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The story of a man who found divinity through passion


and experienced resurrection.


Our sexuality is the first step back to the ocean of ‘God’. The sweet moments of uninhibited physical orgasm give us brief glimpses of what it feels like to ‘disappear’ into something bigger than what we think we are. It binds us to partners who can provide us with these outbursts of bliss on a regular basis.


– Yoyo van der Kooi




Dedicated to the memory of my late wife Maria Maryke


Takarautio-Brands.
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Foreword 1


The Sex Oracle is an autofictional book. The novel is set on a global map of the world. The narrative is an intuitive stream of thought in which dreams and reality merge into one orgasmic entity. As in life in general, a heavenly experience is followed by pain, sometimes veritable pain. The story moves inexorably towards its goal, the liberation from sexual desire and the experience of divinity.


On several occasions in the 1980s my journey to the ashram of spiritual master Osho Rajneesh in India led me to become his disciple. In this book, the ‘Guru’ is inspired by Osho, the meetings in the storytelling and the Guru’s words being fictional.


In 1990 I met my future wife Maryke, to whom I moved from Finland to live in the Netherlands. She is also the personification of Maria in the book. It describes the tragedy that befell us, and the times before and after her death. The descriptions of my son, mother and father and the situations involved in the book are also based on real events. The book also contains many other descriptions based on my own experiences, such as the bus ride from the Ashram in India to Goa.


The novel also contains true historical data, using it as a basis for an evolving contemporary reality. Welcome to a story that surpasses the mundane. In order to clarify the translated context, at times additional text has been added. The book is translated by the author himself, included some unique combinations of words and concepts.




Foreword 2


Welcome to accompany a world of expressions and senses. As we read this upcoming story, it is all about stretching our minds, seeing the prejudices and belief systems in oneself, and embracing the differences in us, the people. Whether you are an atheist, a believer, a sex addict or a spiritual pathfinder, you will inevitably encounter the limitations and also the challenges of your own mind on the pages of The Sex Oracle.


After all, the book is a portrayal of human development as a holistic entity, in which the protagonist leaves no stone unturned in his search for the meaning in life. ’Who am I?’ is, in fact, the thread of the book with which the reader can identify.


In a fast-paced and at times lively erotic portrayal of the juices of life, the reader is part of the action and cannot just be a wallflower. The setting of the book is global, with events taking place in several different countries in real environments, almost all of which the author has visited himself, the narrative being autofiction. The story leaves room for the reader’s own thoughts and feelings.


It does not deny anything, but accepts human diversity and sexuality as an inspirational part of a larger context. Just a moment in the ashram, where an enlightened master invites a man immersed in a whirlpool of sex to a cup of tea. The divinity is ever-present, as the book’s protagonist moves through the rocks and wonders of life towards an awakening. The novice can experience liberation, it’s just a matter of understanding. Finally, in the last pages of the book, we find ourselves breathless, but also realizing the true spirituality. We discovered divinity by going through passion. We transformed our sexuality because we lived it first.




Prologue


Intuition helps to combine fantasy and reality. We need not fear the unknown, because it may be exactly what we are looking for. Our dreams become reality. This happened to me. Because an inner morality guided my relationships with others, I ventured into the passion of life. Made a million bucks in art treasures. Eventually got off the rat race, left everything behind and followed my heart.


As a result, in the far east, my previous incarnation and my forgotten soul confronted me. In the biggest cities of the world, I lectured on the mysteries of the human mind.


My subject is not theoretical, but applies to all of us: Don’t torture yourself, but experience enough sex so that one day your passion will be refined into divinity.


The story of this book, in all its complexity, is almost unbelievably simple, but this is also same about daring. When you dare to take one step towards love, then love will take a thousand steps towards you. In my case, I experienced the following as a kind of resurrection: I was freed from the shackles of the past and didn’t repeat the mistakes of my ancestors any more. When a woman is not free, no one is free. As a result of this realization, I was ready to meet my soul mate and through total surrender to love, divinity descended upon us.




Chapter 1


Femininity attracts masculinity – a man who walks his own path and dares to show her both his passion and his insecurities.


We all have a yearning for pleasure. Especially erotic. One of the forms of pleasure is the sensation of sweetness in the mouth, the first honeyed touch that reaches the tip of our tongue, the pleasure spreads throughout its entire area and eventually dilutes with saliva. The sweetness slowly disappears from our perception in the mouth.


Eventually we swallow that glimpse of something and want more. Sex is like honey, with the difference that it has countless nuances, flavours that we learn to know only by tasting them, not by reading about them in books.


And this ”tasting” has certainly happened in my life, although I was woefully ignorant at first. Wrapped in self-pity like a blanket, living in solitary misery, hiding my own honey jar under a veil of fear. How miserable of a man it made me look when wondering why no woman came to me with her own honeyed sweetness. They did, however, come to me with various expressions of sympathy, but they also wondered at this self-inflicted hopelessness, for in reality I was already a handsome, dashing young man in the early stages of adulthood. Who could have seen through their pitying thoughts the diamond in the rough that was hiding deep inside me?


Having hidden it carefully, and so because of my own inaction and constant fears, meeting other losers like me, dreaming hopeless thoughts, while the wheels of life’s pleasures whirred on for all the brave but not for us. We don’t want to judge anyone with our thoughts, because then we forget what we have already understood at the time. Why underestimate those who are fearful and yet want to break free? And especially those who are trying, even for a moment, to break out of their life-long shackles, in the grip of all sorts of inferior feelings. Far too many of us fail to want what we may not even know we want.


What could that inner unknown be, something special? Because who would want to face their ordinary, average self if there was something exciting on offer? After all, there is a treasure in all of us. This is something many people have told me, and some of these are supposed to be wise ones. Not to generalize, because stupidity is a common weakness, especially among self-centered people who call themselves wise. Which I am, no doubt, myself. All the hopeless doubt and self-loathing in me was reversed when I grew up and opened my eyes to my own sexual power. And this was the unknown I had been searching for in myself.


Be unique by being sexually attractive. No longer would I be thirteenth to the dozen. This was the turning point. One minute previously being an innocent virgin and the next minute me halfway through my manhood. Yes, indeed, like in a dream movie, with a sudden change in scenery the hero grew from a boyish boy into a man. Or was that the speed of events my own imagination?


