
HOW I LOVE IT

WHEN SHE COMES

A Novel

How I Love It When She Comes

Copyright © 2024

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents

are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission,

except for brief quotations in reviews.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

How I Love It When She Comes

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

CONTENT NOTE

This novel contains explicit sexual content

and is intended for adult readers.

The intimacy depicted is between consenting adults
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This is a story about desire, devotion, and the

emotional architecture of physical love.

For her.

Always.

And for everyone who has ever loved so completely

that words failed them.

"The curve of your body fits the palm of my hand

as if one were made for the other."

— Anonymous

"There is no remedy for love but to love more."

— Henry David Thoreau

Contents

Part One: Desire


Introduction: How It Begins

Chapter One: The First Time I Watched Her Sleep

Chapter Two: The Way She Moves

Chapter Three: What She Sounds Like


Part Two: Satisfaction


Chapter Four: The Rituals We Built

Chapter Five: The Patience of Want

Chapter Six: What I Think About When I'm Not With Her

Chapter Seven: The Language Only We Speak

Chapter Eight: When She Takes Control

Chapter Nine: The Geography of Her Pleasure

Chapter Ten: What We Do in the Dark

Chapter Eleven: The Conversations Between Our Bodies


Part Three: Longing


Chapter Twelve: The First Time We Were Apart

Chapter Thirteen: Letters I Wrote But Never Sent

Chapter Fourteen: The Night Everything Went Wrong

Chapter Fifteen: The Parts of Her I Can't Have

Chapter Sixteen: What I Was Before Her


Part Four: Reunion


Chapter Seventeen: Coming Home to Her Body

Chapter Eighteen: The Tenderness After

Chapter Nineteen: What She Gave Me

Chapter Twenty: How I Love It When She Comes

Chapter Twenty-One: The Promise of Tomorrow

Chapter Twenty-Two: Still

Coda: This Morning





PART ONE

DESIRE

Introduction

How It Begins

I am going to tell you about her body.

I am going to tell you about the sounds she makes when pleasure takes her. About the particular way she moves beneath my hands, above me, around me. I am going to tell you things that most men keep locked away, hidden in the private country of their desire, spoken to no one.

I am going to tell you because I cannot keep it to myself anymore. Because the weight of loving her this much requires expression. Because some things are too beautiful to hold alone, and the alternative to writing this down is to burst with the pressure of containing it.

* * *
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This is not pornography. I want to be clear about that from the beginning.

Pornography is about bodies colliding. About friction and mechanics and the geometry of penetration. It reduces people to parts, to functions, to the machinery of arousal. It does not care about the person attached to the body. It cannot afford to care—caring would complicate things, would slow things down, would interfere with the efficient delivery of stimulation.

This is something else. This is worship.

I worship her. I worship her body not despite the person who inhabits it but because of her. Every curve, every hollow, every inch of skin that I have learned with my hands and mouth and devoted attention—all of it is sacred because it belongs to her. Because it is her. Because the flesh I touch is animated by the soul I love, and touching it is the closest I can come to touching something ineffable.

* * *
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I have spent years learning her.

Not the way you learn a subject in school—memorizing facts, passing tests, moving on to the next unit. The way you learn a language you want to speak fluently. The way you learn an instrument you want to master. With patience. With repetition. With the understanding that mastery is not a destination but an ongoing practice, that there will always be more to discover, that the learning never really ends.

I have learned what makes her gasp. What makes her moan. What makes her grab my hair and pull me closer and say words she would never say in daylight. I have learned the difference between the sounds she makes when she wants more and the sounds she makes when she needs me to slow down. I have learned to read her body the way a sailor reads the weather—watching for signs, anticipating shifts, adjusting my course accordingly.

This knowledge is my most treasured possession. Not because it gives me power over her—power is the wrong frame entirely—but because it allows me to serve her. To give her pleasure so precisely calibrated to her needs that she forgets herself entirely, forgets everything except the sensation, becomes nothing but nerve and response and release.

