Hi Love,

Well I never found a good internet café, so I bit the bullet and signed up for the ship’s internet service, but it’s $0.55 per minute.  So I checked my email and deleted all the junk.  Then I found an email from Kevin, he had an offer on 605 Haight, but he wanted a reply from me by Friday evening.  Well since I didn’t know, I missed his time frame.  So I replied anyway, and I feel he can sell it for whatever he can get.  I’m not going to get involved in this one, and he can settle things with Vickie.

How have things been going for you?  Did the fence get finished?  How is Peggy?  Was she surprised?  Did you enjoy the party?  Any progress on a councilor?

We have made 4 stops so far and I was signed up for excursions on every one.  Snorkeled 3 times, am getting to be very relaxed and can now see a lot more.  The 2 Dutch ports were very nice.  Dominga is a very poor rain forest island, but very pretty also.  In St Thomas, I bought a few more Christian t-shirts for my Cursillio weekend, but I didn’t buy anybody any gifts.  They had an “On Deck for the Cure” breast cancer walk today and I signed up for it 2 days ago.  Donated $100 to it, so last night I was invited to the Captains’ table for tonight’s dinner, but today I think someone donated more, so they cancelled my invite.  I’m not sure if the donation was the reason I was invited, but it made the most sense.  My tan is coming along fine and I didn’t get burned.  I finished the book “Cure for the Common Life”, and am working on my rollo.  Went to the movies 3 or 4 times so far.  I have walked a lot or gone to the gym, and tried not to eat too much.  Friday morning I still weighed the same, so that looks promising.  I need to plan out the next few weeks if the building sells, because I will need to figure out the income tax base for everyone so they can make a tax deposit.  I also need to get our taxes done as well as the LLC’s taxes.
Well I’m going to go.  I have to take a shower and get ready for dinner in a few minutes.

Love Ya

we just landed in Kralendjk, Bonaire.  So far the trip has been very relaxing.  Spent about 30 minutes in the sun, and 20 minutes in the gym.  Had dinner in the dinning room twice and small meals at the buffet line the rest of the time.  Been dressed for the 2 dinners only.  Read Part I of Max Lucado’s “Cure for the Common Life”, and am doing Part II the workbook.

Hi Love,

It’s Sunday morning, 5:30 your time.  I went to sleep about 5:00 pm your time and got up about 3:30 am.  Took a shower, went to breakfast (just coffee, juice, and a muffin) then to the gym for 20 minutes, and another shower.  Now I’m writing you.

I hope this morning finds you, and you find yourself, in a great mood (at least better)!  I believe this is God’s way of helping us.   I wondered why we never had any real arguments, and I guess we just never decended to the next level of depth in our love.  Although I don’t like what you went through, I’m glad it happened.  Like I said before, the problems brought forth by your actions were not problems caused by you, but by MY lack of trust in you.  I thought I trusted you fully, but as you can see I must not have.  I had very few problems believing your actions until Joe entered OUR life.  I guess for me the stakes were just never high enough.  Joe came at a time when I was trying to do what I thought God wanted us to do (I still think that is the correct path), and Joe caught me in my most insecure spot, my inability to give you the physical love and physical accompaniment you deserve.  So each time you were late (my interpretation of late) in getting home, or I was unable to get you to answer either phone, my mind went where it should never have gone.  Funny how a little insecurity can make the imagination go somewhere and do things it should never do.  I guess my way of dealing with it was to tell myself and you that it was OK for you to do whatever you needed to do, rather than dealing with the cause of my feelings and overactive imagination.  I don’t know how to say this, but I think that I sort of feel the same way, but only differently.  I know what caused my reactions, and I can only hope that I won’t react that way again.  All the things that I said before, about not owning you, etc., are still true, but in a much more confident way.  I was afraid that if you and Joe did do something that I might lose you forever.  Now I don’t feel that way so much.  Because of how you felt Friday night, and because of how you dealt with hurtful situations in the past, I did not know for sure that you might not have done something to get back at me, and I would never blame you or hold it against you if you did.  I need to be more careful in what I say to others.  I need to trust you fully.  I need to understand that if you feel that what you and Joe discuss or do, if I need to know, you will tell me.  I need you to know that I will never blame you for anything I misunderstand.  From now on, I will try and hold my imagination in check until I am able to talk to you.  If the downside of my insecurity gets the better of me, I will come straight out and ask you what you talked about or did.  I’m sorry that I can not be exactly the person you want me to be right now, but we are not together, and I cannot shake all of my insecurity.  I am a work in progress though, and I will get to where I need to be and where you want me to be.  I can never say “I Love You” often enough or enough times for me to feel confident that you truly understand how I feel.  I know that you tell me not to worry about it, but you have had a difficult life with some men, and you learned how to cope with them by putting on masks, hiding your true feelings, and crawling inside yourself.  I can’t have you do that with me.  Whenever I screw up, whenever I hurt you in the slightest way, I NEED to know.  How can I avoid doing those things again if I don’t know that I’m doing them at all?  For example, how have you felt when I said “I don’t want you to have sex with Joe, but if you need to, go ahead.”?  Did that hurt you?  Did you feel that I didn’t trust you?  Or did you feel that I truly loved you and was empowering you to be you?  Then again, you may feel that if you did take me up on my statement, that I wouldn’t be able to handle it and maybe I was just looking for an excuse to break up with you.  The same with your smoking, I don’t know what really goes through your mind when I complain.  You have quit in the past, you have given me dates that you would quit in the past, but I really don’t know where your mind is at.  When you don’t quit, is it your way of not letting me control you, or is it just the habit that controls you?  
Right now, are you bothered by this email, or do you believe that I love you and am just trying to understand you more?  Sorry, but the Excursion talk is right now, so I will continue when I get back.  I love you.

I’m back, but it’s much later, 9:12 your time.  Sorry this wasn’t there when you first checked your email, but it’s a good thing since I had just re-read it and tried to clarify some of the things I wrote.

It’s important that you understand that I don’t want to control you, I don’t want to tell you what you should or shouldn’t do.  I try and explain why I think you should do something, but you have the final decision.  The best example I can use is church,  I know how you are pressed for time, and you know how I feel about giving some time back to God, so when I ask you if you are going, and you say “No”, I tell you why I think you should and then I leave it at that.  I don’t think I ever asked you not to do something and then said “I told you so” unless it was in jest.  I want you to know that I don’t just love you, I also respect you and admire you.  Yes, I can live without you, but I prefer not to.  I wish I was free enough to tell you how our lives were going to turn out and when it would happen.  You at least have some sort of time frame.  I hope to know about where I am headed by the end of the month.  My counselor has told me many times that I must “Stand up and be a man”, and I think I am finally able to do that.  Please pray for me and us when you think about it, and I will do likewise.
It’s past lunchtime, so I want to send this to you now, and I will continue the evening.  I want to read some of your book and give you a chance to get this email and maybe respond to it.  I hope when you write, you write from your heart and not from your head.  I think I have put a lot of my heart into this and tried to keep my head out of it but it’s hard.  I’ve only cried twice writing it, around the part where I wrote that I hurt you.  When I cry I know that my heart is in front of my brain rather that the other way around.  I guess that could also be said about when I’m really happy too.
I Love You,

The one who hurt you.
Hi Again,

Sorry you feel that way.  I wish I had completed your gate so you could lay anywhere naked instead of just a few places.  I am surprised about how I only think about you and not about Alena.  I just saw the movie “Last King of Scotland” and it was pretty good.  Haven’t been out in the sun yet, so I’m going to do it now.  What can I do to cheer you up?  Would it help if I could promise you that we could be together this summer?  I whish I could but I must wait; I owe Alena one more chance.  

It was really nice to get an email from you.  I wasn’t even sure if you would check it today.  Did you pick up your application from Paul today?  If you didn’t go to church today I understand.  Besides I want you to go to church for you and not for me.  I don’t get points for you going to church, but you may get something out of the sermon and even feel better when you go.  Sorry I don’t mean to lecture.
I love you, and I don’t think I will ever go on another nude cruise without you.  I see all these naked women and all they do is remind me of you.

I’ll write more after dinner.

With all the Love I have in me, It is still not enough for what you deserve.

Terry
Hi Love,
Just a quick note to tell you I miss not being able to call you and tell you how great the book is.  Not too far along and already it “required reading” for both you and Alena.  I’m sure Alena will miss most of the point, but I think it wick really resonate with you (if I know as much about you as I think I do).  It time for dinner, so I’ll read more and write more latter.  I gotta put some clothes on now, first time since I left dinner last night.

