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It woke her up.  The talking tattoo.  The used-to-be-barbed-wire that was now something else but who knew what.  It was talking, but not intelligibly.  She’d been awakened over an hour ago, but Jossey simply could not go back to sleep after that—the tattoo attempting to speak to her each time she closed her eyes.  Finally, she’d given up and headed to the kitchen to make coffee.

After making the coffee, Jossey had retrieved Molly from her room.  She hadn’t really smelled bad at all.  The shower Kiefer had given her yesterday must have done the trick.  Now, Jossey sat at the end of the bed, cross-legged, facing the headboard.  Molly’s chin rested on one of her bent legs.  Jossey had been chatting with Molly for half an hour while they both stared at Kiefer.  

“Molly, why do those big fuckin’ ears look so cute on him?”  Molly’s ears twitched.

“Why does he look so – so – delicious when he’s asleep?”  Molly’s head went to one side as Jossey stared at the sleeping figure before her.

“Molly.” Jossey turned to look at her.  “You’re not answering me.”  Molly turned her head to the left, looking at Jossey, one doggie eyebrow raised.

“Why is he so infuriatingly, maddeningly attractive?”  Molly stared at Jossey, appeared to roll her eyes, and placed her chin back down on Jossey’s warm leg.

“Oh, you’re no help,” Jossey sighed as she stroked Molly’s head.

“Why, Molly? Why can’t you tell me what to do?  You’re a woman.  You’ve lived with him longer than both his wives put together!  I mean, y’know, actually living with him time.  Do you realize what that means?”

Molly once again turned her head sideways to look up at Jossey.

“It means, dear girl, that you’ve hit upon something.  Is it because you don’t talk?”

Molly’s head and upper body snapped up and she stared at Jossey as if to say “how dare you think we don’t talk!”

“Okay, okay.  So you do talk to him.  And that’s my point.  What goes on in that head?”

Molly’s head returned to Jossey’s leg.  She was coy.  Uncommunicative.

“Humph.  Suit yourself.  I guess you want Bambi back,” and Jossey over-emphasized the word Bambi.

Molly stood up on the bed.  She stared at Kiefer.  Then she turned her head to stare at Jossey.  Then back at Kiefer.  Then to Jossey again.

After a few seconds of eyeball ping pong, Molly resumed her position on the bed but kept her head turned towards Jossey’s face.  She looked rather pathetic and Jossey again rubbed her head affectionately.  They both turned their gaze back to the face in repose before them.

Jossey mused over the form.  He was partially on his right side, sheet pushed below the waist.  The now ruined, at least to her, barbed-wire tattoo screamed in her face.  And she jumped.  Because this time it was intelligible, “See, I’m hiding from you,” screamed the barbed-wire.  Yet it wasn’t really hiding – she could see it clearly enough.  The inked ivy did not obliterate the original barbed-wire.  It merely attempted to cover it up.  And Jossey felt that the tattoo spoke volumes about Kiefer, more than did Molly.  What was he hiding?  Why take something good and simple and attempt to turn it into something it was not?  Why dress it up? Or change it?  Why not let it be what it was intended to be?

This puzzle occupied her mind for more time than she realized.  When Molly’s head raised slightly, Jossey’s thoughts came back to the present.  Kiefer had stirred and turned on his back, but he had not yet awakened.  Now the chest hair and the abdomen distracted her.  Jossey was trying to decide whether or not to be happy.  The evening before had been wonderful.  But the pain in her neck and shoulder and back this morning was a bitter reminder of Bambi.  

Jossey was well aware that yesterday’s aftermath of the Stefani encounter had bound her inextricably to this man – his remorse, his self-revelation, his soul oozing from his eyes. The barbed-wire separated from the ivy.  The true man.  But being bound to someone meant simply that – being bound.  It offered no guarantee of happiness or knell of misery.  It was simply a profound connection.

She suddenly felt an urge to bolt from the room and run – run as fast and as far as she could.  But the same moment also filled her with the urge to gather this man into her arms and rock him gently.  So confusing.  So confused.  To settle her confusion, Jossey moved softly from the bed and went to the kitchen to pour herself another cup of the coffee she’d brewed over an hour ago.  Bored, Molly followed her out of the bedroom and then found something better to do.  When Jossey returned, she settled herself in the bed next to Kiefer, her back leaned firmly into the headboard.  She stared at the wall before her and reflected on her departure tomorrow.  Should she speak with him, seriously, before then?  She placed the near-empty coffee mug on the bedside table.

Jossey was conflicted about leaving Kiefer.  On one hand, she wanted to get away and think about things, to separate herself from this fast-moving situation in an attempt to get to know it better, feel more comfortable with it.  On the other, she wanted to stay and savor the sweetness of what could be, should be, had been.  If she’d had a third hand, it would have slapped her silly and told her that she was an idiot and to get the hell home while she still had a few wits about her and a still fairly whole heart!  A heart she was keenly aware could be cracked wide open by this man.

As she contemplated, Kiefer awoke.  He felt her next to him, but refused to turn or move.  He wanted a moment or two to enjoy his thoughts.  He even shut his eyes again in order to re-live the events of last evening.  The nightclub.  The backroom sex.  The coming home.  He had not been as drunk as he’d led her to believe.  She’d helped him get his clothes off.  Tucked him into bed, so gently.  He had awakened in the night, worried that she might be gone from him.  But she had not been.  And she was here now.  He didn’t always enjoy waking up.  There were surprises some times.  And regrets.  Suddenly, Kiefer wanted desperately to look at Jossey’s face, ensure that it was actually her beside him, determine why she was so still.

When Kiefer could stand it no longer, he stirred and turned towards Jossey.  She turned her head around and down to look at him.  He was happy beyond words when a smile lit her face and her hand came to rest on his cheek.  He raised both his hands to enfold hers and brought it to his lips to kiss repeatedly.

“Good mornin’,” Jossey greeted him.  He released her hand and smiled up at her.

