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Jossey’s eyes flew open.  Hot breath on her neck.  Then a wet, warm tongue.  Nothing like being lapped awake.

“Whaddya doin’ back there?” she managed to get out.

“Checkin’ your reflexes.  Thought you were dead.  I fucked you for two hours straight a while ago and you didn’t move.”  Kiefer smothered a giggle in Jossey’s neck.

“Shi-it.  You wish you could fuck for two straight hours!” Jossey’s words challenged Kiefer as she pulled away and rolled over to face him.  He wore the crooked smile she so adored, and his eyes were in captivating crinkle mode.  She wanted to lick him from the top of his head to the bottom of his toes with special attention given somewhere below the midsection.

“And I can, Madam,” Kiefer emphasized the word “can” as he settled his facial expression into a serious mask.

“You just weren’t awake to enjoy it!” he continued.  Kiefer placed his left palm on Jossey’s ribcage and let it slide down to settle behind her knee.

“Hmmmm.  Maybe you’re right.  I do feel a slight,” she narrowed her eyes as she stared at him, “and I did say slight, tickling between my legs.   Ooooops.  Oh, yeah.  I have to pee!  That’s what that is!”  Jossey rolled back over and hopped from the bed.  She made her way quickly to the large bathroom to perform her morning ritual – pee, wash her hands and face, brush her teeth, brush her hair, and mentally plan her day.  Kiefer followed her in and reached into the shower to turn on the water.

“I am insulted that you never woke up during that marathon sexual encounter!”  Kiefer eyed Jossey, seated on the toilet, with a contemptuous look.

“Ah.  Ain’t no big thang, sugar.  You’ll get over it.  Unless that’s how necrophilia starts.”

“Oh, crap.  Now that’s sick.”  Kiefer crossed his eyes and slapped Jossey’s arm.  He gave her the lopsided grin before he stepped into the shower.

She pondered opening the shower door and joining him.  She decided against it.  He had to go to work.  Had he wanted her in the shower, he would have invited her.  But she sure wanted to go in.  Wonder if he let Bambi in?  Oh, shit.  Stop it.  And save it.  The desire.  For later.  She cleared her mind and resolutely finished her routine.  Back in the bedroom, Jossey made her way to the closet and pulled jeans and a soft, long-sleeved tee from her luggage.  After dressing, she headed to the kitchen.

After rounding the bar separating the living room from the kitchen, Jossey realized that Kiefer had already been there.  The coffee was made and two mugs were placed on the counter.  And it smelled delicious.  She knew Kiefer didn’t care for breakfast, but she did.  She rummaged through the refrigerator looking for possible breakfast items.  Nothing but eggs and cheese.  Crap.  So, an omelette would have to do.

Jossey poured herself some coffee and rumbled around in the cabinets until she found an appropriate pan for the omelette.  When Kiefer walked in, she was searching for the toaster.  She glanced up, about to ask him where the toaster lived, but her voice stuck in her throat.  He was utterly gorgeous.  Hair was all spiked up and still freshly wet from the shower, face was smoothly shaven, tight, short, sky-blue t-shirt was stretched at biceps and rode up teasingly over tattoos, the jeans eased down on the hips, and the feet were bare.  Jossey forgot about eating for a moment.  Well, the omelette anyway.

“Are you all right?  You look weird.”  Kiefer eyed her suspiciously.  

“Huh?” Jossey got out.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah.  Sure.” 

Jossey glanced up at the clock on the back wall of the kitchen.  Ten minutes until nine.  Damn.  He’d have to leave very soon. Too soon to throw his ass up on the counter and have him for breakfast.  Kiefer’s eyes narrowed and he shot her another inquiring look.  Her face was mischievous, and he suspected she was holding back on her answer.

“What are you thinking?”

“Me?  Nothin’.  Not a thing.”

“Liar.  You’re a liar.  What are you thinking?”  He reached across the bar and playfully shook Jossey’s forearm.

“Truth?” she asked with tilted head.

“That would be good.”

Jossey’s eyes glanced down at the cool, smooth granite, then up at the cool, smooth blue eyes.  “I’m thinkin’ how much I’d like to throw your ass on this counter and have my way with you!”

Kiefer’s face instantly reflected a shocked look, but the eyes danced.

“Please, madam.  Don’t bring your perverted ways into my home.  I’ll have to ask you to leave.”

As Kiefer finished the last word, the phone rang and he stepped the few feet over to the phone to retrieve it and growl a “hello” into the mouthpiece.  Jossey went about finishing her preparation of the omelette ingredients and picking up the search for the not-to-be-found toaster.  She overheard Kiefer say a few words such as “okay,” “right,” and “that’s good.”  When he hung up, he made his way into the kitchen and behind Jossey.

“That was the alarm company.  I had the code changed so, uh . . . ” and his voice trailed off into nothingness.  Jossey thought she’d lost her hearing and turned her head around to catch his words.

“Huh?  What did you say?  About the alarm change?”

“I, uh . . .”

“Huh?”

Kiefer turned back to the living room and made his way around to the opposite side of the bar.

“Oh, hell, Jossey.  I had the damned code changed.  I couldn’t remember if I’d had it changed since . . . since . . . ” and his voice trailed off again.  Jossey shot him an exasperated look.  He resumed.  “I had it changed in case I hadn’t had it changed and Stefani remembered it.”

“Oh.  Well, why didn’t you just say so?”  And Jossey resumed the search for the toaster.  In exasperation, she whipped around and challenged Kiefer.

“Where’s the fucking toaster?  In God’s name, where do you hide it?”

Kiefer countered the frustration with “Calm down.  Just calm down.  She can’t get in now.”

Jossey gave him a puzzled and irritated look.  “What?”

“She can’t get in.  Don’t be mad!  I know you’re mad.”

“You’re damned straight I’m mad.  Madder than a wet hen!  Where’s the fucking toaster in this house?  Do you own one?”  Her pronunciation of the word “own” dripped with derision.

It suddenly dawned on Kiefer that perhaps she really was looking for a toaster.  Her face was tight and her eyes bore down on him like long, sharp needles.

He tried to suppress it, but couldn’t.  It was too funny.  All this over a toaster.  He erupted into a fit of laughter.  Five seconds into his eruption, she’d rounded the corner and was beating him on the back and shoulders.  The more she pounded him, the harder he laughed.  She repeatedly screamed “what’s so fucking funny” as he attempted to defend himself. 

Finally, Kiefer managed to grab Jossey’s wrists and stop the beating.  When he’d caught his breath, he managed to get out that he didn’t have a toaster.

“What?  No toaster?  Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me?  No toaster?”

“No toaster.  Use the broiler in that oven,” Kiefer said as he pointed to one of the three ovens.

“Use the broiler in that oven?”  Then Jossey repeated the words but louder and more slowly.  “Use . . . the . . . broiler . . . in . . . that . . . oven???”

She then sank onto one of the barstools.  Her head went down to the cool surface and she realized then, with the jolt of the coolness, that she’d lost it and she didn’t know why.  But she did know why.  Stefani knew the code.  Well, of course she knows the code, you idiot.  She stays here.  Sure she would.  You’ve never been here.  That’s why you don’t know the code.  Fuck the toaster.  It’s not about the toaster.  Yes, it is about the toaster.  Who’s ever been in a house without a toaster?  That’s utterly ridiculous.  Lame.  To the max.  No fuckin’ toaster.  And she allowed her forehead to continue resting on the granite.

