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CHAPTER ONE

In the beginning, of my fortitude towards the 
immaculate scenery of nature and Her bosom of 
desire, I remembered my confessions to God of a 
perfect Righteousness, in the spirit of secrecy and
intuition in the meadow of wisdom towards 
history and the profession of the myth of sex.

The country of order, of men and women, in 
dream of respect determined solace of prayers, in
the confessions of partnership and vow, to the 
springs of wonder, and the right of Man and his 
heritage of affection.

The pilgrimage to the soul of dream, and the 
history of opportune wakings, to the rite of 
woman and her body, confess secrets to spirits of 
nature, in the pyre of silence, in the nights of 
heritage of myth, and the rectitude in the misery 
of man.
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Silent dreams, of woman, rectify incoherence in 
the misery of waking dismay, in the languished 
prayers of myth, and the spirit of devotion, buried
deep in the heart of the passionate man.

In spirit, of youth, I returned my profession of 
dignity, into a spirit of asexuality.

I confessed no sexual feelings, and no desire for 
woman.

I confessed a spirit of intellect and rationalization
of woman and her mating, and a air of 
seriousness to the feelings of her selection 
towards a man of appropriate value.

I confessed prudism to my peers, a measure of 
negation towards affectionate play, and I deferred
all intuition towards melodrama of kinship 
towards objects of desire.
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I selected my mission of vow, to mythology, and 
heir of serenity and intelligence, in the dream of 
woman, as the older right of maturity and the 
vision of a free and capable woman.

The grown women of my youth's vision of 
incredible imagination, woed power and 
independence, to the spirit of a rising maturity 
and intellect, born of self capacity and creativity 
in the creation of itself.

Silence, in my dreaming, wept for the beauty of a
grown woman, with the respect for no sexual 
feelings, and the refusal of play in the spirit of 
mating.

In the progress of my devotion to Reason, I 
developed a confession of dream, for the 
longevity and breadth of the justice of her 
struggle.
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Her passion, was deliberate, and equal to man, of 
his spirit for success and freedom, she was a 
counterpart to nature and her design of organism,
in the pleasure of animals and their abandon in 
the wilderness.

Confession, turned to silence, as the woman of 
dream, became a spectre to my idolatry of God, 
in the treaty of passion and intellect, as a born 
friend, of spirit of myth and history, as the voice 
of a rite of honor, and the understanding of nature
and her organism.

Her presence, as a friend, devoted plea, to her 
suffering, and the creed of an understanding, of 
her personage, as a just and earned person of 
nature, and her struggle for vitality and the 
treasures of this Earth.
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Love, was a confession for my vow to her 
speech, and to her walk, and to her face of 
earning the body of trust, for the hearth of nature,
and its scene of victory for the worthy.

Silence, devoted herself to a new friend, as a 
passion for a spirit of wonder, and her eyes began
to follow mine, into the hallows of the darkness, 
in my struggle for Genius and the perfect work of
a understanding of labor in balance with nature.

Her force, began to mediate upon me, a time for 
woman's breath of truth, and the signs of a nature
endowed with secrets of femininity and soul.

She began to hold my hand, at the heart of her 
fear, as the rite of a choice for bravery, and a 
jewel of accolade in the helm of her story.

In the darkness of a fear house, the seasonal 
property of tradition and holiday, she and her 
friend, both held my hands.
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These two girls, promised our french kiss upon 
the success of the haunted house.

We walked, hand in hand, the three of us, into the
light of relief, with our palms sweating, and her 
joyful eyes exciting the inner silence of my 
reason.

Why would she do this to me?

She said goodbye.

I confessed my dream to my parents, and the 
promise of the kisses.

I began to feel a spirit of philosophy and dream, 
in what would spur her to take my hand.

She was a free and vital girl, with a loving voice 
and face, and her life was meaningful.
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The despair in the woman was clear, in the 
remembrance of silence, in the throes of her 
candor of revelation, of respect and credence for 
her future, I confessed her story to my lament, in 
the days of recognizance of profession as a 
learner of somber and tried days of rule, of 
nature, and Her heart of passion, for children, and
for women, in the trials of society and the respect
of success and fame and power and money.