Jossey eased down in bed, turning towards him and moving closer.  She snuggled into the warm chest, eyes closed, trying to use the other four senses to paint a vivid memory.  She analyzed his smell, licked his chest, listened to his breathing, felt the tautness of his skin.  And he held her to him.  Sniffing the hair.  Appreciating the warmth and the firm pliability of her backside.  

Jossey’s strong sense of comfort was interrupted by a pinch on her left butt cheek.  It surprised her enough that she didn’t react, thinking she must’ve imagined it.  Then it happened again, a bit harder this time.  She pushed her torso back from Kiefer and locked eyes with him, reaching back quickly to rub her cheek.

“You shithead!  That hurt.”  His eyes sparkled and she continued.  “What was that for?”

“What?” His innocent reply could’ve fooled nearly anyone.

“The pinch.  Pinches.  Why are you pinching me?”  And she followed the question with an open-handed slap to the tempting chest.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” and as Kiefer delivered the line, he pinched Jossey’s butt for the third time.

Jossey blinked, tilted her head the small distance that her prone position would allow, and stared at Kiefer incredulously.

“I mean,” she emphasized the word mean, “what’s with pinching my butt?”

Kiefer’s face became a question mark, eyes wide, lips pursed, and he slightly shook his head as he uttered, “Dunno.”

“You,” she pointed at him, “are – a – piss ant!”

Kiefer’s head shot up from the pillow.  His mouth dropped open slightly.

“What’s a piss ant?”  His face reflected true curiosity.

“An annoying creature.  And that’s what you are!  An annoying creature.  A shithead piss ant!”

“Uh uh.”  Kiefer protested the name bestowed upon him.  “Am not.”

“Are to.”

“Am not.”

“Are to.”

He grinned widely as he easily rolled Jossey over on her stomach, placed his left arm across the middle of her back to hold her down, and began to pinch her bottom repeatedly.  He chuckled as she protested both verbally and physically, flailing her arms and legs about as best she could in her position.  Suddenly, she was still.  At first, Kiefer thought it was a cat and mouse game, but she didn’t make a move.  He stopped his pinching assault and placed his right hand on her arm, chastising himself for not remembering her injury from yesterday.  

“Dammit,” he uttered under his breath, now realizing that his playful game had hurt her. 

“Oh, Joss, I’m so sorry.  I forgot about your neck . . . ” and he leaned down to coo in her ear, really worried now that she was so still and quiet.  “Are you all right?  Jossey?”

A pillow-muffled “uh huh” barely reached Kiefer’s ears.  He sat up and whispered that he would help her sit up and Jossey allowed Kiefer to maneuver her into a sitting position.  She slowly leaned back on the massive headboard, eyes closed.

“I’m sorry, so sorry.  Should I call Jeff?”  Jossey’s head moved slowly back and forth, indicating that it was not necessary.  Kiefer had risen to his knees and was very near Jossey, leaning over to catch any words she might say.  Jossey’s eyes flew open as Kiefer leaned in, startling him.  She raised both her arms, placed her hands, palms flat, on his back, and shoved him down over her thighs.  She applied pressure on his upper back with her left arm and immediately began spanking the upturned, firm behind with her right.

Jossey’s flat palm came down repeatedly but not powerfully on Kiefer’s butt cheeks.  It was delicious!  He was getting what he deserved for pinching her.  He could easily have thrown off her restraining arm and moved away, but he didn’t.  In fact, within seconds of the onslaught of Jossey’s palm, Kiefer began to squirm and giggle.  He actually raised himself up on his knees slightly to meet Jossey’s palm.  She couldn’t help but smile at his lame charade to get her to spank him, but at the same time she was thoroughly enjoying the contact of her palm with his firm flesh.  The entire episode lasted less than a minute before their combined giggles forced Jossey to stop her attack and Kiefer to weakly roll over onto his back.

They looked at one another, smiling, still stifling the giggles.

“You deserved that, you crab.  Pinching me!”  Jossey’s face beamed down at Kiefer.

Kiefer turned on his side and leaned up on one elbow, his torso draped across her thighs.

“Crab?  I thought I was a piss ant!”

“You are a piss ant.  And a shithead.  And a crab.  You’re many things!”

Unbidden, the barbed-wire, hidden beneath the ivy, spoke to her again.  “Yes, I am.”  This immediately sobered Jossey’s lighthearted mood.  Kiefer sensed this, and sat up, assuming a cross-legged position, awaiting some words from her.  But Jossey was immediately distracted from the talking tattoo by the rock hard erection staring at her from between Kiefer’s thighs, and now it talked to her.  “Hello.  I’d like to fuck you.  Would you mind much?”  Her eyes must’ve reflected this new direction in thinking.

Kiefer looked down, then up into Jossey’s face.  They stared at one another briefly.  Openly.  They blinked.  Then smiled.  Then Kiefer became quite serious and asked Jossey a question that she hadn’t expected.

“What do you enjoy?  What would you like me to do?”  

Jossey almost gasped aloud.  Not at the words, no.  But at Kiefer’s sincerity.  No ivy here in this face, in these words.  His palpable desire was to please her.  And it was honest.  She recovered for a few seconds and then replied.

“Honestly?”

He shook his head affirmatively.

“At this moment, what I would like more than anything is for you to do what you are moved to do.”

Kiefer cocked his head slightly sideways in a questioning move.

She attempted to clarify.

“I want to feel what you want me to feel.  I want to take what you most want to give at this moment.  That’s it.”

Kiefer looked into Jossey’s eyes for a few seconds before his hand went to her cheek.  She wasn’t faking.  She wanted him to do whatever he felt like doing.  And what he felt like doing was making love to her for days even though he knew it was impossible.  Gone tomorrow.  She’d be gone.

Jossey’s concentration focused on the eyelashes.  Surely they created a wind when they swept down on his cheeks and then up again.  If she were very still, she considered, would she be able to feel that precious wind?