Her pleasure is my purpose. I mean that literally. When I am with her, when I am touching her, there is nothing else in my mind. No worries about tomorrow, no regrets about yesterday, no self-consciousness about my own body or performance. There is only her. Only the task of bringing her to the edge and holding her there, then pushing her over, then catching her as she falls.

* * *
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Why am I writing this?

I ask myself this question constantly, even as the words pour out of me. There is something transgressive about it, something that violates the unspoken contract of masculine silence around desire. Men are not supposed to talk about this—not really, not honestly. We are supposed to brag or joke or remain silent entirely. We are not supposed to speak about the tenderness, the vulnerability, the way loving someone physically can feel like prayer.

But I am tired of silence. I am tired of the way we have impoverished our language around sex, reducing it either to clinical terminology or crude slang, leaving no room for the sacred middle ground where most of us actually live. I am tired of pretending that what happens between two people who love each other is somehow shameful, unworthy of examination, better left in the dark.

I am writing this because someone should. Because there should be a record of what it looks like when a man truly devotes himself to a woman's pleasure. Not as a performance, not as a technique, not as a means to some other end—but as an end in itself. As an act of love made physical. As worship embodied.

* * *
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She knows I am writing this. I would not have done it otherwise—would not have exposed the private geography of our intimacy without her blessing. When I first told her what I wanted to do, she was quiet for a long time. Then she asked why.

"Because you are the most beautiful thing that has ever happened to me," I said. "And I want to honor that. I want to create something that captures what we have, or at least tries to. I want there to be a record."

"A record of what?"

"Of how completely a person can love another person. Of what it looks like when you give yourself to someone without reservation. Of the way physical intimacy can be spiritual, can be transcendent, can be the closest thing to sacred that two bodies can achieve."

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she smiled—that smile I would die for, the one that transforms her whole face into something radiant.

"Write it," she said. "Write all of it. Don't hold anything back."

So I am not holding anything back. What follows is the truth of us—the whole truth, the complete truth, the truth that most people hide even from themselves. It is explicit, because sex is explicit, because bodies are explicit, because pretending otherwise would be a betrayal of the honesty I am trying to achieve. But it is also, I hope, something more than explicit. Something that reaches past the physical into the emotional, the spiritual, the ineffable territory where love lives.

* * *
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How does it begin?

It begins with attention. With noticing. With the decision to really see another person instead of just looking at them.

It begins with the first time I watched her sleep—that moment when I understood that what I felt was not just attraction, not just desire, but something deeper. Something that would demand everything I had and give everything in return.

It begins with a choice. The choice to love completely, without holding anything back. The choice to make her pleasure my purpose, her satisfaction my obsession, her body my temple.

It begins here, on this page, with these words.

Come with me.

Let me show you what love looks like when it takes off its clothes.
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Chapter One
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The First Time I Watched Her Sleep

I fell in love with her before I ever touched her.

That's important to understand. Because what came after—the wanting, the having, the losing myself inside the architecture of her body—none of it would mean anything if it hadn't started there, in the quiet, in the watching, in the ache of wanting something so badly that your hands shake with the effort of restraint.

She was sleeping when I first saw her properly. Not the way you see someone across a room or through the window of a coffee shop, but the way you see someone when all their defenses are down, when the face they show the world has softened into something truer. I had stayed the night. We hadn't made love—not yet, not that first time. We had talked until three in the morning, words tumbling over words, each of us leaning closer without realizing we were leaning, until she fell asleep mid-sentence, her voice trailing off like a song whose last notes dissolve into silence.

I should have slept too. That's what a reasonable person would have done. But I lay there in the dark of her bedroom, propped on one elbow, watching the rise and fall of her breathing. The way her lips parted slightly, soft and vulnerable. The way her hand curled against the pillow like she was holding something only she could see. The way moonlight caught the curve of her cheekbone and turned it silver.

And I thought: This is what worship looks like. This is what it means to want someone so completely that even their unconsciousness feels like a gift.