Indeed, nothing is as simple as experiencing adulthood as I wanted things to be with my new identity as a man. Thinking that my first timid encounters with women were a guarantee that I was like those older and more experienced womanizers. After all, having followed their seductive ways very often to learn something, only to become discouraged. Seducing women seemed to require a confident personality.


But the fact was that there was nothing exciting in me to offer women other than my shyness. Some women like a man’s honesty, whether or not it includes insecurity per se. Trying to hide it as best as possible, not daring to show them my authenticity at that crucial moment. To show my weakness to a woman. This is called a stalemate. Wanting to be something new, but not being able to deliver.


Yet, one has to learn patience. No one can really grow into a super lover in one weekend.


In hindsight, the question arose in me as to why hadn’t this been asked. Ask women what they thought of me. I could have taken small steps. In fact, that’s what happened, although the feelings at the time were quite the opposite.


Of course, small steps become finally one big one, when at some point the long-awaited explosion finally happens, as it did for me. But even this big change was a part of smaller series of events, or perhaps better described they were a fusion of small initial events. Small changes that are at one point forgotten in the dust of time. Without them there would not have been this big change either. Maybe that’s what made that day different, the feeling of waking up as if from a long dream, where you were a sissy because you thought you were, but at one moment you’re not that any longer. That morning, for the first time in my life, for not having submitted to my weakness, I embraced my own strength. And this started the chain reaction of change.


Like many young men do in the morning, I woke up with an erection and started my morning routine, but after a while it occurred to me that I no longer wanted to masturbate alone. Instead of this now useless habit, It was my desire to find a woman with whom to feel more than just a momentary release of hormonal excitement. An act of relief that happened too often. This habit, which had become almost automatic, gave me nothing more than a moment’s relaxation and, as a result, a day’s frustration. Instead, my desire was to feel the warmth of another human being, even if only for a moment. Having been alone with my own fantasies all my youth. And now as a young adult, no longer able to fulfill the fantasies of a teenager. It was time for me to take a risk and show my vulnerability. To show someone that I was worthy of their love, even for a moment.


Start taking the right steps towards a possible meeting. First of all, daring to look women in the eye. This may seem rather simple, but looking into their eyes brought me more in touch with a reality that was not just sunshine. Not many women looked back at me.


But everything can change in an instant. Do you dare to do it? To be completely open to another person.


Trying to write these words in a logical and systematic way, but because my life is full of insane passion, I see several problems with this analytical way of writing. So be both patient and resourceful, among those of you who are with me in this moment of a shared continuum, so that together we can create something of our own. Togetherness. This way the entire journey is mutual, and not only about me.


That is the way the writer sees it, because if you write only for yourself and create a story just to clarify your own thoughts, you would get also tired very quickly. But when thinking of a person who is unknown to me, my choice of expression also comes from a place beyond my ken. Perhaps one of my sensitive readers posted them to me in his or her own thoughts beforehand. Just before this sentence was even written. It may be that once upon a time, long time ago, we sat together in a café and looked at the same interesting person in our longing for love.


Maybe we were face to face and looked at each other. We can’t be sure of this assumption, but as in my life in general, this possibility is left open. When describing the people who have met me, I identify with them. Their thoughts that are not spoken aloud, their feelings, the flow of passion. They’re in me. I am them too. Each of us has a little piece of one another, because we are all parts of one stream of consciousness.


Let me go back in the story to the day of the change, about which you read earlier. Do you remember? Living in one of the cities of my past. A young shy man. At the beginning of the best phase of my life, its bliss just flickering somewhere on the distant horizon. It was by luck that brought me to this place of my change of fortune, in one of the many discos where I spent my time. Not really understanding much about the rites of human life or spirituality, I was just in my own inner hopelessness, and not even the daily masturbation calmed my mind. My penis did calm down for a while, but it also seemed to follow the desperation of my thoughts, as a result of which I could not walk down the street without being looked at by women, who in turn looked not at my eyes but at the bulge in my trousers. And what they saw made them laugh very hard.


This was very embarrassing, because it was this very object that gave them all sorts of ideas, and I was too inhibited to react to their mocking looks. This stranger wanders in the realm of disco rites, his eyes searching for a point of reference, a refuge. He gazes admiringly at the attractive young women dancing. That’s me, young and eager myself, but not knowing how to approach any of those embodiments of sex as they move to the rhythm of the dance. Their hips squealed as if they were detached from the rest of their bodies. The pressure inside me felt like it was building. Pretty soon I would go to the bathroom to masturbate to my own desperate longing for intimacy or dare to face one of these avatars of my desires. Finally, one of the women staring at the front of my pants asked me to dance. Surrendering immediately to the rhythm of the music, my eyes closed of their own accord and forgot I was on the dance floor with this self-possessed beauty.


The rhythmic pop music whipped my body into faster movement, and made me no longer care about my surroundings. Momentarily, as if free of all my fears. When I finally opened my eyes, the woman had already gone. Couldn’t even remember her face. Perhaps it no longer mattered in the slightest. Just daring to be myself for a few seconds without fear of being mocked. Moving forward along the edge of the dance floor, stunned by my recent experience, I was at the edge of the erotic movement of the crowd. Women’s buttocks and breasts swayed around me with bewildering fervor. There was something about in the movement that caught my attention.


It stood out from the crowd. A young woman was standing on the other side of the dance floor. She was standing as still as myself, and when our eyes met, mine weren’t blinking. She would be able to see this imperfect me in that moment, with all my hopes and also my fears, whilst we were still far apart, the human mass on the dance floor swaying between us like a horny multidimensional genitalia. The rhythm of the music pounded out a cacophony of facial expressions and erotic nuances, half-closed lustful eyes and open lips tinted with dazzling lipstick, and those breathless lips were a prelude to the pleasures of adulthood. We would soon be in each other’s hungry arms, while we ourselves were still for a while imprisoned in our own separateness.


We began to move towards each other, as if pulled by some greater magnetic force, until finally we stood in the orgasmic center of the dance floor, the people around us wild embodiments of our shared fantasy, and only one physical meter between us. Crossing the line? There was a glimmer of this thought in those eyes looking at me, and at the same moment we were lost in our shared desire in each other’s arms, our lips seeking and finding, the tips of our tongues felt like electric shocks, causing involuntary pulsations around our hips as they pressed deeper into each other. Feeling her pulse in my lower abdomen. The sensation of warmth expanded.