But the lashes were gone.  Gone because Kiefer’s face and hands and body were all over her now, protecting her, exciting her, claiming her.  Jossey closed her eyes and let it come – the overwhelming feelings.  Hot lips seemed everywhere at once.  On her mouth, then her neck, her nipple, her inner thigh, her ankle, ohhhhhhhhhh, her ankle – how delicious.

Kiefer had pulled Jossey into a prone position in the flurry of kisses and now knelt between her spread legs, bending sideways, back and forth, kissing her ankles and calves, working his way up slowly.  Jossey let go, completely.  She didn’t allow any questions, reservations, or doubts to mar this moment.  She simply existed to be pleasured.

Kiefer felt Jossey let go when he started kissing her ankles.  He was overjoyed.  He was aware that she sometimes held back, as did he.  But now her breathing was audible and her body rolled almost imperceptibly from side to side, an indication, he hoped, that she was enjoying the sensations he wanted her to experience.  Her eyes were closed.  A slight smile played on her lips.  Kiefer looked back down, directing his gaze to his eventual target.  But that would be a while.  He wanted to take his time.  She tasted too good to hurry.  And he began kissing her knees.

By the time Kiefer’s tongue and lips had reached Jossey’s inner thighs, and for all she knew it could’ve been seconds or hours, she moaned and threw her arms across her face, squirming for release, rocking her hips up and down, first the left, then the right.  But the tension, the build up, was exquisite and she savored it while it lasted.  And lasted.  Again, Kiefer briefly raised his head long enough to look at Jossey’s face.  Her arms obscured his view, but her movements and sounds told him she was in a frenzy.  He lowered his head and simultaneously plunged his tongue into her while allowing his palms to sweep slowly down her body from shoulders to upper thighs.

By the time Kiefer’s hands had reached Jossey’s thighs, she had already died twice, she was quite sure.  The unannounced entry of his tongue and the heat of his palms on her body had driven her so close to the edge that Jossey screamed.  When he clamped his hands around the back of her thighs and lifted her up into his face, she died again.  What was that?  Three?  Can you die three times, she thought?

Kiefer’s entire torso was now straight up and he had pulled Jossey’s body into an upward position, most of her weight resting on her shoulders.  Somewhere, her brain tried to tell her that this hurt like hell, but she could only focus on the tongue.  The lazy, lapping tongue.  The unhurried, maddening tongue.  The worship-worthy, circling tongue.  What would happen?  How would he clean it all up?  Clean up the explosion of her body into a billion pieces when it came?  The explosion. When she came.

But he did magical things.  Kept her from exploding.  A thousand times.  A thousand times she was near and a thousand and one he changed pace, pressure, position – holding her in a state of perpetual almost-orgasm.  She was weary almost.  Now sweating.  Now groaning.  And finally Kiefer barely heard a whimpered “please.”  That was it.  An almost inaudible “please.”  He looked down at her at the very instant that she opened her eyes for the first time since this blissful assault had begun.  And he enjoyed what he saw.  She was wild.  Uninhibited.  True.  Desire couldn’t have been more clearly written in ink than it was on her face. In her eyes.  And she blinked and breathed heavily and mouthed the word “please” into his eyes.  He smiled assent and buried his head back into his business.

Had Jossey been able to see herself, after the fact, of course, she would have died laughing.  She shook like a quivering Chihuahua.  Then, more exciting than funny, she shuddered and rolled and jerked and grunted and moaned and uttered the longest “ahhhhhh” that had ever come from her mouth.  And she’d stopped breathing.  Several times. And she had exploded, into pieces, right?  If not, then her brain would be working.  But since it wasn’t, then she felt sure she’d exploded.  She couldn’t feel her legs, her hands, her aching neck, anything.  She was aware only of the sensation between her thighs.  Her core.  Her being.  And she couldn’t move.  Was utterly limp and pliable.

Kiefer remained, face buried between Jossey’s wet legs, long after her shuddering had ceased.  He breathed in her smell.  Intoxicated.  Savored her wetness, reveled in it, patted himself on the back for it.  He wanted to hold her like this forever.  Pliant.  Worn down.  Satisfied.  His.

And the thought scared him.  His.  He didn’t want anyone to be his.  He abruptly pulled his head from her warmth but was met with the most beautiful face staring at him.  She was radiant.  Sweaty, yes.  But radiant.  And he marveled yet again that he’d done this to her.  Her palm came up to his face and she made a feeble attempt to wipe the dampness from his cheeks and chin and lips and forehead and nose.  Gently, he lowered Jossey back into a prone position.  He caught her wince as he did so and knew that the neck and shoulder had been compromised in the upright position.

Before he could say anything, Jossey’s finger shot up to his lips, silencing him.  She continued to smile and pulled his face down to hers.  She licked and lapped his face, covering old wetness with new.  She enjoyed her smell, her taste, upon her own tongue.  And then Kiefer’s tongue delved into her mouth and started another tidal wave of sensation.

When he disengaged his tongue, Kiefer’s husky voice reached her ears, asking if he should stop, if her shoulder and neck were hurting too badly to continue.  She shook her head “no.”  In what seemed like one movement, he had backed off the bed, turned her belly-side down, and pulled her towards the edge of the bed holding her lower body and legs up by placing his hands under the tops of her thighs.  She held her legs straight out from the knees down while Kiefer’s hands cradled them from the knees up. The breath went out of her when he held her up briefly with his left hand while using the right one to slowly penetrate her.  It seemed to go on forever.

Kiefer watched his cock deliberately make its way into Jossey.  He moved snail-like, appreciating the sensation the smooth, tight lining made on his own skin.  He loved her openness to him, the yawning invitation.  His gaze moved upwards.  Her shoulder blades jutted back and out, creating a narrow but tempting valley down the length of her spine. 