I Love You
Guess who again,

Just like with the phone, I want to call you every 5 minutes.  So I check my email every hour hoping to hear from you.  Don’t worry about not writing, I just so excited about what I’m reading!  It is so GREAT!  I love you, I love you and I love you some more!  I will check it again now, read some more and write again before I check it.  It’s very dark here (10:19) so I am in the room writing and reading.

I Love You!!!!!!!!!

XXXXXXXXXXX (Actually only 4 kisses!)

My Dearest Darling, My Most Beautiful Love,
I guess I just don’t know how to tell you what I feel.  You must have been referring to my comments about you in the shower.  I am sorry that I said anything at all.  I try and tell you how much I love you and I fail.  I guess that is what you are referring to when you speak about left handed compliments.  I am so bad with words.  Alena has always said I have no tact.  For me there is no one more beautiful than you.  I was trying to get you to quit complaining about what you think is too fat.  Again I fail.  Should I just stick to the words I Love You, or am I now upsetting you whit this?  I wrote a long response to your email about your talk with Chuck, but when I went to send it, I lost my network connection.  I guess God was stepping in to tell me to reread it, for now I am sure it too would have upset you.  We are at sea all day tomorrow.  I will call as soon as I can when we get into port Tuesday.  Should I not email you tomorrow?  Please forgive my lack of tact, my stupidity, and whatever else I do to upset you.
I truly love you and only want the best for you.

Well, last night I found myself coming down with a cold.  You know how I say “I notice that I swallow”?  That was last night, and this morning my throat is sore.  I read another chapter this morning since I went right to sleep last night after writing you.  Please read this quote twice, I want you to try to understand it.  “ ’No one knows me,’ we think.  “People know my name, but not my heart.  They know my face, but not my feelings.  I have a Social Security number, but not a soul mate.  No one really knows me.  And … No one’s near me.’ ”  As I read these words I thought of how you must feel.  I know that you are my soul mate, but after the things I said you may not feel the same about me anymore.  I know that you love me, but I am sure that I put a tear or fracture in your love.  You may not think as much of me as you once did.  I will do all that I can to never leave you again.  I should be there holding you right now, but I’m not.  You need hugs, lots of hugs.  See MerryLee this morning if she is at home.  If not, and you feel safe with asking Joe for a hug; ask him, I’m sure that he will oblige.  There is also another choice.  You may not agree with what I am about to say, for I have never recommended this to you before, but keep in mind that I am not telling you to do this, it is just another thought.  Call Bill this morning and get Paul’s phone number.  Give Paul a call and see if you can make an appointment to see him.  Tell him whatever you want (including about us if you think you need to).  Seek his advice, he will not only ask you to turn to God, but he may also have some well needed physical advice.  Have you asked God for his help?  I don’t want to sound like I’m getting on a high horse or anything; I am trying to find a way to comfort you.  My telling you I love you is not enough for you right now.  If I was there, our making love wouldn’t help either, but that is what I always offer because I don’t know what else to offer to you.  I don’t know how to prove my love for you to you.  Because of my insecurities I have hurt you more in this last month than I have hurt you in the previous eight and a half years.  How can I apologize enough to make up for it?  I don’t think I can and all I can do is ask for your understanding, your forgiveness.  I am so sorry that I have done this at this time, for all it has done is add to the misery that Chuck has created for you.
I have also told you this before, but it bears repeating, maybe in a different form.  You know how you get a picture of someone in your mind when you talk to them on the phone?  Then when you finally meet them they are not at all like you pictured them?  Please keep that in mind as I proceed to mess up my explanation.  Maybe it will help you understand.  Beauty of face, mind, and body is a rare thing to me.  I never told Phil or Sue that they were beautiful.  I only told Alena once that I can remember.  You I tell everyday.  I guess since I tell you so much I must have lessened the impact.  I would trade the most magnificent sunset for a view of you naked.  There is just no comparison.  I use the word naked because you have nothing to hide.  I have seen you at your best and at your worst, and at your worst you are still the most beautiful sight I have ever seen.  If I could convince you that the word “tomboy” was a compliment, then I could tell you more, but that will have to wait.  I’m sorry I’ve told you my heart, but I thought you knew how much I loved you.  I wish that I could paint, for I would paint a picture of you that would have the world spinning and move the Mona Lisa to second place.  I wish that I could photograph you with my eye for you, so that you could see how beautiful you really are to me and everyone else.  You are not “just a piece of ass” to Joe either, I’m sure that he sees the same beauty in you.  I am sorry that I keep bringing Joe up in these letters, but George was a long time ago, and Chuck doesn’t count.  So I must bring Joe up.  I’m sure that Joe loves you because you are so lovable.  His love may be motivated by sexual attraction, but there is a lot in you to love, so it can’t be only sex.  I tell you how I wish I could photograph you when the light hits your breasts in a certain way; I also want to photograph you in your painting clothes, because there you really shine.  Some people need makeup, heels, clothes etc. to be beautiful.  You are ALWAYS beautiful.  In the shower, after you take all your makeup off, whatever you wear or don’t wear.  I like it best, and you are the most beautiful, when you smile.  I hurt every time I find out that I am the cause that takes that smile away.  I am sorry that I have no tact, I am sorry that I hurt you, I am sorry that I added to your self deprecation.  I don’t know who or why someone would have told you that you were homely, for you have never been homely to me.  NEVER!!  I have always thought you were beautiful, just not in the manner I expected, as in the phone picture above.  You are still God’s most beautiful creation, and I am blessed by God to have you in my life and by you for letting me love you.
I’m sorry that it takes me so long to write, that this has taken me over an hour, but I still type by the biblical method, “seek and ye shall find”.  I know that I promised you a love letter and I have not yet started it, so I will mail this to you and then read a little to get my mind back on track so I can write you a love letter that may cheer you up.  It’s 5:49 your time and you may be getting up since you don’t sleep too well when things don’t go well with Fhuck.

I Love You.  I really really do.
Hi my Love,
Please, there is no need to apologize.  I just want you to know how much I love you, but once again I must put off my “Love letter” in hopes of getting this to you before you leave to work this morning.  Or perhaps you will check your email while at the house.  Again my reading was all about me and you and us.  I wish I could type faster so I could copy this for you quicker.

“We suffer from poor I-sight. Not eyesight, a matter of distorted vision that lenses can correct, but I-sight.  Poor I-sight blurs your view, not of the world, but of yourself.

“Some see self too highly.  Maybe it’s the PhD or pedigree.  A tattoo can do it; so can a new truck or the Nobel Peace Prize. Whatever the cause, the result is the same.  ‘I have so many gifts.  I can do anything.’

“Brazenly self-assured and utterly self-sufficient, the I-focused have long strutted beyond the city limits of self-confidence and entered the state of cockiness.”  ME.  “You wonder who puts the ‘air’ in arrogance and the ‘vain’ in vainglory?  Those who say ‘I can do anything.’

“You’ve said those words.  For a short time, at least.  A lifetime, perhaps.  We all plead guilty to some level of superiority.

“And don’t we also know the other extreme: ‘I can’t do anything’ 

“Forget the thin air of pomposity; these folks breathe the thick, swampy air of self-defeat.  Roaches have higher self-esteem.  Earth worms stand taller. ‘I’m a bum. I am scum.  The world would be better off without me.’
“Divorce stirs such crud. So do disease and job dismissals.  Where the first group is arrogant, this group is diffident.  Blame them for every mishap; they won’t object.  They’ll agree and say, ‘I can’t do anything.’

“Two extremes of poor I-sight.  Self-loving and self-loathing.  We swing from one side to the other.  Promotions and demotions bump us back and forth. One day too high on self, the next too hard on self.  Neither is correct.  Self-elevation and self-deprecation are equally inaccurate.  Where is the truth?

“Smack-dab in the middle.  Dead center between ‘I can do anything’ and ‘I can’t do anything’ lies ‘I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me’.”

Does the first part apply to me and the second to you?  I think it does.  When it comes to houses I feel I can do anything.  When it comes to relationships I feel I am lucky to have you for I don’t deserve anyone as good as you nor as beautiful as you.  In fact, most of my life I felt I was just no good at relationships as a lover, just as a brother.  With you I still have a hard time believing you when you say I’m perfect for you.  So I cover both extremes, but together with God in our lives, we will learn to trust and believe each other.