Her lament, in days of grief, was a code upon her
eye, of the forsaken, and the dreamed, in the 
promise of treaty for destiny, of women, and of 
men, in the society of loosed wisdom, from her 
childhood, and her Genius, for the remedy of the 
days, of a fallen society, and the frenzy of love, 
in the freedom of dreaming for him.

The girls were dreaming of a beauty, and our 
hands, all six of them, touched the piano, with a 
grace and weeping, for the silence in the history 
of fallen peoples.
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Our hands, upon the piano, were dreams, of a 
beauty we could never be.

Silence incurred our victory, as we gracefully 
serenaded each other with The Beatles, two girls, 
and the rapture of a search for illusions, of man, 
and a greeting of respect, and the hallows of a 
heart for others, torn of dreaming of 
understanding, in the silence of a pianist's 
serenade for wonder, and for the pleasure that 
could live in the eyes of a distant dreamer, I 
chose to open my heart to.

The girls sat, and I felt their joy, as they had a 
friend.

Their eyes elated, as the melody was correct.

16



We played The Beatles together, in the tranquility
of an afternoon, torn of wonder, for serendipity 
of lovers, and of the freedom of our days, for a 
passion for the opposite sex, and the joy of 
music, and the joy of understanding.

The Beatles, were a masterpiece, to our weeping, 
and desire for love.

We sat in silence, upon the piano bench, and were
excited.

We walked.

We went to the hills far into the wilderness.

The three of us.

We were silent.

We were thinking of love.
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I despaired for her, in the heart of my non 
understanding of woman and her reason for her 
plight.

She remained in me forever.

She was written, in the melody of music, and the 
profession of the seeking, for respect, of the 
wonder, for a human to touch.

I learned of her in a tomb of my merriment, in the
days of a festivity upon the tome of Earth, and 
the vanity of the sexes.

She was a fair and blonde, maiden, of sweet eyes,
and a stern face.

She held me at the dance.

I opened her heart with my touch, the force upon 
my body of her welcoming.
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She warmed to me, in the timid, and sweet, 
embrace of a slow dance.

I began to look at her and I died in the profession 
of my wonder, and my respect, and my 
understanding, of science, and the definition of 
woman.

She held me close, as we began to redeem our 
fear.

It was okay.

Her body swayed, into my arms, as the 
excitement grew into pure arousal.

She was feeling my body, as the blood coarsed 
through my very feeling, and the rapture of dance
rhythm sang broken heart, into the fellowship of 
a moment.

I was aroused, and she felt my body.
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She looked into my eyes as the song ended.

I knew she felt my body.

She was brave.

And emotional.

I lost my breath.

I analyzed her dress, and her hair, and she walked
away, into the nethers of a memory, as a beautiful
blonde girl who shared my excitement, for a 
dance.

I loved the memory of her.

It was heartbroken.

It was despair.
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She was the greatness, and her life was joyfully 
in the throes of the misery of becoming.

She wanted life.

She wanted the world.

She was bleeding, with her passion.

She began to come to me, as a friend.

I gave her hugs everyday.

Women, and spirited ones at that.

Good at science and art.

Excited for my folly of trust, and the remedy of a 
broken social scene.

I opened my arms to her, every day.
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She jumped into them.

She felt me closely.

I was aware of her struggle and her pain.

I waked into the morning, as a faint bell rang my 
awakening.

It was a dreamily woven girl, with the spirit of 
oblivion, seeking to give me a gift.

I opened the door, and she presented me with my 
birthday blessing.

Toys, and toys, and toys.

She came in, and gave me her blessing.

She remembered me, and sought out my birthday
of her own freedom.

22



I was flabbergasted, that she would think of me.

Her present remained in my music room, for 
years.

Her present was a reminder, of woman, and her 
eternal quest for something greater.

She returned, months later, with tickets in hand to
a romantic concert.

I agreed to go.

She held my hands, as we listened to the success 
and glory of the spirit of society, silently 
weeping, into our hallows of loneliness, and the 
respect we gave each other that night.
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She was a dream to my vanity, yet a heart of 
weeping, to the volumes of history, that precede 
her, as the longing for an experience, and wonder,
of pleasure, and joy, and understanding, and 
respect, for her heart, and her quest for vitality 
and honor.