Kiefer was possessed with the sudden urge to run his cock down that valley.  To fuck it.  Softly.  Before full penetration had occurred, Kiefer pulled out of Jossey and lowered her legs to the floor.  He then went down on the edge of the bed on his knees straddling her back, bending forward and bracing himself with his left hand on the bed.

With his right hand guiding, Kiefer allowed the tip of his cock to make its way from Jossey’s neck to her lower spine, shifting position as needed.  Jossey’s curiosity, piqued when he had pulled out of her, was suddenly answered.  Good lord almighty.  He was fucking her back.  Jossey had never felt anything like it before.  She gasped, wondering what other unknown pleasures might come her way if she bided her time.  

Kiefer concentrated on the smooth valley that he subjugated.  Friction.  Not good now.  He reached his right hand behind him and down and plunged it into Jossey to retrieve the friction-relieving wetness the valley craved.  He slowly wiped his wet fingers down her back.  When he repeated the gesture, Jossey almost lost consciousness.  He resumed prodding her back up and down with his cock until she was near delirious trying to imagine what it looked like, how it felt for him.

At length, Kiefer tired of the valley and stood again, scooping up Jossey’s legs as he had before.  The slow infiltration of her being began again.  Jossey was beyond coherent thought.  She simply concentrated on the feelings, the physical feelings, produced by this desired intrusion.  By this time, all of Jossey’s nerve-endings were excited to the point, almost, of pain.  Kiefer’s slow-gaited plodding into her had reduced her to a whimpering, babbling idiot.  Every thrust sent heretofore unfelt sensations up to Jossey’s brain to be deciphered.  But no deciphering took place.  Just a continued string of garbled messages.  Sensuous synaptic electricity. And this went on.  And on.

But something in Jossey finally awoke.  Something primal.  Elemental.  And she no longer desired prodding.  She pulled forward on the bed, eliciting a surprised grunt from Kiefer.  Before he could form words, Jossey was around the bed and pushing Kiefer back against the headboard in a seated position.  She stared, tongue out, at the glistening cock.  So hard, so wet.  She wanted to ride it for weeks.  Jossey stood up on the bed and straddled Kiefer.  He looked up at her, eyes wide.  They widened even more as she slowly eased herself down into a squatting position over his dancing cock.

Together, they made the pieces fit.  Jossey’s weight rested on her shins from knees to tops of feet.  Kiefer’s arms came round behind her and caressed her back as she moved forward and back, then side to side.  Now she knew why she’d wanted this.  She got to look at him look at her.  And their eyes stayed locked on one another throughout most of the journey.  Jossey didn’t exhibit Kiefer’s cool restraint of moments ago.  This journey would be rougher and shorter.  When she’d worked herself into quite a frenzy, Jossey reached both hands up to grasp tightly the top edge of the headboard so she could move her body up and down, up and down the length of Kiefer’s still solid cock.

Her movements grew jerkier, her eyes wilder, her grunting louder, and Kiefer’s resolve softened.  The harder and faster she pumped up and down the closer he came to exploding inside her.  Then she moved her hands from the headboard to firmly grasp his upper arms for leverage.  This movement pushed his body back into the headboard and he felt slightly constrained as if she were pinning him down.  And he did not balk.  In fact, it sent him over.  He didn’t mind that she held him to the hardness of the bed.  That slight touch of restraint made him think of the earlier spanking and how it had made him feel and he unceremoniously gushed what seemed a ton of hot liquid into Jossey all the while staring at her and she at him.  He pumped his lower body the best he could given his position.  She sucked his heat into her own.  Kiefer knew he was groaning, but couldn’t be sure whether it was aloud or in his head.  It seemed deafening though, aloud or silent.

Jossey reached into Kiefer’s eyes with her own.  He wasn’t hiding now.  There was no ivy obscuring the barbed-wire.  This was a man.  A man who was not feigning or running or covering up.  And she remained open to him, too.  And he knew this.  They could see that each had been moved. They continued to gaze at one another, and though it did not become uncomfortable, it did become too intense.  They were open, broken, and bleeding.  And Jossey was suddenly afraid they’d bleed to death.  A break was required.  Physical and emotional.

Jossey felt no embarrassment at her “take over.”  And she knew Kiefer wasn’t bothered either, but she felt that a way to break the intensity was to apologize and give him the opportunity to complain should he so desire.

She took a deep breath for strength and smiled, close-mouthed. Then she suppressed a giggle by biting down on her lower lip.

“Sorry,” she looked sheepishly at him.  “I got carried away.” She gave a slight shrug of the shoulders.

Kiefer shook his head and scolded her with his eyes, but was relieved that she’d had the strength to break the spell.

“Well, you should be sorry,” he snorted.  “And you should never do that again for about a couple hours.”

Jossey exploded into laughter.  The intensity had passed.

“Ha! A couple hours?  Like you could stand it again in a couple hours.  You’re mush.” 

She pushed her hands onto his chest as if testing for that quality.

“I’m mush?” Kiefer asked slowly as he made an accusing face at her, eyes squinched together, questioning.

“Yeah.  You’re mush.” She withdrew her hands from his chest.

Kiefer’s eyes crinkled again.  He turned his head sideways and nodded it slightly as he started talking again.

“Have you checked out that fuckin’ water fountain you carry around so innocently between your legs everyday?  They could place that thing in a garden in front of the fuckin’ Hague and it wouldn’t be overwhelmed.”

“Oh, fuck you.”  Jossey slapped Kiefer’s head.  He grabbed her hand and kissed her inner wrist.

“You just did.”

“Oh, yeah.”  She looked away and then back again.  “Right.”  Jossey blinked a few times and then Kiefer felt it.  He knew she was about to hop up.

As the movement began, he grasped her other wrist and halted her escape.

“Wait!  You’re headed into the bathroom to waste more of my water in the shower, aren’t you?”

“So?”

“Well, we shouldn’t waste it.  I’ll come with you.” And with that, Kiefer began rolling out of bed as well and they both came to a standing position.

