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Down.  Jossey had decided down the coast.  Such a beautiful drive.  She even dreamed about it.  Perhaps they’d pull over and walk on a deserted beach.  Have seafood at a secluded little place.  And then, maybe, just maybe, some Malibu sex.  She had drifted off to sleep, her hand caressing the taut skin over Kiefer’s belly, thinking about Malibu sex.  Jossey was eager to get going as soon as she awakened.

The nap had lasted well over an hour.  Jossey’s eyes flew open when Kiefer’s warm palm traveled up and down her arm.  She snuggled closer into his side, squeezing him tightly with the arm she had draped over his waist.  She felt supremely pampered when Kiefer’s lips softly kissed the top of her head two, no, three times.  Jossey pushed back from him and looked up.  He was smiling.  She smiled back.

Kiefer’s still sleepy voice was like nectar to Jossey.

“Did you decide which way you wanted to go?”  His fingers slipped into Jossey’s hair and tousled it as he hopped out of bed.

“Down the coast, please.  I think I wanna go down the coast.”  She sat up and watched the compact form head to the bathroom.  She stared at the firm butt cheeks a little too earnestly.  It was like being deprived of sight when they disappeared.  But she could still hear the nectar.

“Okay.  There’s a great place to eat near Oceanside.”

Ah, she thought.  Just what she’d dreamed of.

She headed to the kitchen for a drink of water.  When she returned to the bedroom, Kiefer sat on the edge of the bed pulling on his boots.  He’d already donned jeans and tee and was ready to take Molly out for a walk.  He stood, planted a kiss on Jossey’s cheek, and whistled for Molly.

Before she entered the bathroom, Jossey stood for just a few seconds, watching through the bedroom door as Kiefer placed Molly’s leash on her collar.  She spent little time getting ready.  After splashing her face with cold water, Jossey applied a bit of makeup and pulled on a camisole and lightweight denim skirt.  She hesitated for a mere second concerning the underwear.  She would wear none.

Jossey felt good.  Her neck and shoulder hurt very little.  She didn’t know whether it was because she was so happy or whether her injuries had just healed quickly.  She figured it was because she was so happy and consciously admitted to herself that she hadn’t felt this way in a very long time. 

In the kitchen, she grabbed a couple of bottles of water and stuffed them in her tote bag along with some snacks.  Much more quickly than she expected, Kiefer returned with Molly.  But Jossey was ready to go.  Kiefer stayed a few steps inside the door, rubbing Molly’s chin as he removed her leash, talking to her in a low voice.

Jossey, perhaps a bit more excited about the day’s prospects than was dignified, probably sounded a bit too gruff when she urged Kiefer to hurry and put Molly’s leash away.  He didn’t look up.  He kept rubbing Molly’s chin.  Immediately, Jossey’s antennae picked up trouble.  Damn.  What?  Did he take that fuckin’ phone with him on the walk?  Did someone call from work?  Oh, no.  Not on a Sunday.

Kiefer looked up.  Jossey crinkled her nose.  He read the question in her face and responded with two softly spoken words.

“It’s raining.”  He continued to look at her, studying the face for the reaction he knew would come.

“What?”  It was a soft response uttered in an incredulous tone.

Kiefer stood, Molly’s leash in hand, and headed to put it away.  He threw over his shoulder the confirmation.

“It’s raining.  Hard.  And it doesn’t look as if it’s gonna let up.”

When he turned back to Jossey, his heart constricted.  Her crestfallen face said it all.  She was crushed.  She didn’t even verbally protest.  She just stared at him.  Kiefer made his way to Jossey’s side, wrapped his arms around her waist, pulled her next to him, and rested his chin on the top of her head.

“It’s okay.  There’ll be other days to go down the coast.  Promise.”

Muffled words filled his chest as she spoke.  He didn’t understand a word she’d said, so he pulled back and looked into her face.  Disappointment.  He hated that.  And he hated the thought of having to go to work tomorrow, wondered if he could talk Jossey into going with him.  And then, Tuesday.  The day she left.  The good thing was that she had said she would think about coming back after her work commitments were completed.  That she would call.  And he already anticipated the call.

An idea pushed its way into his mind.  He took Jossey by the arms and turned her towards the kitchen, giving her a slight push in that direction.

“Picnic lunch.”  He said it as if it should have made perfect sense to her.  He continued, “Make us a picnic lunch while I get some things together.”

Jossey looked over her shoulder at Kiefer.

“I thought you said it was raining!”

“It is,” Kiefer responded as he disappeared into the bedroom and continued to speak.

“Just trust me.  Look for anything that resembles picnic fare and throw it together.  We’re goin’ on a picnic.”

Jossey waited for more information, but getting none she entered the kitchen and began rummaging through the refrigerator for sandwich makings and fruit.  She started assembling the sandwiches and, to her surprise, heard Kiefer singing in the next room.  She couldn’t quite catch it.  Sounded like “Barbara Ann.”  Ick.   She hated the Beach Boys.  Oh, beach.  Maybe that was his way of conjuring the beach out of the rain.  Yeah.  It was definitely “Barbara Ann.”  She heard him squeal in a high-pitched falsetto, “you got me rockin’ and a rollin’ rockin’ and a reelin’ Bar-ber Ann.”

Despite her disappointment, Jossey stopped in the middle of smearing mayo on a slice of bread and laughed as she listened to the only rendition of that song that she’d ever enjoyed!  