Time to send it to you because it is 7:41
Well I will write a few words before I turn the computer off while I am still remembering what I want to say.  First I need to say “I Love you”.  I want these words to be the first words and the last words you hear every day.  So, after I move out, and since I don’t want to wake, you will have to phone me every morning when you wake up, before the radio, coffee, or whatever, except peeing.  I won’t say hello, I will just say “I Love You”.  Then you can talk or just say goodbye.  Same thing at night.  I will not say goodbye, nor will you, I will just say “I Love You” and then hang up.  You need to know that you are loved more only by God, since no human can love you like He does.  Then comes me.  After me you can arrange everybody and anybody else, such as you brother, your lovers or friends, in any order you wish.  If you feel someone loves you more then you must tell me why so I can correct the way I love you.  You do not need to love me for me; you just need to let me love you.  Please just let me love you.  The fact that you love me makes it easier, but your love for me is not as important to me as my love for you.  I will prove this when I get back, for I will no longer stalk you.  I will set a time with you for the morning and the evening so as not to awaken you.  I will not call before the appointed time no matter how excited I am to call you, except for tomorrow because it has been so long since I have heard your voice.  So please do not make tomorrow a 7:30 time.  I can wait a little while, so please make it 6:30 or 7:00 at the latest.  Please!
Saturday evening, Sunday and this morning have already used up over an hour of my email time.  But I still have 3 hours left.  So far I have spent about 20 minutes in the sun, and 4 or 5 hours typing.  I also found out how God stopped the one email.  What I do is write in Word and then cut and paste.  Your “left-handed compliments” caught me by surprise, so I had to write an immediate response.  If the connection is not used within 3 minutes, I am automatically logged out.  Since I am a slow writer and typist, it took more than 3 minutes to write a 3 line response.  When I pressed send, it gave me a 404 error and the page was lost.  I will show you the response that I wrote in Word when I get back and you can tell me then how you would have received it.  Hopefully I will be able to convince you of my intentions while sitting by your side so that I can correct any miss communication.   I think I will wait and send this current writing at a later time.  I will wait until evening or until I get a response from you that you read my last email.  I don’t want to overburden you or overwhelm your with too much to think about, and I think you need to think about the last one a little bit.  Please don’t forget about calling Paul, and I will remind you until you tell me to stop or that you just won’t call him.
With all the love I have in me, your faithful servant.

Just got back from lunch were I met a lady named Rosie.  She didn’t like the name “Terry” and asked for my middle name since “I am not a Terry”.  She also said if I didn’t like “John” I should pick something else, so I said “Michael”.  She said that “John Michael” was Catholic, but it fit me well.  What do you think, since you also don’t like “Terry”?

2 hours later:

Just had a long talk with a guy that I met during a Human Awareness Institute introductory class.  They have classes at Harbin Hot Springs, and I think it is something that you would really enjoy.  It’s something that we could do together in April or May when it’s warmer.  The class starts on a Friday night and finishes Sunday Afternoon.  It’s all about love.  Lots of hugs, looking into each others eyes, holding hands, etc.  BTW, it’s also clothing optional.

The fellow I met is your age, and he too is/was a carpenter.  He once met a girl named Marry Alice and had an instant connection with her, but he was already engaged to be married.  He is now in the process of getting a divorce.  I thought you said that you recently met a lady named Mary Alice, and I was wondering what are the chances that it might be the same person.  I think that Mary Alice is not that common, so could it be?

Well now it’s 3:36 your time, 7:36 here.  I just re-read all that I sent you and found some errors.  I hope you are able to read past them.  One was an accident (Fhuck) that I caught but left hoping that it would bring a laugh.  The others I just missed.  I usually reread what I write, but when it gets near the end of what I just wrote, I read what’s in my mind and not what is on the screen.  I guess that is related to my dyslexia.

I lost track of time while reading this afternoon and missed the Captain’s dinner with free drinks, so I ate at the buffet line.  It was very good.  So was the book.  I am now starting part two, the workbook.  I will send you the workbook information when I have finished it.  I also want you to know how much I have missed you today.  I think I have checked the email every hour for just a note saying that you got my last one.  I hope things went well for you today and that you are close to being done.  I am sorry but I have to go to the movie or else I will just sit here and cry in my soup without you.  I miss you so terribly much, that the movie has already started.
Well I just got back and I guess you haven’t had a chance to get to your email yet.  It’s only 6:15 so you probably are at Albertsons or something.  I am going to send this to you anyway, and then see if the gym is open.  I guess I’ll find something to do for awhile since I won’t be able to go to sleep.  Maybe if the gym is closed I’ll write you the love letter that I have been promising you.

I Love You
6:28 to 7:19
So where do I begin

How do I say

What brought us here

And where do we go
How do I tell you

How do I show you

What my heart does

And has for all these years

For when I think of you

Just as much as talking to you

My heart beats faster

As I find myself alive

Just as it did when I first met you

As I looked your way

And saw you standing there

I almost couldn’t talk

But talk I must

For that is why I was there

What do you do when beauty abounds

How do you cope when you see such loveliness

But talk I must

For that is why I was there

Focus, yes focus

On the job at hand

Put the beauty behind

Don’t stare at the loveliness

Or I won’t be able to talk

But talk I must

For that is why I was there

So I talk

But then I must leave

And I question

When will I see such beauty again

When will I see such loveliness again

But leave I must

For I have talked

As I must

And I have shown

As I should

But when will I see

Such beauty and loveliness

Abound again

How will I cope
Without this vision again

Time passes

And then the phone

Does ring

With the voice of beauty

In my ear

Asking questions

I delight to hear
As a friendship grows 

With the beauty abounds

And to my dismay

My beauty abounds

Comes to work for me

And then one day

This vision of loveliness

Tells me of a mistake

She has made

But not just words

Of apology, oh no

Not this beauty abounds

She has to pay

For this mistake of hers

And will not allow
For me to pay

So what must I do

To this woman whose beauty abounds

Whose vision of loveliness

Is now matched

By her sense of fairness

So what must I do

But to love her

And keep it secret

For otherwise she may leave

And secret I keep it 

From the woman whose beauty abounds

Until one day

With her hand in mine

She hangs on for an instant

As I let go

And then my heart races

As I ponder the reason

She hangs on for an instant

This woman whose beauty abounds

Could it be, no not me

Does her heart race too

No not for me

For this is a woman whose beauty abounds

But what’s to lose

If I should ask
Would she quit and leave me be

Or would her fairness

Allow me to ask

Or should I just not ask

And simply let it be

Oh no, I must know

How she feels

This woman whose beauty abounds

I cannot ask

For I am afraid

So I must tell

This woman whose beauty abounds

That I love her

But not just because her beauty abounds

But because she has taken

What’s most precious to me

For now she owns me

Both heart and soul

And has for so many years now

So how do I cope

And how do I say

That I am hers forever

And ever

This woman whose beauty abounds

Are mere words enough

As I tell you whose beauty abounds

That I Love You
Good morning my love,
I’m sorry that you cried when reading my last email.  That was not my intent, but I wanted to let you know how I remember our beginnings and how I felt then and feel now. I hope that they were at least tears of joy and not sorrow.  If it made you happy, then someday you will be able to print it out and share it with a friend.  I am also sorry that you will be getting up so early, for I thought that the ship will dock at 9:00 but the schedule says that we can’t get off until 10:00,  That is 6:00 your time and by the time I find a phone station and buy a card it will probably be 7:00.  I’m sorry.  But maybe that will give you some time to answer my email questions by email, for if you tell me while on the phone I will surely forget.  I’m going to breakfast now, and I may be tired since I didn’t sleep much last night.