She forever won my heart.

She was illusion and dream to God.

That she would care, would bring me denial and 
misery for ages.

She was a serene victory of God, a phantom of 
power, that was so desperate for love, that my 
heart was no more.
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I was alone, in my summer of music, and 
creativity, when the silence of my joy, opened the
door to a welcoming stranger, born of joy and 
mystic wisdom, dancing days into the entire story
of my life.

She stayed with me for the whole summer.

She was bright, and sad, and genuine, and afraid.

She welcomed comfort, for the fear of her life, 
and stole my time, every morning.

She conquered me, with her persistence.

She opened my heart to the fallen, and to the 
wise, for the dreams of love, that never were.

She crawled into my bed, and she napped.

Right next to me.
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For hours.

I opened the door for my quest of creativity, and 
found a poet and violinist.

She was serene, and rebellious, and shared her 
forsaken and defiled love song with me.

It was a tragedy.

She listened as I sang, my song, and felt the 
broken spirit of a woman not deserved of the 
measure of man's dream.

She crawled into bed, and slept beside me.

Her lips trembled the entire time, and I dreamed 
of touching her.
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I opened my heart to spending time, with a 
stranger, and welcomed the unknown, as woman 
became a clearer archetype in my reckoning of 
the Earth and Her Nature.

I watched a glorious story, with a fun and 
devotedly genius woman, who stole my night 
into a world I could not rationalize.

Her eyes of joy, broke into my meaning, a whole 
regret, and weeping, for my respect for women.

She cried to me, to be mine.

She cried.

Her life was calling for me.

And I knew I had to open my world to the beauty
of the forsaken and fallen woman.
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Her tears broke my heart, so hard, that I think my
heart lost its reason for worldly and societal 
affairs.

Her eyes were despaired, and reckoning, that she 
would ever have a reason, for balance, for 
foundation, for the respect of Earth, and Her 
Children, as the night developed into the 
heartbreak I chose to keep silent, deep into my 
heart.

She was her.

She was a broken girl, infinitely genius, and 
capable of all, but longing, for the journey of a 
hero, or of a myth, in the freedom of her time, 
and her quest for the pilgrimage to a higher 
dream.

She was forever mine, after her dismay.
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She layed her hand upon my thigh, and asked for 
me.

I was so broken with the emotions of her 
struggle, I birthed into a freedom of concern, and 
fellowship, that endured into the character of my 
mind, as the freedom of love, and the courtesy of 
caring, a promise to God, for the love of His 
Children, that I evermore willed into the Destiny 
of my life, as the Respect for Man, and the 
credence for pain, that inspired me to give 
Mankind the journey of its dreams.
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I confessed my journey, into the unwritten pages 
of my dreams, and I knew, that woman was 
inspired, and resolute, in her affirmation of 
journey, into the prayer of her silence, and Her 
God, of her Mission to Conquer, and her love for 
Earth was of no parallel, in the time of her 
deliverance from her fear, the stolen nights of her
quest for her mind, and her passion, enduring into
my broken nights, the passion of love, for a 
stranger, and the welcoming of the Other, into the
mind of respect, and wonder, for the passage of 
Love.
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CHAPTER TWO

In the light of my persistence into depths of 
creativity and knowledge, I aspired to reckoning 
of my place in the world.

I imagined my worth, and my passion, as a 
relentless vigor unto the nether of form and 
inequity.

Silence, broke into me in the heights of my 
candor towards meaning, and my meaning was 
fronted with a compassion for the spirits that 
were the same.
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Dream, vanquished into treaty, as I knew the 
human spirit was vanity into its helm of 
realization, and creation of reason, as the vessel 
of measures of philosophy and century, the 
progression of man into hell and heaven, as the 
warrior of his knowledge, and his passion, and 
his isolation, in the plight of resolve, towards the 
creation of a profession of a life with substance.

I gazed upon Amethyst, the report of my venture,
into existential hallow and myre, in the hunting 
of my progress, as the divinity of my self 
creation, and as the program of my silence of 
labor, into helms of creativity and science.

Her passion, was discrete, and adored, in her own
presentation of her solidarity.

