luggage is.  Let me show you around.”

Kiefer made sure that Jossey knew where everything was and headed to take Molly out.  

“I like your bathroom,” she said to him before he disappeared.  “Very elegant.”

“Thanks.  Think of anything you need in here?”

She shook her head “no” but really wanted to say, “yeah, buddy, I need a bit of you in here.”

Kiefer allowed Molly to lead him down their familiar route as he pondered the events of the afternoon.  Malibu-sex.  Hot.  Stefani.  Cold.  This could get complicated.  He had to reach his mother and demand she call off the dog.  And Jossey didn’t seem overly upset about Stefani.  In fact, she didn’t seem upset at all.  He didn’t know how to read that.  Maybe she just didn’t care that  much.  So much difference.  Between Jossey and the Stefanis of this world.  Couldn’t toss Jossey out and expect her to show up again next week as if nothing had happened.  He sighed and gave up thinking about it.

When Kiefer returned from the walk, he was surprised to see Jossey already out of the shower and dressed in shorts and a tee.  She was standing in front of one of the huge mirrors brushing her hair and he had an urge to grab it and pull her to him.  He settled for hugging her from behind.  She looked at his reflection in the mirror and snuggled her backside into his crotch.  She wished he’d reach up and touch her hair.  But she settled for the hug.

“Damn, you are fast,” he marveled.

“Yeah.  I wanted to get to my Coke before it turned to water.”  She laughed.  “I told you I was fast.”

He gave her a look that said “I’m impressed” and stepped backwards.  Jossey put down her hairbrush and exited although she would have preferred to stay and watch him shower.

When Kiefer returned to the living room, Molly was on his heels.  He glanced over to see Jossey on the sofa and then headed to the other closed door, went in, and returned with a stack of bound copies of some sort.  Jossey assumed the room must be some kind of office or something.  She sat on the sofa with her back against one of the arms, her glass resting on the table behind the sofa.  Kiefer dropped the manuscripts on the low table in front of the sofa and plopped down, purposely, on her shins.

“You creep.  Stop it!”  Jossey punched Kiefer’s arm as she laughed at him.

He rolled the top half of his body over on her and placed a smacking kiss on her forehead before sitting upright again.  He leaned to retrieve one of the manuscripts and Jossey maneuvered her legs out from under Kiefer.  Within seconds, the back of her calves rested comfortably on top of Kiefer’s thighs.  His feet extended straight out and rested on the table in front of the sofa.  His arms rested on her shins as he read.  Jossey had a book, but she spent most of the time looking at Kiefer, and listening to him.

Kiefer’s animated face exhibited hundreds of different expressions as he sifted through the pages.  From time to time, grunts, humphs, growls, and hisses issued from his mouth.  Jossey smiled when he smacked his forehead with his palm.

Several times, to Kiefer’s delight, Jossey leaned over and kissed his ear, his shoulder.  A few other times, she allowed her fingers to caress the back of his neck.  She didn’t intrude.  She simply allowed him to know that she was there.  Whenever she touched him, he briefly let the left edge of the manuscript fall as he reached with his left hand to rub her thigh.  He enjoyed the quiet connection.  Why couldn’t this happen more often? 

Jossey was smart enough not to vie for attention with work.  She had long been aware that work was the driving force in Kiefer’s life.  She simply let the minutes tick on and enjoyed watching him.  She hadn’t been thinking about eating, well, eating food anyway, but her stomach reminded her that she was hungry.  She glanced at her wristwatch and was surprised to see that it was already 10:00.  Texas-time.  She reached over and touched Kiefer’s shoulder, gently digging her fingertips into his flesh.  He turned and smiled.

“Sorry to disturb your reading, but I’m hungry.  Ten o’clock in Texas, y’know.  Mind if I get a snack of some kind?”

Kiefer threw the stack of papers on the table and turned to Jossey, taking her upper arms in his hands.

“God, I’m sooooooooo sorry.  I guess you’re starvin’.”

Jossey crossed her eyes then gave Kiefer a half-smile as she leaned her head down to her left shoulder as if fainting.

He laughed and stood up, pulling her up with him. 

“Let’s go out for something.  What are you up for?”

“Well, something simple.  Nothing fancy tonight, okay?”

“No preference?”

Jossey shook her head.

“How ’bout a burger?”

“Great.  Love it. I’ll run into the bedroom and throw something on.”

“Yeah.  I’ll throw on some jeans.  Wanna take the Malibu?”

“You bet.”