We didn’t say a word, we left. The dance floor had done its job for us, as its primitive movement continued. The passion of dance expressed itself endlessly. We strolled, leaning on each other, through the empty streets of the city at night, drunk with our shared desire. Trying to open the doors of different cars, hoping to start making love as soon as possible with this embodiment of my dreams. My willing partner thought it was a good idea and was looking for a suitable back seat herself. Eventually we found a van in a quiet car park with the back door unlocked.


The back seat of the car had been replaced by a wooden floor, but we didn’t mind. Placed my jacket on the hard floor as a cushion. How to describe the following minutes, in which all the frustrations of my life up to that point, as well as my dreams, were present, as we both surrendered to each other with no demands, no identity, no experience of anything like this before. Perhaps in the end only someone who has experienced something similar can understand this writing, while another reader of my story will be disappointed that by not describing in detail everything that happened to me or the different parts of this beautiful woman’s body. Opened up, about my old identity, from the scared shell in that van, on its hard floor, and awoke to a new awareness of my sexuality.


Looking into those beautiful eyes, when her whole body vibrated during her orgasm, when my own orgasm lingered for a moment in the powerful movements of my hips, experiencing for the first time the pleasure of pure sexuality. The interaction of giving and receiving. Beyond words, there is no way to describe the beauty of it. Sometimes only simple words or the silence that we experienced after the intercourse hold the truth.


When looking back on the memories of my life, there’s also the time before meeting this woman, when I lost my virginity in a quick fuck in the stairwell of an apartment building. Honestly, there’s nothing more to say about the first experience. Perhaps it was a deep sense of disappointment at what had been my dream all my youth. Not even in the few moments inside the woman and ejaculating at the same time, there was no time to enjoy my orgasm in the dark hardness of the stairs. It was a very disappointing experience. And at the same time realizing that this was a completely new experience.


Perhaps most of us have similar experiences of losing our virginity. And when we go back to those first moments of waiting, we want to forget them and at the same time look at ourselves as we were then. Compassionately, sometimes even cynically. But it all started with that loss of virginity, and with this woman at the disco, because of her sensitivity, a sense of the beauty of the future, of sexuality, opened up in me too.


To this orgasmic mistress, my gratitude is eternal, even though she never even told me her name. Our common denominator was that we both gave and received. It was not a one-way experience of masculinity, where the body is just an extension of the mind’s straightforward quest to conquer and possess the other. Or that she was somehow submissive as a woman.


No, we were both drunk together and in our own cavities at the same instant, pleasure flowing back and forth, expanding. Alone but not lonely. We had become one, a common umbilical cord. My organ pulsed in synchronicity with her love. Perhaps it was in that one-way ticket of my inner innocence and the transformation of my outer virginity that my path was born. A path pursued with such vigor that at any given moment I would be prepared to sacrifice everything in my life to defend it.


It was in those moments that my personal morality was born. As a result of this inner conviction, met countless women who felt a huge attraction to this part of me that shines an inner light through my outer body. Through their eyes, a new persona was born, a kind of embodiment of loving eroticism, both a caveman and a projection of the heart. Loving and also monstrous. This is because my morality would always include my inner beliefs and consciousness, and it would not be bound in any way by external social norms or human expectations.


But of course not everything explained above was known to me at the time of my nocturnal adventure, which was followed by countless erotic encounters, journeys and loneliness. Gradually it became clearer to me, piece by piece. Perhaps it is good that back then my thoughts were like that, still innocent for a while, even though it had been lost literally a moment before. That young woman came to stay with me for a few nights, but as is my custom in telling this uncompromising life story, she did not stay permanently.


The fire inside both of us burned with a terrible intensity, and we both knew that our relationship was doomed to die very quickly. Only later, after a few days of heavenly sex, did it occur to me that the other party had also been a predator. Or on the way to becoming one. We had to help each other take the first steps towards predation. In the noble art of catching prey. Accepted the reality of this momentary togetherness, perhaps partly because of the simplicity of my youth, and enjoyed the bounty of my young mistress’s body. As we made love, my body was filled with energy, and eventually it became possible for me to enjoy being together even when we were just sitting and chatting about life’s hopes over a cup of tea.


The law of giving and receiving interactively.




Chapter 2


Life is a haphazard simplification of experiences, especially when we try to explain to our friends some parts of the whole reality. Who among us wouldn’t have told a best friend what happened yesterday? Like a romantic encounter. We try to remember afterwards those fateful moments when we fell in love. We empathize in order to remember. Our voices get quieter and we whisper, but we may not even notice that our listener is frozen in his listening for a reason, because he feels very lonely. What causes it? In fact, the listener is jealous inside. The love in him is still waiting for a visitor. We will continue by telling our highlights of our wild shag. Eyes full of sadness as we now recall those wild nights when we lost all censorship and enjoyed the primitive totalitarian brutality of sex.


We put our souls in the past, but in our own chastity we spare our friends’ ears certain tastier details. When writing about these encounters, my own ears are not spared, red though they may be. They are blushing not out of shame, but from the awakening of passion. The countless number of erotic encounters cannot be written as a linear chain, so my life in this book takes place in the selected contexts of some of these encounters. Ultimately, in between these intertwined sentences is a void, a space inaccessible to words where the actual encounter took place. Could it be that literature is the description of the present in the words of yesterday? Or yesterday with the expectations of tomorrow?


Spring has turned into summer. From Amsterdam to Barcelona, on my way.


The stewardess is walking down the aisle. Most of the time it’s better to reserve your seat on the aisle side. This is because at some point during my seemingly endless travels, like most people like me, once again we got tired of staring at the rooftops of new cities or church steeples, not to mention the ever-renewing cloud columns in the sky, especially the cumulus clouds. Seeing these natural and man-made wonders a hundred thousand times through the tiny windows of airplanes made my neck twist the wrong way when watching them.


And here’s the real miracle: in a bid to tune them in a healthier direction, my decision was to watch some lovely stewardesses’ lines from now on: ’Renewably on every flight’. You don’t have to be a scientist to get the most out of being on a plane. All it takes is an understanding of a few basic facts.