I Love You

XXXX

Happy Birthday Again!  Thank You so much for telling me you didn’t do anything.  I’m sorry, but I just couldn’t understand why you have been so touchy lately.  I went and organized your emails by date and time and re-read all of them at least twice.  I could just not understand what was happening.  Then my insecurities started to creep in and that means Joe.  So off  I went in that direction.  Then they seemed to make sense to me, but only partially.  The really bad stuff is when it all made sense, you not only were with Joe, but blamed me for it happening!  But like I told you earlier, I would wait to talk to you.  Thank You So Much for putting my mind at ease.  Please don’t be upset with me, I learned a lot last night.  I said a rosary, and in doing so, I learned that whatever you or I did, God loves us and forgives us, therefore, as I said the Lord’s Prayer, “forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those that trespass against us” I knew I had to forgive you.  So at least I know where I stand on the subject.  The sex was easier to forgive than the blaming me.  So I asked the Lord if I could have a few days to think about it first.  Surprising how this insecurity thing is catching, and bounces back and forth.  I was never really mad at you like I think (Remember I said THINK) you were at me.  Maybe we weren’t even mad as much as hurt.  You would be surprised at all the things that you have said in the past that came to mind.  I guess the same thing happened to you about me.  I knew you loved me, but I honestly thought you may have done it to get back at me for what Joe said I said.  I felt that you were really pissed at me, so that would have excused your actions.
But like I said earlier, I won’t pass judgment on you without talking to you first.  And that is what I did.  I was not mad at you, I was not hurt by you, I was just ready to be both.  Thank You for not getting mad at me for even thinking something like that.  I believe you, that is where all my trust lies.  When we are together OUR insecurities will disappear.  I still think that both of us feel the other one is just too good for us.  I also hope you notice that I never questioned your answer.  I just said “Thank You, I Love You.”  I wish you were here.  I am so glad that I at least have one picture of you to use as my wallpaper.  Don’t worry, I will change it before I go home, but I sure do like looking at this beautiful naked lady on my computer.  We will have to get a really good one of you, so when we are together you won’t mind me having it on my screen wherever I go.
Happy, Happy Birthday, My dearest Love and fondest memory.

John 
Well, Now that I have your naked picture prominently displayed as my wallpaper, I can’t turn the computer on without looking at it, and I can’t look at it without writing you.  I’ve just about gone through the $100.00 internet fee, and just barely past half the cruise.  Guess I’ll have to just buy more minutes and keep writing you and telling you I love you.  But no more poems, I think I got a headache from the effort.  It takes a lot of thinking for me to do those.  Right now I just got back from the infirmary and took some Sudafed kinda stuff.  I also did a stretch to your picture, that way I can make Word smaller, and your boobs sit right on top of where I am writing.   The only drawback is that I got a hard on.  You sure are beautiful, wonderful, lovely, super-fine, etc.  I Love You, Adore You, and Love You some more.  I hope you are not upset about my last confession.  I’m sorry, but I must tell you when my mind goes down the wrong path.  I didn’t want to go there, but since I did I need to ask your forgiveness.  I Love You.  I hope someday I will be able to prove it to you, and I don’t just mean by fucking you (sorry about that, but you said it was OK and I’m here with a hard on, what do you expect?) twice a day.  No I mean by being there for you, doing things for you, being all that I can be, for both you and God.  I’m sorry that you sometimes take second place to God, but I would rather apologize to you than to Him for putting Him in second place as I have these last few years.  Did I say gorgeous?  How about stunning, or dazzling?  Attractive seems so mundane for you.  You’re way above attractive.  Would you believe magnificent?  Your smile and your boobs are just so dazzling in this photo, that I hardly notice how elegant your hair and face are!  Well my Love. I better send this and get some sleep.  I will send you another when I get up, and then if you are home tonight (after a small celebration at McGoos or somewhere) we can send back and forth.  I will try and time my notes to be sent every fifteen minutes.
I Love My Birthday Girl!!

sbcarrol@optonline.net
Well it’s just me again, looking at your picture.  I must confess, I did something out of instinct that I have never done before.  When I shut down the computer, I kissed my finger tips and put onto the picture of your face .  That’s something I have never done before, and it felt like such a natural action to do I was surprised I haven’t done it before.  It’ll be interesting to see if I continue to do it without thinking about it.  

So I slept a little, and the ship got underway for St Thomas.  They passed the word that it was OK to be naked again, so I got up and laid in the sun for 45 minutes or so, and now I’m writing you.  A fellow stopped by to ask about the internet, so I was interrupted.  You got any plans for Wednesday morning?  We could make love at your house, then go to Rohnert Park and make love again!  I have to be in a situation that I can do it twice until we are together, otherwise I will DRIVE (mentally, as in drive you crazy) you to Joe out of frustration!  Then you will be able to blame me for going to him!  (Just kidding I hope).  I Love you, and I really need to find a way that I am comfortable with showing you how much, so I can loose all my insecurities.  
By The Way, I booked us on the 2009 Cruise, a room for 4, so we can bring a couple if you want, like Annia.

Well I’m going to buy more minutes so I can send this to you.

Happy Birthday My beautiful elegant Tom Boy Lady!! I love you just the way you are!!  Please don’t change because of me.  If you need to change, please do so for yourself.  I Love You!!

XXXX
Hi Love,
You Know, I just can’t get over how wonderful it is to have your picture to look at.  As soon as it is safe, I’m going to plaster my room on Bodega with pictures of you (Hopefully a few naked ones as well).  I don’t know why I haven’t done this sooner.  I am going to put a password on the computer so I don’t have to ever take your picture off.  It’s old enough now that I could always say you gave it to me, and it was taken a few years back.  I don’t think anyone would recognize Joanne’s house.  I just might take it into photo-shop and change the color of the walls or just remove the doors so it won’t be recognized.  I can’t get over what a thrill I get each time I look at your picture.  I Love you so much
I Just got back from dinner and picked up your email.  I think they look best on a tanned naked body.  I have always liked them, even bought one for Alena before we were married, but she never wore it.  I will try and find something you will like, but how big is big?  Could you try and measure your ankle?  Is it 11”?

Sorry about Chuck, but he needs to know that you are getting divorced and you no longer love him.  If he gave you the greatest birthday party you ever had, would it help heal the wounds?

Thanks for the tender kisses, I had no idea.  I am so glad that everyone (at least a bunch of people) remembered your birthday.  I will try and make it real special next year, I won’t leave you. I’m glad Alena remembered, I did not call her.  Maybe Charles did, I don’t know, but I do know she likes doing things like that.  I’m just as glad Joe wasn’t “on the make” as well.
Did Gerardo work today?  Don’t worry about Joe showing up.  We will see if he comes by on Wednesday, and how well he handles me finishing his job, so to speak, that is if you want me to do.

What about Wednesday?  Your house and RP or just one, or none, or just play it by ear?

I still haven’t bought any minutes.  Will you be sending a lot, or just a few from time to time.  A $100 buys 250 minutes ($0.40 per min) and $55 buys a 100 minutes ($0.55 per min), the pay as you go is $3.99 a connect and $0.75 per min.  I don’t want to do the last one.  Do you think we can get by on a 100 additional minutes?  Please let me know.

I Love You Picture, almost as much as you.  Maybe I’m just getting hard up.  I also spent a few minutes thinking what it would be like if you got a boob job and I don’t think you should.  I would be afraid that they would not feel the same, and I don’t know since I haven’t felt anyone’s boobs but yours in the last 9+ years!  Besides, I have just never ever felt a phony boob.
I Love you.  It 4:27, a few minutes to connect.  And I’ll start looking for an answer around 4:45 – 4:50 just in case your computer is set up to check for mail.

Hi Love. 

Thanks for the card.  It’s cute.  I hope you don’t mind me asking you to send Annia the poems, and if you do, just re-write the letter and don’t send the poems.  I just think it would be nice for others to know how I feel.  Do you mind?  If you think the one about our lovemaking is too personal, then just send one.  You have control.  You always seem to know best.  That’s why I love you so much.

I’m sitting here on the lido deck so everyone can admire your picture.  Don’t worry, there are not very many people around.  Like two at the next table on line, and 10 in the hot tub and 2 smoking.  That’s it!

I will check in and send this.  If you have written, I will download it and write a reply.

Love Ya,

Your Johnny

Thanks for sending at least one to Annia.  I thought you were going to invite her back.  You should sit down and write her a nice letter and I will do the same.  I keep meaning to tell you that Kevin thinks he has 605 sold.  1.6 Mil, - commissions, - loan, - Vickie, =  759K / 3 = 250K – Taxes.  We need to do the LLC taxes as soon as we are done with your house.  WHAT ABOUT WEDNESDAY?  Do I have to shout?  Are you deaf?  I Love You!  And I did say the card was cute!  I didn’t know that you made it.  Very good.  It is good for thirty days, so I will study it at the airport.  No Comments on the names I’ve been signing?  Why Not take any letter, and answer ALL the questions? OK

Love You with all my heart and soul.

Jack

I downloaded the email and the picture came with it, so that’s cool.  I love the way you think of me and treat me.  I’m sorry this week was so rough on both of us, but I think we are working through it.  I think a lot of positive stuff has happened because of it.  I am amazed at how much I love you.  I have always told you “More than you’ll ever know” and now I have to tell myself the same thing!  I sure wish your photo wasn’t so blurry.  You are so beautiful, but I have to correct your picture in my head because you are not blurry!  So if you get a good photo of yourself, could you send it to me?  Please!! Please!!