Kiefer’s arm went instinctively around Jossey’s waist and he bent his head down to coo in her ear.

“I’m sorry.  I’ll go get a toaster.  It won’t take long.  Half hour at most.  I’ll be right back.”  And he began to move away from her.

Jossey swallowed.  She willed herself to move.  And to speak.

“No,” she shouted.  And she turned her head in time to see Kiefer looking at her in a surprised way.  She really had yelled.

He stood still.  Simply looking at her.  They looked at one another for a very, very long thirty seconds.  Something pleasantly strange passed between them, but neither of them could have put a name to it if pressed to do so.

Finally, Jossey took in a long, ragged breath.  Then she drew another, less ragged breath.  Then, she felt revived.  She managed a smile.  Kiefer tilted his head to one side, wary of her smile, but his face reflected a smile, too.

“I’m so sorry, Kiefer.  I’m not sure what set me off.  Really.  I think it’s a combination of things.  Please forgive me.”  Jossey’s voice was low, but very serious.  And she was emotionally moved.  Moved beyond articulation that he’d been so willing to go purchase a toaster for her pleasure.

Kiefer moved instantly to her side and he sat on the stool next to hers.

“Are you all right?”

Jossey reached her right hand to Kiefer’s face.  She gently touched it, smiled, and leaned over to plant a light kiss on his left cheek.

“Yes, yes.  I’m fine.  Really.  I don’t know what got into me.”

“Can you try to explain?  I have some weird desire to know.”  He dropped one eyelid and tilted his head in an attempt to look weird as he spoke.

Jossey eyed him, but humorously.  “Boy, you are weird.”

Kiefer smiled the crooked smile and Jossey’s world came back into focus.

“It’s stupid.  It’s all stupid.”

“No,” Kiefer replied.  “It’s not stupid if it upset you.”

“Oh, it’s just a bunch of stuff.  Last night, I woke up in the middle of the night, warm, happy, comfortable, and I asked myself what the fuck am I doing here warm, happy, and comfortable?  I don’t deserve that, right?”

Kiefer’s head tilted again and his right palm found its way to Jossey’s left arm, gently clasping it.

“So, I finally get back to sleep, and then I wake up and you’re kissing my neck and that gets me going and I want to make love and I know you have to go to work and then there’s no bacon and then I want toast, just a piece of toast for crissakes, and there’s no fucking toaster and then Stefani has the code and . . .”

Jossey was shaking almost imperceptibly and her gaze had shifted from Kiefer’s face to the kitchen wall in front of her when her voice died away.  Kiefer blinked and reached for Jossey, pulling her close to him and placing his chin on top of her head.  He murmured reassuring, senseless words to her.  Not meaningless words.  Just senseless.  Like something one would whisper to an upset infant.

Something in Jossey’s line of sight bothered her.  What was it?  She couldn’t focus.  Then she realized it was the time reflected on the clock.  Kiefer had to leave.  Now.  If he was to make it to work by 10:00, he had to get out that door.  She turned to him, purposely calming her expression and demeanor.

“Hey.  Sorry to be such a pain.  You gotta go.  Gotta get out there and earn your pay.  Probably rather exorbitant pay at that!”  And Jossey had again regained her composure.

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.  It was just silly.  Silly stuff.  I’m fine.  Really.”

“Still scared?”

Jossey gave him a questioning look.

“Of us?” he explained.

Jossey now understood.

“Oh, yeah.  Scared as hell.  You?”

“Um huh.”

They stared at one another briefly.  Not in complete fear, but not in complete comfort either.

Whatever had passed between them moments before was good, but it had not settled their minds.  Suddenly, Kiefer wanted more than anything to take Jossey up on the offer to do him on the counter and at the same time he wanted to get the hell out of his own home as quickly as possible.

Jossey’s thoughts wandered down a similar road.  He looked good.  Too damned good.  She felt stifled by his presence – his magnetism.  She didn’t want to succumb, so she shook herself internally and spoke.

“You gotta get going!  Let me get ya some coffee to take with ya!”  Jossey headed back around the counter.  “Is this one big enough?” she asked as she pointed to the remaining mug on the counter.

“Oh, yeah.  That’s fine.  And I have a car mug, too,” Kiefer explained as he made his way around and opened one of the upper cabinets to retrieve a shiny mug with a screw-on top.  “I’ll take both.”

Silently, Jossey filled the two containers and, after screwing the lid tightly on the travel mug, she turned to Kiefer, a face full of apologies.  She started to speak, but Kiefer quickly raised his right forefinger to her lips to stop her.  He didn’t want to hear her apologies. They sounded as if she cared too much.  And he didn’t want her to care.  Too much.

Jossey misunderstood the gesture.  She thought he was indicating that apologies were not necessary.  So, she grinned, picked up both containers of coffee, and handed them to him.

“Better get going!”

“Okay,” Kiefer responded, as he took the mugs and headed to the back doorway leading down to the garage.  “I’ve written down the new code,” and he pointed to the table behind the sofa, the one where the phone resided.  Jossey glanced over her shoulder to where he pointed and nodded that she understood.

“And, if you want to, and only if you want to, you might take Molly for a walk.  Her leash is to the right of her door.”  After her questions the evening before, Jossey had finally understood that Molly’s World had a “doggie door” that went outside to the top of the building.  It was a large space in which Molly could roam and take care of business – bathroom business.  When Kiefer was away, a trusted dog-sitter watched after Molly.  

As Kiefer finished up his veiled request about walking Molly, he stopped at the door, paused to slip on the clogs that waited there, and turned to face Jossey as she was replying positively about walking Molly.

She took the mugs from his hands and set them on the counter near the door, asking for instructions regarding the alarm system and inquiring if the apparatus on the front door worked in the same way.  A minute later, instructions delivered, Kiefer retrieved the mugs and was on his way downstairs to the Rover. 

Halfway down, Kiefer stopped and turned back up to look at Jossey.  He’d forgotten to ask her about plans for the evening.

“Hey.  I thought we’d go listen to a new band tonight at a local club.  You game?”

“You bet.  I’m ready!”

“Okay.  See ya later.  I’ll call when I get a break.”

“Okay.  Have a good one.”

Kiefer smiled, turned, and made his way down the remaining steps.  Jossey turned back into the house, more determined than ever to enjoy some toast.

Breakfast over, dishes washed and put up, Jossey searched for something to occupy her mind.  Not much of a television watcher, she quickly navigated the sound system and listened to some music as she considered what to do.  Molly, who’d been following her around all morning since Kiefer left, seemed to commiserate with her in her idleness.  Nothing could convince Jossey to snoop.  She desperately wanted to snoop.  But her instincts told her to leave it alone.

Jossey had managed to kill a couple of hours since Kiefer’s departure, but couldn’t bring herself to clean the already blindingly bright granite another time.  Finally, in sheer desperation, Jossey decided to take Molly for a long walk.  She made her way to Molly’s World and reached in to retrieve the leash.