Against her will, Jossey found herself humming the stupid song long after Kiefer had stopped singing.  But the humming didn’t lessen her curiosity.  Why was she preparing a picnic when it was raining? Over the next ten minutes, Jossey heard Kiefer mumble, curse, slam doors, drop things, and sing some more. 

Jossey shook her head, smiling to no one but herself.  The preparations were nearly done.  She had finished the sandwiches, washed the fruit, and retrieved the granola bars from her tote.  Suddenly, Kiefer was beside her. She hadn’t heard him enter the kitchen.  He held the handles of a very large duffel bag in his right hand and a couple of pillows under his left arm.

“’Bout through,” he inquired as he surveyed the counter top.

She nodded.  “Yep.  Got a small cooler I can put this stuff in?”

Kiefer’s head nodded down to the left.  

“In that cabinet.”  He took a step towards the door leading down to the garage.

“Okay.  I’m takin’ this stuff on down.  I’ll be back up in a few minutes.”

Jossey was still curious, but simply shrugged her shoulders and opened the door for him after he inclined his head in that direction.  Kiefer made his way, sideways, out the door and she closed it behind him.  In a matter of minutes, the food was packed and ready to go.  Jossey, too, was ready to go, even though she didn’t truly relish the idea of a soggy picnic.  And where was Kiefer?  She’d already put everything away, rinsed the utensils she’d used, and sung “Barbara Ann” at least three times through.  Hadn’t he said he was coming back?

After she waited what she deemed long enough, Jossey grabbed her tote, the cooler, an umbrella retrieved from her luggage, and her sunglasses.  Yes, sunglasses.  Dammit.  She was at least going to pretend she needed them.  Needed them for the sun shining down on her as they cruised Highway 1.  She stopped at the door, eyes closed, and imagined the drive in her mind.  How comfortable she was.  Riding beside Kiefer in the Malibu.  Simple bliss.  The cool breeze, the highway hum – then a crash from below made Jossey’s eyes fly open and her hand reached out and turned the doorknob.

“Kiefer,” she yelled.  “Are you all right?”

No response.

As she repeated the question, Jossey began making her way quickly down the stairs, fearful that Kiefer had fallen or somehow been injured.  As she reached the bottom of the staircase and made the sharp left into the garage, Jossey gasped.

What she beheld before her stopped her cold.  She was frozen as she took it in.  Slowly, her face split into a huge smile.  

Kiefer had transformed the Malibu’s immediate surroundings.  The convertible top was down.  Twinkle lights were haphazardly strung on anything in proximity to the car – and they were twinkling.  Two lawn chairs were positioned near the back of the Malibu.  A beach umbrella stood, opened, in an empty can of some sort.  The pillows were plumped up on a blanket or two which were spread on the floor of the garage.  A portable CD player nestled between the chairs and the CD case from the front seat of the car was next to the player.

He was fine, but looked a bit sheepish.  Apparently, he’d knocked something over during the preparations.  All of this for her?  Jossey wanted to drop everything in her hands and fuck him on the spot.  He stood on the other side of the car, an orange extension cord in his hands.  He dropped it and bit his lower lip.

“You were supposed to wait ’til I came to get you.” 

Jossey felt bad about spoiling the surprise – he looked so hurt.  But she was quite moved by his “picnic in the garage.”

“Oh, I’m sooooo sorry,” were the words he heard as she made her way to the chairs, plopped her armload down, and moved towards him.

“I heard something crash and I was afraid you were hurt.  I wasn’t trying to spoil anything.  Really.”  She had reached him before she had finished the last full sentence and placed the palms of her hands on his face.  She stroked the slight stubble repeatedly, soothing away the frown from his mouth.

“I’m sorry,” she repeated.  She hugged him close, running her right hand over the taut muscles of his back.  Her left hand went up to enclose his earlobe between her thumb and forefinger.  She loved his funny ears and made any excuse to rub them or somehow make contact with them.  A hundred times she’d touched them only to lie in response to his question about what she was doing.  Me?  Oh, you had something on your ear.  Just getting it off.  Outright lied.

Kiefer whispered to her, so earnestly, “I wanted to surprise you.”  

Jossey pulled back and looked into the disappointed face.  She was gutted.  She managed to mumble a few words.

“Oh, you did.  Really.  It’s so – so –” but Jossey couldn’t finish.  Her emotions and her glands were at war.  Full out, armed to the teeth war.  He looked so vulnerable.  So in need of cuddling.  But the heat of his body, the near-pouting expression on his face, and that damned black magic mojo car so nearby were driving her to battle with herself.  Her heart was breaking at the sheer sweetness of the picnic gesture, but other parts of her were pumping blood and fuel to the quickly dampening spot between her thighs.  She wanted nothing more than to hug him to death and fuck him dumb all at the same time.

Kiefer continued to look at her, waiting for the end of the sentence.  But the sentence was never finished.  Jossey grabbed Kiefer’s head between her hands, and she began showering him with soft kisses – all over the face, the head, the neck, and, yes, the ears.  She intended to display fully her gratitude.

Finally, after a full-minute of accepting these sweet kisses, Kiefer took Jossey’s wrists and pulled her hands away from his head.  He smiled at her.  A frank, open smile.

“Okay, okay.  I get it.  You’re sorry.”  Kiefer laughed softly as he spoke.

“C’mon.  Let’s hit the beach!”  He dropped one of Jossey’s hands and pulled her around to the lawn chairs.