Amethyst, was a solemn and devout introvert, 
seeking herself, in her passion for social balance, 
and redemption of her quest and its intricate 
valleys of aspiration and wisdom.
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Her heart touched mine, upon the heights of an 
afternoon, of personability, and time, in the day 
of a process of understanding and bravery.

She sat with me and returned my wonder, as the 
girl of a mystery, of a vanquished day of 
ignorance, and the blessing of a force of reason 
and equation, that ultimately made sense.

She opened my eyes, and gave me a spirit of 
dream, as she told me she was with me.

She confessed her pleasure to me, as his desire 
and his friend.

Amethyst brought the rain, as my walk home 
erupted into heavy showers of weeping.

I felt happy, in a way that I could not reckon.

I felt my life wither away.
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She was away with me, in a new universe.

Pleasure was beyond reason, and the heights of 
my heart were adorned with the showers of God's
tears.

I left my life.

I felt her inside me.

Amethyst drew me in her day, as a friend, and as 
a question for her quest of passion and success.

We shared music, and were both guitarists.

We impassioned our dreaming, of what our music
meant.

She sang her melody into wrecking of her fear, 
and her inhibition to be herself.
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Her guitar was a fierce tool for battle, and she 
took it very seriously.

I sat beside her, on her bed and showed her my 
soft chordal presentation of self redemption and 
compassion.

I strummed lightly, and briefly, opening my 
musical mind to her melody and form.

She was sincere and resounding in her pleasure 
of sharing, and her music was war.

Her remote personality, of secret power, loved 
my favor of her, and my time devoted to my 
friend.

I took Amethyst, to the festival at the park.

We walked in sway, upon the sunlit sidewalk.
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She was wearing loose, fashionable clothing that 
returned her personality, in the condition of being
free and forthright, while retaining her style.

Open day, brought us to the nature of a beautiful 
existence.

We were a sweet devotion, to silence and prayer, 
for a life that would be better.

We walked in sway, as the rule of a dreamer, 
forging his legacy into the kingship of love.

She took me to the heights of a small mountain.

We gazed upon the entire city.

She looked at me with a sadness, and a relief.

She was herself, and she was complete, yet her 
freedom was unconditional, in the resolve of 
bearing knowledge of the future, unlived.
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She was giving me her time, and her sweetness 
was accompanied by the breath of the wind.

Her hair was dark and long, and she was humble 
in her bellow of surrender to the universe.

She looked directly at me, and I almost had the 
time to comprehend what was happening.

The breath was stolen from my stomach.

I looked at her and felt the surrender to 
sweetness.

I loved her redemption.

I loved her time.

I sought her mind, and her spirit of giving, and 
self direction.
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She was a girl, of spirit of wisdom, and a 
enduring light to a forthright mind.

She was alive with her spirit of righteousness, 
and her life was right.

She was not evil.

She cared.

She dreamed the world as a oyster for her victory.

She was a private dreamer, and her mystery was 
an enchanting vision.

I stared, and I stared.

She was alive.

Her hope was for a beautiful life.
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Open in her sight, was the vision of decision and 
of profession of freedom.

She was a heightened dream of God, as the day 
of a girl, of beauty and of sweet love.

My innocence, raptured upon her as the 
becoming of a nature to overcome silence of 
heart.

I grew, into a vibrant order of universe and 
morality, as the scene of a man becoming a 
illusion of ecclesiastic joy.

My heart was dark, and was burdened with the 
weight of love.

I leaned in, towards her face, and looked her in 
the eyes.

I beckoned my dreaming, for the moment of a 
perfect history.
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I hurt in my heart, and was becoming a sweet 
friend to the beauty of a reason of universe, 
towards the history of reason.

My lips touched hers.

I closed my eyes.

My lips kissed her.

I took a breath and fell out of my wisdom.

I looked her in the eyes, and told her that the kiss 
was magical.

She swayed and was sweet.

Her passion was a following to my day.

She touched my body, and held me, throughout 
the day.

40



She told me she needed the touch.

She was very desperate for my attention.

I saw her in the day, out in the city, and she 
walked to me, and she gave me a kiss on the lips.