Molly began barking and chasing her tail when she realized she was going for a walk.  Jossey attached the leash to the collar, glanced at the numbers as she grabbed the piece of paper with the security code on it, stuffed it in the pocket of her jeans, and headed out the door.

The weather was superlative.  The sky was an endless expanse of crystalline blue and the temperature, hovering in the upper 70s, was dream-weather to Jossey who was accustomed to the hot summer Texas weather.  She and Molly headed to Sunset Boulevard and made their way up and down block after block.  Jossey could have kicked herself for not thinking about bringing something akin to a pooper scooper, but Molly never availed herself in that way and there was no need. 

Jossey and Molly enjoyed a long, interesting walk.  They’d been gone for at least two hours when Jossey determined to go down a side street that was practically lined with street vendors selling various wares.  The funniest thing that happened on the walk was on this vendor-lined street and concerned Molly and her curious ways.  A woman with hundreds of bottles of concentrated scents approached Jossey in an attempt to sell her some of her merchandise.  The woman had uncapped one of the vials as she headed over to tempt Jossey to smell it.  Molly, however, wanted the first sniff, and as she jumped up to reach the woman’s hand holding the vial she bumped the woman just enough to cause her to spill most of the liquid onto the inquisitive Molly’s head!

Molly yowled in consternation.  The concentrated liquid seeped into Molly’s fur and she tossed her head side to side as if to get the odor to dissipate.  But no such luck.  Molly stunk.  Period.  And she knew it.

Jossey glared at the woman and the woman glared at Jossey.  She clearly expected Jossey to pay for the vial of onerous scent that had been mostly spilled onto Molly’s now clearly upset head.  Jossey had no intention of paying the woman and simply walked away, a smelly, dejected Molly trailing behind.

Jossey headed back to Kiefer’s house, knowing that Molly would want a bath.  As they approached the house, Jossey had a bit of a strange feeling, but shrugged it off and attributed it to her “Bambi-phobia.”  Mounting the stairs, Jossey stopped, turned her head to one side, and sniffed the air.  True, it was hard to smell anything except Molly.  But something seemed different.  She glanced around, but saw nothing.

Jossey remembered the security code without having to check the paper.  She reached her hand out to punch in the code and silently cursed herself as her finger punched the final digit, a six, but should have been punching the numeral below that, the nine.  Her mind had already raced ahead to hit cancel and start over, but her finger had not had time to catch up.  Suddenly, Jossey’s world turned sideways.  The proverbial stars momentarily spun before her eyes as a sharp, searing pain tore through her neck and shoulder.  She was barely aware that she was sinking down onto the porch.

Although never fully unconsciousness, the pain of the blow to her neck and shoulder blurred her focus.  But Jossey was aware of Molly’s fierce barking and of someone standing over her cursing.  Could it be?  Was it Bambi?  Oh, yes.  The disguise did nothing to hide the shape of the young woman.  The looming figure above Jossey wore a ball cap and big sunglasses.  The cursing increased as Jossey sensed that Molly’s teeth were trying to sink into the figure’s leg.  The figure bolted down the stairs and Jossey could hear the footsteps get farther and farther away.  She leaned up on her elbows briefly, but the pounding in her head, neck, and shoulder – accompanied by sudden queasiness – forced her to lie down once again.

Molly stood next to her.  Jossey opened her eyes long enough to see that Molly was suffering a dilemma.  She wanted to follow the escaping figure and she wanted to stay by her, Jossey’s, side.  The turning of the dog’s head from side to side made Jossey laugh out loud.  She thought of watching a tennis match.  But again she was forced to close her eyes and try to regain a sense of herself.

With eyes shut tightly to ward off vomiting, Jossey heard a vehicle pull into the drive.  Fuck, she thought.  It’s Bambi and I’ve got to get up.  She was steeling herself for this laborious effort when Molly began to bark rapidly, but not viciously.  Jossey emitted a huge sigh of relief when she heard Kiefer’s voice say, “Whatsa matter, girl?  Huh?”

Then Kiefer was suddenly on his knees beside her, arms behind her shoulders, raising her up.  Her eyes opened to see his concerned ones riveted on her face.  His right hand moved to her cheek.

“Are you all right?”  Kiefer lightly ran his fingertips along Jossey’s jaw line.

“I’m not sure.”  She paused to reach up and rub her right shoulder, then assured Kiefer that she was fine considering she’d been whacked with something. 

“What happened?  Are you sure you’re all right?”  But he was heartened when she smiled at him.

As Kiefer spoke, Molly nuzzled Jossey’s cheek.  Suddenly, as if just now noticing, Kiefer screamed.

“Molly!  You stink!  Girl, what have you gotten into?”

Molly tilted her head and blinked.  She appeared to chastise her master.  Jossey swore to herself that Molly raised the dog-equivalent of an eyebrow at Kiefer.

“Uh.  That’s sorta my fault.”

“Your fault?  What did you do?  Get her involved with a skunk and then try to cover it up?  God, that smell is awful.”

“Oh, it’s a long story.  And kinda boring, too.  Just forget it.  She got sprayed by a mad vial-wielding woman over on Lombardy Street.”  Jossey paused, but looked at Kiefer pitifully.  

“Can you help me up, please?”

“No way.  I’m calling an ambulance.”

“Ambulance?  Get out!  I don’t need a fuckin’ ambulance.”

“You are getting an ambulance.  Period.”

Jossey managed to grab the neck of Kiefer’s t-shirt.  She pulled herself up slightly and hissed at him.

“I – do – not – need – an – ambulance!”

Kiefer stared at Jossey for a couple of seconds, but then looked away.  When he turned his gaze back to hers, he spoke in a commanding voice.

“I will not call an ambulance now.  But I am calling my physician, and he will be coming here to check you over.  And you will be going to the hospital if he determines that it’s necessary.  And you will not put up any kind of argument.  Is that clear?”  Kiefer had emphasized each utterance of the word “will.”

Jossey read the concern in Kiefer’s eyes and did not hesitate for even a second in nodding her affirmative assent to his direction.

“Are you sure you’re okay to stand up, or do you think you should stay here until Jeff arrives?”

“I think you should help me up and get me to the sofa and have your way with me.”

“Shit, Joss.  Be serious.”

“Hmmm.  I am.”  Sickeningly, Jossey thought to herself, she was very serious.  She’d wanted him since this morning.  Suddenly, it occurred to Jossey to ask Kiefer why.

“Why?  Why, Kiefer, did Bambi do this to me?  Is she nuts?”

“Bambi?  Bambi???”  Kiefer was alarmed.  “Oh, god.  You’re disoriented!”

“No, no.  I mean Stefani.”

“Stefani?  What do you mean Stefani?”

“She’s the one who hit me.  Stefani.”

Kiefer stared at Jossey in disbelief.  It was not feigned.  He looked away for a full half minute before he turned back to her.

“You’re obsessed with Stefani, Jossey.  She didn’t attack you.”  Kiefer’s voice was level and low.

“I know who hit me, Kiefer.  And it was definitely Stefani.  There’s no doubt.”