Kiefer set the bag, the cooler, and umbrella on the floor and made a sweeping motion with his arm as he bowed and invited Jossey to sit.

“Why, thank you, sir.  I believe I will.”  Jossey’s smile couldn’t have been any wider or warmer.  She was struck, again, with the sweetness of the situation.

Kiefer settled into the other chair and reached for Jossey’s hand.  He pulled it up to his mouth and softly brushed the back of it with his lips, then lowered it, still enfolded in his own, to his lap.

“So, you like this beach?  It’s private, y’know.”

Jossey grinned.

“Yeah.  I like it.”  She paused, then continued.  “It ain’t no Georgia, but it’ll do.”  She winked at him and they both smiled.  A short, comfortable silence followed.

Eventually, Kiefer broke the silence with a question.

“Georgia was fun, wasn’t it?”

Jossey tilted her head towards Kiefer’s face.

“Oh, yeah.”  She paused, nodding, thinking back over some of the events – good ones – from that trip.

“Yeah,” she repeated, nodding her head up and down.  “It was good.”

This time Jossey pulled Kiefer’s hand to her mouth and kissed his palm.  

“But this is good, too.  Real good.”  Jossey leaned her body over the arms of the chairs and pressed into Kiefer’s chest.

“You’re so sweet to do this.  I love it.  Really.”

Kiefer settled his chin on Jossey’s head, dipping his face down a couple of times to inhale the sweet smell of her hair.  He considered kidding her again about grungy hair, but decided to save that until another time.

“You looked so sad when I told you it was raining.  I knew I had to do something to make you smile.”

Jossey raised her head to look at Kiefer’s face.  She was very, very moved by his transformation of the garage, his desire to make up for the rain that had spoiled the drive.  In truth, a truth that she didn’t even fully admit to herself, she wanted very much at this moment to say something stupid such as “I love you.”  But somewhere before the words moved from her heart to her lips, they got lost and she was silent.  She studied him.  He let her.  Her gaze first held the eyes, then moved to the nose, then down to the mouth.  That pouty, satan-engineered mouth.  She suddenly had the urge to suck his lips and she leaned in to do just that to the lower one.  She alternately sucked and nibbled the lower then upper lip.

Kiefer laughed after a several seconds and pulled away.

“You’d better watch it.  That nibbling will get you into trouble.”

Jossey stared at him with a blank face.  With deadpan delivery, she followed up.

“What’s your point?”

Kiefer’s face grew into a gigantic lopsided grin.

“My point is that you’re gonna get in trouble!”

“Oh.  Well.  Shit happens.”  Jossey went for the lower lip again.

Within seconds, Kiefer pulled Jossey from her chair and into his lap.  She continued to nibble and lick her way around his face, eventually moving to his left ear to lightly bite it.  Kiefer delivered hot and increasingly wet kisses and licks to Jossey’s neck, something he knew made her crazy.  She squirmed as she shifted her weight in his lap.  Kiefer’s hands firmly held Jossey’s waist and he stood up, lifting her along with him.

Jossey expectantly waited for Kiefer to pick her up.  Kiefer’s mind ran in another direction.  Too fast.  Slow down.

“Wanna cruise?”

“Huh?”  Jossey shook her head and looked questioningly into the animated eyes.

“I said do you wanna cruise?  Down the highway?”  Kiefer maneuvered Jossey around the Malibu to the passenger side.  He opened the door and helped her settle into the seat as she continued to mumble under her breath about rain and the top being down.  She expected Kiefer to begin putting the top up so they wouldn’t get wet, but he moved to the front of the car instead, bending over out of sight.  Suddenly, Jossey was startled by a rumble and a gust of wind.  Then it struck her.  The extension cord.  What she’d interrupted.  They were probably supposed to have “driven” to the beach first, but she had come down before the props were all in place.

Kiefer stood and made his way to the driver’s side of the car, grinning like a madman.  He had plugged in a huge fan that was perched on some kind of built-in shelving.  The effect was not unlike the wind and the road noise that they would be experiencing if riding down the highway.  Jossey burst into delighted laughter.  She was enchanted.  Impressed with Kiefer’s impromptu ingenuity.  What more could she ask?  They would have their ride down the coast after all!  

Kiefer pretended to start the car and made all the motions of pulling out onto a highway.

“Buckle up,” he said over the muffled rumble of the fan.

Jossey nodded and mimicked the actions of buckling up, ready to roll.  Kiefer’s hands gripped the steering wheel as he pretended to drive the Malibu to some unknown destination.  Jossey knew she was supposed to be buckled up, but, pretend seatbelt or not, she jumped up onto her knees, sideways in the bucket seat, and leaned over to wrap her arms around Kiefer’s neck and deliver a huge, loud, smacking kiss to the top of his head followed by repeated “thank yous” loud enough to be heard over the fan-manufactured road noise.

When she sat down again, she rested her arm on the console and placed her hand on Kiefer’s upper thigh.  The connection she felt was unforced, yet strong.  It went beyond sex and the desire – the need – for it.  It was desire and ease all rolled into one.  Oh, she craved him.  Was near crazy at that very moment in anticipation of things to come.  But she was enjoying this game as well.  She smiled.  Happy with Kiefer.  Happy with herself.  Happy with life.

Kiefer glanced over at Jossey.  She looked beautiful.  So relaxed.  Happy.  Smiling.  He was relieved the picnic idea had gone well.  He’d tried similarly crazy things before with other women only for those ideas to fall flat.  It was one of the things he liked so much about Jossey.  She was crazy, too.

