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Memories of you



The wind carries the scent of lavender towards me and it reminds me of you. The warm breeze is blowing underneath my shirt, flapping it about. I sense the grass underneath my bare feet. When I walk along the path it tickles between my toes. I follow you slowly. You walk on tiptoe, barely letting your toes touch the grass before you take another step with a graceful movement. You always stop by the lavender bush and caress the purple flowers and grab the stems. The scent of lavender remains in your hands, in your hair and in the fabric of your white kimono wafting on the breeze. The view of the valley is beautiful and captivating, but I scarcely notice it. When you turn around on the path and look at me smiling, the mountains disappear, as do the birdsong and the cypress trees reaching into the skies. When you turn around and laugh, the sweet and spicy scent of lavender becomes stronger. Everything else disappears in a white and dreamlike mist.

I blink a few times, slowly adjusting my eyes to the light streaming through the thin white curtain. The morning sun is warm in the spring, but the air is cool and crisp. I throw my legs over the edge of the bed, wiggling my toes a little to wake them up. It takes a couple of minutes before I stand up. I push my weight into my hands against the edge of the bed, forcing my body to stand up. The first few hours are horrible. No, the first few minutes. The minutes I spend blinking my eyes, adjusting them to the light – adjusting them to the world – those minutes are the worst. It is during those minutes each morning that I realise that you're gone. The night has draped a white and mysterious blanket over the truth. When the light shines through the curtains, forcing my eyes to open, that's when I begin to comprehend. Reality hits me hard and without warning, like a bolt of lightning splitting the sky in two on a warm summer night. You're gone.

The first few hours are almost as bad. That's when I have to decide how I'm going to make it through the day.

My body works against me in ways I never could have imagined when I was young. Thinking back now, I'm not sure I ever gave it a single thought. I never thought about growing old, about my body growing old. I knew I would grow old with you, but I never saw a glimpse of the two of us being old together. I never imagined how it might be. I was busy enjoying what was. For years, I regretted that. I regretted not thinking about us growing old. Sometimes I convinced myself that your death was my fault because I never imagined us growing older. Now I'm grateful for the moments we shared. Those moments have given me my best memories. In my memories, you're clearly present. In my dreams you're real, you're mine. Your lips find mine again. Your tongue is as playful as I remember it. Your demeanour is sensual and curious. Your laugh is so spirited. Your hands are so inquisitive. Your kisses so persistent. Your body so greedy, but also yielding. I feel the warmth of you around my cock. I sense your wet and slippery clit on my fingertips, and I feel how you tighten around me, squeezing me right before you orgasm.

I walk downstairs, open the kitchen window and undo the hasp on the shutters. It's a chilly spring morning. The dew is stuck on the grass in the shade of the trees and will remain there until it's nearly noon until the sun builds up enough heat to make it evaporate. The cicadas are quiet in the morning shade. They will wake up later in the day when the sun is high in the sky and the heat fills the valley. I enjoy the peace and quiet of the morning and the steady routine. Each morning I eat a piece of fruit as I take a walk. I grab an apple and a fruit knife from the basket on the kitchen table. I rub the apple on the sleeve of my jacket and I slowly walk down the path. A few minutes ago, you were running in my dream down this very path and I followed you. Not with old arthritic legs, but with a young and muscular body. A body whose strength and beauty I felt sure would remain forever. I turn down a familiar path as I cut a slice off the apple and put it in my mouth. The freshness wakes up my taste buds and suddenly I'm hungry. I cut another slice immediately after. The juice of the apple is sweet and slightly tangy, just the way I like it.

My body halts in front of the lavender bush. I forget to chew the food I’ve just placed in my mouth. I can’t move. It's as if my body instinctively knows to stop before my head gets a say. I look at the bush. It has spread and become thicker since the last time you touched it. The last time you let your hands dance tenderly over its purple flowers. I approach it sombrely. I let my hand brush over the stems, and I look for the small signs that the flowers are coming. The stems on the lavender bush are soaked in dew and they don't smell of anything yet.