Kiefer emitted an almost imperceptible sigh.  He squatted and wrapped his arms under Jossey’s, clasping them together around her back.  He was disturbed that Jossey’s thoughts had taken this turn.  It was ridiculous of her to believe that Stefani would do such a thing.  He’d suspected that Jossey had some jealousy issues.  Now his suspicions were confirmed.

“Okay.  Up we go.”  Kiefer hauled Jossey up to a rather shaky standing position.  He was none too gentle with her either.  Jossey couldn’t respond.  Not in any way.  She read clearly what Kiefer was thinking and was at a complete loss to respond.  She was angry and hurt and stunned all at once.

Not fooled by silence, Molly whined and licked Jossey’s leg then whimpered as Kiefer re-keyed the alarm code and opened the door as he held Jossey around the waist with his left arm.  The three of them entered the living room and Kiefer ushered Jossey to the sofa and lowered her onto it in a lengthwise position.  He then walked around to the table behind the sofa and retrieved the phone, punched in a code, and looked everywhere, anywhere, except at Jossey.

Tears were close to spilling over onto Jossey’s cheeks.  It hurt inexplicably that he didn’t believe her.  How could she convince him?  Even worse, did she really want to convince him?  Was it worth it?

As Jossey mulled over the implications of Kiefer’s disbelief, Kiefer confirmed with his physician that he’d be over as soon as possible.  When Kiefer returned the phone to its resting place, he headed to the kitchen.

“Want something to drink?  Jeff will be here shortly to look you over.”

Jossey didn’t – couldn’t – respond.  Molly remained by her side, her tongue gently reassuring Jossey as it lapped her forearm.

“Drink?” Kiefer repeated.

“No.”

Kiefer felt the chill of Jossey’s response.  Why?  Why would she insist on saying such a thing about Stefani?  If he could only show Jossey how wrong she was.  Then it struck him as forcefully as if he’d been punched in the stomach.  The video camera.  They were all over.  He need only review the video.  Besides, he should have called the police anyway.  After all, this was an assault.  Kiefer returned to the phone and called the security company, explained the situation, and, at the company’s direction, waited for a security company representative and the police to arrive.

Jossey remained virtually motionless and absolutely mute.  At last, Molly hopped onto the sofa and snuggled between the back of the sofa and Jossey’s thigh.  Kiefer made his way around to the sofa.  As he lowered himself into a seated position near Jossey’s feet, he took a deep breath and plunged into what he hoped was a clear explanation of his position concerning Stefani.  Before he spoke, he let out a long sigh.

“Joss.  Look.  I know that this Stefani thing has you upset.  But really.  She’s not the type to attack people!  It’s ridiculous.”  He paused as he looked earnestly into her eyes.  “It won’t be but a little bit and you’ll be able to tell for yourself.  The video surveillance tapes.  The security company will play them for us.”

For the first time in almost five minutes, Jossey’s hope stirred.  A video tape!  It would prove that she was right.  But twenty seconds more of thought and Jossey questioned what difference it would make.  None.  She was through.  Done.  She looked closely at Kiefer as Kiefer now looked at Molly.  A real shame.  He was so beautiful.  And she so loved being with him.  In many ways.  But this was it.  He didn’t believe her.  She’d finish out this visit and be on her way – forever.  

A strange sense of calm overcame Jossey.  The flittering, fluttering emotions covered by her composed exterior of the last few minutes were gone.  Her resolve that this was the beginning of the end had afforded her a blindingly clear look at this ridiculous situation she’d gotten herself into.  Stupid.  She had a strong attraction to this man, stronger than she’d felt in a long time, but she would not sacrifice her dignity for him.  Yet a memory from her past kept niggling at the edge of her brain.

The doorbell announced the arrival of Dr. Jeff Smyth.  As the doctor had examined her, Jossey listened as Kiefer told the doctor that he had come home earlier than expected because of some technical problems on the set that they were still working on.  Otherwise, he told the doctor, she, meaning Jossey, may have gone unattended much longer.  After about a ten minute examination, he pronounced Jossey fit and placed a small packet on the table in front of the sofa.

“Are you allergic to any medications?  Have adverse reactions to any pain medications?” he asked Jossey.

“Allergic reactions?  Yes, to penicillin.  But not to any pain medications that I know of.”

“Have you had hydrocodone before?”

“Yes, but no problems.  But I don’t think I need any.”

“You might change your mind soon.  Just in case.”  And he nodded to the packet on the table.

“Thank you, doctor.  I appreciate you coming by.  I’m sorry to have troubled you.”

Dr. Smyth smiled at Jossey.  “No problem.  None at all.  Take it easy, okay?”

Jossey smiled back and nodded.

As Dr. Smyth gathered his things and replaced them in his case, Jossey turned to Kiefer and quietly told him that if he needed to get back to work anytime soon to please be on his way.  Kiefer eyed her peevishly and turned back to Jeff who, on his way out, explained to Kiefer that the contusions on Jossey’s neck and shoulder would be painful for several days, but that there was no apparent serious damage.  He suggested that Jossey seek further medical care if the pain hadn’t subsided significantly in a couple of days.  Kiefer walked him to the door and opened it just as two of L.A.’s finest and the security company representatives arrived.

Jossey excused herself from the living room while Kiefer talked with the security people and the two police officers.  She didn’t want to be there when the tape played.  She knew already.  She settled herself on the bed and closed her eyes as the phone rang and she heard Kiefer in the other room speak, obviously, with someone from the studio.  Fine.  Be better if he goes back to work, she thought.  Allow me to sleep.

Jossey immediately forced her mind to clear.  She knew if she didn’t clear it that destructive thoughts would take over – either that or the strange niggling feeling that continued to assault her would make itself heard.  It was only a couple of minutes until she slept.  When she awoke, she was not cognizant of how long she’d napped but she didn’t feel it had been long.  Kiefer knelt by the bed and his head was on her stomach, his face turned towards hers.  The look in his eyes was pained, and it was very real.

Jossey stirred and was about to speak when Kiefer’s hand went to her mouth and he uttered a groan so pathetic that it moved Jossey to cup her hand on his face.  He pushed her hand away and buried his face in her belly.  She let him stay there.  After a few minutes, Kiefer pulled himself up and sat facing Jossey on the bed.  Both hands went up to her face and gently stroked her cheeks.  He sucked in his lips and swallowed audibly.  Then he bit the inner corner of his lower lip in preparation to speak.

Jossey felt sorry for him.  Yet, she had known something like this would come.  Had she awakened and he had not been sorrowful, she would have been devastated.  She had known what would be on the surveillance tape.  Had Kiefer not looked at her as he did now, all of her self-trust would have been lost.  She wouldn’t have been able to bear his continued blindness about Bambi.

“I am sooooooooooo sorry, Jossey.  I . . . I.”  And he stopped.

Jossey allowed him to ruminate as he stared at the sheets.

When Kiefer glanced up at Jossey again, he was ready to speak. 

“It’s . . . it’s.”  He paused briefly.  “It’s more than I can explain.  How can someone you know . . . someone you know,” he emphasized, “act this way?”  His eyes resembled those of a wounded creature.