And what could be better than this, he asked himself.  Sitting next to a woman he found funny, interesting, and hot.  Sitting in his car in his garage on a rainy day having a picnic and she’s smiling.  What could be better than that?

And what could be better than this, Jossey asked herself.  Sitting next to a man she found interesting, hot, and sweet in a great car cruising down a fake Highway 1.  What could be better than that?

About four minutes into this drive, Kiefer and Jossey both had the same idea at the same time.  The brief silence had been good.  A time of reflection for both.  But now the need for music, loud music, hit them.  At the exact moment that Jossey looked over at Kiefer, he glanced at her and they uttered this word at the same time: “Music!”

A short laugh later, Jossey bent over to retrieve the CD case, but realized it was at the back of the car near the chairs.  She licked her lips, then her eyes crinkled into mischief.  She made a funny face at Kiefer and screamed “Wonder Woman,” jumped out of the car, ran around and retrieved the CDs, jumped back into the car, and smiled with satisfaction.

“I am Wonder Woman,” she announced.  “I flew back to the beach and got the CDs.  Coooool, huh?”

“Very,” came the reply as Kiefer’s head nodded up and down.  But he immediately looked straight ahead again, seemingly hiding something.

Jossey let it slide, anxious to get the music going.

“Which one?” she asked over the fake road noise.

“Any of ’em,” came the response.  But Kiefer was pressing his lips together, sucking them in, trying not to laugh.  Jossey didn’t understand.  Her Wonder Woman funny stuff was over.  She just wanted to know what CD he wanted to listen to.  He continued to bite his lip and appeared near exploding.  He suddenly spoke again.

“Havin’ fun, huh?  Gettin’ into this drive in the Malibu?”

Jossey gave him a questioning look.

“Well, yeah.  I am.”  She stared at him, his amusement quite evident.  “What’s so fuckin’ funny?”

He turned to her and shook his head.  Blinked several times.

“Nothin.’”

Jossey snorted.  “I said – what’s so fuckin’ funny, bud?”

Kiefer turned his head away and stared straight ahead.

“Whatcha gonna play the CD in?”

She saw him practically snort.  Her eyes narrowed.

“What do you mean what am I gonna play the CD in, you silly . . . ”

Bam.  It hit her.  Jossey screwed her face up when she realized what Kiefer was now snorting about.

“Dickhead!” she uttered in a low voice.  “Why didn’t you say something?”

“Hey.  You’re Wonder Woman.  You know everything.”

Jossey slapped Kiefer’s arm and opened the door.  She went back to the lawn chairs and picked up the CD player.  She pulled enough of the cord with her to place the player in the backseat.  As she crawled back into the car, she cut her eyes over at Kiefer.  His face was buried in the steering wheel and laughter, silent laughter, shook his upper body.  She let him laugh.  It was funny.  And she started laughing, too.  When he finally raised his head and gave her a quick look, she stuck her tongue out at him.  He started driving again.

“So, dickhead, what do you wanna hear?”

“You choose.”

“No.  Really.  What are you in the mood for?”

Kiefer’s eyes returned to the garage wall highway and he considered a few seconds before he responded, “Back in Black.”

“Ooooooooooooooo.  Nice choice, dickhead.”

Jossey flipped through the CDs, found the one she searched for, turned around to pop it in, cranked up the volume, and hit play.  When the title track came on, it was loud.  Appropriately loud.  Convertible driving down the highway with the top down loud.  

Bomp, bomp-bomp, bomp-bomp – ba-da-da-da-da-da – bomp, bomp-bomp, bomp-bomp.  And both heads started pumping up and down with the beat.  They screamed the lyrics at the tops of their lungs, serious wannabes, enjoying the freedom of singing loud with impunity.  Any off-key notes were gone with the fan-wind.  And Kiefer drove and Jossey rode and they both sang, and sang, and sang until the last notes of the last track on the CD faded.

Jossey turned and pushed the eject button then looked expectantly at Kiefer for further directions.  No verbal directions came.  But his face, his eyes, said it all.  Said the same thing Jossey’s mind was screaming.  Let’s fuck, let’s fuck, let’s fuck.  

They were both wound up by the music, the freedom of singing their hearts out, the shared knowledge that they felt comfortable enough to act silly with one another.  Kiefer turned away from Jossey and the Malibu came to a halt.  A pretend halt.  Then, Kiefer reached into the backseat, grabbed the CD player, and leaned over the side of the car to place it on the garage floor.  When he turned back around, Jossey was already halfway over into the backseat.  As she stepped through the opening between the two bucket seats, Kiefer was made acutely aware that Jossey was naked beneath the skirt.  He shook his head and immediately followed her into the backseat, singing, “she was a fast machine, she kept her motor clean, she was the best damned woman that I’ve ever seen . . . ” but Jossey turned around and kissed Kiefer full on the lips, the last of his sung words swallowed into her hot mouth.

Jossey’s idea was to throw the boy onto the seat and ride him ’til dawn.  It didn’t work out that way.  Kiefer’s idea was to ensure that Jossey called him from Texas when her work was through.  And the way to do that, he figured, was to ensure that he rocked her world.  When Kiefer raised his hands to hold Jossey’s face, it was all over.  The thigh drenching pre-kiss move.  The “I’m kissing you now, can’t you tell” move.  It was too much.  Jossey couldn’t withstand this tactic.  When he did the full-out hands-on-the-face-and-this-is-serious-kissing business, she quite simply turned to mush.