Love Ya,

John Terry

Hi My Love,

I wrote Annia this morning and sent you a copy.  I hope I didn’t overstep my bounds in saying the things I said, but I felt they were true.  Was I wrong in telling Annia about being a matron of honor?  Is there someone else in your life you would rather have?  If there is I will tell Annia, you don’t have to apologize for my mistakes.  Also, is the second poem just for me and you, or are you willing to share it with others?  I’m not sure I really understand the privacy thing, so you have to teach me and lead me.  I am not intuitive, so if I am doing or telling ANYTHING that you don’t approve of, please tell me.
I have more to say about your picture.  I again hope you don’t mind me telling Annia about your face and boobs.  Your picture is just so natural.  I find myself staring at it, not just your boobs, but at your loving, smiling face.  I love the way your hair caresses your shoulders.  I just don’t know how to say it, how to tell you how wonderful your picture is.  To see your whole body sitting there, with your legs crossed, you look like you are very comfortable with me taking your picture.  It’s almost like your were more able to be yourself at Joanne’s than anywhere else.  Is that true?  Is this how you will be when both Alena and Chuck know that we are together?  Is there still that much fear in you?  If this is true, that you are still afraid, then I will rent a motel room or whatever it takes to make you feel comfortable.  In a few weeks when it gets warmer and after Alena calms down about me telling her I want a divorce, we can go away for an evening.  Maybe on a Thursday night we can go to Bodega (town), or I can ask Blake if we can use Inverness on a Friday or Saturday.  Blake’s sisters own it now.  That way we could be free of fear.  Getting back to the picture, I want to take another one that is just as beautiful and comfortable, only clearer.  Don’t need to show any more (I don’t need a pussy shot), but not a whole lot less either, or else it would become too sexy, and I have enough problems with your picture as it is.  What I am referring to is last night at dinner.  This lady Emy, who sits across from me at dinner, wore a black backless dress.  The designer took a piece of cloth about three inches wide, started at the waist in front, pulled it up over one boob, around the neck and back down to the waste.  So you could see that she wore nothing under it, and it covered most of the breast, but left the sides where they meet the chest (body) visible.  I told her that her dress was very sexy, and I wondered why, when all of us guys at the table had already seen her naked, this dress made us want to see more.  All the guys, including her husband, agreed, but no one knew why.  So I can’t have a sexy picture of you on my screen until we are together.  I would rather that the world saw you naked than for me to see the sexy you and not be able to make love to you every time I turned the computer on.  Does that make sense?  I hope you don’t turn this around and start thinking that you aren’t sexy.  Braless in a thin white blouse is sexy.  Being comfortable in your own skin is not.  I guess now I will have to take some sexy pictures of you, like in jeans and topless.  Even the one of you at Joanne’s from the back, if you were looking over your shoulder, would have been very sexy.  I’m sorry, but I just can’t stop thinking and telling you how beautiful you are.  Please never delete any more of your pictures.  I am not that great of a photographer, so I will have to take a thousand to get one worth publishing.  Not that I want to publish it, but I want to be able to blow it up and hang it in our living room, sort of like the one Chuck has in the house, except a picture of you. 
This morning I was finally able to get me a soy latte so it is a good morning, but sorry to say, I was a little disappointed with your email and not getting any answers.  I guess I was just looking forward to it too much.  I know today you will be busy doing house work and everything, so you probably won’t have a chance to write again until this evening, and with 4 hours difference, I will be going to bed again.  So Please, Please try and answer a few questions this morning.  I so look forward to hearing from you.  I know I have more time than you, but I have also given up going ashore, going to movies, and going to the shows to write you.  I have not seen a single show because they are at the time when you first get home.  I don’t want to make you feel guilty, I just want you to know the things I do for you when I can.  There have been many times when you wanted me to do something but I was too busy with the day to day routine.  All I’m asking is that you write me sooner than later.  I hope this last paragraph doesn’t bring you down, but I need you to know how much I miss you and look forward to hearing something of substance from you.
I Love You,

JTK

Hi Love,

Just a short note.  I just got back from the snorkel trip,  It was great.  It was listed as topless on the boat, but since no one else was at the cove it was nude.  Not only did we get naked, but the crew, 2 girls and a guy, did as well.  I got pictures, so I will download them and send you one if they are any good.  I didn’t take them cuz I was in the picture.  Hope you don’t mind, but I tipped them $200.  I probably would have left it in the casino Sunday night anyway.  This way they will know it was appreciated.  I must admit, to watch a young girl swim naked under water is a beautiful sight,  I got to see one of them swim down to the bottom to place a shell fish back on the sand, about 25 feet.  Sorry, but this was very beautiful.  The rhythm she had swimming, it was like she was part fish.  She is also very small, which added to the beauty.  I Love You, and am going to go get in the hot tub.  I will write you after dinner.

I Love you so very much.

Hi to the Woman Whose Beauty Abounds,

I wrote my letter to Annia.  I did not send it to her.  Please make any corrections you feel are necessary and forward it to her.  I trust (not as in believe, but as in better than me) your ability to make it sound and be correct.

Yes (sigh) I will move all my docs, txt, and jpgs of you into a safe place.  I will rename them as suitable for another file so they won’t open with any application.  I really hate to put your picture away, but I almost always do as you say, don’t I?  I will do this on Tuesday morning before I leave the ship, OK?
Tonight, after dinner, I received an invite to have dinner with the captain of the boat.  The only thing I can think of is that I donated $100.00 to the Breast Cancer fund (the same as your 3 day).  Otherwise I’m just another Joe Shmoe on the boat.  The current record for the “Walk for a Cure” is 368 participants out of all the Holland America fleet.  According to the cruise director, any ship that exceeds that number, a picture of the participants in the walk will be placed in the Holland America Magazine.  We have over 400 signed up, but they are trying to get 500 so no other ship can break it, that way the picture will be of a bunch of naked people.  He then said, “I wonder how that will go up at corporate!”  So we are trying to get as many naked people in the walk as we can, wearing only the pink wrist band.  For a $15.00 donation you get a good quality tee shirt that says “On Deck for the Cure”.
I’m going to go now.  I will write more later or in the morning.  I don’t expect to hear from you tonight, so don’t take any unnecessary chances.  If you read this, don’t try to answer until after Chuck leaves.  Just because I’m stupid doesn’t mean that you have to be!  If you do feel safe enough, do Annia’s first.

I sure do Love You,

Stupid, Dumb, & Drippy
Good Morning Love,

I slept well last night.  I also learned a little more about me, thinking about you, Chuck and Joe.  Now if you get upset, that means that either I wrote it wrong or you read it wrong.  All these years while you were living in RP I had no, or very few, problems with not being able to contact you.  Again, last night is a good example.  From what you wrote I expected Chuck would be there from about 4 in the evening to about 12 noon today.  I know that you are unavailable during these hours, so I don’t expect to receive anything from you.  Then when I do, even the short note that I got from you this morning, it is an unexpected pleasure.  Do you understand so far?  Then the other side is when Chuck doesn’t leave around noon, and you can’t write until 4, I get myself worked up and wonder why you don’t love me any more.  What I see is a pattern on my part to destroy our love when things don’t go as I EXPECT them to go.  So with Joe, I am even MORE literal, and when you say you will be home AROUND 7, 7 and no later than 7 is what I EXPEXT.  That is not what you said, but I don’t want to have to wait past 7 so I get upset.  Does this make sense to you?  Do you see a pattern developing?  I remember things like this happening while you were still living in RP.  So it really has nothing to do with Joe, but a lot to do with me.  I want you to be as excited to write me as I am to write you, but it can’t be that way.  I’m the one with all the free time and no restrictions; you are the one who has to find the time to fit me in.  I think the same was true when you and Annia went on your road trip, where I had to fit you in while I was in Eugene with so much work to do.  Do you remember ever calling me and me not being able to talk, so you were unhappy because you had to wait to be able to talk and then I couldn’t?  So you see my love, I found a solution!  When I get back, if you and Joe go out for a drink, just tell me you will be home around 10, that way when you are home at 7:30 I will only wonder if you two had a fight!  Does that work for you?  The thing that is really bad, is that I think I finally understand a little of what Alena was (is) going through about me always being late.  The big difference is that she always set the time.  If I said I had to work until 8, she would say that’s too late, try to be home by 7, and then I was in trouble when I got home at 8.  

