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May the energy of this story be a catalyst for
healing the deep wounds between men and women.
Maywe havethe courageto look inside ourselves and do our
worksothatwemayrealise thedivinetwin flameunionwithin.
Maywelearn to father and mother ourselves and take care of ourinner child.
May we remember what it is to love ourselves, each other,
all sentient beings and this sacred earth, for ourselves,

our children, and the generations to come.
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PROLOGUE

t wasn’t so much that he noticed her when she entered the room, rather,
I he noticed how everything else seemed to fade; like a camera, zoomed and

focused in on the subject of the photograph, everything else was a blur.
The moving shapes of the other people were only vaguely apparent amongst the
distant sounds and bustle at the author fair where he was promoting himself
and his books.

Herblondehairwaslikeaglowingbeacon, and shewalked with the gentle
grace of a quietly confident woman who knows that sheis pleasing to the eye.
He couldn’t tell her age from where he stood, although the way she moved
suggested that she wasnot young and had experienced a generous portion of
life.

Avoiceinfrontof himreturned him tohislocationin theroom, and he
focused on his author’srole as people came and went from the table which he
stood behind, littered with piles of books. Sometimes a person would pause
and engage him in conversation while others just browsed, leafing through the

pages.Occasionally,hewouldsignacopy foracustomer. All the while, hewas
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awarethatshewasstillintheroom, makingherway slowly round towherehe
stood.

Hehoped thatshewould hurryupsohecould engageherinconversation,
but the time arrived for him to give his presentation. He made his way from
behind the stand and walked through the crowds of dawdling browsers to
the room where he needed to be. He readied himself at the front of the small
hall with asip of water and a glance athisnotes. A steady stream of people
arrived unhurriedly in ones, twos, and threes and he waited as the chairs filled,
and the clock silently moved its hands. Then, at the last minute, she arrived,
settling herself into an empty seat at the back of the room. He felt unusually
self-conscious by her presence, knowing that she had come to listen to what
he had to say. He brought his attention back to the moment as best as he could
and took another sip of water before beginning to speak. He shared a little of
his story and how his latest book had come to be written, doing his best not
tolookinher direction, thoughhe wasacutely aware that she sat motionlessly
and listened with a calm smile across her pretty face.

Timealwaysaccelerated whenhegaveatalkand soonhe wasbackbehind
his table with his books. There was the usual flurry of interest to buy a book
that often followed his heartfelt speaking, and he engaged appreciatively with
the people that came to buy, to ask questions or whojust wanted to share their
stories with him.

His passions were to make a difference to the world through his writing and
his own inner journey of self-actualisation. Intensely aware of the suffering and
injusticein the world, he had pledged hislife to create a more beautiful world
forthechildrenand generationstocome. Eventslike thesehelped remind him
that he did have a positive impact on people’s lives.

He forgot her for amoment, until she arrived at his stand before him,
smiling. She had an otherworldly, angelic quality about her, and it was her eyes
that he immediately found most alluring. They were blue, clear and bright.
When she smiled the gentle squint seemed to intensify the radiance of the

sparkling beam that emanated from them.
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He glanced down at her elegant fingers to see that there wasno wedding
ring.Itwasanalmostautomatic thing to do; thoughhe wasalsowithoutaring,
he wasnotavailable. He was trying hopelessly to salvage a five-yearrelationship.
His heart still belonged to another and, even though he didn’t want to accept
it, the writing was on the wall, and the outcome was inevitable. It was just a
matter of time. Although he had always been faithful, at this moment, as this
strange, beautiful woman stood before him, unexpected feelings arose, and he
blushed inwardly asifhe were guilty of infidelity and that she mightbeable to
read his mind.

As he spoke, his words seemed to have lost their usual flow, and he felt
awkward and clumsy; gone was his usual eloquence. He retreated into a
mock confidence that sometimes emerged when he was nervous. In their
conversation, sherevealed that shehad been travelling abroad for over ayear
and on returning home she was aware of the need to find other like-minded
soulsnow thatshefeltsodifferenttowhenshehadleft. Sheasked himifhe was
a member of any personal development or holistic growth groups that might be
of value toherinmaking connections. Hedidn't, and hisarrogance surfaced a
little when he suggested that she look inside of her self for that which she was
seeking. He didn'thave much time for the New Age movement, preferring to
call it the ‘New Cage’! In his haste to share his opinion and, possibly because
he wasnot yetsingle, he failed to see thatshe may have alsowanted toattend a
meeting so that she could see him again.