“I don’t think so, buddy.”  Jossey pushed him back down on the bed.  “I have serious cleaning to do.”

“But why waste my water when you have your own fountain?”  The mischief could not be contained.  Some sprightly dance was going on in Kiefer’s eyes as he kidded her again about the water fountain.

She leaned over, retrieved a pillow, and began beating him with it.  After a minute of this, they both rolled around on the bed laughing and out of breath.  Kiefer scooped Jossey into his arms and held her tightly for a while.  They were silent.  They were happy.  When he finally loosened his grip, Jossey sat up and announced that despite her personal fountain, she would still like to use some of his water.

He smiled and nodded.  As she got up and headed for the bathroom, Kiefer exited the bed on the other side and headed to the kitchen.

“I’m hungry,” he threw over his shoulder.

“Me, too” Jossey returned.

“I’ll get us something while you shower.”

“Great!  There are no greater gifts than the two F’s.”

“Huh?”

“The two F’s.  Y’know.  Fuckin’ and food.”

Kiefer shook his head in feigned disgust as he walked out of the room.

In about twenty minutes, both Jossey and Kiefer were clean and full and still in bed.  Jossey had been amazed to learn that over two hours had passed since she’d last been cognizant of time.  It was way past breakfast time, and Kiefer had made them each a huge sandwich.  Jossey gratefully inhaled hers while Kiefer gave her the evil eye for eating so quickly.  But her reasons for eating quickly were twofold.  One, she was really, really hungry.  Two, she wanted to finish so she could speak seriously with Kiefer before she lost her resolve.

As she swallowed the last bite of her sandwich, Jossey moved away from the headboard and turned sideways, cross-legged.  She looked at Kiefer and asked him if she could speak to him uninterruptedly and honestly.  He stopped chewing.  His eyebrow went up.  As the eyebrow lowered and the chewing resumed, he said “sure.”

“I’ve been thinking about this all morning.”  She paused.  “Well, that’s not strictly true.  There has been a bit of time here recently where I haven’t been thinking at all.”  She grinned.

He grinned back and continued to chew.

“I’m not going to leave tomorrow,” she stated firmly, and Kiefer’s head jerked to attention because he thought she was saying that she wasn’t going to leave.  And that made his heart jump.  Gladly.  But then she finished the sentence.

“ . . . until I’ve spilled my proverbial guts to you.  So, just be quiet, finish your sandwich, and listen to me.”

“You givin’ me orders?”  Kiefer’s face clouded over.

“Yes, I am.  So follow them, ’kay?”  Kiefer shook his head first in defiance and then in affirmation.

“I’m layin’ it on the line here.  Spillin’ my guts, so to speak.”  She paused long enough to take a deep breath, then plunged ahead.

“I want you to know that I don’t really want to leave tomorrow.  But I have to.  Have to for two reasons.  One, I’ve got work-related things that have to be taken care of.  Two, I need to assess what’s going on with me, in relation to you, without you being around to cloud my judgment.”

Kiefer started to speak but she “shhhssshh-ed” him with a look.

“I am still scared to death of you.  Scared.  Well, not of you.  But of my feelings for you.  But I’m so strongly drawn to you that I brave the negative!”  She looked at him, agitated, but resolute.

“Negative?  What negative?” Kiefer near-shouted, unwilling to be quieted again.

“You know exactly what I mean.  The entanglement.  The possible hurt.  The complications.  All the negative that goes with the positive.”

Jossey bit her lower lip before she resumed. 

“I’m too damned old to be hopping off into another potentially wasted journey of the heart. But I’m here.  And I’ve started down the road.  And I like the scenery.  And I don’t know the destination yet, but I’m willing to continue down the road a bit farther.”

She stopped.  Looked at him more intently.  “If you are,” she finished.

Kiefer waited, staring at her.  He expected another “shhhhhhhshhhhh.”  When it didn’t come, he took a long breath and sighed audibly.  Jossey was suddenly sure that he wasn’t interested in the journey.  She was wrong.  Kiefer finally spoke. But only after he’d swallowed hard.

“I’m glad you said this.  Glad you told me.  I’m scared of you, too.  My feelings for you. You make me too comfortable.  You’re too nice.  You make me care too much.  You make me concerned about your happiness.  I don’t like that.”

He stopped.  When she didn’t pick the conversation up, he continued.

“I don’t like worrying about whether someone’s feelings are hurt or whether they’re satisfied or warm or cold or hungry or happy.  It’s too damned much trouble!”

Jossey shook her head in agreement.  “I know.  I know what you mean.  It’s a bitch.”

Kiefer’s face worked itself into a pinched expression.  Jossey just stared.  He was a bit amazed that she agreed with him about the “too damned much trouble.”

“I can leave here tomorrow, Kiefer, and never come back.  Never call, never communicate.  That I know.  I can do that.  But my concern is that I don’t want to do that.  I will.  If that’s what you desire.  But I don’t want to.  I want to go away, think about this, see how I feel, then come at it again, if that’s what my thinking leads me to and if you’re willing.”

Kiefer engaged her eyes – his own were relentless in their searching.  Yes, he thought.  She’s sincere.  And she’s quite capable of never calling.  And that would kill me, he thought.  She could kill me by never calling.  And he wasn’t ready to die just yet.  But she could kill him in other ways, too.  It was now.  Or never.  He swallowed again before he spoke.

“Yes.  Go ahead.”  He paused.  “Go back and take care of what you need to do.  Then, call me.  Come back again.”

Jossey’s eyes gauged his sincerity.  The voice was low yet strong.  She shook her head up and down, looked at the sheets, then suddenly looked up again.

“Promise me,” she said, “promise me that when I call that you’ll tell me the truth.”

“Truth?  Truth about what?”  Kiefer was confused.

“The truth about whether you really want me to come back here or not.”

He blinked, then nodded.  “I will.  I promise.”