I got a great email from Annia.  I will forward it to you.  I’m going to go get a latte, and go to the gym.  I am going to write Alena this afternoon and tell her I just got Internet access yesterday.  I will also write something to you about work, don’t be concerned about what I write.
I Love You,

Soon to be Drippy

Well Love,

I didn’t do as I said.  I got only half a latte because they were out of soy milk.  I tried to explain to a crew officer, but their English isn’t good enough.  So all I did was talk and listen to Catharine.  She has a new man in her life, so I listened to her story, and updated her on ours.  We discussed my options if Alena has made an appointment, but she feels as I do that Alena won’t because I made it a threat.  Let’s hope that we are correct.  I must also confess that I really do just sit and stare at your picture.  I never knew that Love could be so grand, or that we (me and you) could be so self destructive.  I am sure that the root of our problems is that we both feel that we are not good enough for the other.  If I felt that I was as good as you say that I am, I could never doubt your love.  It is because I don’t feel good enough about myself that I think you couldn’t possibly love me that much.  I guess the same goes for our feelings about our relationship with God.  Jim Carr once told me, “Forgive me Lord, for I am not worthy of your Love, but because you Love me so, I am worthy”.  The same must go for us.  We each must realize that we are the world to each other.  You are my entire world.  Now how do I get you to believe that?  How do you get me to believe that I am your entire world.  The day that I believe I am your entire world; trust will take on an entirely different meaning.  Trust will mean that whatever you do is what you solemnly believe is the best for US.  Not for me, nor for you, but for US.  When WE can get to that point, we will be truly IN LOVE.  That means that I will always ask myself how will Carla feel if I do this,  do I need to call her and let her know that I will be late, am I assuming that she already knows this, or do I need to explain it to her.  If I get upset, I have to look at myself first and say, “She loves me, she must not have heard what I said, or not understood the importance, or whatever”, because she loves me she is not wanting to upset me, therefore I need to ask her if she understood.  I must always remember that you love me as much as I love you.  I always want to love you more, but I think that is my selfishness speaking, by Loving You more I am being better than you.  If I am being better than you, then I don’t Love You more than myself as I profess.  Sorry, but I took a 4 minute break to stare at your picture, and again wonder how someone as beautiful as you could love someone like me.  I am not as bad as I was, for now I just look at you and say “Thank You Carla, for loving me.  I Love You too!”  I pray that once we are able to be seen showing some kind of small affection in public, such as holding hands, all these insecurities will be put behind us.  My need to tell everyone that I Love You will either be fulfilled or go away.  I want to be able to come into the office and give you a little kiss while you are working.  We will still have to keep our love making secret, but not our love for each other.  Our lovemaking must be kept discreet (not living together and me keeping my mouth shut) until both of us are divorced.  Prior to a final divorce, we can date, and we can see each other for long evenings or early mornings, but just can’t be blatant about our sex life. I am telling me this not you.  This way you can print this out, highlight these lines, and shove them in my face every time I get stupid.  Hopefully that will be limited to only once a day.  Well, you know how the story goes, not enough blood to allow the brain and the dick to work at the same time.  That is why God made woman, to guide the man in the right direction while his dick was hard.  As is mine when I look at you or your picture too long.
I hope you at least get a good laugh from time to time with the things I write.  What did you think when Annia wrote, “maybe we will be able to read it together”.  Did you think she was just trying to keep me happy,  just curious to see what I wrote, or truly interested?  I will not say anything more to her or you about it, I will let you two discuss it if you want and leave the decision up to you.  But if you do decide to let her read it, read it to her, or wait until she gets here and read it together, please let me know what she thinks of it, please.

You are so beautiful.  I can only imagine what I would have written had I had your picture displayed like I do now.  Both poems may have been much better.  I promise you this, when we first get to go away for a weekend, if you let me bring our computers and camera, I will work the first evening to get the best picture I can (because I don’t want you to have to pose naked all day while I write), and then I will place a few of them on one screen, and just stare at them while I write on the other.  OK, is it a deal?  Will you let me stare at you Wednesday Morning?  Can I re-live my second poem?  Does it bother you that I adore you so much?  Do you really know how much I really do Love and Adore you?  Do you understand how beautiful you are to me?  When both of us have our papers filed, can you work naked with me, or do we have to wait?  Again, I will plead, beg, borrow, steal, connive, etc., to get you to be naked sooner, but you have to let me know now what has to be accomplished so that I know that you are not getting naked because it is in our best interest and that you are not doing it to gain some advantage over me.  Does this last sentence make any sense?  It was supposed to be funny and tell you that I love you.  I gotta go for a picture.
I Love You,

Will Write Again (WWA)
Hi My Lovely Beautiful Love,
I sure do enjoy turning on the computer to she your picture so I cam remember how beautiful you truly are.  I started with that statement for two reasons, first, because it’s absolutely true (I didn’t have it in mind to say that until I turned the computer on and saw it), and second, because I have never seen so many beautiful young bodies on any cruise or anyplace else before.  I was going to just drop you a short note about a girl I saw, maybe mid 20’s, about your height, long hair (I think), beautiful small perky boobs, and a really nice ass.  All I wanted was to ask her if I could take her picture, and then ask you if that’s how you looked.  Then I would know what you looked like and know for sure what I missed.  I’m glad that you aren’t 20 something now, for I’d NEVER feel I was good enough to hold on to you.  I mean I have my doubts now, but they are only doubts.  Now please don’t get upset, don’t get jealous, and don’t call this a left handed compliment.  I am a realist, I know that no 20 something lady would want to have anything to do with me.  And if she did, I have no room for anyone else to even think of them.  I Love You so much, that you are all I can think of.  It’s just that I still have problems missing your past, and I am still trying to fill in the blanks.  Please remember that I love you more than any other guy ever has or ever could.  So please don’t turn my thoughts into any kind of self-dep.  Please.  I Truly Love You, and don’t want to not be able to share my joys with you, even if they are related to another woman’s body.  It is not a sexual thing, it’s just like looking at good architecture, only sometimes better because it’s God’s architecture.  His best work is still You!!
Love YA,

Miss You In The Ocean

Hi my most Beautiful Precious Darling,

Well I just finished the walk.  I did 3.25 miles in 1.2 hours.  A pretty good time considering the traffic.  You know, one thing I really enjoy on this cruise is being able to call you my girlfriend.  When I’m talking to someone, I’m able to say, “My girlfriend did the 3-day walk awhile back and had to raise $2,000 to be able to walk in it.”  If someone asks who the picture is, I say my girlfriend.  I really like that and am waiting to be able to say my wife!  I Love You!!  I just can’t believe how beautiful your picture is.  You know I’m going to cry when I put it away.  You do really want me to cry?  I know, it’s my dick talking again, even if I don’t have a hard on.  But it’s true, I am really going to cry, as a matter of fact, I’m crying now just thinking about having to hide my love for you.  If the time frame bothers you, then let me take a picture of you naked in your backyard, or let’s go to the beach.  That way it would at least be a recent one.  It could also be one that doesn’t show anything, but lets me know that you are nude so my memory will still be able to fill in the blanks, at least for a few months.  OK?  You know, we can go away in June with Annia!  That would work.  Alena would think that Annia was our chaperone!  Maybe even Las Vegas for a few days, or Palm Springs, or if we have to stay closer to home, Harbin or Laguna DelSol in Stockton.  Harbin is clothing optional, but Laguna may me nude only.  We would have to find out, and I would have to get an OK from Annia, because I don’t want her to think I’m pushing her in that direction.  As a matter of fact it would be better if you talked to her, that way she wouldn’t feel any pressure and could say no without any hesitation.  I Love You!  You sure are good to me.
It’s time for you to leave Church, so I said a prayer that both you and Chuck got something out of the sermon,  and that you remembered to ask Paul for your application.  I also asked that you will learn to forgive Chuck for the hurt he has caused you, so that he will forgive us when he finds out that I Love you, the same for Alena.  I also promised God that when you and I can say goodnight freely on the phone that we will pray together.  Please understand that I believe “The family that prays together stays together” and Alena and I would have done better if we prayed together.  I’m sad that she turned me down.  In the beginning it can be a very short “We thank you Lord for the time and Love you have given us together”.  As we learn to thank each other for the things we did for each other that day, we can also thank the Lord.  I think we really should do that and it will help us love each other and appreciate each other.  Especially if you did something really nice, and I don’t mention it, then you can ask me, and I’ll tell you that I forgot, or didn’t notice, or whatever is the truth.  That way we will keep each other’s actions of the day in our hearts.  OK?
If you don’t mind, I’m going to get in the sun for an hour or so.  I will write more, but I just got a call.  I’m no longer a guest at the Captain’s table.  He scuttled me.  I think I was right about the donation, and someone gave more!  Oh Well, as long as you don’t dump me, I’ll be just fine!!