The conversation lost its flow at this point and, glancing around, she
noticed other people waiting patiently to talk with him; all too quickly she
politely excused herself. He didn’t want her to go. He tried to find something
witty or memorable to say, but all that he could manage was an awkward smile.
He breathed a small sigh as he watched her walk away, acutely aware of the
gorgeous curves in her tight-fitting jeans. He exhaled once again, this time
more heavily and, returning his attention to the people in front of him, she fell

from his mind.
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CHAPTER 1

t was nine months before he was to see her again.
I He wasn’t supposed to be on an internet dating site, but he was. His

relationship had wound its inevitable way to the end seven months earlier
and, hehad lefthishome once again with hisbroken openheart. He didn’t
believe in broken hearts; the pain he felt, as well as the grief of leaving his
partner, wasalsoa purging of old pain from childhood wounds. He preferred
to consider the discomfort as growing pains, or thebreaking open of hisheart
like the petals of a rose. And he knew that he needed time to heal, time to let
thewomanwhohehadloved somuch, go. Hewassurprised athow deeply he
had allowed herinside him. He thought that the final months of disharmony
would have played some partin making theend alittle easier, but thiswasnot
to be.

Wecan prepare for an ending in our minds as much as we like. But when
itactually comes to pass, the grief of the physical parting is often not reduced
by the awareness of its coming and is still extremely painful. The end of this
relationship was particularly hard because as well asleaving hislover, healso

needed to leave his home; she owned the house where they had lived. When
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he finally decided to give in to the inevitable truth that the relationship was
unsalvageable, he plucked up the courage to leave and began his search for a
new home.

Before long he moved into the house of another woman who he had recently
met. They both knew thathe was still grieving the end of his relationship and
was on the rebound, but he needed somewhere to stay, and his confidence
had suffered from the failure of his relationship. He would need to increase
his income now that he was not sharing living costs with his ex-partner and
living with another person made sense financially. They knew that his moving
in so quickly after meeting was a gamble but hoped that the passing of time
would heal hisheartand they mightfallinlove. Butitneverhappened. Asthe
weeks passed his heart did indeed heal, but he could feel no love for his new
companion. After fivemonthsthey decided thatitwasbestforthemto go their
separate ways.

Hemovedintoafriend’sspareroomuntil he gotback onhis feetand could
find somewhere more suitable to live. Each day he would spend time feeling
the fullness of hisloneliness, butit didn’tseem to getany easier. Life somehow
feltincomplete on his own, and he felt, for the most part, that he was just
going through themotions ofliving ashe drifted around ajoyless, grey world.
Though those feelings were strong, he also felt a growing desire for connection,
companionship, sex, and intimacy. He knew he needed time to heal from all
he had been through and that time alone was a good idea; he tried to remind
himself that the intimacy that he sought with a woman was also the intimacy
that he needed to find within himself. His outward desire was a distraction
from his need to feel and fully grieve an old wound so that he might be able
to then deepen his connection with the divine feminine within himself that
had been so suddenly torn from him in his infancy. He knew that although
there was alonging in his heart to be with another, part of what he felt was an
uncomfortableness at being fully with himself.

Hehad lost his mother to cancer when he was a baby, and the abruptloss

of the woman who was the embodiment of love and the feminine had wounded
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him deeply. He knew thathisjourney tohealing, laynotin finding alover
tobecome the surrogate mother for his inner child, but in connecting and
nurturing the divine feminine essence within his own heart. He had spent so
muchtimesearchingexternally forwhatcould onlybehealedinternally.