I shut my eyes and breathe deeply. That's the best way for me to envision your smile. Some people say that memories fade away, that people who have lost someone will suddenly not be able to hear the voice of their loved one, or envision their face. Memories fade as time goes by, and eventually, they disappear, but you will never fade from my memory. I will always be able to remember what we had together. I make sure I don't do it too often. I don't want to wear white clothes and step inside the imaginary world that used to be our reality. Sceptics say that is the way to madness. But I think that the absence of love makes a person mad, so I cling on. Sceptics will say anything. They say that we forget to interact with actual people, that we live separate lives, and that human abilities, such as empathy, eventually disappear. Perhaps I might be one of them if you were still alive. I might criticise people for not interacting with others, for solely existing in the world behind their glasses. I might have been one of the surly old men who would instinctively resent any sort of progress. But you are not alive.

I walk slowly up the stairs to the bedroom and I open the cupboard. There are a few nightshirts and a few ordinary work suits. Aside from that, the cupboard is full of white clothes. The sunlight on the colour hurts my eyes, causing me to blink a few times. I grab a white suit from its hanger. It's clean and ready to wear. I sit down on the edge of the bed and put on the trousers. They're snug and fitted – as they're supposed to be. It doesn't take long before the effort makes beads of sweat appear on my brow. Before the sweat trickles down my spine. I pant and bend over to buckle the shoes. I usually rest for a bit after I've put on the trousers and shoes. It's particularly difficult today. Maybe it's the heat, maybe it's the dream, or maybe it's simply because now I'm one day older.

I breathe heavily and try to bring down my pulse rate. Having put on the tight white clothes, I walk back down the stairs. I just grip the railing lightly, since I don't need too much strength to remain upright. The white clothes seem to fill me with strength. I know you would have laughed at me if you had seen me looking like this. You wouldn't have been able to resist making a comment. I wonder what you might say. As I reach the foot of the stairs, I know. No doubt you'd ask if I were on my way to the Moon. I smile at the question you never asked, and I think to myself: “No, I'm on my way to a much better place.”

The cicadas have started singing, and they fill the valley with noise. I walk slowly towards the barn, almost in slow motion. I still call it that, but it's not much to do with a barn anymore. It used to be one. I kept my machinery and equipment there. A few years after you died, I had it renovated. Outside, it still looks like the barn you knew, but inside it has changed. It's empty. It has been painted with a particular white paint, which enables me to enter an imaginary world. I sold the machines a long time ago. I walk down the path towards the barn. The dew is thick on the grass, but even though I'm dressed in white from head to toe, the green colour from the grass does not stain my shoes or the hem of my trousers. The clothes have been made from a very special fabric, which ensures that they keep their colour and that the white remains brilliantly white. To enter the imaginary world and experience it as powerfully as possible, that was necessary. The wet grass gives as I walk on it, and if I listen carefully, I can hear the dew underneath my feet.

I struggle to open the barn door. The colour of the white room overwhelms me and makes me feel woozy. I cautiously shut the door behind me. The white room makes me think of a church. The whole structure is brimming with a similar atmosphere and chill. When I shut the door, the noise of the cicadas disappears, and everything is silent. I tiptoe across the floor, as though I were afraid that the sound of my footsteps should make the imaginary world crumble and disappear. I'm being silly, and I know that, but I do like thinking of this experience as something sacred. When I put on those white clothes, I'm conducting a ritual. Everything has to be done properly.