First of all, people always sit in one direction. Another good thing about planes is that people either walk towards you or away from you. This is simple logic. As the flight attendant approaches me, her slender hips move rhythmically under her tight skirt. Poor me, how can anyone look away when sitting in my chair, as this thought provoking pelvic movement is my whole life? At eye level.


Sighing, at that magnetic feminine enchantment, my gaze lifts upwards, and our eyes meet for a moment. Wondering how many intimacy-seeking men like me this woman has seen in her career. The men as they look at her, weighing their chances in this almost hopeless game of flirtation.


You are one traveler among hundreds, like cattle on their way to new pastures. You sit in your cramped chair among other cramped people, eating a small portion of tasteless ”food” packed in a handy little box. You don’t want to mess yourself or the person next to you up, so you move your hands as little as possible, and anxiety is your real emotion. Sometimes you might even feel panicky, but you drink it down with a glass of bad wine served to you in a plastic glass. But diversity is part of me, and don’t fit the mould. This is the truth, even in my youth, with no experience.


That time, mature women looked at me with erotic eyes, even if in the innocence of my youth it didn’t fully sink in. At that point, without knowing how to take the first step to get to know them better, although sometimes it seemed as if they were offering themselves to me. Like the one time it happened at a daytime dance in a restaurant. On those beautifully innocent days, when the most erotic woman in the place offered me a bed for the night. After escorting her home, but in my naïve inexperience, slept my night on a hard bench, even though this female goddess had given me two choices. Her bed or that hard bench. The creation of my new self had not yet manifested itself that night at her house.


Yet the following week saw me mourning my own stupidity that day. Such was my innocence that it was only on the walk home in the morning that the realization dawned on me. But why wasn’t that full-grown woman, ten years older than me, just seducing me? And conquered my virginal innocence? Perhaps she was enjoying a visit from a gentlemanly dreamer. Women were not something for me to understand at the time. And even today my weakness has not yet been overcome. But try as we might, I do.


But now, on this plane to Spain, at all times aware and seeing my potential. Dropping my golden pencil in front of her at just the right moment, and in a natural way, the reaction happens before the thought. The beauty lands in front of me, showing me a glimpse of her red panties as they, as if by coincidence, come before my eyes as her knees open. At times you just have to accept the truth that you can’t know where the magic begins and where it’s all just coincidence. Maybe it’s more about staying open to creating a new chance, in these ticklish situations, while allowing the woman, through my own subtle actions, to make her own choice. Providing them with an opportunity to experience something new, even if the situation itself could be repeated many times. Neither do you impose yourself on them, nor do you demand their attention.


Trusting the wisdom of a woman and my own intuition. We’re like in a candy store without the guilt. Adult and childishly flirtatious at the same time. The beauty smiles as she hands me back my pen, knowing that I know her sense of interest, for it is our shared secret, unknown to all the other passengers. Her separation from airline passengers took on a new form the moment she opened her knees to me. Measured in time, one small second triggered a hormonal reaction that began when our eyes met. As a result, our brains signaled our mutual interest to the body’s erogenous sensory receptors, which in turn sent signals back to the pleasure centers of the brain. The little signs of pleasure that I see happening in her. Our fingers touch for a moment, and the warmth from my hand flows into the softness and coolness of her fingers, like a promise we’re not quite sure of yet.


This is exactly my joy, the next moment of not-knowing. Being like a yogi in front of new asanas, with the difference from yoga that those asanas are actually the curves of lovely women’s bodies. Gratitude through my eyes, caressing in thought those beautiful cheeks, their soft skin covered with a light powder. Kissing her lips in reflection as they open up within me in prayer, soft and sensual. The sight of her tongue between her lips, fresh and beautiful, moving in the gleam of white teeth. The play of eroticism, still only a thought, but perhaps in the near future even more intense than imagination.


She sees the passion, but it is not the desire of an ordinary man, but an expression of complete mutual satisfaction. My thoughts create a bridge between me and my potential object, it is an equal assumption for both of us and later perhaps a reality. It is being in uncertainty and is based symbolically on surrendering to the woman on her own terms, not as an idea of right or wrong. She has the space to open her desires to me on this very plane, in this one moment, because for myself, there’s nothing I’m not prepared to accept. No moral concepts and no morality in myself. She appears confused, and I signal with my eyes that this too is allowed, because communication happens without words, as everything is just in the flow of our thoughts.


Maybe in the end it is all in my head, maybe not, but the truth is my life is entirely in these visualizations, and therefore the women I meet are my deepest real experience, not just a figment of one’s imagination. Telling her the name of the hotel and the number of my room. This is easy because when you travel, you usually book your destination in advance. It is a common practice among those who travel a lot around the world. We no longer leave anything essential to chance, because we know that really exciting opportunities are only possible when we give them a solid foundation. As the flight attendant moves down the aisle, my gaze warm on her hips, the woman sitting next to me touches my shoulder with her hand.


It has become more intense in the last few moments, and it seems that she has noticed my little encounter with the stewardess. It makes me confused because it is a woman’s initiative, the kind of subtle movement that blurs the line between harm and purpose. Exploring with my bare hand, in her lingering touch, the sensation of the almost invisible hairs on her skin charging with electricity. Looking at her, a long-legged, blonde-haired woman, I remember coming to the plane. Usually my attention is drawn to women with dark hair, so it wasn’t something to think about at the time, but now there’s a dilemma for me. How to receive this show of interest and how to respond to it?


Presumably that neutrality is ultimately the way to go, so my position is to hold on and wag my hand to show that I’m not going to back down, of course, but ready to meet more of her interest. All this thinking may just be my imagination, and of course my mind is blank as to what the next moment will bring to our fragile connection. Maybe my neighbor has just fallen asleep and that’s why her hand approached me. The opportunities created by these two different women, which this plane also gives me, are something to enjoy. My gaze turns to the other passenger for a moment as our shoulders meet as a result of the gesture.


Big blue eyes meet my gaze. They are looking at me very searchingly. Into their scrutiny on me fall, naked inside, in my extreme simplicity, without statements, without mental tentacles, in a state where there is no desire to please or conquer.