Ithad been seven months since he had left his five-year relationship. During
thattime, hehad donehisbestto find answersand healing withinhimself. But
onthis darkand cold evening, alone in hisroom, before he was aware of what
he wasdoing, hehad signed up for the online dating site. He hurriedly created
a brief profile of himself and added a few photos. The monthly subscription was
paid, and he browsed through the images and profiles of the women that caught
his attention. Initially, it wasn’t so much that he thought he would contact any
of the women; he just wanted to avoid the feeling of loneliness and allow his
imagination tofastforward toatime whenhe mightnolongerbealone.

Ashisfingers guided the cursor across the pages, though, he felta pang of
shame, as if he was doing something wrong. Wasn't he supposed to be spending
timealone? Didn’theneed to dosomeinnerhealing work so thathe wasalittle
more complete unto himself? But, like an addict, his need for a hit of female
company silenced his doubts, and he continued to browse the site.

Some of the women were pleasing to the eye, yet, on reading the information
they had written about themselves, he felt it unlikely that they would have
much in common. After all, he was a somewhat unconventional man, and
he knew that many women would find him alittle too weird! He didn’tfit
into the usual macho man stereotype. He didn’t play or watch sport, he was
not financially motivated, and he wasn’tinterested in status. Instead, he had
adopted a unique masculine identity throughout his life, what he referred to
as his sacred masculinity. Its divine strength was derived from the honouring,
revering, and protecting of women, and arecognition of the sacredness oflife.

Hehad found that some women were not necessarily accustomed to
such a celebration of their femininity and he was quite aware that the kind of
woman he wanted to share his life with was a rare creature and might not be

easily found. He often imagined meeting ‘the one. But the more he thought
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aboutit, the more unlikely he felt that he was in the right place to find anyone
compatible. Still, he carried on looking at the profiles anyway. As an after-
thought, hereminded himselfthatifhe did find a date, he would takehistime,
moveslowlyandbesurethatevenifheliked heralot,hewould notfallinlove
so quickly thistime. The painin his heart from hislast experience wasstill too
fresh.

Then, her photograph appeared before him. His eyes were held transfixed,
initially atthe simple beauty and kindness of her face. There wasn'tan instant
recognition, but the more he looked, the more there was something familiar
abouther. Her pose was playful and light as she satlooking at the camera.
There was an innocent aura about her that gripped him. He thought she was
probably outofhisleague. Hescanned the words that she had written and her
other photographs, and before he really knew what he was doing, he sent her
ashort message. He closed the laptop feeling a mixture of excitement, shame,
and fear.Butitwasdone. Themessage wassent,andnowhewouldjusthaveto
be patient, even though waiting was not one of his strengths.

Tohis delight, the following evening when he opened his laptop and
returned to the dating site, there was amessage. Itwas from her. His sense
of fear and shame were forgotten, and he immediately found himself surfing
a wave of excitement. He answered the message, doing his best to disguise
how delighted he was that she had responded. A little later in the evening,
shereplied again, and they wrote to each other afew more timesbefore he
decided toseeif she was a potential date or whether she just wanted a pen
pal. Hestated plainly thathe wasn'treally abig fan of written communication
and that he would prefer to have a conversation by phone if she was happy to
give him her number. He knew that his mind would build up a picture of this
attractive woman by filling in all the information about her thathe did not yet
know, which was pretty much everything, and he didn't want this to happen.
Hewanted to know her, the real person. Hearing her voice, the tone, the pitch,

thecadencewould givehimmoreinformationinafew momentsthan pages of
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written messages. Tohis surprise, she felt the same. She gave him her telephone
number, and as agreed, the following evening he called.

He dearly hoped that her voice wasinalignment with the warm glow that
he felt when helooked ather photographs. Sure enough, when she answered
hiscall, her gentle voice pleased him and only complimented the visualimage
hehad of her onthe computerin front of him. She spoke calmly and assuredly,
and they took turns asking questions to get to know each other alittle, and
she laughed easily at his light-hearted humour. After a momentary pause in
the conversation, she asked if he had been at a book fair the previous year in
April. Whenheacknowledged thathehad, she asked whether herealised that
they had met there. It wasn't often that he found himself lost for words and,
embarrassed, he stammered something about how he had known that there
wassomething familiarabouther.She teased himalittle, and he felthischeeks
glow, and he was grateful that she could not see his crimson blush. Yes, the
woman with the golden blonde hair and the delicious curves! The welcome
memoryofherreturned and, immediately, he wasalerted to the synchronicity
of them meeting again on the dating site. He was not able to be with her nine
months earlier, but now he was single and available. Wasit possible that they
were meant tobe together, but the timing had notbeen right before which was
why they were meeting againnow? Heknew his mind was racing ahead, and
hereminded himselfthatthey hadn’teven met yet! Still, whenhelooked ather
photos on his computer screen, she looked even more gorgeous.