When I walk from the house to the barn, I'm walking from one world to another. When I enter the barn, I'm entering a house of worship. When I put on the gloves and glasses, I'm face to face with the divine. I walk gingerly towards the small table in the centre of the room. I see to it that the sound of my footsteps doesn't interrupt the sacred silence. With slow and tender movements, I put on the white gloves. I make sure they're pulled down properly between my fingers before I put on the glasses. A digital screen emerges. I see my life in front of me as a series of memories. I prefer the ones you're in. They're the ones I search for. I don't intend to relive my childhood or my old age, but the memories with you are by far the happiest. I browse back and forth a bit until I find what I'm looking for. I replay the memory and let myself go with the flow.

We're on the bed in the bedroom, and a light summer breeze is making the curtain flutter. I squint, letting my eyes get used to the light. You're lying on your stomach next to me. The strap on your nightgown has fallen down over your shoulder, and your long dark hair is hanging loose. It curls its way down your back, and even though I've relived this memory many times before, and even though you loosened your hair every night, it still amazes me how long and flowing it is. Your eyelids are twitching, and I put my hand on your lower back to make you feel at ease. Your twitching stops, and you take a deep breath. I fast forward a couple of minutes. You're sitting on top of me. Both straps have slipped down over your shoulders, and the silky fabric of your nightgown is draped loosely over your hips. I feel you sliding slowly down over my cock, how your body engulfs me. I tilt my head back and look up at you. Your hair is waving back and forth and banging against your chest. You smile at me, lean forward, and kiss me. I feel your soft breasts against my skin. I cup them in my hands, feel them, lick them. You sit up straight and ride me harder. You arch your back – leaning backwards, letting me see you. You're shaven, except for a faint trace of hair. Everything is visible. That's how I liked it. You place your hands on the mattress that’s on either side of my legs and slide down hard onto me. I can see my cock disappearing inside you. I start thinking about something else, about what we're going to do today, to make the moment last longer. You can feel my mind straying, so you slow down and bend down on top of me, and kiss me gently.

I grab your head in my hands and force your mouth open with my tongue. I let our tongues play as I thrust hard inside you. Your smile makes the piercing in your nose move. You touch yourself and lean a long way back, letting me see. Your fingers slide back and forth. I gently grab your slender wrist and remove your hand, so that I can have access. You moan loudly when I touch your wet pussy. You grind impatiently on my hand and you’re breathing heavily. You raise your arms above your head, grabbing your hair, lifting it. I sit up straight with you still straddling me. I hold you close, and you wrap your arms around me as well. I can feel the warmth of your body surrounding me. You lean forward and kiss me ravenously. The tip of your tongue tickles my lips. I moan, grabbing your hips and pulling you down hard onto me. Your tongue teases mine. You kiss, lick and suck on my lips. You let the tip of your tongue brush over them. You slide back and forth, whimpering, continuing to use your fingers to stimulate your clit. Tiny beads of sweat appear on your chest and run down to meet with mine as our embrace becomes one rapid motion. Your teasing tongue brings me over the edge with you and we succumb to a shared, monumental climax. We stay for a while in the moist sheets, just holding on to one another. I can feel the warmth of your body within my very soul. The smell of desire and sweat hangs in the air. The spring breeze makes the thin white curtain flutter.

 

I remove the glasses. My clothes are sticking to my body and I can't stop smiling. I slowly loosen the gloves from my fingertips before I pull them off. I carefully close the barn door behind me. The song of the cicadas hits me abruptly, like a downpour from a clear sky. I lean against the rock wall and let my heart find its normal rhythm. I'm thinking about the time when I got the glasses before the barn was redone and you came back into my life. I would spend entire days in the memories of you – of us. I had trouble tearing myself away. It quickly became an addiction. You remember when I wanted to quit smoking. When you mentioned it, telling me about all the side effects and the risk of an early death. I denied having any sort of problem. But after the bad case of pneumonia, where I didn't feel like smoking at all, you encouraged me to throw out my cigarettes. The addiction went away, but sometimes the urge comes back. I keep it down, just as I keep down the desire to spend every moment with you. Initially, I denied to myself and my surroundings that I had a problem. My addiction grew.

