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The immersion represents my style of writing
from the years 2012-2013.

Everything in here is raw - It is what it
is.

The purpose was to have a book to the way I
wrote in this period. With my writing starting to evolve and change
as I learn the ‘Rules,' I wanted a relic that I could refer to for
nostalgia and the other was an e-book, you the fans can enjoy.

Each piece will impart an immersion of an
emotion, think of this as me loving you in a time you want to seek
escape. The best way to treat this book is to savor each story in a
time you might be feeling down and out.

I promise there will be a story that will
elicit a whole lot of emotions and make you feel better. In the
later part of The Immersion, I have included some short
stories.

With my writing process there are three
levels, one is the story. Two is the emotion and three is the
message.

There is secret embedded that only you will
come to know.

 


 


Get Ready.

Breathe in.

Engage in the words.

Come with me…
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A Woman Soothed by Water,
Wine and Strawberries


I watched you frantically
race around the house to get ready for work. You appeared so
stressed out trying to put on your jacket on. I noticed the
tension, tiredness and stress around your eyes. You searched around
aimlessly to locate your keys. You were late for an important
meeting at work.

I smiled as you fluttered
around the lounge, like some lost bee trying to find the perfect
flower to pollinate. I called you to stop and take a deep breath
and I gave you a comforting cuddle.

“Here you go Honey… your
keys…” I whispered. You showed me a sigh of relief as you grabbed
the keys and rushed out the door. I jumped in front you and grabbed
you around the waist, holding you when I gave you a sweet tender
kiss on the lips.

“Have a good day at work,
when you come back, I’ll have something special waiting for you to
soothe the senses.” You head tilted up to me, intrigued and perhaps
curious as you left.

It was 7.30pm and the
sound of a car pulling into the driveway alerted me. I walked out
in confidence dressed in my Tuxedo. I opened the door to greet you,
when you smiled at my choice of attire, you looked absolutely and
utterly exhausted.

“Welcome home, Princess For
you…” I presented you with a crystal glass opening up a bottle of
Moet and Chandon French champagne. I asked you to tilt your glass
when I gently poured the champagne into your glass carefully, to
preserve all the bubbles.

I watched your eyes widen
up, like a parched traveler in the desert, searching for an oasis
to quench that thirst. You grabbed the glass and I lifted you up,
putting my arm under your legs. We walked to the house. Carrying
you, I guess you began to feel relaxed as your weight was on my
shoulders. It was beautiful to watch you smile and appreciate the
gesture as I carried you up the driveway.

I could carry you to work
and back if you gave me an expression like that every day. The
driveway was a good 200 meter’s, it was daylight saving and the sun
was setting, holding the woman of my dreams.

Memorable and
Beautiful.

I asked you about your
day, you began to relax communicating the stresses of your day. I
listened to you unwind, letting out your frustrations and dramas of
your day. I stopped asking you to let all go, and forget and think
of me.

We arrived at the house
and when I opened the door, you were presented to the sight of
scented candles and rose petals scattered across the floor. The
warm summer wind blew into the house scattering the pink rose
petals, I meticulously arranged in the shape of a heart. Your eyes
shifted around as you took a deep breath amazed at the sight you
were witnessing, noticing the heart on the floor change
form.

I laughed when you
jokingly replied. “I hope you going to pick up all those rose
petals.” I smirked when I began to undo the buttons on your coat. I
stood behind you and slowly slid my hands in a gentle smoothing
motion from your shoulders to your arms. I inhaled the scent on
your neck and kissed you softly. My chin was lightly resting on
your shoulders my eyes appreciating the ambient atmosphere I
created, just for you.

“I was hoping you would,
as a reward for carrying you to the house.”

“It’s going to take more
that buster!” you said.

“Yes ma’am. I have
something that might persuade you... come with me.”