Forty minutes of easy flowing conversation passed in a flash, and they said
goodnight, butnotbefore they had arranged to meet the coming weekend ata
pubhalfway between where they eachlived. Hehad asked herifhe could see
herwithouttoomuchhopethatshewould accept, thinking thatitwasperhaps
toosoon, buthe wasboth surprised and delighted whenshehad agreed to the
suggestion. It appeared that she also wanted to know if there was an energy
between them and was not frightened to meet. They decided that she would
choose a pub and text him with the location. He didn’t mind where they met;

he was happy to drive pretty much anywhere to meet her.
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Later that evening as he lay in bed reliving their conversation his mind
began making mischief. Whatif she didn’t like the fact that he had long hair?
What if the world that she inhabited was too different from his? What if she
didn’t care about the things that were important to him? What if she wasn’t
attracted to him?

He decided that these fears were beyond his control and all he could do was
turn up at the agreed time and place; the rest would be up to fate. Friday was
onlythreedaysaway,and hewould soonknow if thiswas thebeginningor the
end of something. Heturned overonhissideand tucked thebed coverstightly
around himself. Eventually, his chattering mind settled, the excitementin his
belly subsided, and he drifted off to sleep.

e e —

He had two flats to view, emails to write and phone calls to make. All the
while, the thought of meeting this new mysterious and beautiful woman was
a constant distraction. The second flat that he visited was perfect, and he
gratefully busied himself over the next few days moving in and getting himself
settled.

Friday finally came only to find that when he turned the car lights on
something wasnotright. Thesidelights were working, and whenhe putthem
on the main beam they worked, but when he dipped them there was only
blackness. It was getting late by now, and there would be no shops or garages
open;evenifhedid find somewhere,itwould probably meanhe wouldbelate
for their meeting. He didn’t fancy his chances at fitting new bulbs, even if he
could find somewhere tobuy them, ashehad notoolsand wasnot great when
it came to practical tasks.

Hehadbeensolooking forward to meeting her thathejust couldn’tcancel
atthislate stage. There was only one thing for it. He adjusted the setting on
the main beam so that the lights were facing down onto the road as much as

possibleand, apologisinginadvancetoany oncomingmotoriststhathemight



BRING HIM HOME 11

dazzle, hesetoff. Hewondered if the faulty carlights werean omen, asign that
he wasnot meant to meet her. Was this divine intervention warning him? But
hisanticipation wasmuchtoostrong,and he dismissed thethoughtsasbesthe
could.

Tohisrelief, nobody flashed him to tell him to dip hisheadlights ashe
wound his way along the main roads. By the time he was on the motorway,
his concern had disappeared and been replaced with excited anticipation at
meeting her.

He arrived early at the pub and parked in the corner of the dark car park
where he sat foramoment, drinking in the silence and enjoying the obscurity
of the night. He felt more alive than he had in along time. On entering the
pub, he went to thebar and bought himself halfa pint of lager. He didn’t drink
alcohol very often, and he hoped that just a little would settle his nerves. He
tookhisdrinkand satdown.Butthere weretoomany othertablescloseby,and
he picked up his drink and moved to one by the door where he would be able
toseeherarrive. Thisnew location would also give them more privacy to talk
without being overheard.

He waited anxiously in the noisy room, fully aware that it was possible
that she might not even come. There were too many people, particularly too
many men, and he was reminded of how different he was to other men. He
found that he had always related better to women, probably because he was
morein tune with his feminine side. His sensitive nature found little common
ground with most men, and he was particularly distressed by the way most
men objectified women. As he observed the bustle of the bar, he wondered
if thelack of a feminine presence in his childhood had given him his deep
reverence and respect forwomen.