You were all I could think of; from I woke up until I went to bed. I couldn't sleep. The thought of being close to you kept me awake. I regulated the habit. I only allowed myself to go into the barn to be with you twice a day. Then just once a day, and now I'm down to a couple of times per week. I go there when the grief becomes too much to bear. When all I want is to remember.

I don't like the arguments we had. The memories I have about our major arguments are too powerful. Why did we waste our time like that? I always fast-forward to the make-up sex we had, after our words had forced us into opposing corners. Our way of being intimate is not loving and warm like it is in the morning when the sleepiness still rests on our bodies like a calming shroud. When we get intimate after an argument, it's a struggle – a struggle for power. We kiss each other hard and greedily. We don't touch each other's bodies tenderly. We take, we rip and we gorge ourselves. We cling to one another and change positions more frequently. Initially, I force you down on the bed. You grip the back of my neck tightly, using all your strength. You wrap your legs around mine and squeeze, forcing me to the side. You straddle me, sliding back and forth, pushing your weight down on my chest. It often ends with me taking you, standing against the wall. I hold your hair tightly in one of my hands, while I press your body against the cold and rough brick wall. You dig your nails into my buttocks. We both moan out loud. I thrust deep inside you, and you push your butt towards me, making me go deeper. You grab my hand and stuff my fingers in your mouth. You suck sloppily, as you turn around to look at me. I grab one of your buttocks hard. The skin burst forth between my fingers. You bring my wet fingers down to your clit. I push you against the bricks in the wall, and we both cum soon after. You scream out loud, I bellow like a savage, and together we silence the cicadas.

I take a siesta in the shade. I'm lying down, looking over the valley. The vines are beginning to grow and the fields become greener each day. I think about you. Every time I see something beautiful, I feel a burning desire to show it to you. Every time I experience something or hear a good story, I get the urge to tell you about it. For a fraction of a second, I think it will be possible. Then the sorrow overpowers me.

In the afternoon heat, I'm resting in the shade. I see you in front of me and you're smiling. You ask me to come with you. I can see you laughing, but I can't hear it clearly. I try remembering the sound of your laughter, which was so hearty and so happy, that it often made people turn around to look at you in the street. I search through the old memories, but the sound of your laughter is gone. I slowly get up from the deck chair under the umbrella and walk inside the house. It feels as if every step on the staircase was designed to take my breath away. It takes me a long time to get upstairs. I have to stop and catch my breath a few times, but I know I have to get upstairs. I need to put on my white suit and I have to make it to the barn if I want to see you again. I don't care that it's the second time today, my memories of you are starting to fade away. I can still remember your face and your smile, but your laughter is gone. I wonder if that's how it begins. Eventually, I might forget everything about you.

My body works against me as I walk down the stairs. Getting dressed was a struggle, which I doubted a few times if I would win. I grip the railing firmly with both hands. The strength that usually builds up inside me when I put on the white suit, is nowhere to be found. Struggling for breath, I make it to the foot of the stairs. I stand there for a couple of minutes to get my breath back. The evening heat is oppressive, pushing me towards the ground like a heavy sandbag. I desperately try walking upright – I have to make it into the garden. With each step I take, it feels as if going to tumble and fall. I'm afraid I won't be able to get back up if I fall down. You're standing a bit further down the path, smiling at me. Your hair is in its usual bun at the back of your neck. You twirl around, making the white kimono flutter around you. You turn your back to me and skip down the path, while you look back and laugh. I stop and look at you. A few strands of hair make their way out of your bun, and dance on the air behind you. I take a deep breath and continue towards the barn. I lean against the door to catch my breath, before struggling to open the door. I shut it behind me, but a ray of light still makes it inside the barn. I head for the small table with the white gloves and the glasses. I slowly put the items on. I see my life in front of me, browsing a bit back and forth until I find the perfect memory. I can finally catch my breath. “I’m here”, I whisper quietly.

