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…So bright I was almost blinded by it’s brilliance.  Damn those eyes, those eyes, how did I get so lucky to spend my time in those eyes.  His smile flooded my face.  I smiled back and it magnetized more of his energy.  The energy was palpable and it began flooding my being; my head, body, arms, legs, feet.  It radiated through my body like a warm bath.  I completely relaxed.  I felt entirely emersed, as though I couldn’t move a muscle.  All I could do is stare back at that amazing man; the face that radiated the Universe.  I loved him, deeply, passionately, unconditionally.  There was absolutely nothing I could do!

I was hypnotized in a mushy warm trance of love.  It was like a deep pool of swirling water massaging every muscle, every atom of my being, drawing me in further and further down a gentle whirlpool.

Time and space disappeared.  There was only this, only us, but only one just touching hands, smiling and bathing in the radiance.  This was pure, unadulterated worship.  I hate that word for the connotations, but no other word would do at this moment, as redefined by us, worship was joining into one.

At the next moment he reached for my face, with a look of worship on his face.  He could actually move, I was still frozen, just sitting there smiling and beaming.  He reached for my face and carefully caressed my cheek, ear chin, neck, slowly moving, always smiling.  What it that?  He looks as though his eyes are welling up with tears, just slightly, ever so slightly through the full radiant smile.  Wow! Although I am sometimes self-conscious with the display of emotions and sometimes with the intensity of someones attention, at this moment it is the most natural, naked and comforting state in the world, the only state.  Our feelings, untainted by other random or distracting thoughts, just fully present with each other, nothing else exists.  I am so thankful for this man, his love, his fullness of experience, of attention, of mindfulness.  I have never felt so complete in my life as I do in this moment.

Jack comes closer, slowly, holding my face, he kisses me gently as though the kiss would go forever.  (re-word)  I could feel every slight sensation of skin against skin, all on my face; his fingers, lips, brushing his cheek against mine.  My God, as he pulls back I am already dreaming of this small touch again.  Ecstasy trails are in the air.

Later I have flashes of these types of moments most of all.  His face next to mine, cheek to cheek, lips so soft brushing across my face, my lips.  Feeling him close, smelling the sweet smell of Jack.  His lips near my ears, whispering to me. Flashes of memories of these intimate moments come to me when I am studying, reading, driving, resting.  They flash to me suddenly, in full sense of smell, touch, and sight.  They overwhelm me and my current activities.  They are so real, but the unusual part is that they are not exact memories of previous moments together.  They are new experiences of a similar nature.  I even had a few quick flashes like this before we had actual moments of intimacy together.  

When these moments happen, I have to breathe deeply.  They catch me by surprise with their ability to rise sexual energy in me, to melt my being, they are so real, as though they are happening at the moment, as though I am replaying a memory that actually happened but they are not my memories.  They are new, powerful and spontaneously arising.  What are they?  Fantasies? Interplays of energies?  Pre-cognitions.  My God, I don’t know what the Hell they are, but they are occurring more often and now are reinforced with memories or actual events.

Back to the moment-only essence of dialogue – work out actual later

He leans in to kiss my neck, my ears and he whispers “Your beauty is all I can see, you are the most beautiful woman I have ever known.”

“  I want to show you how much I love you.  Let me give you the deep passionate pleasure that you give to me.  Just relax and let me do all the work.  You just enjoy it and tell me what I can do to make you feel wonderful.”

A sudden surge of energy mixed with excitement, enthralling joy, and a touch of anxiety and fear shot through my body.  Was he suggesting what I thought he was?  Was this all about pleasuring me?  We hadn’t done this turn-taking session yet.  This is definitely a new phase in our relationship.

My anxiety and fear were about going first and feeling vulnerable, more vulnerable than when we are pleasuring each other at the same time.  It feels more vulnerable because it si all about me.  He will see more of me, see me in a different way,   The dynamics are all different.  I am primarily in a receiving mode – Shit!  This is scary!  He might see a side of me he doesn’t like?  It feels selfish, self-indulgent.  My God what am I going to do?  (My Blue side says good girls don’t do this.  Can I relax enough now, to respond, to enjoy what he is giving?  Oh No!  I start to panic, then…

I look back into his eyes after my few seconds of panic attack and it all melts away.  I relax again and immerse myself in his eyes, his smile, his touch.  His gentle caress of my skin, his deeply seductive movements, unbuttoning my shirt, removing my clothes.

This is going to be an unprecedented moment for me.  Here we go..

He slowly removed my shirt.  I feel my ability to move return as I pull my arms out of my shirt.  I glance around the room and out the window.  The moonlight is shining brighter now throught he window as the ALMOST full moon rises higher in the sky.  We feel completely alone in the world – not a single sound to be heard.  We are the completely full Universe.  Us and ALL and only ALL.

He comes closer, kneeling between my legs as I sit up on the sofa, naked from the waist up.  He sinks into my breasts and caresses gently.  He beings kissing me everywhere on my chest, neck, breasts.  Gently kissing my nipples I feel sudden waves of passion through my body.  He continues exploring every inch with his hands and lips; my stomach and back to the breast, getting to know my body more intimately.