And the niggling memory had its way.  Jossey’s mind wandered back a few years.  Back a few years to Jake, a former beau, and Dave, now also a former beau.  How wrong she’d been.  About Jake.  And sorry that Dave had not been more understanding.  She had been so shocked at how things had progressed.  When one evening Dave reported to her some truly abominable behavior towards him from Jake, she balked – yelled at Dave in fact.  And she was wrong.  And Dave had not been reasonable, not been understanding, about her insistence that Jake was a “good guy.”  She regretted that she hadn’t been able to make him understand why she’d felt the need to defend Jake.  Jake had always been kind to her.  Had never shown an “ugly” side.  All this flew through Jossey’s mind. And she knew she had to forgive.  As she had so desperately wanted Dave to forgive when she discovered the truth about Jake.

When Jossey returned her focus to the present, she glanced at Kiefer’s face, still pained.  His eyes were truly windows into his soul, and his soul was suffering.  Jossey was drawn into his eyes, and she believed she’d never get the image of them at this moment out of her mind.  And she knew she would regret it.  No matter what, he had found his way in.  Forever.

Jossey reached down.  She stroked Kiefer’s head with her right palm.

“Why didn’t you believe me?”  But she didn’t expect an answer.  She knew why.  She, too, had held on to an image of someone with whom she’d been close.  Not easy to admit not being able to “see” all sides of a person.  Nice Jake.  Nice Bambi.  They deserved one another.

“It’s okay, Kiefer.  It’s okay.”

But the look in his eyes, the look conveyed as his eyes bore into hers, did not convey okay-ness.  They conveyed remorse, disgust, disbelief.

“Not okay,” and his head shook side-to-side before he buried it yet again into her belly.

No more words passed between them about Stefani.  Jossey concentrated all of her understanding into her fingertips as they meaningfully rubbed Kiefer’s back and head.  At length, he sat up again, looking clearly and straightly into her eyes.

Jossey smiled, genuinely, into Kiefer’s face.  He followed the smile with a genuine question as he rubbed his palms up and down her arms.

“Sure you’re all right?”

“Yeah.  Only thing really hurt is my pride.  That and the fact that I’m pretty upset my spidey-sense wasn’t workin’ any better.  I felt somethin’, but not enough to do anything about it.”

The corners of Kiefer’s mouth made an upward turn.  Wryly.  Then one corner drooped and behold the lopsided smile appeared.  Jossey melted.

The phone rang and Kiefer reached over to pick up the receiver.  He muttered a sharp hello.

“No.  I told you already.  I’m not comin’ back in today.”  He hung up abruptly.

Jossey took Kiefer’s right wrist in her hand.  Shaking her head side-to-side, she admonished him.

“I’m perfectly fine.  You heard the doctor.  Now you get back to work and finish what you started!”

Kiefer pretended not to hear her, replaced the receiver, and picked up the conversation where it had ended before the phone call.

“Spidey-sense, eh?  Well, maybe Molly’s smell had something to do with that!”

Jossey managed a laugh, wondering how she could get him to go back to work, and asked where Molly was.

“Oh, I think she’s outside, airing out a bit, I hope.  At least she was.  She may be back in by now, taking a nap or something.  Tomorrow she’s got to have a really good bath.  But I sprayed her down with the hose to get rid of some of it.”  

Again, Kiefer reached for Jossey’s cheek.  “Are you sure you’re all right?”

Jossey smiled.  “I told you.  I feel fine.  It’s gonna hurt a lot more tomorrow than it does now.”

Kiefer shook his head.  “No.  Not that.  Are you fine about, you know, the other stuff.  Are you all right?”

Jossey shook her head affirmatively.

“Please feel free to get back to the studio.  I’m okay.  Really.  Physically and, y’know, otherwise.”

“We’ll have a quiet night.  Do you some good.”

Something didn’t seem quite right about his last statement.  Quiet.  No, that’s not right.  Weren’t they going to hear a band?

“No, we were goin’ for music,” Jossey said.  “You were going to work and then we were going to hear some music.  At a club.  And that’s what we should do.  You should go to work and when you get home we’ll go hear some music.”

The look that accompanied the statements told Kiefer that she was serious.

“I don’t really want to leave you here alone.”  He reached over and stroked her hair.

Jossey reached for Kiefer’s hand and turned it, palm-inward, against her face.

“You’re going back to work.”  Jossey then placed Kiefer’s hand on the bed.  “If you don’t, I’ll purposely drive you nuts with all manner of whining.”

“Whining?”

“Yes, whining.  And it will drive you over.  Right over the edge.”  She smiled and shoved him off the bed.  As he landed on the floor, Jossey rolled near the edge of the bed and looked down at Kiefer, continuing her conversation.

“I’ll just kick back on the patio and Molly and I will drink margaritas ’til we’re wasted,” she teased.

As he assumed a seated position on the floor, Kiefer appeared dismayed to have heard Jossey’s last statement.  He repeatedly bit his lips and furtively glanced from Jossey to the floor.  Jossey was puzzled, but, finally, he spoke.

“Noooooooo.”  Kiefer drug the word out slowly.  “I don’t think you and Molly should have margaritas.”  Finally, he looked Jossey square in the face.  “She doesn’t do well with margaritas.”

Jossey stared at Kiefer first questioningly, then in disbelief.  His facial expression was clear.  He was confessing.

“What do you mean?”  She took a deep breath.  “Oh – my – god.  You gave Molly margaritas didn’t you?”

Kiefer’s head went down.  He talked to the ornate rug.

“Yeah.  I was really bored.”  He looked up again.  

Jossey feigned outrage and slapped Kiefer’s head repeatedly.

“You are terrible.  You’re a terrible, terrible person.  Poor Molly.”

Molly was apparently somewhere near.  Having heard her name so many times, she bounded into the bedroom and jumped onto the bed and then down on top of Kiefer on the floor.  Jossey wanted to join the fray but knew her neck and shoulder would protest so she settled for watching the two of them wrestle and giggle until they were out of breath.

When things finally settled down, Jossey convinced Kiefer to return to work.  They decided on eating in and resting up a bit before hitting the club.  Kiefer promised to drop by his favorite Thai take-out place and bring home Gang Gai and Grajiab Tod.  Jossey promised to take it easy while Kiefer was away.  He refused to leave until Jossey had taken one of the pills Jeff left and he had admonished Molly not to bother Jossey while she slept.

After Kiefer left, Jossey went to her luggage and pulled out a stretchy, form fitting black skirt and a red top with cap sleeves and a sweetheart neckline.  Her choice was not overtly sexy, but conveyed a confidence in herself.  She then bathed and got ready all except for putting on her clothes.  She was afraid she’d oversleep and not be ready when Kiefer came home.  She’d made a wise decision.  The hydrocodone had knocked her out.  She’d been awake for only a quarter of an hour before Kiefer arrived.  

When he came in, Jossey was dressed and ready to go.  And she really was ready.  The drug had eased the neck and shoulder pain considerably. She felt rested.  And hungry.  The Thai food smelled wonderful and Jossey was so glad that Kiefer had picked up dinner on the way home.  He placed the bags of food on the bar and asked how she felt to which she replied that she was rested, well, and starved.  He smiled and they climbed onto the barstools and had a quiet meal.  Both were hungry.  Twice during the meal Kiefer reached his hand to Jossey’s forearm and brushed it absently.  She wasn’t chatty, and he appreciated that.  She seemed to understand his need for silence in order to build a bridge between work and play.  The realization that she appeared to know things like this about him gave him both comfort and discomfort.  He decided to enjoy it rather than not. 