But he already knew what he’d say.  Already knew that whenever she called would be too long from this moment.  Already knew that his response would be for her to get on the fastest plane she could find.  He really had no desire for her to go.  He felt more at ease with her than he’d felt with anyone for a long, long time.  If ever.

A comfortable silence followed.  Kiefer was ruminating about something.  Jossey watched him.  She allowed him several minutes to himself before she intruded on his thoughts.  He was still quiet.  But Jossey seized this opportunity to say something that had been flitting off and on through her mind for a while.  He was not looking at her – was staring across the room. But she wanted him to feel relaxed about things that had occurred today.

Jossey reached over and lightly touched Kiefer’s arm.  He stirred but continued to look ahead.

“Kiefer, you don’t have to get on my nerves like you did this morning to get a spanking, y’know.  All you have to do is ask!” she offered.

Kiefer glanced quickly at Jossey, then away.  He’d been thinking about her.  Them.  The spanking thing had not crossed his mind for a while.  Thankfully.  It unnerved him.  He kind of hoped she’d drop it if he appeared to ignore her.  But she continued.

Jossey felt his discomfort, and it made her more resolute to try to make him at ease.

“I don’t mean, y’know, that you can’t irritate me – especially if that’s part of the build up.  That’s fine.  I . . . well . . . I just didn’t want you to think you had to do that.  I wanted  you to know that it’s okay to just ask.”

This time Kiefer didn’t even glance at her.  Too embarrassing.  Jossey watched him for a few seconds.  He bit his lip and seemed preoccupied.  She touched his arm again before she spoke, and now he turned towards her again.  She looked into his eyes.

“I’m sorry.”  She shook her head from side to side.  “I didn’t mean to go where I shouldn’t.”  She was contrite, sorry that she’d brought it up.

Kiefer then shook his head. “Oh, no.  That’s okay.  And I was thinking about something else.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Are you upset that I mentioned it?”

He shook his head no and gave her the lopsided smile. He couldn’t avoid the subject now.

“No, no.  I . . . I . . . well . . . uh.”  There was a pause while he gathered steam.  “I wonder now, well, how weird you think I am.”

“Weird?  Why would I think you’re weird . . . Oh.  Oh, no.  That’s  not weird.  Spanking’s not weird. Why do you think that?”  Jossey paused to consider this revelation.

“Crap,” she resumed.  “Has someone told you that it’s weird?  ‘Cause if they have, they were wrong.  Hell, I enjoy a bit of slap and tickle every once in awhile myself.  Gets my,” she grinned, “uh, fountain going.”

He stared at her incredulously.

“Uh oh. What now?  Did I say something wrong?”

Kiefer shook his head negatively.   

“No.  No actually what you said was just right.”

There followed a slightly uncomfortable lull in conversation.  Then it occurred to Jossey that Kiefer was embarrassed.

“Good lord. Kiefer, are you embarrassed because you like a little slap and tickle?  Please tell me that doesn’t embarrass you.”

His look said all.  He was embarrassed.

“Oh, Kiefer.  Why in the world would you be embarrassed about . . . ohhhhhh.  Are you  unsure about whether I’d say something about this to someone?  Please, please don’t . . .”

“No, no,” Kiefer interrupted.  “I trust you. Really.  That’s why I . . . y’know . . . .”

“Why you pinched me so I’d spank you?  Why you let me?”

“Yeah.  I don’t think you’d tell.  But it’s so . . . well . . .well it is embarrassing!”

Jossey began to giggle.

Kiefer slapped her arm.

“I’m sorry.  But why would you be embarrassed over something that so obviously – did I  say obviously – gets you aroused?  Jeez.  Let’s face it.  You get hard as a rock, right?”

“Well, uh . . . ”

“Look.  You can’t hide a hard on like that!  Besides, why would you want to?”

She giggled again, reaching out to tweak Kiefer’s cock.

“Stop it,” he barked.

Jossey pulled back, contemplated Kiefer seriously.

“Hmmmmmmmmm.  You really can’t be embarrassed about this, y’know.  It just won’t do. Lots of guys like it.  Hell, it’s fun!  Are you always this shy about it?”

“Well, uh . . . .”  Kiefer squirmed a bit, then got very still.  He turned his head to look closely at Jossey.  Then his eyes narrowed.

“You mean you’ve spanked lots of guys?”  His words came haltingly, slowly, and he didn’t look too happy about this possibility.

“No, no,” Jossey protested.  “I just mean I know that lots of men like it.  I didn’t say I had personally spanked them!”

Silence again. 

Jossey wanted to get Kiefer to communicate again.  She rubbed her palm soothingly up and down his arm.

“You’ve been sayin’ ‘well, uh’ a lot here the past few minutes.  Can’t you just be straight with me?”

She paused to let him consider this before she continued.

“Just talk to me.  I promise. Nothing we do or talk about is going anywhere.”

Kiefer turned to look at Jossey.  He smiled.

“No. I know that.  But I feel so – so stupid.”

“Why?  Why does something that gets you rock hard make you feel stupid?  I don’t get it.”

“’Cause it’s so new to me.”

“New?” Jossey didn’t understand.

“Yeah.”

“Whaddya mean new? Ohhhhhh.”

Jossey stopped.  Not really sure whether her line of thought was correct or not.

“How do you mean new,” she reiterated.

“Wellllllllll,” Kiefer drew out the word.  “You’re only the second person who’s ever, well, y’know.”

“Second?  Are you serious?”

A nod of the head.

“Second?  Well, I’m not sure I understand.  Are you saying that you haven’t known about how you like this for very long?”

Another nod.

“Really?”

Nod.  Kiefer was turning into a bobble head doll.

“Wowwwwwwwww,” came Jossey’s drawn out response.  She thought for a moment.

“Well, how’d you learn about it?  I mean, if it hasn’t been too long, probably couldn’t be an ex-wife . . .”

Jossey studied Kiefer’s face, trying to read something that was not there.

“ . . . or, maybe it could be.  I dunno. Girlfriend?  What?”