“Better get something to put on later then.  It might get cool.”

Jossey nodded, but laughed to herself.  Her seemingly endless aroused-state probably would keep her warm enough.

They made their way into the bedroom during the conversation.  Jossey headed straight to her luggage which rested on a rack inside the closet door, pulling her t-shirt over her head as she walked.  Kiefer eyed the pale pink bra as he moved, head turned sideways to watch her, to the built in dresser on one of the walls.  He continued to stare at her, involuntarily licking his lips, as she tossed the shirt into the suitcase and peeled the shorts down.  He opened a drawer, removed his shorts, withdrew a pair of jeans, and pulled them on, zipping and buttoning as his eyes were now glued to the pale pink panties – panties that covered so little that Kiefer began to wish he hadn’t gotten off in the Malibu.  Oh, to pull those panties down.

Kiefer continued to stare at Jossey’s rounded behind as she removed a garment from her luggage and pulled it over her head.  It almost hurt when the dress came down over the panties and obliterated them from his sight.  He blinked.  He wanted to see those panties again.  Jossey glanced at Kiefer as she turned back to the room smoothing the bottom of the stretchy, lightweight, sleeveless dress down around her thighs.  He looked a bit guilty and glanced away.  She hoped he’d been staring at her.  If he was, good.  If not, she could perhaps remedy that before the evening was over.

The Malibu cruised down Sunset Boulevard, headed to In-N-Out Burgers.  When they pulled in, Kiefer softly uttered a string of obscenities at the size of the crowd and drove through the lot looking for an available parking space. 

“I forgot how crowded it is on Friday nights.  I’ll have to go up and get our food.  Mind eatin’ in the car?”

“Noooooooo.  Top’s down.  Evening’s great.  Wonderful!  Want me to go with you?”

“Nah.  Whaddya want?”

“Hmmmmm.  Burger with everything and fries and nothing to drink.”

Kiefer nodded before he asked a question.

“Have you eaten here before?”

“Noooo.”

“The fries are incredible.  Milkshakes, too.  Sure you don’t want one?”

“No thanks.  I’m sure.  If they have water I want some.  But nothing else.”

“’Kay. I’ll be right back.”

When Kiefer returned with the food, the aroma intoxicated Jossey almost as much as Kiefer’s Jossey-bait.  The food was excellent.  Kiefer was relaxed.  Seemingly happy.  And, apparently, as hungry as she was.  Little conversation, other than to comment on the food, occurred as they ate.  It wasn’t that they ate quickly.  They didn’t.  But the lack of talk didn’t bother either of them.  Occasionally, one of them would reach over to the other for a quick hand caress of the face or arm.  Once, Kiefer reached over to Jossey and wiped something from her chin.  When the last of the fries disappeared, Kiefer asked Jossey if she was up for a ride.

“You bet.  That’d be great.”

Kiefer pulled the Malibu out onto Sunset and followed it west until it hit the Pacific Coast Highway.  After about ten minutes into the drive down Sunset, Jossey turned on the radio, tuned into classic rock, and moved as close to Kiefer as she could without sitting directly on the uncomfortable space between the two big bucket seats.  She leaned her head on his shoulder and placed her right hand on his knee.  His right hand shifted back and forth between her thigh and the steering wheel.  He leaned his head over on top of hers when driving didn’t require as much concentration.

When they reached Topanga Beach, Jossey started running her palm up and down Kiefer’s inner thigh.  Jossey’s intention wasn’t to start any kind of plunge towards release.  In fact, she didn’t have an intention.  She moved strictly on the “if it feels good do it” principle.  She wanted to communicate to Kiefer the connection she felt with him.  The change in the previously relaxed mood was not unwelcome, but Kiefer wasn’t sure he wanted her to continue.  Only about 10:00 or so.  He wanted the “real” thing sometime before he slept.  He knew he should stop her, not take a chance at being able to pull off a repeat performance when they got home.  But he felt a bit uncomfortable stopping her.  She was obviously ready or she wouldn’t be making a move.

Decision made, Kiefer pulled into a beach access road and turned the Malibu around.  As he re-entered Highway 1 heading back to the city, Kiefer moved his right hand farther up Jossey’s inner thigh hoping the distraction would make her forget his own.  Jossey turned her head and leaned it back on her seat.  She further accommodated Kiefer’s inquisitive hand by shifting her body slightly downward towards the gearshift, slipped off her mules, and positioned her feet, spread apart some two or more feet, one in the middle of the floorboard and one near the passenger door.  