I memorized her face that night. Every angle, every shadow, the particular way her eyelashes lay against her skin. I memorized the rhythm of her breath—three counts in, pause, four counts out—and found my own breathing matching hers without meaning to. I memorized the small sounds she made in her sleep: sighs that weren't quite sighs, murmurs that weren't quite words, the occasional shift of her body that made the sheets whisper.

Dawn came slowly, gray light seeping through the curtains like watercolor bleeding across wet paper. The room transformed around her sleeping form, ordinary daylight revealing what moonlight had romanticized: the pile of laundry in the corner, the half-empty water glass on the nightstand, the small imperfections that made her real rather than imagined.

I loved her more for those imperfections. I loved the crack in the ceiling above her bed and the book she'd fallen asleep reading, splayed open on the floor. I loved the evidence of her life, the proof that she existed not as a dream I'd conjured but as a person, whole and complicated, with a history and a future that I desperately wanted to be part of.

She stirred. Her eyes opened—not all at once but gradually, consciousness returning in stages. She looked at me, this man in her bed who had not slept, who had spent the night memorizing the geography of her face, and she smiled.

A small smile. Private. Like we had already shared something that words couldn't hold.

"You're still here," she said. Her voice was rough with sleep, and I felt the sound of it in my chest like a physical thing.

"Where else would I be?"

She didn't answer. She just reached for me—her hand finding my face, her thumb tracing the line of my jaw with a touch so light it was barely there. And in that moment, I understood something about desire that I had never understood before: that the most erotic thing in the world is not the taking, but the offering. Not the hunger, but the space where hunger meets tenderness and doesn't know which one to be.

"I couldn't sleep," I admitted.

"Why not?"

How could I explain it? That sleeping seemed like a waste when I could be watching her? That every breath she took felt like a revelation? That I was terrified—genuinely terrified—of closing my eyes and waking to find this had all been a dream, that she had never existed, that I had imagined the warmth of her beside me?

"Because I wanted to remember this," I said. "Exactly like this. The way the light found you. The sounds you made. Everything."

Her expression shifted—something flickered in her eyes that I couldn't quite read. Surprise, maybe. Or recognition. Or the particular vulnerability of being truly seen.

"That's..." She paused, her hand still on my face. "No one's ever said anything like that to me before."

"Then no one's ever looked at you the way I'm looking at you."

She pulled me closer then. Not for sex—that would come later, would come soon—but for something more intimate than sex. She pulled me into the warmth of her body, into the sleep-smell of her skin, into the quiet that exists only between two people who have decided, without saying it, that they belong to each other.

"Then remember this too," she whispered against my neck. "Remember how this feels. Both of us, here, right now. Remember that I wanted you close."

And I have. God help me, I have remembered every moment of it. The weight of her against me. The way her breathing slowed and deepened as she drifted back toward sleep, trusting me enough to let consciousness go. The impossible softness of the skin behind her ear. The way desire can be patient, can wait, can choose to delay its own satisfaction because the anticipation is a pleasure in itself.

We lay there until the sun was fully up, until the room was bright and ordinary, until the spell of dawn had lifted and left us in the plain light of a Wednesday morning. And then—only then—she kissed me.

* * *
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Not a first kiss. We had shared those already, in the hours before sleep—tentative things at first, then deeper, then the kind of kisses that make you forget your own name. But this kiss was different. This was a declaration. A promise. Her lips soft and certain, her tongue finding mine with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what she wants and is no longer interested in pretending otherwise.

She tasted like morning. Like possibility. Like the beginning of everything I didn't know I had been waiting for.

"I want you," she said when the kiss finally broke. The words were plain. Unadorned. But her voice caught on them, snagged on some emotion she couldn't quite suppress, and I understood that speaking them had cost her something—some piece of armor she had been carrying without knowing it, some protection she was choosing to set aside.

"You have me," I said. "You've had me since the moment you fell asleep. Since before that, probably. Since you laughed at something I said and I forgot how to breathe."

She laughed again—that same laugh, the one that had undone me the first time, the sound I would come to know as intimately as the shape of her body. A sound I would spend years trying to earn, a sound that meant she was happy, that I had done something right, that the space between us had shrunk to nothing.