But momentarily, the kissing stopped, and, without preamble, strong arms lifted her up and placed her on her back on the trunk lid from the tops of her thighs up.  Her feet came to rest flat on the backseat.  Kiefer’s hot fingers tugged the skirt’s hem up to Jossey’s waist.  The mutual gaze was unbroken during these movements, and one set of eyes widened as one set narrowed when Kiefer unhurriedly ran his palms down Jossey’s thighs, eventually ending the maddening stroke with his fingers lightly encircling her ankles.  Jossey contemplated how much she liked his fingers resting there.  And anticipating his next move led to more mush.  Inner-thigh mush.  Brain mush.

Kiefer knees rested on the backseat between Jossey’s legs.  Eyes still locked, he pulled her ankles farther apart, exposing his goal.  Slowly, but not before giving her the benefit of a shiver-inducing, smoldering look, Kiefer lowered his head and executed one long, wet, hot, maddeningly slow sweep of his tongue from the inside of Jossey’s right ankle all the way up and down to the left one.

Jossey watched Kiefer’s head make the near circle, fascinated with the feelings produced in her by this simple act.  When he raised his head again to lock eyes with hers, she wasn’t sure if she could take again today what she knew was coming without simply dying.  She wondered, off handedly, if it were worth dying over, but immediately concluded that yes it was.  Her hands went to Kiefer’s head and she pulled him up and closer to her, resolute – prepared to die if that was what was to be.

In less than a minute, Kiefer’s lips, tongue, and teeth had traveled what seemed to Jossey a thousand circuits around her most sensitive parts.  And, in less than a minute, her grunts and gasps filled the garage, outdid the grinding fan noise.  The next minutes held sweet frustration for her.  Kiefer brought her near the edge at least three times only to pull back and keep her highly aroused.  What was he waiting for, she asked herself, but felt incapable of voicing the question aloud.  Release she craved.  But release was not to be.

Kiefer’s plan, so far, he thought, was working well.  Again, like this morning, she had succumbed.  She was not holding back or in.  He wanted her to remember this trip.  This day.  As he raised his head, Kiefer’s arms went to Jossey’s waist.  He lifted Jossey off the trunk lid and maneuvered her forward, face down, towards the console.  When Jossey figured out what was happening, she turned her body slightly sideways, slipped her arms through the opening and helped to steady herself by placing her palms on the bucket seats.  Kiefer now faced the front of the car.

Somehow, Jossey managed to get both feet flat on the floorboard of the backseat, knees slightly bent, raising her rear fairly high in the air.  From Kiefer’s vantage point on the seat, she was at just the right height.  Jossey, unable to see what was happening behind her, relied on her already charged imagination to contemplate the pleasures to follow.  Her breathing remained heavy, her eyelids slowly closed and opened, her neck seemed barely able to hold her head up.  She welcomed, no, required Kiefer’s entry inside of her.  Anticipation made her squirm backwards, searching for him.

She listened, intently.  But she couldn’t hear the delicious sound of a zipper being undone.  The fan was too loud.  So Jossey simply imagined the sound and moaned when she felt Kiefer’s left hand steady himself on her rump after pushing her skirt hem more firmly up around her waist.  Kiefer’s deliberate refusal to bring her to orgasm earlier had made Jossey wild with impatience.  Again, she squirmed backwards, inviting Kiefer to come in.  But he took his time entering, sliding slowly into her swollen insides, the left hand still resting on her rear, the right hand gripping the back of the bucket seat.

Kiefer made a sudden push forward when he had entered Jossey fully, making her abundantly aware of his presence.  She gasped, jerking her head up and back.  In seconds, she regretted the sudden move – it stirred up the neck and shoulder injury.  But she tried hard to ignore the sudden onset of pain in favor of the unmitigated joy of feeling Kiefer plunge forcefully in and out of her.

The position was a good one for maximum penetration, but a bad one in terms of finding a position within her limited range of motion to relieve the pain.  It proved, within minutes, too much for Jossey to handle.  She tensed as the pain increased, and Kiefer, sensing that something was wrong, leaned forward as far as he could.  He placed his left hand on Jossey’s back and whispered.

“You all right?  What’s wrong?  Am I hurting you?”

Jossey took a couple of deep breaths, partially from pain, partially from excitement, before she managed to respond.

“No.”  She took another breath.  “Well, yes.  You’re killing me all right, but in the best possible way, thank you.”  She paused again.  Both of Kiefer’s palms had moved to her upper arms.

“My shoulder.  This position . . . ”

Kiefer snapped upright.

“Shit.  I forgot about that.  Why didn’t you say something?”  He emphasized “say” as he spoke and pulled out of Jossey, helping her up through the opening between the bucket seats.  Within seconds she was positioned comfortably in a seated position in the backseat.  He leaned towards her, stroking her face, her arms.

So empty.  She felt so empty now.  It hurt much worse than the shoulder.  Why hadn’t she just sucked it up?

She wrapped her arms around Kiefer and kissed his nose.

“It’s okay now.  It’s okay.  I’m so sorry.”

“No, no.  I’m sorry.  Shit.  I forgot.”  He leaned up again, watching her face.