Kiefer was lost briefly in a reverie.  When he responded, he smiled warmly at Jossey.

“No. Noooooooooooooo.  Gosh, no.  I . . . I was in Paris two years ago.  I went to an American bar and started drinking.  And then one thing led to another and . . . ”

“Ohhhhh.  Some sweet, hot, young Parisienne!”

“No, no, no.  I was drinking up at the bar.  Started talking with this woman.  Older.  Italian.  Then we ended up at her hotel room and before I knew it she had my jeans down and her hand was smackin’ my ass.  I was just drunk enough not to care.”

“And you weren’t worried about her saying anything?”

“No. No.  Well, first, I was so shocked and so fuckin’ turned on I wasn’t thinking straight.  But the best part is that she had absolutely no idea who I was.  Kept calling me Schaefer all night.  So, I knew that wasn’t goin’ anywhere.”

Jossey smiled as she watched his face.  He was shaking his head in wonder. Enjoying the memory. Then he turned to focus straight on Jossey’s eyes.

“And then.” It was a pronouncement.  The look was near molten.  Jossey gulped.

“And then – what?” she enquired.

“Then in Georgia.  When you told me I needed a spanking . . . . ” He looked away. “God, I thought I was gonna have a heart attack.  Just thinking about it got me goin’.”

He glanced over at her again, still a bit rattled.  Jossey remained concerned that Kiefer might think she’d reveal his penchant to someone.

“Kiefer.  I want you to be assured that I don’t kiss and tell.  Period.  God, I can’t even believe that people reveal private things like that.”

Kiefer remained silent and Jossey’s hand went up to his cheek where it remained until he focused on her face again.

“You okay,” she asked softly.

Kiefer shook his head affirmatively.

“I was just thinkin’ about how lucky I’ve been.  You know.  With loose lips.  Damage control has been negligible.”

“Hey.  Maybe you’re just a good boy and don’t need damage control.”

Kiefer’s face screwed up into an evil expression.

“Yeah. That’s it,” he nodded.  “I’m a fuckin’ choir boy.”

Jossey slowly licked her lips and leveled a provocative look at him.

“Soooooo,” she drawled.  “You tellin’ me you need yet another spanking?”

She reached out both arms to grab his shoulders, but Kiefer caught her hands and started laughing.

“No, no,” he shook his head.  “Not right now.  Couldn’t take another one.”

Jossey leaned over and placed her head on Kiefer’s chest.  She wrapped her arms around his waist and he pulled her close.  Jossey reflected for a moment on their conversation.

“Hey.” She remained on Kiefer’s chest. “Isn’t it weird how we think we know ourselves and then something comes up and we realize we don’t?”

Kiefer contemplated her statement, understanding what she probably meant with regard to him, but wondering what she might mean concerning herself.  He looked down at her just as she looked up.

“Yeah.  It is weird.”

And the tattoo spoke to Jossey again.  The ivy was all over his face.  And the jolt of this realization must have been written all over hers.  Kiefer tilted his head, reading something disturbing in her look.  He took the sides of her face in his hands.

“What?  What made you look at me like that?”

No ivy.  Why no ivy now, she wondered.

“I,” she hesitated. “I felt you weren’t being honest with me about realizing we don’t completely know ourselves.”

Kiefer’s eyebrows came together.

“No, I know exactly what you mean.  It’s always amazing to me to learn something about myself that I didn’t know.  And I think you were referring to the spanking with regard to me.  What I was wondering was what you might have been thinking with regard to yourself?”

Jossey’s right eyebrow went up.  She’d been wrong.  The confusion didn’t concern him, but her.  She felt better about it now and smiled up at him.

“Well, I really was talking about you.  And the spanking.”  

Jossey allowed her head to return to the warm, bare chest.  Kiefer’s arms tightened around Jossey’s back.  As he snuggled his face into her hair, she began to giggle.

His head came up as he asked, “What?  What’s so funny?”

Jossey sat up.  She smiled at him in delight.  

“God,” she shook her head side to side.  “I’d give anything to have been able to see your face when that woman slapped your bottom the first time.  Did you just die?”

“Ohhhhhh.  Jeeeeez.”  Kiefer’s arms went up over his head and rested there for a moment.  “I could not believe how hard I got.  How fast.”  He leaned towards Jossey as if to emphasize how he felt.  “It was . . . I dunno.  It just made me crazy!”

“So I noticed.”

Jossey grinned and Kiefer winked at her.

“C’mere,” he growled, as he pulled her to him and wrapped his arms around her, and she again wrapped hers around his waist.

After they’d held one another a few minutes, he pulled back.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” Jossey said back.

“You never told me if you found out something about yourself you didn’t know or if you discovered you liked something that you didn’t know you did.”

“Oh, yeah.  Well,” Jossey tilted her head to one side before continuing. 

“I’ve certainly discovered things about myself over the years.  I think the only thing I could say about that right now would be what I’ve already spilled to you about how I feel.  About you.  Us.  And that’s surprising to me, about me, because I haven’t been that forthcoming with anyone in a while.”

“Okay.” Kiefer shook his head.  “What about the other?  Y’know.  Finding out that you like something you didn’t know you liked?”

“Hmmmmm.  For one, as I said before, I enjoy a little slap and tickle every once in a while, too.”  Jossey now tilted her head the other way.  “And, several  years ago I discovered that a shampoo can do wonders for my mood.”

“Shampoo?  Whaddya mean?”

“Well, I was with this guy, and I was drifting.  I knew it.  He knew it.  I came home one Friday, tired.  I headed to the bathroom, made a nice hot bubble bath, and crawled in to soak.  A few minutes into this soak, the guy comes in with a huge glass of wine, puts it down, then proceeds to give me the most excruciatingly sensual shampoo I’ve ever had.  It was so . . . intimate.  I was so wet about a third of the way through the shampoo that I couldn’t even get out of the tub of my own accord.”

