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Awakening 

by Susan  

~~~~ 

 

She likes waking up beside him. 

 

She likes the way his chest feels pressed up  

against her back, the way his breaths tickle  

the skin on the curve of her neck.  

 

She likes the way his arm is draped across  

her waist, the way his long elegant fingers  

clutch the bottom edge of her pajama top as  

he sleeps. 

 



And she likes how quiet the morning is, his 

slow and steady heartbeat a comfort to her. 

 

She likes waking up beside him, yet it's all  

still so new. 

 

So fragile. 

 

The first time wasn't the typical hearts and  

roses and candlelight routine, nothing with  

them was ever typical. 

 

And when she woke up the next morning beside  

him, he was way over on one side of the bed  

and she was on the other. 

 

But she had no regrets, and neither did he. 

 

They simply smiled at each other and then he  

took her hand in his and brushed it against  

his cheek before they both drifted back to  

sleep. 

 

The second time it was easier. 

 

And when she woke up beside him, he was lying  

on his back, his head turned towards her, his  

right hand resting on her thigh. 

 

And she was surprised to find that her own  



hand was touching him on the one bare spot of  

skin that his t-shirt wasn't covering. 

 

She smiled at the peacefulness she saw in his  

face, then rolled over closer to him and softly  

pressed her cheek against his chest. 

 

And he contentedly sighed and closed his eyes,  

knowing that she was still beside him. 

 

The next time, the third time, was different. 

 

She could feel it in the way his body fit so  

perfectly around hers, and in the way she  

wanted to hold onto their closeness and not  

let go. 

 

And she could feel the difference in his touch,  

the way his fingers gently caressed her  

sensitive skin, leisurely taking their time to  

explore every slope, every curve. 

 

She likes waking up beside him. 

 

And she likes the way they were with each other  

again last night, their fourth time together. 

 

Her nails digging into his back, she could  

barely catch her breath as she wrapped her legs  

around him and pulled him closer. 



 

And he could barely catch his as he thrusted  

one, two, three times inside her, his unrestrained  

groans causing her body to hum with pleasure. 

 

She likes waking up beside him. 

 

And now as she watches him sleep, her finger  

lazily tracing a path down his long smooth back,  

she can't imagine wanting to wake up anywhere  

else. 

 

 

 

~end~ 

 

 

Thanks for reading. 
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