Kiefer swallowed his last bite and indicated he was headed to the shower.  Jossey stood up at the same time and reached over placing three fingers down into the front of his jeans, playfully tugging him towards her.  She smiled and placed her free hand on his neck, pulling his face near hers.  Kiefer’s head tilted and he kissed Jossey softly several times as he allowed his hands to rest on her waist.  When Kiefer pulled her against him, she burrowed her cheek into his chest and thrust her arms between his arms and his body.  His solid frame felt comfortable to her and she began to rub his back slowly and soothingly while his hands remained on her waist.

When they disengaged, Kiefer smiled at Jossey and told her he wouldn’t be long.  And he wasn’t.  The doorbell was ringing as Kiefer emerged from the bedroom fresh and shining in black tee, jeans, and boots.  Jossey had been cleaning up after the meal and was rounding the bar as Kiefer headed to the door.

“C’mon.  Let’s go.  Randy’s here.”  And he opened the door, mumbled something to someone, and shut the door again.

“Who’s Randy?” Jossey inquired as she grabbed her handbag off of the table behind the sofa.

“The guy who drives me around when I know I’m partying.  My mechanic.  Trust him with all my cars.  And I can’t get away with drinking and driving anymore, so I just hire him.  He loves it.  He brings his computer and plays games in the car whenever he drives me.”  

“Hmmmmm.  Well, that’s good that you don’t drink and drive.  But . . . ” and Jossey’s voice faded.

“But what?”

“Well, I hope you don’t over drink.”

“What does that mean?  I just told you I’m not drivin’.”

Jossey threw Kiefer a feigned look of exasperation.

“It means I hope you don’t drink overly to where you can’t get a leg over me.”

Kiefer grinned.  Widely.  “A leg over you?  Madam.  Are you suggesting we have sex?”

“Well, yeah.  Something like that.”

“I’m shocked.”

“Get over it.”

Kiefer ushered Jossey down the back way, indicating that Randy was waiting for the garage door to be opened.  As they made their way down, Kiefer excitedly talked about the band they were going to hear.  Once the door was open, Randy came in and Kiefer introduced Jossey to him.  Sure enough, a sizeable laptop case preceded Randy into the front seat of the Rover.  Jossey and Kiefer climbed into the back and in less than ten minutes they reached their destination.

The club was not large.  It was dark and rather cozy.  Not pretentious.  The manager made his way to Kiefer immediately and ushered them to a semi-secluded table near the stage.  The table was relatively large and had three booth-like benches placed at three sides of the table, the edge of the table nearest the stage having been left open.  The bar was near the left side of the table.  After Kiefer and Jossey ordered drinks and enjoyed the DJ for a few minutes, some members of the band and their significant others, some female, some male, came to chat.  Thirty minutes later, Jossey had heard all she wanted.  Well, that wasn’t strictly true.  She just wanted sex, so everything these people said just put more time between her and what she craved.  Finally, she made a move.

Jossey leaned over and nestled her body into Kiefer’s, whispering into his good ear.

“I don’t have on any panties.”

Kiefer spit out his beer in a spray that reached at least three of the people seated with them.  He recovered beautifully, saying something about swallowing wrong and he was so sorry.  The guests didn’t linger.  Probably didn’t want to have more beer sprayed on them.

“Why do you do this to me,” Kiefer quietly implored, staring into Jossey’s face.

“Well . . . does it, uh, y’know, getcha goin’?  Y’know.  Between the legs?”

“Uh.  Yeah.  I know.  And I’m gettin’ there.” 

“Does it make you wanna,” and Jossey leaned once again into Kiefer’s ear to finish the question, “fuck?”  When she pulled back from his ear her face wore a decidedly amorous look.

“Uh, yeah,” Kiefer returned, staring into Jossey’s eyes.  The look was one Jossey appreciated very much.  It held desire and tenderness at the same time.  She was in the mood for a good romp.

“Well, there’s your answer,” she grinned wickedly.  “That’s why I do it!”  And he delighted in the wicked grin.  Jossey settled back into the booth but allowed her knee to come up and rub Kiefer’s thigh.

“Sheesh,” was all he could manage as he shook his head at her.

“Well, I did say something about gettin’ a leg over earlier, didn’t I?”  She leveled an evil look at him.

“Well, yeah.  But I thought you meant when we got home.”  He paused briefly, very briefly, before he resumed.  “Oh, fuck the band.  I can hear them later.  Let’s go.”

“No, no. I don’t want to go home!  I wanna hear the band, too.  But there’s gotta be someplace here where we can . . . can . . . y’know . . .  ”

She leaned in a third time, allowing her lips to brush his ear.

“ . . . fuck.”

This time, Jossey breathed out a two-syllabled “fuck,” rendering the word a ponderous thing.

Kiefer’s hand shot down between Jossey’s thighs as he pulled back slightly and repeated her last words.  His voice was a low growl, a sound that turned on all of Jossey’s faucets.  Finally.  After waiting all day, she felt his responsiveness, his desire, and the thought of what was to come had her hotter than an August day in Texas.  

“Someplace?”  The growl was positively evil honey to Jossey and Kiefer continued, his face no more than eight inches from her own. “ To . . . y’know . . . fuck?”  He paused, his hand traveling up Jossey’s thigh until he was assured that indeed she wore no undergarment.  And then the hand slowly slid back down.  Jossey was near the edge already.  She felt sure she had probably just fainted and pee-ed and gotten off all at the same time.  Surely not.  And he continued his questioning, although lighter in tone now.

“You mean someplace like a back room?  A storage area?  A custodial closet?  Some dark and dingy tiny place?”  Kiefer’s eyes were round with excitement though the voice remained a low rumble and his eyes had narrowed into slits.  He liked this.  Liked a dignified woman with the blessed good sense to fuck in a broom closet. 

“Yep.”  Jossey confirmed that his thoughts were in line with her own.

“Gawd, you’re my kinda woman!”

Abruptly, Kiefer’s hands went to the sides of Jossey’s head and he pulled her face to his, planting hot, insistent kisses squarely on her mouth and lightly biting her lips.  Jossey’s response was to grab onto the back of Kiefer’s neck with one hand and allow the other to make its way to his crotch, his now bulging crotch. 

Less than a minute into this hot preamble, Kiefer pulled Jossey to her feet and steered her to an area left of the bar.  As they started through an open door and into a short hallway, the bartender turned to say no one was allowed back there.  But when the man recognized Kiefer, he nodded his head affirmatively and cocked his head in the direction they were heading.

Kiefer hadn’t hesitated long when the bartender spoke, apparently sure that they would be allowed access.  Entering the hallway, Kiefer checked the two doors on the right and Jossey the one on the left.  The one she checked was locked.  Kiefer’s second attempt yielded an unlocked door to a supply room.

It seemed only seconds before Kiefer had lifted Jossey off the floor and backed her up against a narrow empty place on one of the walls.  It was no gentle move.  For a second, Kiefer’s eyes reflected alarm that he might have hurt her.  Jossey responded by mouthing the words “fuck me.”