I Love You,

Soon to be Tanned

Hi Love,

It’s not that I don’t know how much you love me, I just have a hard time believing it. The difference between the head and the heart.  Yes, we will work it out.  I didn’t know that our horoscopes pointed this problem out.  I think that I am progressing well.  I think I have expressed my love for you better than I have at any time in the past.  I think you may be able to understand me a little more now.  I know I understand me more now.  I’m glad to hear that I still turn you on!  Great!  Glad you had a good day at Church, and don’t worry about Chuck.  God will call him in His way at His time.  WE just have to be there for him (Chuck).  When you and I are apart, yes, we do overanalyze everything, especially the things we are insecure about.  I don’t think we question everything, we just question the things that we are insecure about.  Isn’t that what our problems have been about this week?  How you feel you look, as compared to how I know you look.  How I feel you will leave for what I think are greener pastures, as compared to how happy you are with me.  It’s our deepest fears that we push on the other person to protect ourselves.  I think I am getting to deep again.  To be continued when I get back and you want to talk about it, Face to Face.  We need to see each others eyes when go this deep into our fears.  I need to SEE your REACTION when I talk about your fears (Beauty) as well as you do me when you talk about rejection (Joe).
Nuff of that stuff.  How about an Alaskan Clothing Optional cruise to Alaska with Annia?  I think it would be great, and not too many people would be naked for her.  I was told that last year it was too cold to go naked all the time, but a few days were good.  What did you think of the pictures I sent you?  Calm down and you will be able to read the camera and reset it.  Then you can take a picture, but I’m happy with this one for now, and I can take a few next week or the week after.  What do you think of the letter I sent Alena asking about the counselor as a friendly reminder?
Time to mail,  I Love You, my Adorable One!

Things are getting really bad, I am in the room by myself and I just found myself talking to your picture out loud.  I said, ”You know, you’re really beautiful.  Yes you are!  Don’t always answer like that!”  So you better quit saying “I’m glad you think so” because you don’t mean that.  It’s obvious from what you said about my left-handed compliments.  Just say “Thank You” or nothing at all, or even “Are you sure you’re good enough for me?  I must have a hundred guys chasing me right now!”
>I think the left handed compliments is about things I can't change.

>If you say I'm too fat I can try to lose weight.  My breasts are too small I could, with surgery, change them. 

>My face is too saggy, I could, with surgery change that.  I my ass is too flabby, I could, with exercise change

>that.  I could have a nose job, liposuction, a facelit, exercise, diet, etc.  I cannot, however, think of a way that a

>surgeon could change the shape of my hands or my skull, alter the length of my body or my feet, or change the 

>pigment of my skin....ooh, maybe Michael knows.

 

You are not too fat, your boobs are just great (Remember WE are not 20 anymore, and WE have to accept things time changes).  Your face is beautiful, your ass WE will work on (fucking should be good for our asses and tummies), the nose is just fine, why do you think I kiss it all the time, don’t need liposuction, again fucking will fix that, and if it takes too long then we fuck more.  I never asked you to change your hands, skull, feet or skin.  I want you to know that most of the redness has gone away, and will disappear once you quit smoking completely.  And if it doesn’t, I don’t care!!  What I tried to say about your head is that the shape shows so differently when your hair is wet.  I’ve never known someone to look so differently between wet and dry hair.  Did I ever say you were ugly, or even less than beautiful?  Why am I so proud of you naked?  Why do I always want you to be naked?  Why do I always want to show you off?  Naked or tom boy or anyway.  Can’t you understand that I think that you are so beautiful that there really is a hundred guys chasing you.  That your first line “Fucking A Bubba!” was the right thing to say when I tell you “You are beautiful!”
OK, have I explained myself enough or do you still have questions?

Or perhaps I didn’t need to say any of this because you were just answering a question from last Sunday.  In any case, the correct response to me when I say you are beautiful is either “Fucking A Bubba” or “Shut up and Fuck Me Now!”

JFDI?  Just Focus and Do It?  Oh, the other meaning.  You know I could never do that!  Even if I was single without you.  I need to love the person I Fuck.  That is why I love fucking you, because I love you.  I guess we differ there and that applies to Joe, you and me.  Joe can fuck any woman (I think), you have to have an attraction, I need to love them.  So I push my need to love on you, then I’m afraid if you fuck Joe, you love him.  Do you see what I do?  It has nothing to do with how I feel about satisfying you, but to do with how I feel about fucking in general.  Joelene was the only fuck I ever had where I didn’t love her, and she was my first.  When she gave me a blow job the first night I met her, I never felt anything like that before.  It was “mind blowing”.  So I really expected a lot from fucking, but it wasn’t as good.  But with you, I get too turned on too fast.  That’s why we need to fuck a lot so I can last until you come two or three times.  Then someday we can really play, and each come in a sixty-nine.  I would love to be able to make you come when I eat your pussy, and I would love you to be able to blow me again some day, but I must feel that you want to, and right now I just can’t see why you would when you have so many needs for me to meet with just regular fucking.  Or am I reading too much into this again?
BTW, I sent you a note from Kozy Homes.

I Love You, My Only Fuck!

More JFDI

I was in the hot tub thinking about what you said and I found an easy way to explain it.  My dick belongs to the person I Love.  Therefore, nobody else’s hands, mouth, or pussy can touch my dick.  If I was a woman, nobody else’s hands, mouth, or dick could touch my pussy.  That leaves the rest of my body to be viewed, kissed or fondled.  Trouble is that not to many men can kiss and fondle the entire body and leave the pussy alone.  So if you were to apply this rule to you and Joe, you would understand why I was not bothered by your kissing him.  I wouldn’t care if he saw you naked, grabbed your breasts or ass, but your pussy belongs to the person you give your love to.  Does that make sense?  Do you see why I could never fuck anyone else?  I would have to love two women to be able to do that.  There was a point in time where I could have done that, but you have managed to take all the love I have to give.  There is a little left for Phil, Sue, and Alena, but not enough for me to be able to trust my dick with anyone else but you.  Now if you believe this to be true, and apply the same rule to yourself, go do whatever else you want with Joe.  As I see it, it’s not a matter of trust, it’s a matter of Love.
Does this make sense to you?  I Love you so much, that if you agreed to this rule, I would never question anything you did with anyone else, and I would never doubt my ability to satisfy you.  But in regards to the satisfaction, I am looking forward to being able to experiment with you.  Different positions, anything you want.  Remember fucking is all about giving YOU pleasure!!  So please don’t feel I need anyone else.  All I need is more private time with you.  My dick is yours to hold, to have, and to kiss, and yours alone!!  I Love You, I Do!

Well it’s time to say good night.  I just spent sometime in the disco, and you wouldn’t believe what goes on with these young scantly clad ladies and how they dance.  One had a see through dress on that was very very short.  Shaved pussy, must have been or is a pole dancer, because while dancing on the floor she can put her leg up all the way to her head and make her pussy quiver!  Gives people ideas, but they aren’t afraid.  All I want and all I need is you.  Together we will find ways to love each other better than Romeo and Juliette.  Together we will find ways to fuck that will satisfy us so that we will never even think about wanting someone else.  Together we will find a Love and a Fuck that the world has never known.  Please let me love you, and please continue to love me as you do.  We need each other so much.

Well two more nights without you.  Sweet dreams my Love.  PS no email from you or Alena in Kozy Homes.

My dearest Darling Carla Sue,

I have only 17 minutes remaining, and I’m not going to buy any more time.  I have enough time to send you this email and maybe two more, depending on how much you write.  First off, please prepare yourself, because you are not going to like what I’m about to say.  You see, I was about to go to sleep when I sent you the good night email, but you sent me one. It said,” I don't want to respond to your comments right now.  I'm tired.  It would be bad for us.  Go have fun.  Maybe you would let your inhibitions go with someone you don't love.  Then there would be a possibility of you being honest and secure sexually and satisfied. 