”You know what, right now making love to you, you’re coming deep inside me. Together with the touch of your hands, you fill me. And yet it is me who dictates the pace of our movement together”. She whispers in my ear as her eyes close.


Closing mine, and feeling as though sliding in the darkness, the consciousness moves past the thoughts to the essence of the intense moment when a woman says she is having sex with me at this moment. She took my role? Is she a predator who conquers and how? Didn’t get it as soon as sat down? Probably my encounter with the flight attendant had been amusing to her. To see someone like her, who was blind at that moment. In my mind, there is a great sense of gratitude towards this stranger for our unexpected interaction, as my eyes close and move towards her energy, which I only now realize is infinitely powerful.


It took me letting go of my beast identity to see the same in her. There was one of my kind sitting next to me, and at times I was blind to her because my attention was completely focused on the stewardess. How could anybody have missed such a rare woman? A predator is a human being who lives entirely by his or her own morals and ideas, not by the expectations or desires of others. Her power seems to fill the entire plane. Surrendering to this virility, it makes me feel like a receiver.


Not scared to be feminine, quite the opposite. From the moment you dare to feel the feminine energy in yourself, you feel that your masculinity grows to its true power. You know what I’m talking about, because only after experiencing this can a man be truly a man. This is the truth of my experience, but if someone can convince me that they are more of a man than me, even if they have not experienced what is described above, we are at a stalemate. However, despite all this x-factor eroticism and individualisation that characterizes my own sexuality, unlike the masses, my strong suspicion is that the winner will not be meeting me, at least not anytime soon.


She introduces herself as Sofia and hands me a small piece of paper. It has her phone number on it. She doesn’t hesitate, but immediately takes matters into her own hands. She also touches me intellectually. Moreover, there is something about this woman that intuitively impresses me and makes me sexually attracted to her for sure. Just wondering what all this is going to come to?




Chapter 3


The plane has landed in Barcelona. People are busy with their suitcases. Toss my leather backpack over one shoulder. Used to use a small suitcase that you could pull behind you, but it was like a cart behind a stallion, and you can’t move freely because you are pulling that minimalist cart with its small wheels that rattle disturbingly. So changed my style. Not to be identified, for example, with traveling salesmen with trampled shoes or hastily tied ties. Not being one of them, but a freedom in myself. Without the stamps, without the lightness or heaviness of my rucksack, which was made easier by dragging the trolley behind me, but which at the same time makes the dragger the burden of his own obsessions.


Don’t want to be a traveling salesman who goes to a hotel in his destination, opens his small suitcase, takes out the ironed suit and hangs it in the closet. For the next day. He remembers a detail on the plane a few hours earlier. The flight attendant kneels down a few rows of chairs in front of him. She picks up a gold fountain pen that has fallen on the floor and hands it to a casually dressed man. It is such a pity that from this angle the woman’s knees are together. But the owner of the pen is smiling because he is sitting strategically in the right place. He sees the woman’s secret.


The sales representative places his trolley crosswise on the table in his hotel room and takes out an ironed shirt and a new tie. In a small cupboard are hangers where these men put their medium-priced clothes for the next day’s meeting. He opens a book he has purchased from a pretty, smiling saleswoman at the airport bookstore in his home town. In the novel, the protagonist reveals how he seduces stewardesses on airplanes. Fascinating.


No sympathy for these guys. Obviously they rationalize being happy. They have chosen their own life. Maybe it will knock someone’s self-esteem, but it can’t be helped. Zero to zero sympathy. Perhaps this attitude is too cruel and is causing me to have miserable events in my life? Don’t know and don’t want to know. Very many of us are unconsciously afraid of the unknown, but for me the unconscious is an opportunity for understanding, not fear.It makes me want to be self-centered, because that’s the only way to be a friend to others. These potential friends are few and far between. However, please forgive this rant, as I suspect it will not help anyone to understand my story or its meaning.


On the other hand, let everyone read these words for themselves, because they are written for my own amusement and not to please anyone else. Perhaps we understand each other when we are on the same level of consciousness, both in private storytelling and in reading. Even hypothetically. But first we need to be as far away from each other as possible, because only then can we find a common thread. Too many people are afraid to make friends with their potential enemies. Many bridges have burned behind me and the deeds and consequences were inevitable, even if I did not always understand the whole picture at the crucial moment. But how many of us really understand our actions? The answer is here: No one.


It’s time to get off the plane. The weight of the backpack is felt on one shoulder as pushing my chest out and straightening the torso. It’s time to play the first chords of the chimes. Sofia gave me her phone number, but this is not an obligation for me. She is one among many, a passenger on a plane; this assumption of mine that is naïve to say the least. There have been too many women in my life who were just different from her. Very sexy creatures, but still prisoners of their own charms on which men projected their desires, through some rites of passage and rites of approach. These women in turn received so much attention that they became frigidly feminine to the outside eye. Cold and arrogant.


Men, in turn, tried even harder to get under their skirts. Any conscious person understands what the end result is. Exactly. Satisfied with his lust for fucking, he turns his back and the beauty cries her inner tears that even if she could make anyone fall in love with her for her looks, she would get no real love. Not even the erotic experiences of a beauty, because she is locked up and the average lover does not understand the subtleties of sensuality.


The scenario described is not a product of my brain, but has been expressed to me in various forms by these very objects of lust and erotic desire. Why should explain my own stories when they are pushed on me with both hands? Even the inner feelings of macho men have been told to me more than once in hotel bars, where a frustrated noble salesman takes a drink in honor of his own self-pity. How sobering this is, when a moment before, in his own emotional deficit, he directed his desire for possession at a beautiful woman, never able to understand what this woman lying beneath him would have wanted. Every woman likes a man to show his masculinity from time to time and to take her by force, but with respect and listening to her. A woman needs attention and love.


But when strangers meet, this is very rare, because then the man wants to throw out all the despair in himself, all his ugliness. He’s like a thief in the night, when he gets a chance to have sex without being caught. After all, he’s in a strange city with a woman he doesn’t know. And maybe at home, a wife, who is herself waiting in her own dreams for the prince of her vision. Let be assured that this is indeed what other people told me. These people were sensible and capable in their professions, but fools in their personal lives. There’s a simple reason why my time is not wasted making friends with them. At least not when the same thing is repeated in the same way and in the same words for the third time. For that, you would be forgiven?