That was all it took.  Her okay.  The next few seconds consisted of a blur of hands and clothing.  Jossey’s skirt was yanked up unceremoniously and Kiefer’s jeans were jerked down to the floor.  He tried to pull one booted foot out of the jeans, but no luck.  He fumbled with it for a couple of seconds only, too impatient to pull off the boot.  In the haze that now clouded Jossey’s mind she guessed that perhaps he wanted one of his legs free for more leverage and movement.  She didn’t ask and didn’t care.  She wanted him in her.

Kiefer reached around behind Jossey and grabbed her butt cheeks, lifting her feet off the ground.  She responded by wrapping her legs around his thighs as her arms came up to drape around his shoulders.  Kiefer pressed his mouth over Jossey’s and kissed her in such a way that she felt the same thrill she had gotten as a child riding for the first time the Tilt-a-Whirl at the state fair.  She was giddy but responded to his insistent tongue.  When he explored her mouth in this way it was as if he were opening her up in order to crawl inside.  She wouldn’t have minded if he’d tried. 

Kiefer loved Jossey’s smell—her musk when she was excited.  It made him want to lick her all over, but he didn’t have time now.  This turn of events had occurred quickly and he didn’t have time for niceties.  When he pulled his face away from hers, he knew by the sound of her breathing and the look in her eyes that she was as eager to feel him inside her as he was to be there. 

The one second of hesitation came as he tried to determine how he was going to continue holding her up and find a free hand to guide himself into her.  She divined his thoughts and eagerly enfolded his hardness in her hand, slowly rubbing up and down her clearly wet and ready lips with his equally ready cock.  Apparently, that wouldn’t do for Kiefer.  He pressed Jossey’s body tightly against the wall with his own then extricated his right hand just long enough to guide himself into her.  They were both rewarded with each other’s guttural murmurings.

For a few seconds, they stayed in that same position, perfectly still, enjoying whatever feeling they’d each gotten from that moment of penetration.  But Jossey began to squirm.  She was in a sordid little room in the back of a nightclub with a hot, hard man she wanted to possess her, physically possess her, and the whole scenario had her literally salivating.   To relieve some of Kiefer’s burden, she unwrapped her left leg from his thighs and placed it on the edge of the sink next to her so she could hold up some of her own weight.  His thrusts were short and quick now, a reflection of the hurriedness of this encounter.  Sometimes he kissed her, sometimes his lips strayed to exposed skin—her neck, shoulders, upper arms, décolletage. 

Kiefer’s left hand stayed in position cupping a buttock, but the right one now roamed, first all around Jossey’s still covered breasts then down to her waist and then along the thigh resting on the sink.  His hand was hot and firm, kneading her flesh with fiery fingertips and leaving Jossey almost as breathless as from his probing tongue and cock.  She could feel his heated breath whenever his lips wandered over her skin.

Kiefer’s roaming hand ceased its movement and clamped around Jossey’s thigh as he pulled her, if possible, even closer to him.  She responded by tightening her grip around his shoulders and pushing into his hard body, moving her lips to his ear.

“Fuck me.  Hard.”  

Kiefer shut his eyes; his head went back.  Her words were too much.  Why did she talk this way?  To make him delirious?  Slowly, he raised his head and stared straight into Jossey’s face, his eyes penetrating her.

“What – did – you – say?”  And Jossey’s heart actually stopped briefly.  He had barked the question in such a way as to make her go limp had she not wanted to stay braced for what she hoped would be the oncoming change in pace.  The snarl alone was enough to reduce her to a puddle of liquid.  But she was ready.

“I said,” she spoke aloud, and then she mouthed the words “fuck” and “me” at him and then resumed verbal speech as she spat out the challenge, “hard!”

Her eyes told him the story.  They were filled with overt yearning.  With heat.  And, yes, with need.  And he was the object of this look.  And this made him even more determined to give her what she had so politely asked for.  Well, sort of politely.  He loved vocal women, but was generally disappointed with their muteness.  Plus, the situation was certainly one to inspire a good banging, he thought.  A sophisticated lady in a dimly lit back room with one leg up on a stainless steel sink and another gripping his thighs.  And she was asking him to fuck her hard.  Yes, ma’am.  Can do.

Kiefer’s eyes continued to stare into Jossey’s when he delivered in the perfect voice of the devil himself, “I thought that’s what you said.”  

Kiefer’s right hand instantly joined his left as he positioned them now underneath the top part of her thighs just below the buttocks.  He had a firmer grip.  And he began hammering into her, the short, shallow strokes replaced with deeper, longer ones.  His face dropped to her uninjured shoulder.  It was hard to distinguish their grunts and moans.  

Jossey was blissful.  She babbled and cooed nasty nonsense to Kiefer when she determined how much he liked it.  With each utterance came a rejuvenated ramming.  How could it be more perfect, the question came to Jossey unbidden.  A man who likes my dirty talk?  A man who sparks at the idea of a little playful pat on the bottom?  Holy shit.  And she hissed some more vile words lovingly into his ear.

The crest was near its peak.  Or, in less prosaic but more real terms, Kiefer was about to get his rocks off big time.  Neither of them held back vocally or physically.  The wall was rubbed clean by the back of Jossey’s sweater, the edge of the sink had been polished with her foot and calf, and now she wanted to make sure he, too, was cleaned, so to speak—cleaned of his full load.  When Kiefer’s pace changed for the last time, so did his thrusts.  The in and out rhythm as he moved his hips front to back switched to an up and down movement producing an excruciatingly pleasurable rocking perhaps caused by him moving up and down on his toes.  The base of his cock rubbed her in just the right spot in just the right way, and, because all of her senses were so stimulated, she found herself riding the wave along with Kiefer.

It was always miraculous when this happened to her.  More often than not, intercourse alone didn’t do the trick for Jossey.  When the two unintentionally coincided, intercourse and orgasm, well, it was more icing on the cake.  When Kiefer realized that Jossey, too, was getting off, he pulled his head from the safety of her shoulder to watch her face.  They studied one another as the near simultaneous event occurred.  Kiefer continued to thrust into Jossey until she briefly closed her eyes and her face relaxed.

What followed was even better to Jossey than the well-timed orgasms.  It was what made back room encounters truly delicious.  Although it held the excitement of an illicit act, it was rendered beautiful by Kiefer’s reaction.  A true illicit romp would have had two strangers now stumbling and fumbling to get on clothes and get the hell out of Dodge and away from one another.  But Kiefer backed out of and slightly away from Jossey, tenderly taking her ankle and placing her left foot on the floor.  Then he took both her hands into his own and brought them to his lips, kissing them softly.  The unmitigated rawness of a few seconds before was followed by a genuine display of affection.

After kissing her hands, Kiefer raised his eyes to Jossey’s and placed his own hands on her face.

“You all right?  Did I hurt you?”

Jossey smiled at the concerned, crinkly face before her and allowed a long, satisfied sigh to escape her.  She was girlishly happy.  Giggly almost.  And she couldn’t help grabbing Kiefer’s face and planting a loud smack on his lips.