And there he was, right before her, jeans pushed slightly down, a maddeningly delicious erection jutting out of his fly and taunting her.  Jossey stared at Kiefer for twenty seconds, waiting for him to make a move.  But he didn’t.  He was waiting for a sign from her.  

“Can we get back to business now?”

“You sure?”

Jossey licked her lower lip, then bit it.  She smiled as she met his questioning gaze.

“I’m very sure.  Just no more console-position until the shoulder heals, okay?”

Now Kiefer smiled.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Kiefer’s eyebrows wrinkled for a second as he tried to think how to ease Jossey’s shoulder pain.  He remembered the pillows, turned, leaned over the car, and retrieved the two pillows from the floor.  When he turned back to Jossey, he helped her turn to lie down and placed one of the pillows underneath her head and neck and appeared to be determining how to use the second one.

“How’s that feel?  You sure you’re all right?”

Jossey wasn’t thinking about her shoulder.  She was thinking about getting that second pillow under her hips.  And Kiefer’s jeans down his legs.  She was so focused on this that she sat up, pushed Kiefer back onto the other side of the backseat, and moved onto her knees and then forward to straddle his torso.  She tugged at the hem of the tee and easily pulled it over his head.  Ah, yes.  Skin.  Hard and smooth and curly and golden.  Yes.  She unceremoniously dropped the tee on the floorboard.  In response, Kiefer’s fingers curled under the bottom edge of the camisole and he pulled it over Jossey’s head as she bent it forward to accommodate the move.  The skirt remained pushed up around the waist.  Briefly, Jossey desired its removal, but decided it wasn’t worth the trouble of switching positions to get it off.  Her mind was bent on more important things.

Jossey’s eyes narrowed, a determined look on her face.  She wanted those jeans down.  Carefully, eyes locked on his, she slowly curled her fingers into the waistband of Kiefer’s jeans.  Even more slowly she eased them down.  Tension crackled.  Eyes sparkled.  She backed up and pushed Kiefer’s left leg into a bent position.  She pulled that boot and sock off then followed with the right ones.  They, too, hit the floorboard.  The jeans became Jossey’s overwhelming focus.  But the slow dance was over for her now.  She swiftly jerked the jeans down his legs and over his feet and threw them behind her.  Oh, lord.  Jossey gasped.  He didn’t have on underwear either.  And all that she craved at the moment stood exposed and beckoning her.  

Now, Jossey thought, now.  I’ll ride him ’til he faints.

But Kiefer’s game plan didn’t include fainting.  At least not for himself.  He waited for the jeans to be gone and then sprang forward to ease Jossey back down, ignoring her mild protests.  He shut her up by sucking her top lip, then her bottom.  When he raised up, he grasped her ankles and held her legs up as if changing a baby’s diaper, placing the second pillow under her hips.  When her legs were lowered again, he was visible to her from the knees up.

She simply stared.  At the hardness of his body, the resolute look on his face, the chest visibly moving out and in with each increasingly deep breath.  Oh, god, she thought.  Please don’t make me wait much longer.  

But she was doomed.  Doomed and she knew it the moment she watched his lips mouth the words “slow – burn.”  She honestly believed she must have lost consciousness for a second after seeing, hearing that.  No, no, no slow burn.  Can’t take it.  She must have looked helpless.  He was unmoved.  He lowered his face closer to hers.  He repeated the words, even more slowly, this time.  Slo – ow – bu – urn.  Jossey swallowed.  His eyes bored through her skin.   Her reserve.  Her dignity.  She gave in.  Gave up.  Gave over.  And just waited.  He wasn’t even in her yet and she was delirious.  Aching.  Sensitive.  Dying.

He leaned back again, upright on his knees, his erection bobbing before her eyes like some sacred serpent bent on being worshipped.  She sighed.  She stared.  She tried to bend the snake to her will.  Then hot hands were under her and all over her and the snake entered the pulpit and the worshipping began. 

Kiefer started the sermon with some laying on of the hands.  Well, one hand.  And a tongue.  He gently rocked in and out of Jossey, his upper torso held above her own by resting his weight on his right elbow.  His left hand etched heat imprints all over her flesh as his tongue and mouth taunted her nipples.  At first, Jossey’s hands slid up and down Kiefer’s body, kneading the firmness, sucking his heat into her fingertips.  But as blissful as this was, Jossey soon simply raised her arms over her head and allowed them to rest on the side of the car.  She couldn’t make her brain instruct her limbs how to move and where.  

Jossey closed her eyes.  She would have run up a white flag had she had one and been able.  It was a sweet surrender, a feeling that Jossey fleetingly thought would not have been possible even forty-eight hours ago.  No matter.  This subjugation she could endure.  It might kill her, but she could endure.

Kiefer felt the last of Jossey’s will fade.  Knew when her arms went over her head.  When her eyes closed.  And she smiled.  He lowered his chest onto hers – heat on heat – the touching skin sparking thousands of tiny explosions.  Jossey moaned.  He turned his head, placing it near hers on the pillow.  The soles of his feet made solid contact with the upholstery, his fingers dug into her waist, and he settled into what seemed an endless rocking propelled by the slight movement of pushing and pulling the balls of his feet away from and into the side of the car.

There were too many sensations for Jossey to keep track of.  Certainly not all at once.  At times, she concentrated on feeling Kiefer’s chest on hers – not crushing, but claiming.  Then she focused on his fingers, pushing her down onto him as he drove into her.  Mostly, though, she drowned in the knowledge that she burned, smoldered like a slow-igniting forest fire started under damp leaves.  Involuntarily, her head wobbled slowly side to side as her brain attempted to sort out how to react to the stimulus.  She floated, her body rising from the seat to fly to the heaven promised by the sermon.