I lifted you up and
carried you down the hallway, the smell of the vanilla scented
candles, entered through our senses. I noted the vanilla then I
noted the sweet scent of you. The silhouettes of two people
gracefully made their way to our special place. It was beautiful to
watch you stare at me while you were sipping away at the glass of
French champagne.

I was so intrigued to what
you were thinking…

Approaching the bathroom,
the ambient sound of water running down like a waterfall on a
reclusive tropical island, made our ears prick up. I smiled again
and stared at you when the resonance of that sound relaxed you even
further, by the way you briefly closed those beautiful
eyes.

I carried you through the
door to see you look around.

“Wow, this is amazing,”
you replied.

“You have had an
exhausting day, so I’m pampering my lady soothing you with water,
wine and strawberries.”

I began to undress you, I
described in detail in a seductive voice, the effort I made to
pamper my special lady.

“The water has been set at
a temperature comfortable for you to soak in, not too hot, and not
too cold. I have added Epsom salts that will help relieve and
soothe the tension of the muscles, relaxing every single nerve on
that beautiful body of yours. When you dip into the water, the
salts will start to penetrate your skin, moisturizing it making it
smooth, supple and tender, drawing away the toxins from your skin.
You will be glowing rejuvenated with beauty and poise.”

“I have another bottle of
French champagne, cooling in a bucket of ice and over there I have
on the platter the most succulent and fresh strawberries, crisp
sweetness ready for you to indulge in.”

By then your clothes were
on the floor when I guided you gently into the warm water. The
water in the bath parted slightly to each side, your beautiful body
immersing into the water. The rose petals were floating and
spinning on the surface. The wisps of steam rose and filled the air
with its humidity making the flame of the candles flicker side to
side.

You let out a breath of
relief when you slowly, closed your eyes. The tension and the
stress diminishing away. I began to pour the champagne the crisp
and refreshing sweet bitterness energized you as took another
sip.

“I feel so relaxed,” you
said. I grabbed the platter of strawberries and I dipped them into
the chocolate sauce I made earlier. I hand fed you and you closed
your eyes in ecstasy and euphoria as the sugar rush went to your
head. Your mouth savored every sensation of the strawberry dipped
chocolate sauce.

“I found finest the finest
cocoa powder, fresh full cream milk and raw cane sugar and melted
it all in a saucepan, over a low to medium heat. Stirring carefully
to a smooth consistency, I added in a touch of vanilla for you to
enjoy.”

Some of the sauce dripped
and lingered underneath your bottom lip and chin as fed you another
strawberry. I mopped up sauce, slowly kissing your chin then slowly
sucking your bottom lip. I pursed my lips and the tip of my tongue
poked out, sampling myself the sensation and the taste.

“It tastes, very sweet…” I
whispered.

“You did an excellent job,
with the sauce, Mr Master Chef.” I raised an eyebrow and said
smirking.

“I wasn’t, talking about
the sauce…” I said softly. You blushed as pink as the rose petals
on the water.

“So, for a reward for
doing such an excellent job would you agree to picking up the rose
petals I left around the house?”

I watched you take another
sip from your glass, savoring another strawberry.

“No…” I was on the edge in
anticipation what your sweetened lips would say next.

“But I do, have a special
reward, you will be very, very… happy with…”

“I wonder what that reward
could be?” I said.

 


***

 


A Sensual Time with a
Woman I Love

 


I was in the shower, when
I heard the sound of loud knocking at the door. You were early, or
maybe I was the one that was running late.

I opened the bathroom door
slightly to stick my head out when I shouted.

“The door is unlocked, you
can let yourself in, and I just finished having a
shower."

You entered in, and you
saw my head stick out of the bathroom door. I peered and admired
the outfit you were wearing. A rose red sleeveless dress with red
heels to match, even the rose scented perfume drifted its way to
me.

“You look stunning, you
know we are just staying at my place right?”

“I know,” you
replied.

I took a moment to admire
you, my vision blurred by the steam coming out of the shower. I
appreciated the effort you took to look good tonight.