“Hurt me?  What does John Mellencamp sing?  Hurts so good?” 

She smiled again.  It came to Kiefer’s mind that she was happy.  Her smile was radiant.  And again he almost shook his head in wonder.  She had been eager for him earlier.  And now, she was apparently satisfied.  Beaming, in fact.  How fuckin’ lucky could he be?

Jossey attributed the rather bemused look on his face to still seeking assurance that he had not hurt her.

“No, silly.  I’m fine.  Just fi – ine!  Been thinking about you and me and this all day long.  You most assuredly did anything except hurt me.”  Her grin conveyed her satisfaction.

Kiefer smiled the lopsided smile.  And he felt that all was right in this world of the storage room!  And the rest of the world seemed pretty all right, too.  Suddenly, Jossey’s face screwed up into an accusatory look.  Kiefer blinked, ready to hear some forgotten admonition as she raised her hand and shook her finger at him.

“I’m dribbling again.  You’ve got to stop using me for a receptacle for sticky stuff!”  And her eyes danced.

Kiefer laughed and tugged his jeans up a bit so he could walk, albeit a wobbly walk.

“And we have got to start looking for something to clean up with, dontcha think?”

He turned and began searching for something to wash with.  His eyes lit on a stack of paper towels, the kind that go in bathroom dispensers, and he grabbed a handful.

“Here,” he proffered them to Jossey.  “Clean your receptacle.”

Jossey pushed away from the wall and slapped Kiefer’s arm.

“Idiot.  I give you storage room sex and you call me a receptacle!”

“Well, you started it!  You called yourself one, so don’t blame me.”

“Well, step out of my way, buddy, while I clean my receptacle!”  And Jossey playfully pushed Kiefer aside while she moved in front of the sink and turned on the hot water faucet.  It was hot almost immediately and the two of them went about a swift yet thorough wash.  It struck them both at the same time, though unvoiced, that there was no self-consciousness in this act of cleaning private places in the presence of another.  It simply felt comfortable.

As they prepared to step back into the real world outside, Jossey couldn’t resist another verbal jab.

“Hey.”

“Yeah?”

“I still got on no underwear.”

Kiefer rolled his eyes and pulled Jossey outside the small room, closing the door softly behind them.  As he expected, the bartender was pretty attentive when they emerged from the verboten hallway.  He eyed them both with more care than he probably eyed his own wife and family.  Kiefer made no obvious gestures or remarks.  He simply placed his palm lightly on Jossey’s lower back and effortlessly guided her back to their table.  The warm-up band was well into their set and it wouldn’t be long before they got to hear the band they’d come for.

The rest of the evening was warm and fuzzy.  Jossey hated warm and fuzzy.  But gosh it felt good.  She felt very close to this man, this man upon whom she turned her gaze from time to time as the band rocked.  He was engaged in the music, enjoying himself immensely, and imbibing a few too many beers.  But he was happy.  And quite affectionate.  Jossey couldn’t remember the last time a pat on the knee under a table felt quite this exciting.  She couldn’t remember the last time she felt like a teenager in the exciting throes of “first love.”  Everything he did, everything he said.  And Sting’s words whirled through her mind.  “Every little thing he does is magic / Everything he does just turns me on.”  Was Sting inside her mind when he wrote that?

When the band finally ended the set, Kiefer was ready to head home.  He was sleepy.  And Jossey marveled at the way his eyes looked when they were sleepy.  They slipped into what she titled “dream mode.”  They were sparkly and distant and appeared to be engaged in some kind of slow dance with a world that only he knew.  It wasn’t disturbing at all.  It was rather comforting to Jossey that he had this world to turn to.  She reached for his face and patted it gently.

“You ready for bed, Jack?”

The question pulled him up from his world long enough to correct Jossey.

“Jack?  I not Jack.  I Kiefer.”  And he looked somewhat puzzled that she would mistake him for the character he played weekly.

Jossey just smiled when she realized what he was thinking.

“Not that Jack, silly.  Jack the Janitor.  Y’know.  The storage room!  Jack the Janitor.  Where you cleaned up, if you get my drift?”  She grinned widely.

Kiefer ruminated on her words briefly, then giggled.  Yes.  Giggled.

“I get it.”

“Yes, you did get it,” Jossey confirmed, at which Kiefer giggled again.

“Let’s give Randy somethin’ to do, ’kay?”  And Kiefer stood, rather shakily, and pulled Jossey up with him.

Arm in arm, they strolled out of the club and around the side to the Rover.  Randy was jumping up and down in the driver’s seat because he’d just won a poker game online.  When he saw Kiefer and Jossey approach, he scrambled out of the car to open the back door.  As the two of them climbed up into the back seat, Randy was surprised to find Kiefer in a fairly sober state and still smiling.  Many a time he’d been summoned inside to fetch Kiefer or had seen him come out of some evening’s haunt clearly upset with the date du jour.

Tonight seemed different.  He was smiling and talking.  When Randy pulled up to Kiefer’s garage entrance, the two of them were still chatting it up.  He bid them goodnight and walked out the garage entrance to his car as Jossey hit the button to close the garage door.  

Kiefer and Jossey made their way up the back stairs to the kitchen entrance and, once inside, Kiefer reset the alarm.  When passing through, Jossey asked Kiefer if he wanted anything from the kitchen.  He shook his head negatively and headed to the bedroom, apparently unaware of anything except the desire to sleep.  Jossey was pleasantly floored when, halfway to the  bedroom door, Kiefer turned back to her and spoke.

“Ya comin’?”

Jossey smiled and nodded her head.

“Comin’.”

She made her way behind him and passed through the door just in time to see the shirt come up over his head.  Ummmmmmm, she thought.  What are the chances that . . . nah.  And she admonished herself for thinking about taking advantage of him while he slept.

Kiefer managed to lower himself into a seated position on the side of the bed and the boots came off next.  Sure, it was a laborious effort, but he eventually succeeded.  Jossey silently laughed as she watched him struggle with the removal of the boots.  He contorted his body in all manner of ways to get them off.  Finally, and seemingly exhausted with the effort, he fell backwards on the bed.  Jossey had pity on him and went over to remove his jeans.  The least she could do.

Jeans off, boots off, shirt off, there was nothing left to remove.  Jossey picked up Kiefer’s feet and maneuvered him into bed.  He opened his eyes and grinned up at her, and then he fell immediately to sleep.  Jossey smiled and made her way to the bathroom.  Damn.  Only one more day full day.  What a shame.  But she fully intended to make the most of what was left.  Tomorrow, they had decided earlier, would be for fun and frolic and relaxation.  And then back to Texas on Monday at noon.

Jossey made her way out of the bathroom.  She stopped at the side of the bed and stared down at Kiefer for a full minute.  His breathing was slow and deep.  His face an angelic mask.  And she smiled.  Tomorrow morning would find him animated again.  But she enjoyed staring at him in repose.  She crawled into bed beside him, draped her arm around his waist, and murmured “goodnight” as she took a final look at him before closing her own eyes.   Much to her surprise, Kiefer’s eyes opened briefly and he returned the “goodnight.”  His arm went around her waist, and they both smiled, eyes now closed, enjoying the end of the day.

