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The last time they made love she could feel the hint of pain and loss
which would become her. There were still the moments of god she
always knew with him, but there was a confusion that began to
interrupt what had been the silence that could only be heard when
she took someone she loved like that inside. When she took them
inside of everything she was, will be, and had been. The last time
they made love there was a strange separation, a fluid wall of water
which could not be pushed or pulled or moved. She could only dig
her nails into the warmth of him in order to quiet it, to calm it, to
bully it. The last time they made love there was a her and a him, but
always there was also them. The last time they made love she loved
the smell of his unwashed hair, his statue calves, his blond eyes and
soft and rough lips, the way he took control of her hips. She loved
him in ways she could never make him believe. She loved him. The
last time they made love she loved him so much she forgot to
breathe. A moment which would become all she could think of,
because the last time she made love to him she had no idea it would
be the last time they made love.
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