She got on the city bus, and disappeared.
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CHAPTER THREE

Illusion and material discretion, became a volley 
of power and conception, in my winding path of 
recurring intellect and discretion for experience.

Presiding in color, full color, of my worth, was a 
respect for the wilderness, and Her mighty 
adulation of performance, in the duties of 
material progress and distinction of soul.

I honored my mirror, with a new wilderness of 
prayer, for silence, and for the mystery of nature.

Sapphire conquered my illusion of presentation, 
with her entrance.

She confessed her interest in my story, with the 
allure of a french kiss to Led Zeppelin.
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She winded her way into my day, as a lure of 
intangible chaos, born of the wilderness of 
sentience, and the realization of a foreign other.

Color, of her remembrance of her integrity, 
deposed a variant internment from beyond my 
illusion of content, to my fallows of direction, for
a dignity of adventure.

She broke into my soul as the mirror of blue 
knitted sweaters.

We adorned matching sweaters, cheap and used, 
in the recollection of what has not happened yet.

Her right was a passion for novelty, and 
excitement.

We entered the photo booth, and took four 
pictures as a kiss of redemption for a adventure 
we never had.
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Dream confessed my wonder, as I played Led 
Zeppelin on acoustic for her in the parking lot of 
a book store.

She stole me away into the foothills, in just my 
car, as we spent the night in the back seat.

I was young, and in fascination with prayer for 
the mystery deities.

Open heartedness broke into speaking of days for
our profession of adventure.

She was a blanket and a sweater on the floor, 
with movie nights.

She was a serene kiss, with a phantom for a 
intrusion into my emotions, as her french kiss 
opened my wisdom into a fathoming of my entire
ignorance.
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Dream confessed my mirror of vanity, to the 
presentation of her offer.

If I were to go out on a limb, and take a chance, 
then we could dive into the nethers of fire and of 
opulence, as the return to a force and confession 
of predominant affirmation of childhood, and the 
wilderness of a maturity born of candor for 
excitement.

She pressed against me, night after night, with 
her torso and waist churning passion into my 
night.

She pressed so deep, that I burned in fire, for a 
hell for forever.

Her tongue in my mouth, promised a love of an 
unspoken bond.
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She was a wild fire, and a child of nature and her 
intangibility, dreamed of the idols of the myths, 
and redeemed in the prayer of solace for a 
becoming man.

Her dire presentation, was candid, for every kiss.

She dreamed of power, for him, for her, in her 
prayer for a chastisement for a power over him, 
and his century of philosophy, torn by a wild 
woman, dreaming his philosophy into a new 
chaos.

Sapphire dreamed mirrors, into the soul of 
excitement, as the passionate worth of destiny, 
and the heat of arousal, and affectionate kissing, 
intonated into the prayer of two wise serpents, 
directing chaos into the meadows of a spirit born 
of fire.
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CHAPTER FOUR

I wondered of a vanity of artistry, deserved by 
my brilliance, in the hallows of a eve of power, 
of my mission to greatness, and the following of 
the orders of century, as the preeminent 
discretion of allegory, and the scene of forever, 
burning into the night.

The metal concerts, were many, and every week.

I deserved a vision of a rebellion.

Order, in the palpitations of the masses, burned in
chaos and in relentless screaming.

I was dining with the pizza and the night of 
metal, at the hand of Turqoise.

We were our own clique.
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For after metal shows.

She was invited by her phenomenal enthusiasm 
into my music room, to observe my 
compositions.

She relented into my style and into my process, 
as a very fun woman, with a personality 
unmatched.

She spoke onto my recording, and it reminded 
me of a time when a friend was the promise for 
the kingdom of a serenity of the rulers from 
before my time.

We exchanged many words, and she became a 
pure joy.

In the night, upon returning from a metal concert,
I held her against the wall, and kissed her.
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I kissed her passionately, and with a force of the 
bellow in my belly for the passion of her 
character.

She was divine.

She kissed me for nights.

She felt me her breasts.

She tried for dozens and dozens of times, to 
remove my pants, but I was too afraid.

She would come home to me from her job, and 
bring a full tub of cookie dough ice cream.

Every night.

Turqoise was a delight to my pride.