“I love what you done to
your hair, those luxurious locks look smooth shiny and healthy.” I
smiled.

“Thanks, you have such an
amazing place,” you replied.

I watched you, when you
walked around, taking in the panoramic 360-degree view of my
penthouse apartment. You walked behind the sofa, as your finger and
then your hand touched the leather texture of the couch. It
intrigued me to what was going on in that mind of yours. I took a
stab to what I thought it was.

“I see you have ideas
already, of what you want like to do tonight, the couch is very
comfortable, perfect for….” You crossed your arms as you
interrupted me.

“Ha! If you play your
cards right tonight, you might.”

“Watching the sunset…” I
interrupted. You began to blush and turn the same color as your
dress.

“I’ll let you have that
one… but I know what you were really thinking.” You said with that
suspicious look. I pointed over to the table.

“Hey, I need a favor can
you bring the towel over to me it’s on the sofa.”

You had your arm crossed
when you smirked back…

“No… Come and get it
yourself.” I looked at you in astonishment and said.

“Come on… I’m like, butt
naked in here can you throw me the towel please.”

I could see you were
enjoying the payback as I didn’t want to walk around naked to get a
towel in 360-degree view apartment for all the neighbor’s to
see.

“Come on,” as I
semi-seriously pleaded. You started to laugh, you were insistent
that you weren’t going budge.

I closed the bathroom
door, to get something to cover myself with. My eyes shifted around
the bathroom and considered the small facecloth on the empty towel
rack…

Umm... No.

You knocked on the door,
laughing

“No one’s looking, just
grab the towel yourself.” You said.

“Could you close the
curtains at least?”

“No.” You
laughed.

“Have you seen my
neighbors, the last time they saw me naked they called the police
on me in my own apartment.”

“Come on, your such a
chicken” you replied.

“Well, I have all night,
I’m going to take a seat by the table and have a wine.” You
said.

Suddenly an idea struck
me. I spotted the shower curtain and undid the hooks. I wrapped the
shower curtain around me and opened the door as I walked towards
the table to get a towel.

You burst hysterically in
laughter as I waded like a duck half-naked wrapped in a shower
curtain.

“Very... funny dear. Very
Funny.” I responded.

I grabbed a towel and went
into my room to get changed. I came out you and you put your arms
around me and kissed me.

“I’m sorry Hun, it was too
funny not to mess with you.”

I was obviously not amused
as I said to you,

“You’re definitely
sleeping on the sofa, by yourself, for that one “

“Come on… I was only
joking.” You replied.

You kissed me again, and
gave that apologetic look

“I’m sorry, it was just a
joke.” I took it on the chin and it shrugged off.

You are lucky that you’re
beautiful, or else I would be grabbing your pillow and blanket
right now. You grabbed another glass and bottle of wine, we sat on
the sofa to chill out. You removed your heels and got comfortable
on the couch as you put those legs up.

You took in the
breathtaking views again and the environment you were in. You
looked so relaxed, so comfortable. I got up and opened up all the
sliding doors to let the sea breeze in, the ambient noise of the
ocean and the sounds of metropolis below made it, all so
sweet.

“I hope you're hungry, I
have some homemade Pizza in the oven that will be ready soon. You
raised an eyebrow.

“Since when did you learn
how to cook, Pizza? I never knew you cooked at all. Mr TV
dinner…”

I smiled, and said “Well
that is what makes me so mysterious, you should take time to know
your man some more.”

“Whatever.” You said
rolling your eyes.

The smell of freshly baked
pizza filled the room as it invigorated your senses. I pulled it
from the oven and placed it on the table and I offered you a
slice.

You took the first taste,
and the explosion of flavors filled your mouth as you enjoyed the
pizza.

“Oh my god… This is good,
I’m definitely marrying you now.”

Smiling, I took in the
compliment and poured you another glass of wine. I watched you
finish your slice as you began to sip
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