You are wearing your see-through dress. The one that barely conceals your body. Everything is visible, and then again it's not. The memory fades, and suddenly you're lying in our bed reading me an erotic story. Your facial expressions are serious. You don't take your eyes away from the book, you don't let yourself get distracted. The memory lags a bit but carries me with it. You are no longer serious, and your tone of voice has changed. You laugh when I startle you. I open the door and shock you. You laugh as you playfully push me away. You say that you don't want me to see you like that. I tell you that you always look beautiful to me and you smile and shake your head. I walk backwards out of the bedroom – out of the memory. The next thing I see are my much younger hands massaging your shoulders. You surrender to my touch. I zoom in on your face. You are calm and relaxed. You were always like that, both when we went to lavish dinners, and when it was just the two of us. You were always the same. Your tranquillity created a space for us. I zoom in even further to your face. I recognise every line, every feature.

I take off the glasses and wipe my eyes. I swallow once before putting the glasses back on.

You're standing with your back to me, looking out of the window. Your purple dress accentuates your body. The thin straps emphasise your naked shoulders. You turn around and dance seductively right in front of me. I feel my youthful body dancing along. I can feel my desire for you increasing. I want to put my hands on your gyrating hips and cup your breasts, kiss the nape of your neck. Another memory takes over. Suddenly, you're in a white room. It's quiet. You pull me into the room, and unquestioningly I follow you. In this room, my body becomes lighter and I follow you with ease. I can't help looking down at myself. My strong and muscular body is back. I feel the stubble on my cheeks, and I know instinctively that they're dark and not grey. You stand there apprehensively watching me, then you lunge yourself at me and kiss me. I kiss you back. Your kisses are so familiar – your soft lips and your eager tongue. I wrap my arms around you, I hold you, and I can feel how we're slowly becoming one being. We disappear into the moment, into each other and into the glorious 'we', that we managed to create. I lay you down on the white bed.

I kiss you as I slowly loosen the straps on your white dress. I expose your breasts. Your nipples rise toward me in anticipation. I lie down and kiss your thighs. I lick, suck and kiss your skin. You look at my tongue making its way up and down your body. I move slowly toward your face. We kiss each other tenderly and lovingly. The first kisses are full of love, and the following ones are full of yearning and desire. We kiss each other for what feels like an eternity. You shut your eyes, and I shut mine. We explore each other in the darkness. We slowly let each other in.

You put your hands on my head as I caress you outside the see-through knickers. I think about your warm and wet body. Your breath growing faster and the shivers in your stomach when you orgasm. The thought of the sweat running down between your breasts is making my cock hard. You grab it firmly and your touch makes it even harder. I gasp as your hands slide knowingly up and down the shaft. I struggle to take off my underpants. It's not that my body is acting up, my body works the way it should, but the lust and the anticipation are making me lose control of my body. We smile at each other and kiss softly, while our fingers and hands explore one another. I can feel how you're slowly getting wet. I take off your knickers and stare directly into your wet pussy. My fingers fumble with a condom, while you lie there expectantly and ready. I rub my cock against your labia and your clit. Your breath gets heavier. I can feel your warmth radiating against my cock. You're lying on your back looking up at me, as you squeeze your breasts hard. You stroke them tenderly, and then grip them and squeeze them. Your pussy slowly opens for me. You are so beautiful. I can't help touching you. Your body recoils in shock, but you quickly surrender to my touches. You moan and gasp as you thrust your hips expectantly towards me. In an attempt to make you feel at ease, I put my hands on your head. I stroke your cheeks and kiss you. Your body responds to every move I make, catching every hint, and understanding and responding to every touch. You know what I like. You never ask, you just give everything to me with the greatest ease. I kiss you and look into your eyes, as I thrust inside you. You moan softly. I lift myself up a bit, so I can see myself sliding inside you. My face is right next to yours. You gasp and moan louder every time I disappear inside you.
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