Kiefer licked his bottom lip.  Good.  It worked.  He glanced over at Jossey.  Her head was back, her mouth partially open, her eyes closed.  She was breathing hard already.  Well, shit.  No surprise there.  He was, too.  What was it about her and this car?  Or was it just her?

Kiefer was determining whether he should try to get his hand up high enough to move them inside of those pink panties when she just took his hand and started rubbing it on her from the outside of them.  She squirmed and rocked.  The damned sounds the woman made.  Drove him crazy.  Almost too hard to concentrate on driving.  

Jossey was so wound up that she didn’t restrain herself much – physically or vocally.  She couldn’t seem to get enough of gettin’ off.  She knew why Kiefer had shifted the focus to her.  She understood, and she was actually glad he did it.  She definitely wanted to feel him in her before long.  She’d been thinking about it, imagining it, for two weeks.  Enough waiting!

Jossey took Kiefer’s right hand into both of hers.  She turned it sideways, thumb facing the night sky, and placed it firmly between her thighs.  She moved her bare feet up on the dashboard, insides of them touching one another, and clamped her thighs together, squeezing Kiefer’s hand.  With her right palm resting lightly on his forearm and her left palm caressing his neck, Jossey rode Kiefer’s hand, pumping back and forth using her feet for leverage.  Near the end of AC/DC’s “The Girl’s Got Rhythm,” Jossey wound up a grinding orgasm, her left fingers digging into Kiefer’s neck, her right ones into his arm. 

Kiefer had been looking back and forth from the road to Jossey for almost a minute.  She was having one hell of an orgasm.  Jossey’s eyes were closed.  Her breathing was still labored.  Kiefer could see her ribcage move up and down when he glanced at her.  She still made low moaning noises.  He slid his hand from between her legs, trying to get her attention.  When she finally looked over at him, his eyes were back on the road.  Jossey quickly got up on her knees sideways in the seat and leaned over to whisper in Kiefer’s ear.

“Get me home now.  I want you to fuck me.  And I can’t wait much longer.”  She sank back into her seat.

Kiefer blinked.  Swallowed.  Quickest way home?  Santa Monica to I-10?  He took it.  And every mile closer to home added firmness to his cock.  He wanted to fuck her silly.  He wanted to hear her say that again.  But as he looked at her from time to time, she merely stared at the passing scenery and traffic, gently rocking in the bucket seat, a smile on her face.

Jossey concentrated on the pulse, the rhythmic throb between her thighs.  Thump, thump, thump.  Some life force trying to make itself heard.  Feed me, feed me.  She turned and looked at Kiefer’s profile, then turned back to stare at the passing buildings.  “Drive faster,” she said out loud to the night.

For the second time today, the third garage door came up and Kiefer drove the Malibu in.  Jossey got out immediately, not waiting for Kiefer to come around.  He jerked his head around to see where she was going, but she’d already headed to the back of the car and was coming around.  She reached down, took hold of the handle, and pulled open the door.  As he placed one foot on the garage floor, she pulled Kiefer up by grabbing his shirt.  Kiefer was surprised for only a second.  He was driving this train, not her. 

Kiefer’s arms went down and around Jossey’s hips and he lifted her up over his left shoulder and carried her to the back of the car.  He stopped when her back was dead center of the trunk lid and let her slide down slowly, the contact between them initiating a tandem twitching of their bodies.  She continued to look up at him, and she licked her lips.  The throbbing was so intense she knew he could surely feel it.

Kiefer suddenly pulled her back to his chest, his hands cupping her butt.  The kisses that followed were long and wet and delicious and hard and soft and noisy and breath-taking.  Jossey couldn’t decide where to put her hands so she just let them go all over.  When Kiefer slowly bent her backwards, she sank her upper body gratefully onto the trunk, glad for the support not provided by her shaking knees.

Good, lord.  He didn’t even need a cock, she thought.  The kisses were orgasmic.  What was it?  What about them made them that good?  Jossey couldn’t concentrate long enough to figure it out.  She simply laid back and enjoyed the pressure of Kiefer’s upper body on hers as he continued to smother her lips, face, head, and neck with hot kisses.  Just as she thought she would surely explode, Kiefer raised up, stared straight in her eyes with a look to make molten lava look cold, placed his hands on her hips, and flipped her over.

Oh, shit.  Jossey’s eyes closed and she lost all muscle control.  Her right cheek rested on the cool metal.  She waited.  And he made her.  Wait.

