(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  12

Monday Updraft

In the last episode...

The phone rings mid-afternoon, I jump to answer, hoping it is Jack with plans for tonight.  I pick up the phone with anticipation before checking the caller ID, “Alex, what on Earth are you doing back home?  You were supposed to stay in France until December!”  It was my mother, screaming at me without so much as a hello, or inquiry as to whether everything was o.k.!  Geez! Maybe I came home because I was sick or something.  She didn't know.  She always assumes I am messing up my life and making bad decisions on purpose.

“Can't you at least say hello first? How did you know I was home?”  I tried to find out who ratted me out.  But I knew she was not going to answer my question.  She had other axes to bury, in my head.

After listening to my mother go on and on about my mistakes for thirty minutes, I promised to come home for a visit in a couple weeks and get everything worked out with my professors by then.  My head hurt from the battering.  I still didn't have food in the house and needed to get out.  Time to go to my real home, Underground.

Jack was out, probably at class, or doing mysterious things with Maggie.  It was still early for the usual evening crowd, so I sat with my afternoon espresso,  reminiscing about the time Jack and I started dating last January at a New Year's Eve party.  Our first date was at the Underground after a special New Year's Eve production of Bohemian Nights.  It was a magical night.   Jack scripted our night on stage with Morgan playing my role, before we even went out.  A hopeful prediction about our first time together played out through the play.  I thought it was cute.  Of course, we didn't have near as much drama on our date as the characters in the play, who were involved in a murder mystery at the time.  It was an amazing night walking in the snow through the stillness in the night back to my apartment.  We talked for hours about our hopes and dreams sitting by the fireplace.  We have always shared a common optimism and hopes for contributing to the world in a major way through our art.

I watched Jack long before we met.  I became aware of the Underground from Keri, my friend who passed on the great apartment.  She went to my high school in the suburbs.  She  took me to my first Friday night show of Bohemian Nights, on opening night last September.  I was immediately drawn to Jack.  I fell in love with Jack as soon as I saw him playing his guitar and singing the opening theme. His voice is so rich and mellow.  The way he turned his head to the side, and down, with a killer smile. The infectious type of smile that sneaks up and takes you over.  It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen.  His personality is a little old soul, but his style is all smooth alternative.  His sense of humor is witty and comes on soft. I am convinced  he is  most relaxed in his life when he is on the stage.    Jack is six foot one inch tall with an athletic build from the weightlifting and semi-regular running.  His black hair and medium olive skin add to his mystery and beauty.  

I could feel it all again, the seduction of getting to know Jack.  Keri was friends with Jack and introduced us that night.  We talked together for a couple hours and I loved him even more.  We had so much in common and really connected on and chemistry or energetic level.  I could feel the sizzle that ignited our love, and it was burning just as bright after several months apart.  I didn't want anything to ruin our reunion.  We were basking in each others love, and that is what we needed to reconnect.  The boring, mundane world will just have to wait a little longer.

“Hello beautiful.”  Jack slips up behind me and whispers in my ear.  I love it when he surprises me like that.  It seems to be his calling card to me.  My heart was full of great memories of our love, the need to ignore the world, and a passion to be with only Jack.  

“Let's go to my place tonight.  I just want to forget about everything and everyone else.”  I whispered as I embraced Jack and kissed him.

Back at my place, Jack started the fire and we piled blankets and pillows on the floor in the livingroom.  The cold, wet, gloomy day full of questions and family dramas melted away in front of the fire.  We quickly undressed and fell into the soft warmth of the blankets and blazing fire.  The only sound was soft music and crackling from the fire.  It was the most beautiful night, full of passion for each other.  

We moved slow and deliberate as though tonight was to last forever.  I didn't want the night to end, it was perfection.  Jack seemed to be of the same mind.  We explored each others bodies, gently, mindfully, as if we were getting to know each other all over again.  Everything came alive, like the fire that was lighting us.  The glow in the room lighting our bodies was intoxicating.  Each touch bringing us to life, igniting our passion to new heights.  We moved in perfect rhythm again and again.  It was lasting so long and climaxing in such an orgasm that we were surprised with the intensity.  I was blinded for a time by blazing light and I felt absent in bliss.  We collapsed in each others arms when it was over, sweaty and shaking.  I could hardly speak.  We lay in silence for a long time.

“Oh, my, god, what was that? It was amazing?  Did you see lights, or something, or actually nothing?  Did you feel that?” Jack said quietly with astonished exhaustion.

“Yeah, I did.  That has never happened to me before.”  I said, shaking as I lay in Jack's arms.

“Me either, I have read some about tantric lovemaking, maybe that is what it was.”  Jack said curiously.

“Maybe it was, but whatever happened, lets figure it out and try it again sometime.”  I said as my mind dropped away into the bliss of the moment and silence overtook us once again.