The door opened every so often tolet someonein, but each time it wasnot
her. After what seemed like an eternity, she arrived. He was not disappointed
at what he saw. Memories of her and the magnetic attraction that he had felt
at their meeting the previous year came flooding back. His face broke into a

massive smile as his eyes drunkin the beauty of the woman that stood before
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him. He took her outstretched hand which was probably extended for him to
shake;instead, he pulled himself towards heralittle and kissed herlightly on
the cheek. She smeltexquisite.

She wore a blue denim jacket and jeans, with a pretty blouse, a brightly
coloured pashmina draped around her shoulders and smart black ankle boots
with a small heel. She looked amazing. He went to the bar and ordered her
vodka and tonicand returned to sit across the table from her.

Asthe conversation ebbed and flowed between them, he tried to keep his
eyes on hers, even though he wanted to look her up and down and inspect

every aspect of her form. It always felt to him that on a first date each person
should be allowed to stand up and turn around slowly so that the physical form
couldbeseenandappreciated fully.Inthisway,itwould thenbeeasiertofocus
more fully on the conversation instead of being distracted by trying to sneak
glances at the physical features. He thought that perhaps it was justa man
thing, ormaybeitwasjusthim! Hewondered whatshethoughtabouthimand
tried to guess from her conversation and body language, buthe knew he was
notreallyinafitstatetoassess anything objectively. He felt unusually excited
and probablylookedlikea Cheshirecat grinning ridiculously fromeartoear!

Beforelonghehad toexcuse himself and visit the toilet. He cursed his
body for causinghim tomisssome precious minutes withherand halfanhour
later, to his dismay, heneeded to go again. He didn'tknow if it was the alcohol

ortheemotionsthat were affecting hisbladder. Then, to make matters worse,
hisnosebegan to run, asif he was experiencing some sort of allergic reaction.
What was going on? He wished that his body would behave itself; he so wanted
to be at hisbest.

Afterawhilesheasked himthe questionthatheknew could makeorbreak
her willingness to see him again.

“How long have you been single?”

Heknew he had tobe honest, telling the truth wasimportant to him. Ifhe

were to have the opportunity to possibly havearelationship with thiswoman



BRING HIM HOME 13

he would have to begin from an honest, true place. He told her what had
happened since they had last met at the book fair, watching carefully to gauge
her reaction. But she said little in response to his story and their conversation
quickly wound itself round to more comfortable topics.

They talked about some humorous experiences of online dating and,
judging by some of her encounters, he atleasthad tobein the ‘relatively okay’
category. All the while his nose kept running, and he kept self-consciously
blowingit, acutely aware thatit was probably looking rather red by now!

Heboughtanother drink for themboth and was glad that she wasnot
hurrying away, yet the evening was passing too quickly. He wished that he had
the powertopausetime, butthiswasnotcurrently oneoftheskillsthathehad.

Not long before the pub was due to close, she excused herself to use the

bathroom. He waited until she was almost out of sight before turning to admire
the view of her womanly curves as she left the bar and he whispered a little
prayer thathe might, one day, be blessed enough tolienaked with her. All
too soon the time arrived for them to part, and he walked her to her car. The
onlygood thingabouttheirpartingwastheinvigorating coldnightairand the
privacy granted by the dark where they were alone together for the first time.
He wanted to know if he would ever see her again. He wanted to write a date
inhisdiary thatwas clearand visible thathe could look attime and time again
sothathe would know she wasreal. Still, he knew thather promise to call him
was the best that he could hope for. She would probably need time to decide,
especially after his confession thathe had notbeen technically single for very
long at all.

Why didn’theneed time? Yes, he found her veryattractive, buthehad met
many good-looking womenand had not felt the samelevel of attraction; there
wassomethingelsethatwhispered tohim of theimportance ofbeing with her.
Their slightly awkward parting embrace lasted only a moment, but it was long
enough to feel the softness of woman against him, for him toinhale abreath of

her delicate fragrance. He wanted more.
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He walked back to his car, climbed in and sat for a moment, watching her
drive away. Then he turned the keys in the ignition, cursed his faulty headlights,

made amental note to get them fixed the next day and drove himself home.

i i

Acoupleofdayspassed, butheheard nothingand thoughtsofher dominated
his mind. Would she agree to see him again?