Most take those little pull-out suitcases from the top compartments. Picking up my rucksack. Passing my stewardess, while slowing my steps in line to allow space in front of me to breathe deeply of her feminine softness, which I sense in the blend of her delicate perfume. Every woman has her own scent. Many of them are insecure about their own hygiene, which is in turn human. With all due respect to the fabricants of all wonderful perfumes I would like to emphasize the following; nothing is as intimate as to let each other enjoy the natural fragrance of our bodies.


The natural body scent. While describing here the process of paying attention to scent in erotic detail, at the deepest level my reason for doing so is because of respect for each person’s personal scent. Having noticed this a long time ago, I have also learned to distinguish between these different vibrant feminine scents regardless of the situation. You can sense subtle aromatic vibrations as the air floats across the receptors of your open nose. Enjoyable dark mellow tones, some coming from the sweat glands of the armpits, some also coming from the soft warmth of the breasts and the most fascinating of scents traveling from their vulva, its juices releasing small parts of itself into the panties as a fine moisture, which in turn is related to the airflow when me downwind.


It is an honor to receive this sensual gift. To be like a dog with a sensitive nose. There is also a great responsibility in this sensitivity, and one should never despise the objects of the senses. Nod my head and smile at her. She smiles back charmingly and a tiny wink with her left eye, as a promise of things to come. Seeing the softness of her neck, and knowing that it blends with the feminine muscles of her back, hidden from the eyes of others under her dress. Perhaps sometime in the future when the tiny hairs on this beauty’s back are kissed, known only to lips that have tasted her honeyed nectar to satiation. Not rushing here as passing her on my walk, but letting her scent fill my senses, my tongue sliding against the tactile sensations of my mouth like a light feather caressing the muscles of her back, its curves and the soft hairs of her neck. My thoughts drift to her ears, bite them softly and, as I pass, touch her open palm with my hand.


The crowd floats forward and the traveller surrenders to its momentum, through the airport towards a new adventure. Once again, in a new town, where the stranger feels at home.




Chapter 4


The queue for airport taxis is well structured, with waiting time of only a few minutes. You jump in the back of a Prius taxi and tell the driver the name of the hotel. Barcelona cabs seem to be painted yellow, at least the ones at the airport. The Japanese hybrid cars. Although the city’s traffic is busy, it lacks a chaotic atmosphere so familiar in Italy. Savoring a pastille served by the taxi driver, my mind wanders to the Italian traffic chaos. Having ridden a motorbike through the streets of Rome, the atmosphere was absolutely wild. For me, it was okay, as often waving my fist at others. It was like being a local yourself. Heck, some drivers, not to mention Vespa drivers, even showed me respect at times, as I waved my fist in all directions while cursing in every language imaginable and even once dented the roof of one Mercedes. The driver didn’t dare to stop when he saw the angry stare in my eyes, but hit the accelerator, quickly disappearing from my sight.


Certainly better for him, because although not generally macho, when necessary I can also be tormenting. The traffic culture in Spain is of course different from northern Europe, but not as confusing as in many other Mediterranean countries. Back from my rambling musings to the present. Half an hour later we arrived in front of The Renaissance Hotel. The hotel will satisfy even the most demanding traveler, but without emptying my wallet, so we are satisfied. Don’t need a swanky setting to be happy, and the soft bed in my room on the sixth floor feels just right for where I am at the moment.


The door of the sliding mirror reflects a figure of a man lying on a wide bed. It’s me. The firm body of a middle-aged man looks youthful, and it’s a pleasure to notice. After years of training, the muscles of my entire body are in strong balance and my buttocks look youthfully firm. Occasionally it’s fun to shave my genitals, but it’s by no means always necessary. Look, you have the freedom to do so, but on the other hand, I feel sorry for the current obsession with hair removal among women. They have often given up their individual freedom and instead are now becoming part of men’s dreamy desires.


This is probably a matter of different desires and expectations between the sexes and many women dare not to be different. But change is happening, and sometimes it makes me happy. When reading in magazines or on websites about fashion trends, that women are leaving all their hair unshaven. Hairy legs, armpits, crotches, whatever. The only problem, of course, is whether this is at the expense of femininity. It all starts between the ears, and when we think we’re attractive, it shows on the outside. The same is true of course for men. A hanging beard is very aesthetically unappealing. To be either masculine, or feminine, is more than a well-groomed body, but that’s the basis of everything. Never judge a book by its cover.


Some readers, of course, will already understand these somewhat contradictory ideas. It is good to try everything possible in life, hairless or with hair.


The one criterion is that whatever we choose is our own personal decision at that moment.


Behind the sliding doors of the cupboard next to the bed is a fridge with an Illy coffee machine above it. It looks very modern with its shiny steel splashbacks. Inserting the coffee capsule, and I’m drinking a strong coffee that actually tastes bad, but maybe that’s what makes it so good. And this is the deepest secret of my coffee craving. Let me explain what that means.


When growing up, the habit of mixing sugar and milk into coffee made it a soft substitute for the taste buds, but as a result of a relationship with a woman at the time, I started drinking simplified coffee. That girlfriend used to drink her coffee black, and after so many trips to the store to buy milk, one day it was too late to go to the store.


From then on, my coffee tasted its original flavor. Wherever in the world, a cup of coffee is always the right way, without additives. Unfortunately, the global economy has meant that in most hotels around the world they always give me the same coffee. Perhaps this is fine for the average shopper, but not for a solitary traveler like me, who also happens to be a connoisseur of different tastes. Just drink the cup empty and don’t rinse it.


The bitter taste in my mouth, letting it melt with the saliva until the bitterness finally disappears. It’s like making love.


After deep pleasure, gradually remove yourself from the woman’s body, not immediately. Surrender to her embrace and the softness of her body, she to your firmness, and in this floating oneness, as the dripping contents of each other’s saliva glands are shared through the mouths, then just surrender to her. Our mutual passion gradually merges with the caresses we interactively give and receive from each other.