"That long?" she teased, but there was something serious underneath the lightness.

"Longer," I said. "I just didn't have words for it until now. I'm still not sure I have words for it. I'm not sure there are words for it."

What happened next is the subject of this book. Not just the mechanics of it—though I will write those too, because the body is not separate from the heart, because the way we make love is a map of who we are and what we mean to each other. But the feeling of it. The emotional architecture. The way physical intimacy, when it is true intimacy, reshapes everything you thought you knew about yourself and the world.

She pulled my shirt over my head. Her hands moved across my chest like she was reading Braille, learning me through touch, her fingertips tracing the topography of my skin with a focus that made me shiver. I felt mapped. I felt known. I felt like I was being memorized the way I had memorized her face in the dark hours before dawn.

And I understood, in that moment, that I was about to become a different person. That after this, there would be no going back to who I had been before. The man who had walked into this apartment last night was already dying, making way for whoever would emerge from this bed, from this woman's arms, from the transformation that happens when you finally let someone all the way in.

I welcomed the transformation.

I welcomed her.

* * *
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Her body was a country I had dreamed of but never visited. When she shed her clothes—slowly, watching my face as she did it, taking pleasure in the way my breath caught—I understood that what was about to happen between us was not just sex. It was cartography. An exploration of territory that would change both of us forever.

She was not perfect. I need to say that, because perfection is not the point, and pretending otherwise would be a lie that dishonors what we shared. The point is the way imperfection becomes beautiful when you love someone. The small scar on her hip from a childhood fall—she would tell me the story later, a bicycle and a gravel road and a summer that smelled like cut grass. The asymmetry of her breasts, the left slightly fuller than the right. The birthmark on her inner thigh that she tried to cover with her hand until I kissed it and told her it was exactly where a birthmark should be.

"Don't look at me like that," she said, half-laughing, half-serious, her cheeks flushed with something more than desire.

"Like what?"

"Like I'm something sacred."

"But you are," I said, and I meant it with my whole chest, with everything I had. "To me, you are. Every inch of you. Every scar and every curve and every place you think you should hide. Sacred. All of it."

She didn't argue. She just pulled me down onto the bed, into her, into the warmth and weight of what we were becoming together. And for a long moment, we just held each other—skin against skin, heart against heart, breath mingling with breath—not moving, not needing to move, just existing in the impossible intimacy of full contact.

This is what they don't tell you about making love: that the moments of stillness matter as much as the movement. That sometimes the most erotic thing you can do is simply be present, simply feel, simply let your bodies speak a language that predates words by a million years.

When I finally entered her—slowly, watching her face, waiting for her body to open to me the way a flower opens to light—she made a sound that I will hear for the rest of my life. Not a moan exactly. Something quieter. Something that came from a place deeper than pleasure, deeper than sensation. A sound of recognition, as though some part of her had been waiting for exactly this, exactly me, and was only now finding what it had been searching for.

"There you are," she whispered.

There I was. Inside her, surrounded by her, lost in the warm dark of her body. And for the first time in my life, I understood what it meant to be found.

We moved together. Slowly at first, finding our rhythm, learning the language of each other's bodies. She wrapped her legs around me—pulling me deeper, anchoring me to her—and I felt something shift inside my chest. Some wall I had built without knowing it, crumbling. Some door I had locked so long ago I'd forgotten it existed, swinging open to let in light I hadn't known I was missing.

"Stay with me," she said, her eyes locked on mine.

I didn't know if she meant right now, in this moment, don't disappear into your own pleasure and forget I'm here. Or if she meant something larger—stay with me through all of it, the difficult parts and the easy ones, the mornings and the midnights and everything between.

I didn't care. The answer was the same either way.

"Always," I promised. "I'm here. I'm not going anywhere. Always."

Her fingers dug into my back as the pleasure built, her nails leaving marks I would find later and trace with my fingers, remembering. I could feel her tightening around me, her breathing becoming ragged, her body climbing toward something I wanted to give her more than I had ever wanted anything in my life.