He tried toremind himself thatifit were meant tobe then, it would be,
but it was a futile attempt to find peace. Any vague thoughts that he had of a
solitarylifeweregone,and heknew thathewanted toseeheragain;he wanted
to be with her.

Atfirst, heaccepted thatthere wasnothinghecould doapartfrompractice
patience, butonthethird evening, struggling with hissense of powerlessness,
he changed his mind and decided to write. He messaged her and asked for
her email address and sat down to write. In his letter, he told her of his strong
feelings for her and how he knew that it didn’tlook good on paper thathe had
spentsolittle time alone. Hereminded her thathe had notbeen in love for
many months and, although he had been living with a woman until recently,
he had notloved her, ithad been more of amutually convenient situation. He
continued saying how he knew seeing him again was a risk, but that he believed
thatliving fully wasallaboutrisk.If they did not meetagain and explore a
relationship, they would never know how compatible they might be. He asked
her tolisten to the voice of her heart and notjusther mind. He didn’t want
to influence her decision, but at the same time, for his own peace of mind, he
needed to know that he had expressed his thoughts and feelings. Whatever
came to pass he would know thathe had done everything thathe could to see
her again. He hit the send button on his computer and satback in his chair,
resigned to his fate of more waiting.

Thatevening, he chanced uponapoem thatwarned of theamazing things

that mighthappenif you fell inlove with a conscious man. There was the
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potential for an amazing depth of love and beauty and also the potential for
great healing which might not always be comfortable. The poem seemed to
sumup hisfeelings so clearly thathe decided to send this toher, too. She might
find the poem too weird and he knew sending it was also a risk. However, he
wanted to be honest with her so that she would know the sort of man he was,
as the poem seemed to be about him.

The wait was delightfully short-lived; a few hours later she replied to his
email, saying that she would like to see him again. She mentioned how much
sheloved poetry and onreading the words she had felta tingling sensation all
over herbody.Henoticed the datein the bottom corner of hislaptop. Until that

momenthe had been unaware thatit was February 14", St. Valentine’s Day!
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CHAPTER 2

eforelong they were together againin a quiet pub in the countryside. He
B boughttheirdrinksdespiteheroffertopay. Hewould nothearofitand
joked thathe would pay for the drinks and she could get the bill when
they wentoutfor somethingtoeat. They found a cosy corner tosit, and she did
mostof the talking. Heloved the sound of her voice. While helistened, he was
abletoadmireherbeauty, but their time together was cut short; unbeknownst
tothemthe pubonlystayed openforthelunchtimetrade. The weatheroutside
was cold and windy; nevertheless, they took a short walk along the path and up
thesmall hill behind the car park. The chilly gustsbuffeted them, and hernose
begantorunand turnred, hereyeswatered and herusually tidy hairwassoon
wildand unkempt. Heenjoyed seeing herinthisnew lightwith the wildnessof
the weather and her elegance enhanced by the bleak, wintry countryside that
framed her as they walked side by side.
He wanted so much to take her hand in his, but he wasn’t sure whether it
would be moving too quickly for her. They talked about this and that, but mostly
shetalked, and helistened. Heenjoyed hearing the easy, gentle, feminineliltof

hervoiceandhewanted toknow her,hewanted toknow allabouther.Shetold
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him that she owned a small café that she ran. Her lovely smile broadened across
herbeautiful faceasshetold ofhowitwasaplace of safety and warmth, where
all the food and drinks were prepared and served with love and kindness. He
was impressed by her generous and magnanimous spirit; he could see that she
was a kind soul.