It is this timeless togetherness that a woman needs to be totally erotic and full-bodied. She feels especially the importance of being attended to even after climax. After the act small intimate caresses, the appropriate gradual prolongation of the final climax. Attention to the woman both before and especially after the climax of the act. How many of us men do not understand this, and even if we do, a few of us actually bother to do anything significant about it. This, in my view, is a big reason why so many women walk on streets, as well as at home, with their mouths agape and men in turn are dragging their feets forward with frowning foreheads.


Both sexes are losers in this senseless setting. Over time, the situation changes and the brain has lost contact with the subtle sensory mechanism of the body. Having been part of this system for some time now, you know what I’m talking about. But back then my age was young and ignorant. Since then, my emotions have become sensitive and my response has changed rapidly from one side to the other. This sensitivity often allows me to understand women’s needs better than they do. For many people homosexually oriented men have the same subtlety. But they are in a relationship with another man, so that sensitivity can turn into various manipulations between men.


Very rarely do two men find with each other a perfect relationship. A union. The same is certainly true for heterosexuals, so it’s all basically between the ears. There is a deep sadness in me as lying in this soft bed in Barcelona. The sudden change in my mood seems disconcerting, given the all but sad fact that possibly tonight I may be making love to one, if not two, beauties. It is this ever-changing inner world that also confuses those around me. They often don’t know how to be with me. But that’s really a reflection of them, isn’t it? Their own inner poverty.


Perhaps the breadth of my mind is also my cross, which from childhood onwards I was born to bear. Without any prophets. When entering the school as a child, a psychologist analyzed my isolation as autism, but my mother told him that I was extremely shy and intelligent. Throughout my adolescence, the whole life was one of inner conflict, me being completely unaware of the magnitude of my own inner self. Without outside help at the time, my life was doomed to remain in the dark. A little Christ of my own, without a light. At the same time, this boy was without gods to take care of their sons. Somewhere deep down within me, that who I still am. So if one crucifies oneself by his own choices, there is no heavenly power to save me. This is the payment for my own choice not to believe in any religion.


In the beautiful city of Gaudi, where the most beautiful women in the country are walking the streets right now, me all alone, feeling like the loneliest person in the world. Looking out of my window onto the street, from here on the sixth floor, I see them. To escape a moment of self-pity, just let my gaze be absorbed in the sights. Beautiful legs, at a street intersection directly in front of me. Deep open neck lines, where sun-warmed breasts await a kisser. With a deep sigh up here, it’s just enough sending them kisses in my thoughts. The sounds of cars, the cacophony of movement and me up here on my bed, a naked reflection on the mirror of my body, alone and crying. Why do we feel lonely in strange cities?


Here’s the answer. Having detached myself from the daily life, the memories of the past are free to enter within me. A deep longing bubbles up inside for the moment in the past when losing someone precious to me, whom I truly loved. The death of my wife far away in the past. Perhaps it was Sofia, the woman on the plane, who brought this memory to life in my mind, even though it happened so many years ago. Literally. With her encounter, the old me faded and was refined, forever? At least it seemed that way at first, but after a while everything just became even more subtle.


Even when she was alive there was already a sense that my humanity had changed from a bull to a swan, but it was only after her death that my encounters with women really had the echo of an angel’s wings. In her last months, it was Maria who often urged me to continue on the path of love without hesitation, without missing her. To promise it to her.


She wanted me to experience love even more intensely than when it happened with her. The deepest pleasures of togetherness and the madness of falling in love. Perhaps this advice that Maria gave me was her way of letting go of life because the hope of improvement was over. Maria could speak as if the words had come from some distant source of wisdom. Her voice at those moments was in perfect sync with the expression on her face. There was a deep soulfulness in her expression. She had possessed this unique ability from a very young age, but with illness it became even stronger.


People who had met Maria could never forget her. After she departed, this was said even by strangers I’ve never met before. In the changing moments of our last days together, I was as much as possible by her side. My heart was aching, but not able to weep in her presence, because this pain was too deep for me to cry physically at that time. It was she, after all, who was dying in her hospital bed. The hospital delivered a bed to our home so that we could care for her during the month-long dying process. She was the one in the deepest pain, not me. And perhaps Maria was no longer crying or feeling pain in the midst of the gradual withdrawal from the body, but was surrendering to the ever-closer finality of death.


She bypassed the stage of showing self-pity so familiar to us great dramatists. But perhaps this can only be understood when we ourselves are spending our last moments here on earth. Only then can we understand it with certainty, that everything looks different when the shadow of death casts its black blanket over us. But none of us will come back to life to tell about this. Something inside of me felt like it was falling apart in those moments when I was sitting next to her, but I couldn’t express it, because some experiences are not about the body or the mind, but about the soul.


There was a deep longing to go with her. At one moment, when Maria became aware of this, she opened her eyes, saying that my time was not yet. She closed her eyes again and a deep peace entered the room. Some moments later Maria opened her eyes again, as if looking through me into the invisible. A sigh escaped her mouth and, speaking softly, she uttered her last words. Sitting down next to her, I heard Maria saying, that the unknown was waiting for her, being just at that moment her greatest friend, and no longer a stranger. Then silence filled the room. Maria had left this world.


From those distant memories filled with grief, I am again back in Barcelona. Laying here on a white sheet, the corners of my eyes moistening, memories of my life from two decades ago come flooding back. Everything feels like it happened yesterday, with the difference that each teardrop magnifies my pain in the here and now. But this pain is no longer the kind that diminishes me or makes me feel uncomfortable. No, because I did indeed fulfill her wish. In all those years we were together. Maria was a lover of life herself, not a fearful victim of it. Death took her too soon.


We fell in love with each other right in the ability of seeing ourselves in the other. This is what daring people have in common. To be able to receive and support that side of ourselves that is sincere and true. Vulnerable and resourceful. A momentary longing for the hopeless illusion that she could see me now, after all my experiences, with my present life.


No matter where you are, my love, I have become ageless, just like you. In my thoughts you are immortal, I live and breathe you. Continuing our journey together, which might have been impossible when you were still alive. Why am I saying this?


Because as a mature human being, I’m now facing this truth. The me I was then is no longer, because I’ve changed a lot over the years. But still I’m like a stallion that no one can tame. I love wild mares who are only excited by a man’s authenticity. Yet I don’t live in the past. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve experienced far more than many of you could ever imagine is possible.