His hands move to my arms, I caress his back as he kisses my breast more.  Oh this is heaven.  I begin to anticipate what is coming next with a mixture of anxiety that feeds the passion of the moment.  I submerge back into the ecstatic pool of seduction.

He kisses my stomach, moving down lower and lower.  He unbuttons my pants, unzips the zipper and ontinues kissing every bit of flesh he can find, caressing and moving down my abdomen, pulling my pants down in front.

In quickening anticipation and excitement, he pulls down my pants from behind as I lift my body up slightly.  He is so quick, so graceful, no interruption as he pulls the legs of my pants off quickly and easily in one pull, underwear and all.

He gazes at my completely naked body in the blue cast of the moonlight, now just a glow in the dark.  He is smiling more deeply, more passionately.  His eyes softening with passion and anticipation of more, more, more.  The sexual energy was palpable in the room, the soft darkness and moonlight, all the skin.

He quickly pulled his shirt off over his head revealing his beautiful muscular chest.  It was a wonderous sight!  I could just feel his full chest of skin pushing against mine just looking at him.  I was so excited just sitting there looking at him.  Oh, it is too much.  Relax, I can’t relax, take it slow, I can’t.

He rises to his feet, removed his pants and underwear with the same ease.  A beautiful dance of graceful movement.  His beauty from head to toes is more than I can handle.  His shining soul sends me into ecstacy beyond words.  He was there in full naked glory.  I was staring in awe and love.  Remember, Breathe, Breathe, Breathe.

He continued moving in one perfect yoga (sutra) movement of conscious action to kneel in front of me again.  Taking my body in his full embrace he held me close, passionately, firmly kissing me, tongues embracing in perfect harmony, chests pushing hard into each other, closer and closer, he pulls me in.  I wrap my legs around his chest (wait) as he kneels there, holding, we passionately kiss more and more, ever growing excitement, the seduction complete, the passion exploding.  Holding back to make it last is almost impossible, Oh my, How do I slow down, I don’t want to!

We kiss and firmly press our bodies together for an eternity.  Then he slowly pulls me down to the floor.  Still kissing me, holding me close.  He lays me on the floor, grabs a pillow from the sofa and slides it under my buttocks, raising me up slightly.  He lays down to my side and begins caressing and kissing me again.  I am “in position” and he takes command of my body with great assurance.  I take a deep breath as he moves away.  He is down between my legs now exploring my body again, quickly down my body this time.  Reaching between my legs, he moved down, my lges fell apart and he was down between my letgs touching and kissing every bit of my skin.  And finally kissing and exploring between my legs.  Licking, kissing, moving rapidly, then slowly, then rapidly again.  Both just as exciting. 

I have a wave of anxiety again.  I am totally exposed, totally. . . and I don’t care!  I go with it, responding as I want.  It is his gift to appreciate.  

I can’t control my body anymore.  I am moving up and down gently, rhythmically with his movements.  It is so erotically bare, naked.  It is so intensely bare naked for both of us.  We move faster now.  I let out moans of delight, it feels so good I can’t stop.  My hands grabbing the edges of the pillow now, tightly as we move together.  More, more more, rhythm, movement, exciting me so deeply.  An added thrill of vulnerability exposed and overcome with the man of my soul, so easily, so gracefully  Oh no, it is too much, we go and go, faster and faster.  I grab the pillow with all my strength and move quickly to intensify the last few moments of ecstatic sex.  His tongue is doing things I can’t imagin without stopping without relenting, more intensely.  He takes it to unprecedented heights of sensation, ifrm, quick movements of the tongue, fingers moving in perfect harmony everywhere, penetrating me I can feel it everywhere.

Too much.  No words, no words to describe.  I moan in inaudible sounds.  Ohh, Ahh, Ahh, Ohh.  All together I move with him.  I grasp the pillows so hard that I lift myself up in the last thrusts of intense passion.  Almost yelling in my loud moaning, I shake and thrust in uncontrollable muscle actions as I can take it not a second longer.  I come, up and up and up, my eyes roll up into my head.  It seems to happen in slow motion and yet so quick.  The slight anxiety of exposure creeps in and quickly gets overwhelmed again by the passionate explosion.  

I come in all the noisy, blissful energy of passion.  I feel like I am exploding and taking up every molecule of the room with my energy.  

Immediately following the explosion, I found myself quaking with release.  I begin to laugh quietly as I shake.  Jack crawls up to embrace me, he is smiling and shaking about as much as I am from the orgasmic excitement.  I can’t speak, can’t move.  That was beyond my sphere of previous experience.  I keep breathing rapidly as I try to recover from the shaking and trembling.  Jack holds me tight and caresses my back.  We are both shaking with the overwhelming joy of passionate embrace.  Both of us laughing and holding each other tight.  (How does he do it?  Holding it in until later?)