“Ahhhhhh, that fountain!”

Jossey swatted Kiefer’s arm playfully. 

“So,” Kiefer asked.  “He helped you out?”

“Out?  Of the tub?  Or metaphorically?”

“Both.  Either.”

“Yeah.  He helped me out of the tub, but only after he’d helped himself.  If you know what I mean.”

“Hmmmmm.”

Kiefer sniffed.  The Kiefer sniff.  Jossey stared at him.

“What?  What is it?”

“The sniff.  You just did the sniff.  What are you thinkin’?”

Kiefer smiled, a bit of the imp showing on his face.

“Well, you’re hair does look pretty grungy.”

“What?” Jossey screamed and slapped the side of Kiefer’s head.

“Ouch,” he rubbed the place where she’d smacked him.  “I can’t help it.  You look like you could use a shampoo.”

“Oh, yeah, right.  And what are you gonna do after this shampoo?  Looks to me like your blow-dryer’s out of commission!”

Jossey looked down and giggled.

Kiefer’s eyes narrowed.

“Well, I do have other appendages,” he announced.

Jossey’s mouth dropped open and she drew in a loud breath full of mock surprise.

“Oh, my.  You doooooooooooooooooo?” she squealed.

Jossey was smug about her response, thinking she had gotten the better of him, but soon she silently and internally gasped at Kiefer’s response to her smart-assed question.  Robert Doob appeared before her eyes.  She half expected him to say, “but I want it.”  And she would have given it to him.  Whatever it was.  He simply stared at her.  Robert Doob.  And she wasn’t afraid.  Not in the least.  Because it was not Robert Doob, it was Kiefer.  No ivy.  But he wasn’t at all frightening.  Not in the least.  He was just simple, raw magnetism.  Barbed-wire.

He blinked, this Robert-Kiefer.

“Are you tellin’ me,” he cocked his head to the side, “you don’t want a shampoo?”

Jossey followed suit.

“Do you want another spanking right now?”

Kiefer shrugged.  “Uh.  Not really.  Don’t think I’m ready yet.”

Jossey winked at him.  “And I don’t think I’m ready for a shampoo!  Even if my hair is, what did you call it, grungy?”

“Yeah.  Grungy.  Maybe we should shampoo it after we rest a little.”

“Rest?”  Jossey was amazed.  “The man of motion is going to rest?”

“Well, not really.  But you look like you’re tired and I was gonna give you a break.”

“Huh.  Right.  You’re gonna give me a break.  How kind of you, piss ant.”

“My pleasure, madam.”

“Humph. Okay. So, you’re gonna let me, uh, rest.  What then?  What are we gonna do the rest of the day?”  Jossey leaned into Kiefer’s face.  “Fuck?”

“Jossey!” Kiefer pulled away from her.  “Stop saying that word in this house.  It’s quite lewd.”  He pretended offense at her use of the word.

“Don’t say it, just do it?”

“Precisely.”

Kiefer thought for a moment.

“Hey. Why don’t we take a drive up the coast?  Or down the coast?  Whichever you prefer.  How ’bout that for later?”

“In the Malibu,” Jossey asked hopefully.

Kiefer rolled his eyes.

“Shit, woman!  Are you ever satisfied, you shrew?”

“Shrew?  Did you just call me a fuckin’ shrew?”

“Yep.”

“You’re horrible.  You make my head hurt.”

Kiefer gently took Jossey’s arms into his hands.  

“I know you’re neck must hurt.”

Jossey smiled.  “A little. But I’m okay.”

“Yeah. You’re okay.  But it would make you feel better, and make me feel better, if you took one of those pain pills Jeff left for you.”  His hands moved up and down her arms, caressing them softly, soothing her.  But she felt good already.  Playful.

“Oh, and how would me taking a pill make you feel better?”

“Well, you’d be out of pain and you’d rest for awhile. And that would make me feel better.”

“Sure, sure.  You want me to take one of those pills so I’ll pass out and you can do weird things to me!”

Kiefer’s eyes widened and he vehemently shook his head.  His protest went unvoiced when he read in her eyes that she was kidding him.

“No way,” he finally said.  “No way I’d do that to you.  At least – not while you’re still really hurt.  Now maybe when you’re well . . . ”

The pillow found its way into Jossey’s hands and the fight was on again.

“You’re bad.  Bad, do you hear?”  She trampled around the bed on her knees hitting him with the pillow each time she had a clear shot.  “You give Molly margaritas.  You’d give me drugs to make me pass out.  What the hell is wrong with you?”

“Nothing.  And quit hitting me with that pillow!”  Kiefer grabbed Jossey’s wrists and wrested the pillow from her grip.  “Nothing is wrong with me.”  He smiled at her.  “At least not right now anyway.”

Again, Kiefer’s hands went to Jossey’s face. She loved feeling them there.

“So, take the pill?”

“Nope.”

“Why?”

“’Cause there’s nothing wrong with me either.  At least not right now.”

Kiefer shook his head and turned to place the two pillows on top of one another at the headboard.  He crawled up and made himself comfortable, gesturing for Jossey to follow him. She didn’t hesitate.  She couldn’t think of a more tempting place to be.  As she snuggled into Kiefer’s side, she heard the sniff again.

“Now what?” Her voice was muffled.

“The hair.  It’s still grungy.  Gonna have to wash it when we wake up.”

Jossey grabbed a fistful of chest hair and pulled – hard.  Kiefer yelped.

“Owwwwwwwwww.  That hurt!”

“Stop calling my hair grungy.  And be quiet so I can nap.  And I say so I can nap ’cause I’m quite sure that you, Mr. Man, are not in the least bit in need of a nap.  Are you?”  She looked up.

Kiefer’s breath was already measured and slow.  She smiled and closed her eyes, digging into his warm side.  And it wasn’t long before she slept.  And the tattoo didn’t talk, to her or anyone else.  But in her dreams she couldn’t decide which way to go – up the coast or down.