She told him of her passion for books, literature, and culture and his heart
sank alittle. Even though he was an author, he was not really a very cultured
man. He made a mental note of what wasimportant to her and decided there
and then that he was more than willing to be introduced to her world. In the
past, he was aware thathe had been too closed and setin his ways and he had
pledged to himself that he would be more open to whatever life brought his
way. It was time that he discovered and appreciated a little more of what culture
had to offer

The conversation wound its way along with the path around the hill, and
she talked about her part-time studies at university. He felt a pang of sadness,
wondering if she would have time forhim, buthelet go of the thoughtand
broughthisattentionbacktoherenthusiasmasshetoldhimaboutherstudies.
Ashelistened, they made their way back to where their cars were parked. His
little blue Peugeot and her little green Citroen were parked side by side as if
keepingeach other company while they waited for theirowners’ return.

Hestood in front of her and took her gloved hands in his and looked for a
momentintoherprettyblueeyes. Sheheld hisgaze withonlyahintofshyness,
andheaskedifhe could kissher.She said nothing butkeptlookingathim with
smiling eyes, so he took a small step, slowly leaned forward and kissed her
gently on her mouth. There was no sign of yielding from her fragile, cool lips
andinamomenthehad pulledback. Theylooked ateachotheragain, thistime
with blushing smiles.

“Thattickled,” shesaid, giggling. “Thave never kissed aman with abeard
before.”

Heapologised withagrinand added “Youmay find it will ticklelessif you

open your mouth.”
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She quickly changed the subject, and they agreed that they would meet
again the following weekend. He didn't remember the drive home; his mind
was full of images of her grace and elegance. He couldn’t help himself; as he

imaginedhernakedinhisbed, hefeltasmallwaveofheatriseinsidehim.

e i

Thedaystooktheirtimein passing. Hewanted totellallof hisfriendsabout
his new lover, but he thought they might think he was ridiculous to feel so much
sosoon. Whywashesohopelesswhenitcameto playingitcool? Occasionally,
he noticed an uncomfortable feeling, asif he was somehow doing something
wrong and thatheshould bealone; that perhapshe should find himselfalittle
more before getting involved with another woman. But he didn’t like ‘shoulds’
and life had brought this gorgeous woman into hislife for a second time, and
now he was available. How could he possibly be expected to turn down such an
unexpected and beautiful gift?

Hisarticles and blogs took a back seat to his new literary outlet, and their
connection grew as he wrote her long emails and they began to message each
other more frequently. He tried his best not to text too often, partly because
he didn’twanther toknow how muchhelonged for her as she might think
him to be too needy. Then, once he had sent a message, his attention on other
things was always compromised by awaiting her reply. Sometimes, while he
did his best not to wait, he would find himself worrying that he might have
said the wrong thing or offended her in some way. As a writer, he loved the
powerof the written word, butin writing to her, hebecame desperately aware
ofits limitations and how easy it could be to misinterpret the tone or cadence
of whathehad typed. He didn't want to do anything that might upset her. She
wasinterested inhim, that much was sure, buthe always had this feeling that
she could disappear at any moment and say that she didn’t want to see him
again. And, anyway, he didn’t want to write to her; all he really wanted was to

be with her.
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The days blended together until at last, Saturday evening arrived, when
they had arranged to meet. At her suggestion, they were to meet at another
pub, but this time they would go on to an Indian restaurant nearby that she
knew.Oddly, theyarrived atthe same time, and hehurriedly parked sothathe
could runover and open her car door. Asshe got out, her warm padded jacket
wasunzipped, and he could seethatsheworeapretty red top thatmatched her
black cotton skirt with seams of red and multicolored patterns. A simple cord
held a smooth pewter pendant below her throat. Her alluring eyes narrowed
and glinted, whileaninnocentsmilespread acrossherfaceasif she knew what
hewasthinking. Hebeamed fromeartoearinsemi-disbeliefthatshewaseven
more beautiful than heremembered.

“Hello,” she said.

“Hi,” he replied.

He took her cool hand in the warmth of his. They decided not to go to the
pub,and they walked the short distance downthelamplithigh streetthattook
them directly to the restaurant. She said that she was hungry and when asked
ithewashungry too, hesaid thathe was. But the truth wasthathe didn'treally
know. He should have been ravenous since he had eaten little all day, but his
stomach was so full of butterflies. Besides, a different sort of appetite was alight
within him.