She worshiped me.
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She was the caliber of a friend, that devoted her 
friendship, to the love.

Her kisses were a splendor and divinity, to the 
ages, for the weeping of beauty.
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CHAPTER FIVE

Amber called to me on her birthday.

She resounded as an aspiring artist and was 
eccentric and wonderful.

She turned to me for her nearness in elation of 
her day.

We sat upon the trampoline at night, with two 
acoustic guitars.

We played our original material and sang.

She decided to come to my residence to record 
her first EP.

A week later, she was in my room recording a 
few songs.
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She sat upon my bed as we listened to an album.

She leaned in towards me and kissed me with her
eyes open.

I kissed her sweetly, with the rogue dream of 
victory over estate of heritage of classical 
courting.

She was a victory of sweetness, and her bright 
spirit was an everlasting joy for all of my days.

She was a good politician, and we attended a 
protest.

I was honored by her political dialogue in the 
streets.

She was a victory to my musicianship, and was 
honorable towards my quest for original 
songwriting.
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We enjoyed the park, with closeness.

We enjoyed her parent's cabin, and played on the 
swing.

We enjoyed the nights, and adventured 
throughout the city for the joy of it.

We both memorized some gangsta rap.

She was laying me down, with her passion, her 
naked body laid upon my desire for her.

She was introducing me to the orgasm.

I loved her breasts, they were sweet and exciting.

We went to a dance, and I ripped her dress when 
I lifted her up.

She came over that night, and we exchanged oral 
sex for the first time.
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She introduced me to the vagina.

She told me to be sweet and soft, and that she 
would do it.

We went salsa dancing, and it was very 
wonderful for us to have intimate dancing and 
fun.

She came over one night, and we drank booze.

She asked if I wanted to lose my virginity to her.

We got naked, and we experimented with several 
positions, and had our first intercourse.

She came over several days later, and we had sex 
on the couch.

Amber was a pure joy.

Amber was the victory of my sexuality.
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Amber was a distinct friend, who supported me.

She was a dream for my pride and ego, and her 
respect of me entered my soul forever.
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CHAPTER SIX

I embarked into the rule of my adventure, as a 
property of my heritage, and stayed in the town 
of my birth.

I worked and I composed, and I enjoyed the 
lighthearted journey to a new atmosphere.

Jade watched a movie with me, she went 
shopping with me, and she took me to Venice 
Beach.

At a birthday party, she sat with me and french 
kissed me for a waking wonder.

She took me to the river and we laid together, 
gently nestling each other.

56



She walked with me at the pier, and we 
fantasized about our courting.

We were proud.

She went to a party with me and laid with me on 
the couch.

Jade was an invitation to freedom of expression 
with woman, and was a serene and lighthearted 
estate of fun and respect.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

I was open in my quest for originality, and my 
music brought me around town, and into the lives
of a few good people.

I was performing when Emerald walked to me 
and told me she had a special mythology for her 
breasts.

She asked me to have a smoke with her, and we 
went outside.

She told me she was aroused.

She asked me to go to her car.

We sat in her car, and listened to a song.

She leaned in and french kissed me for about ten 
minutes.
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She asked if I would go to her apartment.

We sat in her apartment in front of the television, 
as she made a proposal.

She said, “you can be my friend, but we can 
never have sex, or you can fuck me right now, 
but we can never be friends.”

I said “fuck me now.”

We went to her bedroom and undressed.

She told me “you are going to get so much 
pussy.”

I gave her oral until she asked that we have 
intercourse.

We enjoyed each other's bodies for hours.
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She fell off the bed and got a welt on her 
forehead from her nightstand.

We woke up, and she gave me her shirt.

On the drive home I felt my soul had been ripped
out.

I smelled her.

I returned one afternoon, to give her a breast 
massage for an hour, while she watched 
television.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

I was deep into my work history, as a passionate 
aspiring artist and student, when I was invited to 
a party.

I rode my bike into the hills, and met Agate.

She asked if I would party with her.

We drank two glasses of wine each.

We smoked two joints together.

We took two shots of whiskey each.

We had two beers each.

She sat with me out front of the party and kissed 
me passionately.
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I held her face, and she fell into me.

