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To be yourself in a world that is constantly trying to make 
you something else is the greatest accomplishment.

Ralph Waldo Emerson



Intensity

He watches me as I enter the room. No words are spoken, just an 
exchange of glances that make the little hairs on the back of my 

neck stand on end. I am not sure how long he has been here waiting 
for me to arrive but I can see that he is intent on not wasting any 
time. Slowly he walks towards me. His hands glide across my neckline, 
reaching towards my back. In one swift move he has unclasped the clip 
that releases my halter-neck dress from my body. It gently falls to the 
!oor, caressing my curves on the way down. 

Without skipping a beat, he slowly walks around me as if to 
inspect the package presented before him. My skin feels electrified with 
the anticipation of what is to come. The simple extension of his touch 
has been known to send my senses into overdrive. I have no idea why 
he has this ability to make me shiver with delight. It is disconcerting 
that my body is so willing to surrender itself to him.

He stands behind me, close enough for me to detect his warmth 
but there is no contact. Patiently he waits for his moment and then 
reaches around towards the centre of my abdomen, lightly skipping the 
surface of my skin with random fingers on his right hand. He traces 
from my midriff to my waist, down to my buttock and then slowly 
back again. I gasp at the sensation and close my eyes to heighten the 
sense of our connection. 

In this moment he knows he has all the power because I am willing 
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to surrender myself to him. I want him. As he faces me he waits for 
my eyes to open. His right thumb traces the outline of my lips while 
his left hand caresses the back of my neck. He smiles and kisses me 
passionately. I moan as I release the tension of the day into his mouth 
and greet his tongue with mine. He is an incredible kisser. 

I take his hand and lead him towards the bed. He smiles as I 
start to undress him. He knows that I am not as patient. I want to 
rip his clothes off and have my wicked way but this time I am taking 
my time. I slowly unbutton his shirt while staring into his eyes. I am 
certain he thinks that I will cave at any moment and pounce but he is 
mistaken. Tonight it is my turn to make him yearn. I want his body 
to ache as he has made mine so that he can appreciate the vulnerable 
position that I allow myself to be in.

As I reach across his shoulders I pull his shirt down and entrap his 
arms in the sleeves. I gently kiss his neck then head towards his chest. 
I softly kiss him down his midriff until I reach his belly button. I take 
some of his fine little hairs in my mouth, gently tugging. He stares down 
at me with intense concentration. I’m feeling quietly triumphant.

On my knees, I run my hands along the outline of his visible 
erection. The clasp from the zipper on his jeans is now firmly between 
my teeth. I smile at him as I ever so slowly unzip him. I ease his jeans 
down, pry his legs apart and run my fingers from his ankle to his inner 
thigh, brushing the outline of his scrotum and back down the other 
thigh to his ankle. He closes his eyes, puts his head back and groans.

It is at this moment that I feel inspired. I stand and head towards 
the kitchen. 

“I’m a little thirsty. Would you like me to bring you back a drink?” 
He focuses on my wicked smile. “Oh, no, you don’t!” He frees his 

arms from the shackles of his shirt, fumbles to release his feet from his 
jeans and runs towards me.

I screech and giggle as he sweeps me into his arms. He takes me across 
to the bed, throws me on it. In one swift carnal move he rips off my panties 
and is positioned between my legs. He pauses to look at me panting and 
then lunges forward to kiss me with the intent of an impaler.
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Rhythmically intertwined, we synchronise our gyrations. My legs 
are wrapped around him so he cannot escape. I groan as he plunges 
deep inside me. I am wet and swollen from the buildup of our mutual 
torment. I want to make this last but the intensity overwhelms me. 
He can see that I am on the edge and defiantly quickens the pace. My 
body shudders with the sweet release that can only be achieved by such 
moments of bliss. He too climaxes and falls on top of me, panting. 


