Passion
At last I was alone with her.

She looks at me with lust in her eyes. She had waited for far too long to let this opportunity just slip by, and boldly strolls up to me with fire in her bosom that demanded my attention. She looked real sexy and dressed to command the desire of any man, and I didn’t stand a hope of a chance against this kind of authority; and had very little trouble giving her what she wanted. 

She ordered me to take my shirt off, and I complied obediently; then she proceeded to undress herself before me, and bravely paraded her nakedness before my eyes. She was truly stunning and her beauty dominated all sense of morality.

I was completely caught off guard by this display of audacity, and my limbs lost sense of any control that it had in the upkeep of my composure; and I lost my senses to the euphoria of her exhibit. Perhaps this was the kind of outcome that she had intended from the very beginning, and I was at her mercy. She was in complete control of the yearnings that my body was displaying, and I was at her command. She took me by the hand and led me to her lair.

She placed her naked body on the bed before me and instructed me to feel her. Her skin was soft to the touch, and as I caressed the mound of her breast with the bare of my hands, I could feel her excitement build. The soft moan of her breath and the rise of her chest left a desire for passion, and the anticipation of what is yet to come. 

I gently ran my fingers along the outer skirts of her naked body and felt the shudder of pleasure and the emergence of triumph beneath her skin. She had succeeded in winning the affections glorious men in her lifetime, but how far would her spell of delirium venture into my world for this night? No man in his right mind would refuse the elixir that she was pouring, and it would be total insanity to turn down this kind of entertainment that she was putting out. 

My hands glossed over her body and she parted her legs for me, and looks me in the eyes, and she knew that she had me by the balls. 

She whispers to me softly, “Make love to me, my beloved. Take me, and make me yours for this night.” 

Who was I to argue against her authority, and I was in no position to fight against her supremacy. My thoughts raced around the room in its futile attempts to regain some sort self control and command of my body’s actions, but her grasp over me was far too strong, and my body was compelled to do her bidding.

Perhaps love is insidious and beguiling, and yet totally exhilarating, or was it just sex; pure, raw, unadulterated sex. Perhaps it is this incipiency that makes men weak below the knees and hard below the waist, the incorrigible desire between the legs that corrupt all men.

I reached down between her legs and parted her pink lips, and felt the warm ooze of her juices. She was steaming hot, and just ripe for the picking. I could barely contain myself. 

 I kissed her on the lips, and felt the sparks fly. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer to her, and I laid the full of my body on hers. Our bodies touched, our lips glued. I felt the press of her breast against my chest, and the beat of her heart against mine. Our bodies entwined and exhilarated, behaving like magnets of opposite poles that attracted and clung to each other like crazed maniacs.

She opened her legs and invited me in. Our loins met, and I felt the contact of passion. She wrapped her legs around me. And I finally gave up trying to regain any sense of control and gave in to my body’s desires and passion, and devoured her like a hungry animal. 

I felt her reach deep into my soul and into the secret compartments and the desires of my body, fulfilling each of them. And  the play of tension between the two opposite poles of polarity of male and female, resulting in the exquisite taste of orgasms, and the touch of the orgasmic sensations and the orgasmic rhythms of sex. This was a night to be remembered.