I slowed down—not to tease, not to control, but to extend the moment, to make it last, to show her that this was not about my satisfaction but about hers. That I would take as long as she needed. That her pleasure was not a means to my own but an end in itself, worthy of patience and attention and care.

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Please. Please don't stop."

I didn't stop. I couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to. Her pleasure had become my oxygen, her desire my compass, her body a map I would spend the rest of my life learning to read. I moved inside her with a focus that bordered on devotion, reading every signal, following every instruction her body gave me, serving its needs as though they were prayers I had been born to answer.

When she came—when she finally, beautifully came—her whole body arched beneath me like a wave cresting. She cried out something that might have been my name or might have been a prayer or might have been nothing at all, just sound, just release, just the pure physical expression of pleasure too intense for language to contain.

And I followed her. I couldn't help it. The sight of her face in that moment—eyes closed, lips parted, a flush spreading across her chest like dawn breaking—was too beautiful to resist. I buried my face in her neck and let go, let everything go, let myself fall into her as completely as a person can fall.

* * *
[image: ]


Afterward, we lay tangled together in the wreckage of the sheets, breathing hard, laughing softly at nothing and everything, touching each other's faces like we needed to confirm we were both still real. That this had happened. That we had crossed some threshold together and could never go back.

"That was—" she started, then stopped, shaking her head as though words had failed her entirely.

"I know," I said. "I know."

There were no words for it. There never would be, not really. But I would spend the rest of my life trying to find them anyway, because that is what love demands: the attempt to express the inexpressible, to capture what cannot be captured, to write down what can only be felt.

This book is that attempt. These pages. An effort to map territory that has no edges, to describe a country I am still exploring, to explain how one woman—this woman, my woman—changed everything I thought I knew about desire, about intimacy, about what it means to truly be with someone.

How I love it when she comes.

How I love her.

Let me show you why.
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Chapter Two
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The Way She Moves

I learned her body the way you learn a new language: slowly, with attention, making mistakes and correcting them, building fluency through practice and repetition and the endless desire to communicate more clearly.

Every woman is different. This is something men take too long to understand, if they ever understand it at all. We grow up on pornography and locker room talk and the dangerous myth that there's a universal technique, some secret combination of moves that will unlock any woman's pleasure like a skeleton key. It's a lie. A damaging, lazy lie that treats women as interchangeable puzzles rather than individuals with their own maps, their own territories, their own languages of desire.

The touches that made her sigh with pleasure would leave another woman cold. The rhythm that made her arch her back might do nothing for someone else. The words she wanted to hear, the pressure she craved, the pace that built her toward release—all of it was specific to her, written in a code I had to learn from scratch.

I wanted to learn. God, I wanted to learn. I approached her body like a devoted student approaches a sacred text: with humility, with patience, with the understanding that mastery would take a lifetime and that the pursuit itself was the point.

* * *
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She liked to be kissed on the neck. I discovered this early—in those first weeks when we were still mapping each other's coastlines, still finding the harbors and the shoals. Just below her ear, where the pulse beats close to the surface, where the skin is thin enough to feel the blood beneath. When I pressed my lips there—softly at first, then with more pressure, then with the lightest graze of teeth—her whole body would shiver. An involuntary response, like electricity finding ground.

"You found it," she said, the first time I discovered this spot. She was already breathing differently, already leaning into my touch like a plant leaning toward light.

"Found what?"

"The switch." She laughed, a little breathless. "The one that turns my brain off. I didn't even know it was there until you found it."

I catalogued this information the way a scholar catalogues a rare manuscript. I filed it away in the growing archive of her: the way she liked her coffee (black, no sugar, strong enough to stand a spoon in), the songs that made her cry (anything by Nina Simone, certain Joni Mitchell deep cuts, a Chopin nocturne her grandmother used to play), the exact pressure and location that made her moan.

This was my research. My fieldwork. My devotion made practical.

She had other places too, other switches I discovered over time. The small of her back, where the spine curves inward, where my hand fit perfectly when we danced or when I pulled her close from behind. The inside of her wrist, where the skin is thin and sensitive, where I would sometimes press my lips while we
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