“That was amazing!  I love you so much.”  Jack gets the first words out.  I still have trouble speaking, my mind is still out of my body over somewhere else in the room.  “I can’t tell you how wonderful that was, I am almost speechless.”  I mutter, wishing I could say more.  “I think you already said it all!”  Jack says as he lovingly laughs.  

“I love you so much, next, it is your turn.”  I say in an happily exhausted voice.  “Ah, I can’t wait!”  Jack says as you seductively embraces me and rubs his hands over my body, now covered in light sweat.  He kisses me one more time and we collapse in the moonlight.  We rest without speaking as we stare out the window.  We feel like one body entwined in each other.  It was hard to tell where I ended and where he began.  Or is it the other way around?

“Now for your surprise.”  I suddenly announced after I felt like I was back into my body enough to function again.  I stand up and say, “Come with me.”  I take his hands and he gets up to follow my lead.  I take him back to the bathroom and I light several candles.  The perfect level of light to see fairly well, but not overwhelm our mood.  The very thought of lights on at this moment was excrutiating.  We were continuing our journey into the exploration of each other in this heavenly cocoon of moonlight and passion.

I turn on the show and we climb in.  We use fragrant show gel on each other, everywhere.  We were massaging, moaning softly at times, laughing, looking for more places to rub the slippery warm and wet soap.  The water was warm, relaxing, the scent was intoxicating;natural essential oil infused with orange, grapefruit, lemon, slight lavender.   Then we washed each others hair, alternating with kissing and pressing our bodies up against each other.

After washing, I began my seduction of him.  I kissed him hard, passionately.  I reached down to hold his hard penis.  Moving my fingers up and down his penis, he moved to the rhythm with me.  We embraced firmly and he leaned against the shower wall as I leaned into him, rubbing his penis with more intensity.  He was REALLY ready after hours of build-up.  I moved back, turned the water off, moved him to the shower seat to sit and I went down to fully embrace his hard penis with my mouth.  I went down and sucked softly exploring with my tongue.  Jack let out sounds of extreme pleasure and had to stand back up against the shower wall.  I went down again, this time more firmly moving up and down, my tongue swirling around with fast movement.  I held his buttocks formly, moving, grasping, sucking.  I took one hand and massaged his testicles ever so slightly, then a little more firmly.  He couldn’t hold still, we moved and moved together until he came with such force.  He was morning, groaning, moving fast back and forth, clenching everything for the final release.  Beautiful sounds of passion enjoyed, released, and exploded with jerks and shakes just like I had done.  I hold on to him firmly and we experience the excitement together.

His joyful release, then our passionate embrace as he comes down to hold me.  We hold each other, have trouble keeping our balance, then let out giggles of giddy pleasure as he falls back against the back of the shower.

“You are the most sexy, seductive, surprising lover.”  I say in his ear.  I kiss his chest and he whispers in my ear, “I love you so much.  That was amazing.”  

I kiss his cheek and whisper, “Rest here a moment.”  He sits on the show seat and I go over to the large soaking tub and fill it with water and aromatic oils.  Jack comes out of the shower and embraces me from behind firmly.  What a secuctive hold.  I feel every part of his body against my back, my buttocks.  He holds me from behind, my stomach, then my breasts.  Then he turns me around and we embrace with skin together everywhere.  Oh it feels so soothing now, so comfortable.  With the passion of sex subsided and satisfied, we get into the enormous tub, me sitting in his lap.  Touching, soaking, floating in each others arms, our legs in constant motion caressing each other.

The water was so comforting, seductive and soft.  But, thirty minutes or so was all we could take.  We turned into prunes.  We were so wrinkled.  We decided to go for the oil massage.  We spread out towels on the carpet and took turns with spreading oil over each others body.

We climbed into bed naked and oiled and drifted to sleep for a few minutes.  We both seemed to awaken at the same time.  It was the middle of the night, we were rested, satisfied and naked in the moonlight.  A sudden surge of arousal shot through my body at Jack moved his hands over my breasts.  It had been a few hours since our shower and massage.  It was time for more passion!  This night will live in infamy.

We were lovers on steroids tonight.  We quickly turned to each other when we awoke.  We sought to consummate together what we started with each other separately.  It was an Omega point drawing us, pulling us.  We must.

Everything moved quickly, but still had the same deep spiritual connection.  We were able to take it longer, longer than previous times.  We were becoming more controlled.  Sexual energy fueled again.  We began making love, we were so ready.  We were like athletes, more physically aware, working methodically to a goal.  We were fucking this time, joyfully feeling the physicality of sex.

Working hard on the physical pleasure for pleasures sake, humorously, lightly, then more firmly, fucking for fun.  Just as spiritual as the other times, just different.  We were moving firmly together.  He was on top, fucking me and making it last by taking bridf breaks to slow us down to climax.  Smiling and laughing it felt good, really good.  Grunts and moans were the way we knew how to slow down or go fasters.  Reveling the the fucking sex orgasm was a strong thrusting, high riding fucking explosion of grunts and moans and wild movement.  Ending in exhaustiona nd laughter.   This was the big bang, celebrating the end of the BEST FUCKING NIGHT of SEX we would ever experience.
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