Jossey’s insides churned as she waited for Kiefer to make a move.  When she finally felt his hands, they were behind her knees.  They slowly slid up her thighs, raising the dress with them.  When the hem rested around Jossey’s waist, her eyes opened, but she stopped breathing.

Kiefer stared at the pink fluff between Jossey’s legs.  This was underwear, he asked himself?  No.  This was evil.  Bad panties.  Bad Jossey.  Kiefer’s fingers curled between Jossey’s warm skin and the flimsy underwear.  He let the fingers linger, then slid the panties down until they reached the floor.  Kiefer used the toe of his boot to move one of Jossey’s legs farther to the side.

Jossey had been holding her breath for what seemed like ages.  She closed her eyes so when he touched her again she could feel it more acutely.  When she heard the zipper being pulled down, Jossey thought she’d come right then.  What was taking him so long?

Kiefer watched Jossey’s buttocks muscles.  They tensed and relaxed.  He was taking his time, hoping the build up would be as good for her as it was for him.  Finally, he could hold back no longer.  Too inviting.  He placed his left palm on her butt and pulled the left cheek a bit to the side.  He leaned over Jossey and allowed his hardness to press against her, to be trapped between her lower back and his belly.

Jossey gulped in air.  Her head spun.  All she could think was get it in, get it in.  Kiefer nibbled her right ear.  Then he kissed her neck, then kissed all the way down her arm until Jossey shuddered.  It was too exquisite.

When Kiefer raised up and placed his right hand between Jossey’s legs, she shuddered yet again.  He didn’t wait any longer.  He eased his cock inside her, savoring the sensation, then began a slow, steady stroking.  But the wait had been too much for Jossey.  She was beyond decorum, if there was such a thing as garage-fucking decorum.  Slow was good some times, most of the time.  But right now, Jossey was too close to the edge for slow.

She stretched her arms forward and placed her hands on the top edge of the backseat.  She used them to push back onto Kiefer.  She pounded backwards on him at a faster pace than he’d set, hoping to feel him inside her as deeply as possible.  Her cheek moved up and down the cool metal, a stark contrast to her hot, flushed face.

“Fuck me!”  Jossey babbled.  “Fuck me hard!”

Kiefer’s eyes closed the first time she said it.  His knees wobbled.  The second time, he took a deep breath, opened his eyes, and reached up with his right hand to grab her hair.  His left hand still rested on her butt.  He pulled Jossey’s head up slightly and increased the pressure and timing of his thrusts.

Jossey’s response was to growl.  She met each of his thrusts with one of her own.  Soon, they both filled the air of the large space with grunts and groans and moans.  Jossey loved Kiefer’s hand in her hair.  His fingers were twisted in it and they held her head up slightly off the car’s surface.  When he starting getting off, his fingers tightened their grip and he pulled Jossey’s head up even higher.  She felt faint listening to the final truly loud grunts issuing from Kiefer’s throat.  A moment after the grunting ceased, Kiefer gently untangled his fingers from Jossey’s hair and bent back over her again, his hands resting on top of her still outstretched arms.  She quite audibly sighed, a happy sigh, before she spoke. 

“God, I love this car.”

“Are you sure it’s the car?” he growled into her ear.

“Yeah.  I’m sure.”

Kiefer brought his hand down and playfully slapped Jossey’s thigh.

“Are not.”

“Am too.”

Kiefer rested on top of her for a minute or two.  Then he stood up and Jossey heard the zip of the jeans.  She still couldn’t move.  He reached down and pulled up her panties then placed his hands underneath her hips and flipped her on her back.  When he picked her up, she wrapped her legs around his waist and he carried her to the door leading up the stairs to the back entrance near the kitchen.

Halfway up the stairs, Kiefer turned sideways and pushed Jossey’s back to the wall.  She uncurled her legs and placed them on the step beneath her feet. Kiefer looked at her for a moment, and then leaned down to part her lips with his tongue.  The kiss was a tender one.  When Kiefer pulled away, Jossey smiled up at him.  

“Hey.  I got you drippin’ down my legs.”

“How do you know it’s me and not you?”

“Okay.  I’ll give ya that.  Maybe I got us drippin’ down my legs.”

Kiefer eyed her wickedly.  He backed down a couple of steps.  While his hands led the way, running softly along her arms and then switching to her outer legs, Kiefer bent down and rested his knees on one of the steps below.  He pushed Jossey’s legs apart, the hem of her dress still partially hiked up, and engaged her eyes with an impish look.  Slowly, his tongue snaked out of his mouth, he bent forward, and started licking the liquid mixture from the inside of Jossey’s left leg. 