We rode our bikes back into town.
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CHAPTER NINE

I was enjoying my solitude, and my individual 
life, when I was asked by Moonstone to go get 
breakfast.

We had quiche, and she told me she was not an 
innocent girl anymore.

We went to the park.

We sat by a bridge by the river, and she french 
kissed me for an hour.

She got up to go, and fell into my arms to kiss me
again.

She enjoyed my home, the both of us, getting 
Mexican food and watching TV.

She enjoyed my hot tub.

63



She was an aspiring fashion designer, with a 
degree in clothing and sewing.

She sat with me on my bed, and took off my 
pants.

She was adventurous and brave, and gave me 
oral sex.

I spent the night at her house, in her bed, and 
taught her Dad some of my original guitar 
material on his acoustic guitar.

We listened to a lot of music, and danced, and 
kissed all night.

I took the liberty to undress her and give her oral 
sex.

I supported her original designs, and loved her 
sewing and fashion.
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She drove over in the middle of the night, and 
asked me to get in the car.

She sucked my fingers, and took off my pants, in 
the passenger seat.

She gave me oral sex, in the middle of night, 
until she drove home.
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CHAPTER TEN

Topaz called me in the middle of the night, 
asking to be painted.

I picked her up.

She came over and told me, “you don't have to be
committed to have some fun.”

We french kissed all night and she fell asleep 
with me.

She was a cosmetologist, and needed to return to 
work in the morning.

I drove her to her studio.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

I was performing my music in town, when a 
brilliant and lovely lady, Pearl, asked me for a 
walk.

We went about downtown, and we enjoyed each 
other's conversation.

She took me to the park, and walked me to the 
fountain.

She held me close and french kissed me in front 
of everybody.

We went out for dinner.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Opal was a dream and a mystery.

She got a hold of me through an unknown source,
and came over with a blanket.

The moment she stepped out of her car, she 
french kissed me.

She took me into the hills.

We walked for an hour into the middle of 
nowhere.

She laid down her blanket, and we laid together.

She took off my clothes and gave me oral sex on 
the ground.

She had intercourse with me as it started to rain.
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We walked back to the car, and had intercourse 
on the hood.

She drove me to her house.

We enjoyed the dim lighting, and silence, as I 
read The Hero With A Thousand Faces.

She asked me to put down the book, as she 
romanced me.

We had sex all night, with strobing lights and 
Jimi Hendrix playing out the speaker.

She fell asleep on me, her leg wrapped around 
me, as I laid awake, wondering about my life.

I had fell into a dream of woman, as she began to
recur into my mind more and more, into the 
waking hours.

We woke up, and decided not to go out.
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We made love all morning long.

We went to her kitchen.

She cooked stir fry for me.

She told me, “I will have sex with you and cook 
for you whenever you want.”
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

I was deep into adventure, in the wilderness at a 
festival for drums and music.

A girl named Onyx, took me to her tent.

She kissed me and felt me her breasts.

We woke up together, in the warm tent.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Ruby was adventuring with me downtown, when 
she put on Roadhouse Blues by The Doors.

She shared her Clove Cigarettes with me.

She came home with me.

We sat in the hot tub, and she told me, 
“sometimes you just need to take a risk.”

She came to my room and undressed.

Underneath her pink underwear, was a large tiger
tattoo.

She laid with me, and I gave her oral sex three 
times.

I asked her if she cummed.
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She said, “of course I cummed.”
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Jasper was a delight and a vibrant spirit.

She drove up to my house in her sports car with 
the passenger door open.

She did not stop.

She yelled, “jump in!”

I did.

She drove me to the diner.

We shared a scone and listened to Lion King on 
the jukebox.

In the parking lot she sat on her trunk, and french
kissed me.
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We went to my living room and watched The 
Lord Of The Rings.

I felt her breasts and kissed her all night.

She came to my room.

We role played that she was Veronica and was 
escaping Stalinist Russia.

I was her savior.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN

I opened my heart to my escapade, and my heart 
broke.

I was a fool.

My kiss was worthless.

I was tired of the mystery and the phantasm of 
woman and her body.

I was sick, with sex, and with worn feelings 
towards a mate.

I turned myself off.
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