The rhythm of the sermon changed repeatedly, changed whenever Kiefer felt Jossey about to explode.  And it went on.  And on.  But he was tiring.  Not a centimeter of his skin escaped a sheen of sweat.  His breathing was labored, not as much by physical exertion as by the mental concentration, the concentration to keep from bursting inside of her.  When Jossey became aware of his more labored breathing, felt the sweat run down his head and on to her face, she summoned strength from some unknown depth and brought her arms over her head and placed her palms on his wrists.  He stopped his movement, slowly raising his head and turning to look into her face.  Had he reached the sinner?  Was she saved?

She blinked.  Once.  Twice.  And uttered one word very softly.

“Now.”

Kiefer shifted his weight once again onto his right elbow.  Together, instructed by syncopated desire, Jossey and Kiefer began to grind their lower bodies in tune.  Within a minute, as Jossey repeatedly raised herself to meet his thrusts, Kiefer let go, watching her watch him.  And this is what finally brought her release.  Watching his face contort as he filled her, feeling his body tense and jerk, hearing the soft groans.  She placed her hands on his buttocks, urging him to keep rocking until she, too, experienced a full release.  She tensed her muscles, contracting around him, sucking the last of his hotness into her.  His head fell onto her chest.  Jossey licked the sweat from Kiefer’s forehead.  She loved his taste.  His smell.  And for a few moments, they lay plastered to one another, silently recovering, inwardly smiling.

Kiefer was weary.  Wrung out by the sheer physical and emotional effort he’d put forth.  Jossey managed to slip from underneath him, removing along with herself the pillow that had been under her hips.  He seemed light as the feathers in the pillow to her.  Literally within seconds of Jossey turning him over and placing him where she had been, he was in a full, deep sleep.  She waited just long enough to assure that she wouldn’t waken him, retrieved her camisole from the floorboard, and slipped it over her head.  She attempted to crawl over the side of the car, but her legs were still weak.  She had to shake them for a few seconds before she felt confident to attempt her exit again.  When safely out of the car, she headed to the bathroom for a quick clean up.  She wet a cloth and grabbed a towel for Kiefer’s use later, called Molly to come with her, grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, and returned to the garage.

At first, Jossey had intended to pull the lawn chair to the side of the car to be near Kiefer.  But she decided against that in favor of crawling into the backseat and quietly easing herself into a seated position opposite Kiefer’s, her legs bent and her feet resting between his sprawling thighs. She watched him sleep.  The deep, measured breathing filled her with an ineffable sense of happiness.  The tension normally held around his eyes and mouth was gone.  He looked ten years younger.  Fifteen.  At one point, she wept as she stared at his face.  The eyebrows.  The indecent eyelashes.  The devil-mouth.  The insanely endearing ears.  The neck.  And though not too long ago the hardness of the body had driven her to distraction, she now studied his form with simple admiration.  Molly rested on the console, head on her front paws, intermittently napping and watching the two humans.

Jossey was uncertain about how much time passed.  Eventually, though, Kiefer roused from his slumber.  He felt Jossey’s body between his legs and did not rush to full alertness.  He allowed himself to slowly come awake.  She was there.  Her hand rested on his knee.  He felt warm and fuzzy and he didn’t fight it.  

Kiefer peeked through near closed eyelids at Jossey.  She sat dreamily staring in his direction.  Lazily, his eyes opened, and he shifted his weight slightly.  She acknowledged that he was awake by squeezing his knee and proffering the washcloth and towel.  He smiled and took them, quickly effecting a clean up.  Then, without sitting up, he spoke.

“What are you doin’?”

The dreamy smile did not leave her face.

“Staring at you.”

One eye closed as Kiefer looked questioningly at her.

“Why?”

“Why not?” she inquired.  She straightened up with the question, asserting her right to do so.

“’Cause I’m sleeping.”

“No, you’re not,” she responded.  She pinched his knee.  “You’re awake.”

“I was sleeping though.”  He stressed the word was.

“Yep.”

“So, why are you staring at me?” He tilted his side to one side, awaiting the response.

Jossey thoughtfully blinked, pursed her lips, and replied.

“I was enjoying observing you.”

“Observing me?” Kiefer’s head straightened and his eyebrows shot up.

“Yeah,” came the matter-of-fact response.

“What am I?” His eyes narrowed.  “A specimen?”

Jossey was no longer dreamy.  She grinned wickedly.

“Yessssss.  And a fine one, too, I might add.”

Following a quick, lopsided grin, Kiefer’s hand shot out to touch Jossey’s thigh.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah.”  She appeared briefly in deep thought.  “You see,” she drawled, “I’m a scientist.  I observe things.”

Kiefer’s eyes crinkled mischievously.

“Humph.  I thought you were Wonder Woman.”

She stuck out her tongue, then became haughty.

“I am a scientist.”

Kiefer’s left eyebrow shot up a half inch.

“Hmmmm.  And did you learn anything during this, uh, scientific observation?”

Jossey threw back her head with confidence.

“Of course.  Lots of stuff.”

Head slowly nodding up and down, Kiefer continued his inquiry.

“For instance?”

Jossey didn’t respond immediately.  Her eyes widened, then narrowed, then widened again before returning to normal.  But they danced. Dancing eyes.