He hardly noticed the food or the other people. The polite visits from the
waiter were an unwanted intrusion. They tookit, in turn, to share alittle more
abouteach other, butagainhe preferred tolistenashe could focusall of his
attention on her. At times his concentration would waver, and her words would
become vague sounds in the distance while his mind wandered. What he really
wanted was for her to stand up in front of him and turn around slowly so that
hiseyescould drinkin the curves, therise and fall of her woman’sbody.

To him, women were the embodiment of the Goddess, the feminine
essence of creation. There was something magical and mysterious about their
powerful, captivating energy and awesome ability to grow and birthnew life

from the darkness of the womb.
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He did his best to pay attention to what she was saying. His secret wish
was briefly granted when she left for the bathroom, and this time he watched
unashamedly as her swaying hips sauntered across the restaurant. By thetime
they had paid the bill, it was almost eleven o’clock, and the short walk meant
that they arrived much too soon at the car park. Sensing that she too was
disappointed thattheeveningwascomingtoanend, heasked herifshewould
liketositawhileinthecarand continue their conversation. Shereplied, witha
hint of shyness, that she would. As they satin the semi-darkness of the car, he
could contain himself nolonger.

“Maylkissyou?” heasked for the second time.

“You may.”

He leaned over and for the first time felt the silken feel of her hair brush
hishand asheheld theback ofherhead and eased hislipsuponhers. This time
they were not cool, they were warm, and his lips lingered a little, while hers

parted and yielded willingly to the gentletouch of the tip ofhishottongue. He
pulled her closer, and their mouths and tongues met fully with a fierceness and
passion that surprised him. The seemingly innocent and shy woman was gone,
andtheykissedlongandslow whiletheirarmsheld eachother closeand tight.

When the need for more air became too much to bear, he drew back and
sat looking out of the windscreen while his chest rose and fell, and his breathing
slowly began to settle.

He looked across at her in disbelief, amazed by her transformation. The
innocent girl had been replaced by the wild, fiery Goddess, Lilith.

Afterhehad caughthisbreath and the silence had stretched as far asit
could he looked at her with a grin on his face.

“T am not too fond of this handbrake,” he said.

Shelaughed. “Isthatasubtlehint?” sheasked. “Would youlike tositinthe
back seat?”

“Ithinkitmaybeabitmore comfortable,” heexplained withacheeky grin.

Shelooked around outside toseeifanyone wasabout, butthe car park was

quiet.
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“Okay,” she said.

In the back of the car, it was much more comfortable! Pretty soon she was
satonhislap facing him with her legs on either side of his. They kissed like he
had never kissed before, their wetlips parted, and their mouths opened wide
to allow their agile tongues to dance together like two serpents coupling. It was
as if their mouths were two halves of a whole that had finally been reunited.
Hishands were free to explore the contours of her back and neck and the most
wonderful yielding flesh of her shapely hips. He untucked her blouse from her
skirtand shivered atthe feel of her warm, soft, silken skin and the delicatelace
atthe top of her cottonknickers. She clutched and clawed athis firm shoulders
and ran her fingers through his long thick hair. In the back seat of a blue
Peugeot in a semi-lit car park, heaven had arrived on earth. Nothing existed
apart from their passion, their longing that circled and danced and spiraled
around and through them. She sighed and moaned as hishands roughly, and
thengently, worked theirway exploringeveryinchofherneck, back,and hips.
Her sensuousnoises fueled his desire for her because he knew that she would
be wet for him.

Almosttwohours passed and finally, they rested asif they both knew that
they could take things no further. Despite the heat of their aroused bodies, it was
acoldFebruarynight. Afterholdingeachotherinthe darkstillnessforawhile,
she shivered and, onlookingather watch, reported thatit wasnearly 2:00 am.
Hetucked herin as best as he could, and she removed herself as gracefully as
possiblefromhislap.Onleaving thecar,they embraced tenderly underthesky
in the chill night air. He saw her safely to her car, and she drove away into the
night. While he waited for the condensation to clear from his windscreen, he
whispered words of gratitude to the night while he felt the buzz of exhilaration
and passionslowlyebb fromhisbody. Whenhefeltabletodrive, heturned the
ignition, shifted the gearlever, released thehandbrake, with agrinonhis face,

and drove away.
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