Jossey’s knees shook slightly.  She stared at him, watching his head go up and down as his tongue lapped her thigh.  Her brain told her there was nothing in her to flood out, but she could have sworn she was gushing.  The sight of him licking her made her more than weak.  She barely gasped out a question.

“Are you trying to give me a heart attack?  Good lord, boy.  You can’t do things like that.  You could be charged with murder!”

Kiefer cackled before he responded. 

“Murder by tongue?” 

And with that, he lapped his tongue up the right inner thigh.

When Kiefer stopped licking, Jossey was still staring down, legs quivering.  When he spoke, she was barely able to focus on his words.

“I have bad news.”

“Huh?”

“I have bad news.”

Jossey tried to clear her head.  “What?  Why would I care about bad news right now?  I’m beyond anything sounding ba . . . aad?????”   Jossey slapped the top of Kiefer’s head and she breathlessly berated him. 

“You ass!  That’s why you’re down on your knees licking me?”  She slapped his head again.  They both giggled.  Jossey tried to be serious, but couldn’t quite manage.

“Do you mean to tell me that you’re licking me because you have bad news?   You were preparing me for bad news?  Making me weak so I couldn’t protest?”

Jossey momentarily had to stop her mock tirade to take in air.

“Well, bring it on.  What is it?  You gonna knock me out, take my kidneys. and sell ’em?”

“No,” Kiefer snorted.

“You a mass murderer and I’m next?”

“Nooooo.  Stop it.”  He laughed.

“Well, then, I can’t think of anything else bad.  Hell, I can’t think of anything at all right now.  My brain’s mush.”

“Hmmm.  That ain’t all that’s mush.”  Kiefer ran his finger between Jossey’s legs.  “You got mush runnin’ down . . . ”

“Shut up.”

She smiled down at Kiefer and rubbed his head.

“So, what’s the bad news?”

He sighed and briefly touched his forehead to her abdomen before looking up. 

“I didn’t really finish the whole story earlier about the phone call from Jon . . . from work.  I have to go in for a few hours tomorrow.”  He looked at her questioningly, but she didn’t respond.   “Are you really, really mad?”

“Yes.  Very.”  Jossey tried to look very stern.  “So keep lickin’.”  She winked.

When they got inside, Kiefer headed to Molly’s World to get Molly and take her for a short walk.

“Hey.  While you take Molly out, I’m gonna take another quick shower, okay?”

“You sure use a lot of water.  You gonna pay my water bill this month?”  He had already leashed Molly and was headed to the front door.

“You gonna quit fuckin’ me or other such things so I don’t need so many showers?”

He stopped, turned slowly, blinked at her, pretending to be confused.

“Okay.”  Pause.  “I’ll pay the bill.  Shower on.”

“S’what I thought.”  She gave him a smart-assed look.

He shook his head and he and Molly disappeared into the night.

Jossey reminded herself to ask Kiefer who walked Molly, took care of her, when he was gone or when he worked late.

She headed to the shower, still a bit rubber-legged.  She couldn’t get the image of Kiefer licking her thighs out of her head.  Girl, you are in big trouble.  Big trouble, she told herself.  When he returned, she was already heading out the bathroom door.

“Jeeeez.  You done already?”

“Um hum.  I’m getting a drink of water before I turn in.  You want something?”

Kiefer shook his head negatively and headed for the bathroom, but, halfway there, he made his way to Jossey and put his arms around her, giving her a quick hug.  He pulled back and smiled down at her.

Without speaking, they spoke a lot.

When Kiefer crawled into bed, Jossey allowed him to curl an arm and leg around her.

“You need to set the alarm,” she asked.

“Nah.  I don’t have to be there until 10:00.  I’ll wake up.”

Jossey cuddled into Kiefer and he kissed her neck.

“’Night.”

“’Night.”

After a few seconds, Jossey spoke.

“Hey.  You got any more bad news?”

“Huh?”  He didn’t understand why she was asking about bad news.

“You got any more bad news you need to tell me?”

“Well . .  no . . . why?  Ohhhhh.”  Kiefer moved his hand and smacked Jossey’s bottom.   “You’re tryin’ to get another lickin’, aren’t you?  Ohhhhh.  You’re bad.  Very, very bad.”

Jossey giggled and snuggled in again.  Kiefer smiled to himself as he closed his eyes.

“G’night.”  They both said it at the same time.