She raised her chin and spoke.

“You pick your nose and eat boogers while you’re asleep.”

Kiefer’s mouth dropped open and his eyes widened to the size of quarters as he shot forward.

“What?” he screamed as he grabbed her by the upper arms.

Jossey burst into maniacal laughter.  She shook so hard that Molly stood up and stared at her.

“You bitch,” he accused, shaking his head side to side.

Her laughter subsided somewhat.  The look on his face had been priceless, worth the chance of his reaction.

“I couldn’t help it.  It just slipped out.”

“Slipped out, my ass.”  Kiefer settled back into a reclining position.  “You’ve probably been sitting there thinking about how to piss me off when I woke up.”

“Awwwwwwwww.  Baby.  I didn’t mean to make you mad.”

She leaned forward far enough to stroke his cheek.  He flicked her hand away.

“Get away.  Get away from me.”  She attempted again.  “Stop it.”

This time, though, he smiled in return to her smile and kissed her hand.  He sat up slightly in a moment, a question written in his eyes before the words confirmed it.

“Hey.  You really Wonder Woman?”

This time, it was Jossey’s eyebrow that went up.

“Damned straight.”

“So . . . ”  Kiefer licked his lips.  Lasciviously.  “You got those boots?”

Jossey’s eyes scrunched in response, but she nodded affirmatively.

“And the belt.  You got a magic belt?”

A smile of pure wickedness painted her face.

“Yeah,” she leisurely drawled.  “I got a magic belt, too.”

Kiefer straightened up in the seat.  “Can I see?”

Jossey flung her head to one side in mock frustration.

“In your wet dreams, boy,” she spat out.  “It’ll cost you to see those.”

“How much?”

“How much?  You asshole.  You think I can be bought?”

“You just said it would cost me.  I’d like to know the price, please.”

“You can’t afford it.”

“Who says?”

“Me.”

“Huhmph.”

For a full minute they just smiled at one another until Jossey finally made a move.  She placed both hands on Kiefer’s chest.

“You hungry?”

Kiefer thought for a second.

“Yeah.  I am hungry.”  He glanced to the back of the Malibu.  “Hey.  Let’s do the picnic.”

“I thought you’d never ask!”

“You first,” Kiefer instructed, as he swept his hand toward the side of the car.

“Nah.  You go ahead.  I think your jeans are behind you on that side.”

Kiefer prepared to climb over the side of the car, unsuspecting that Jossey had refused his offer so she could watch this maneuver.   She wasn’t disappointed.  She got an unobstructed view of all his lickable, muscular parts.  She even stared openly as he bent over to retrieve the jeans and pull them on.  When he got to the zipper, so as not to be caught, she pulled herself away and climbed out of the car.

They enjoyed the picnic, talking and laughing, a nice way to end a day well-spent in the garage.  When Molly made it clear that she was ready for a walk, Kiefer stood and began gathering the scattered items.  Jossey asked Kiefer if he thought it was still raining.  He shook his head and scrunched his shoulders as he headed to the Malibu to recover his tee and boots.

“Dunno.  But if it’s not raining too hard, I’ll take her out for a bit anyway.”

“Okay.  You head on out.  And put something on, please.  I mean something to cover you so you don’t get soaking wet.”

“Yes, mother.”

“Fuck you, son.”

Kiefer shot an evil look at Jossey as he spoke to Molly.

“C’mon, girl.  Let’s leave this sharp-tongued wench to ponder her evil ways.”

Jossey rolled her eyes and shooed them both up the stairs.

“Hey,” she called up the stairs.  “You want me to put some of these things up?  If I can determine where they go?” 

“Nah.  I’ll get ’em later.  Just get the food and stuff and c’mon upstairs.”

“’Kay.”

Jossey gathered the remains of the picnic, climbed the stairs, and busied herself putting things away.  She hadn’t thought about the time until her gaze went inadvertently to the clock on the kitchen wall.  Good lord.  It was after seven o’clock.

Moments later, Kiefer and Molly returned.  Kiefer’s windbreaker was wet, but not drenched.  Molly had apparently shaken most of the excess water from her coat before she was allowed in.  Perhaps Kiefer had shaken with her.  She immediately imagined the two of them shaking themselves on the steps and smiled.

“Jeeeeeeez.  Jossey.  It’s seven fuckin’ o’clock.  Did you know that?”

She glanced up at him.

“I know.”  She shook her head.  “Can you believe it?”

Molly was uninterested in the time and headed to her world.

Kiefer moved towards Jossey as she rounded the corner of the bar to meet him.  His hands went to her arms as hers encircled his waist.  They rubbed noses.

“Don’t you have stuff to read for work?”

Kiefer tilted his head and kissed Jossey’s cheek before responding.

“Yeah.  I guess I’d better get started.   You still have your book?”

“No.”  With a slight head shake, she continued.  “I threw it in the trash because it was so good and I didn’t want to be able to finish it.”

Kiefer sneered.

“Smart ass.”

Jossey winked at him.  “Yes.  I still have the book.  And it is a good one, too.”

Two minutes later, Kiefer and Jossey had settled on the sofa, his back against one of its arms, hers against the other.  Jossey’s legs rested inside his.  They each entered their own fictional worlds and passed the time in silence.  From time to time, one of them would look up at the other, smile to themselves, and return to reading.  Neither was aware when the other fell asleep.  But they both dreamed about driving down Highway 1.