Don’t judge me by your own limitations but try to see me through your own constraints. See what I write, not what you think of I write. And I hope that at some point in your own life you have already passed me by. How was it possible to fall in love again after this sorrowful period in life, as I had? Don’t we create half-partnerships, and that’s why we’re disappointed in that last final stretch, because nothing matches anymore the deepest experience we had somewhere in the past, where all the pieces of the puzzle of life were in place for a tiny moment. Life sucks, indeed. The star chart can be perfectly symmetrical, but only in the sky, never in relationships.


Perhaps all this is, after all, just my utopian fantasy. It could be that the very cause and effect I describe above made me to avoid going deeper in my relationships and because of this, women were in turn frustrated with me in the end. However, I decided that I no longer wanted to continue my hopeless search for a woman in whom I could see my late wife. And peace was in my soul. It revealed an inner morality within me, not from this need for social esteem, but from a profound understanding that I only live once.


My life is only mine, no one else’s. Being able to share the deepest intimacy with another person and then leaving them in the next moment. There is no one I want to hurt, and whoever is blind to this inner morality of mine has only themselves to blame. Very often, I tell people my philosophy of life beforehand, so that there is no ambiguity. But we human children are, after all, hopelessly romantic in our dreams, regardless of previous relationship experiences. We move in the external world of money as if it were our deepest true desire, or we want to make the world a better place, forgetting to improve ourselves first. Ideological monetary saviors with their new monetary systems appear and disappear, but the world cannot be saved. This is true simply because we cannot liberate even ourselves.


Perhaps the greatest paradox of being human is that we can’t see ourselves behind the false mirror image that we have self created. Understanding the dichotomy of the mind and healing it into a unity is the purpose of my life. It’s my Pandora’s box.


Neither am I a Buddhist monk nor a religious babbler waiting for a heavenly miracle, either the new coming of the old Christ or the arrival of a new, extraterrestrial Jesus. Like UFOs. In everything I do and experience, I am simply present. Being a sexual, raw, all-round experiencer of life, I consider divinity to be in human behaviour, not in heaven.


All around me I see people who extend the divine experience beyond themselves, but who do not know themselves in reality, with the idea of some kind of romantic universal connection. When researching the personal lives of such people, I see that they are often unsuccessful in their relationships, mentally unstable and emotionally symptomatic in some way. Should I then believe their claims of a higher power when they themselves are unable to control their own little lives.


How easy is it to ignore your own problems? In my experience, however, this is similar to religious blindness, because why imagine anything other than what we believe is our experience? This is enough for the average human mind.




Chapter 5


My thoughts are far from this moment. The mind is doing its tricks easily. In front of me, through the window, I can see the towers of Familia Sagrada. They are a couple of kilometers away. Who knows, maybe I’ll go there. There’s also the old quarter of Barcelona, with its narrow streets and good cozy restaurants. Even though this is my first time in this city, I don’t feel any great attraction to see the famous buildings. This is simply because I have seen so many of them in my travels around the world. Just wonder what to do now? Call Sofia or wait for a possible visit? All things seem to overlap, but isn’t this just life? Decide to call. After the third beep, a familiar voice answers and says she is surprised to hear from me. We agreed to meet at the Tapas restaurant on a small street in the old town a few hours later. At the end of the call, I wondered why I was calling.


Hadn’t I decided to live my life to the fullest? Enjoying its fruits the easy way? Sofia reminds me too much of myself, I fear, and she does remind me of Maria, while the sweet stewardess is an appropriate snack here in Barcelona as I await the start of my next trip. I wonder if she’s wearing the same pants she wore earlier in the day on the plane? Of course, I’d met flight attendants before and never shied away from any means of trying to get their attention. Nor was I content with just a quick smile as they passed by me in the cramped confines of the aircraft, but in that instantaneous encounter, I stripped them naked in my mind and finally, later, in the hotel room, realistically.


Why walk back and forth in the airports like all the other men who wish sex with the most beautiful women, but end up masturbating alone in their hotel room, or ordering women for money? They give only a tiny moment of pleasure, and even that is an partial one, because in the profession of a woman for money, she cannot give herself to a man out of her heart, but for cash. Therefore, neither of them gets the deepest satisfaction and both are addicted to something constantly unattainable. The man’s desire to possess the love of another through the power of money and the woman’s need to survive in life by making money. I have never gone to a prostitute, because this setup is not according my internal morality. This may seem perverse to some, but not to me.


My love is for women’s autonomy and I have great compassion for those who have to sell their bodies for money in their lives. Maybe someone can enjoy this kind of life for a while, but at the deepest level, a woman, she is destroying herself. So I don’t want to be part of this. After my phone call with Sofia, I look back in my thoughts at the view of the city from the hotel window. Above the roofs of the houses I see a reflection of the Mediterranean. It is only partially visible as a small piece, because it is almost completely obscured by the larger buildings. I look at the sky. Small clouds float in the blue of it. They are like my thoughts.


Past, present and future. It seems that when I’m abroad, as I am now in Spain, my thoughts also move more freely. Without attachment to time, I am still silent in the face of it, my inner clock ticking inexorably forward. Mourning the death of my wife, but also the time since then, before I started living again.




Chapter 6


Six months after Maria’s death, I met my first flight attendant on my way to Rome. A beautiful, fiery Italian, mia bellissimo! Indeed, although I was very sad in the months after Maria’s passing, Bianca finally got the blood really moving in my body. As she walked down the aisle of the plane, her powerful hips attracted the attention of every man. But for some reason she came straight to me. I was very surprised at this applause and perhaps it amused her. With a smile on her face, I got a question about how I was feeling. Perhaps it was my sad eyes that at that moment awakened in her a feeling of sympathy and after a moment’s stupefaction, I straightened up, saying I was quite okay but that I didn’t know what I was doing in Rome, because I was only a tourist after all.


Bianca offered to be my guide, and I certainly was not at that moment in my mind too crazy to refuse, but I suggested dinner at a good restaurant as a return favor. An Italian woman falls in love with a man when he pays attention to her. Although Italian men are generally thought of as very attentive, the truth is that they pay attention not only to themselves but mostly to their own mothers, other women being only objects of straightforward sexuality, even whores, or just mutually exclusive holy virgins. This is by no means my own opinion, but precisely Bianca’s, later told by her in my hotel room.
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