Love you”.
So now again I don’t know what you’re thinking.  It seems like you are pushing me.  I don’t like where my mind is going.  So I go to the bar and close it. Its 3:44 am here.  I had a few Long Island Iced teas, so I am going to speak my mind.  I Love you and only you.  I will fuck you and only you.  I will kiss, fondle, and be stupefied by you and only you.  If you should die, I will never love another like you. I probably would never fuck another ever!  End of story for me.  Change of story for you.  I never want you to lie to me.  I get the feeling again that you either fucked Joe or want to fuck Joe.  To end this discussion, I will never ask you if you did or want to.  I will leave you and Joe to you.  So if you fucked him, I don’t want to know.  If you want to fuck him, go ahead, just don’t tell me.  And please don’t stop me from fucking you if you have any love for me left.  I’m not saying that your love has lessened, but if it does someday, as long as there is some love for me left, please allow me to fuck you.  I don’t want any body other than yours, I only want to fuck you.  I only want your breasts to fondle, I only want your pussy to play with, to eat, and to stick my dick into.  How can I tell you that fucking some other woman isn’t going to do a thing for me.  You are my desire and my goal.  You are all I want, you are all I need.  I was hoping that you would feel that way about me, but I can’t understand why you want me to be with someone else unless you are trying to make up for something you did.  That’s why I feel the way I do.  That’s why I wonder again about you and Joe.  You said no you didn’t, and I believe you, so why this?  Do you want to do something with Joe?  And please don’t say again that you are sorry you ever introduced me to Joe.  This is between me and you, and Joe is just a name.  I feel that I have wasted all my time trying to convince you how much I love you.  Now I feel I failed.  Yes I am insecure, but fucking another woman isn’t going to change that.  Do you honestly think that another woman is going to put up with me coming early like you do?  So maybe I do have a dick big enough for you, but what makes you think another woman would like it, or that she would like my style of lovemaking?  I only know how to be tender.  I am afraid to be rough, I’m afraid to be domineering.  I believe you when you say I’m perfect for you, but what makes you think any other woman would like what I have?  Why can’t we work out our own issues?  If you want sexual freedom, I’m sure I can find a way to make it work for me, as long as you follow your own advice and have the guy use a condom.  I Love You, I want you, and I need you.  Just tell me the terms I have to abide by.
Now if I have taken everything out of context, and you want only me, and was pushing me for my sake that I can’t comprehend, then just email me back, and write in the subject line “You fucking stupid shithead!”.  There is no need for you to write anything else.  Because if I have turned this upside down, then that is what I deserve to be called.
I Love You Carla Sue!

Good Morning My Dear,
I’m sorry I sent you that last email.  You don’t have to respond, I know “I’m a fucking stupid shithead”.  I don’t know why I went there.  I don’t think it was insecurity, I think it may have been something else.  Please forgive me.  I know you didn’t fuck Joe.  I know you were just trying to be nice to me, and I guess I can’t be that nice to you.  I can’t say to you to go and have a good time.  I’m sorry I’m so selfish.  But that what I think all this boils down to, I’m selfish.  I don’t want you fucking anybody but me.  I’m sorry, I try to give you the freedom you deserve, but I just can’t.  I guess I’m selfish because I feel you’re just too good for me.  Now I’m back into saying all the things I said before.  Please don’t hold my love for you against us.  I just don’t know what to say.  Please be there this afternoon with one email that just says I Love You so I’ll know you forgive me for what I said.  You don’t deserve any of what I said.  You were just trying to be nice and I guess I just couldn’t believe that you would be that nice and that wonderful to me.  Please be there Wednesday Morning.  If you can’t after what I said, I understand.  I hope I’m not turning into a Chuck!  Is this what he did?  Where you just too nice to him and he couldn’t handle it?  I Love You, but I fuck up when I’m away from you too long.  Please don’t put me away because I can’t handle you fucking another guy.  I’m not strong like you.
I Love You,

Your Stupid Fucking Shithead!
Hi Love,
This will probably be my last email to you today.  I will try and squeeze out one more this evening.  The internet was down this afternoon when we got back, and I lost a few minutes.  I have only 8 minutes left.

How can I thank you for still loving me after what I said and almost accused you of?  I love you so much it pains my heart to think that I might have hurt you.  You didn’t deserve what I said.  I’m so sorry that I took your well meaning intentions wrong.  I will tell you all that I thought while we read the emails in order together.  Maybe then we can explain what we were trying to say to each other.

Again I fo4nd myself staring at your picture.  I will have to get some screen cleaner to clean all the wet finger kisses from where I touch your face and boobs.  At this point in my life I think I would die if God took you from me or if you left me.  It will take awhile living with you to be able to love life enough to live without you.  I am so afraid that something will happen and I will lose you.  And I don’t mean someone, I mean something.  I don’t know what, maybe Alena get really sick, something makes you really sick, or something like that.  We have to pray and ask God to bless our time together.  I think my fear is that I never really had true happiness, and with you I will.  I guess I’m afraid that it will be short lived because all good things like you in my life were short lived.  Maybe I’m just afraid that Alena actually made an appointment, which would put off my leaving for a month or two, and I am getting impatient.

On to happier thoughts.  I will call you no earlier than 7:00 tomorrow morning.  I should be off the ship by then.  If I am able to get another email from you telling me an earlier time, then I will call when you say.  Please check my email before you go to sleep to see if I have read it, that way you will know when I will call.  Is there anyway I can impress you enough to let you know how beautiful I think you are?  Think about it, and if there is, let me know so I will do it.  It’s getting close to dinner time so I have to get dressed.  It’s going to be a bummer being back home and not being able to be naked all the time.
I Love You So Much,

And thanks for forgiving me!!

My Dear Darling Carla Sue,

I think, if you don’t mind, in our tender moments, I would like to call you Carla Sue.  I like the way it sounds.  I also like “My Carly”, which is how I refer to you when I look at your picture, or something that makes me pause and sigh for you.  

I am so glad we made it through last night.  I was so afraid that things wee going to turn out bad.  Thank you again.  They came up with a short plan, so I bought another 30 minutes.  Now we can send a few more emails to each other.  But let’s keep them about what we are going to do Wednesday morning.  Like what time do I come over, so I know what time I can go to the gym.  Will we make love Wednesday morning?  I don’t think so.  I’m too horny to make love, I think I just want to fuck you like you have never been fucked before.  I’m sorta sorry for the language, but for some reason it seems appropriate.  How do you feel? (about both)  I Love You you beautiful Lady. And I do mean LADY.  I guess I should say Tom Boy when working with me on houses, and LADY in the office and at home and when we’re fucking.  Why is it I have to always call it fucking right now?  I know you don’t mind sometimes, but does it bother you when every other word is “Let’s Fuck”?  I think it will all go away by the end of next week, when we will have fucked each other 10 times.  Pleas let me know what you think.
I checked Kozy Homes email and still nothing from Alena or Kevin.

I’m going to send this to you now, and I write a little more.  I will check my email at 6:45, 7:00 and 7:15.  If I haven’t heard back from you by then I might go to a movie, not sure yet.

I Love You

The Guy with a Big Hard On

(Hope no one comes into the room!)

Me again,

I was just playing solitaire and checking the email every other game.  And finally, there it was.  Thanks for writing back.  Well you didn’t say anything about the language, so I guess it doesn’t upset you too much.  
OK. To answer the questions, 7 am is good, I’ll be ready (actually I’m ready NOW).  Yes we will talk almost all day, starting at 7:00 like you said.  I will be up at 4:00 am your time and ready to talk by 5:00.  So I guess I can hold my breath for 2 hours.  Yes, while I’m holding my breath I will hide your pictures, and the 30 solid pages of emails + poems.

I do expect to work in RP on Wednesday, remember, we are to fuck at LEAST twice!  That way you can go see them with a big smile and be as beautiful as you can be when you see them.  If I’m not done by lunch time I can work by myself.  You could call Chuck in the AM., and ask if he is working all day, and is he OK with me working by myself while you go to lunch with the girls.
How do I send the money?  Western Union (very expensive) or bank transfer, or how?  We cannot mail cash or a check.

I Love You Carla Sue,

And I really want to fuck you bad!

Sorry Love,

But I forgot to say good night.  I just had 2 scoops of black walnut ice cream and 1 slice of Boston cream pie.  I went to the gym while the internet was down and found I gained 10 lbs.  Please don’t get grossed out.  I will lose it in 2 weeks I promise!!

I Love You!!
