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His Valentine’s Fantasy

The thought of it began, as so many strange and wonderful things do, in a moment of drunken, hazy opportunity. It was New Year’s Eve, the turning of a page, and our apartment was filled with the boisterous energy of friends and the clinking of glasses. Betsy, my Betsy, was the life of the party, as always. Her laughter was a melody that underscored the evening, her body a sinuous dance in a simple black dress that had driven me to distraction all night. I watched her from across the room, my heart swelling with a possessive, all-consuming love. She was mine, and the world knew it.

Our closest friend, Ethan, was there, a permanent fixture in our lives. He was my brother in all but blood, the kind of friend you measure your life against. Tall, with an easy smile and a relaxed confidence that women found irresistible, he’d been single for as long as I’d known him, navigating the world with a charming detachment that I, a man deeply and irrevocably in love, could only marvel at.

As the night wore on and the crowd thinned, it was just the three of us left, sprawled in the living room amidst the debris of a successful party. Empty bottles, half-eaten snacks, and discarded party hats littered the landscape. The champagne and whiskey had done their work, blurring the edges of the world and loosening our tongues. We were comfortable, a familiar triangle of friendship and affection. I was lying with my head in Betsy’s lap, her fingers tracing idle patterns through my hair, while Ethan lounged on the floor, regaling us with a story about a disastrous date.

“…and then she told me her spirit animal was a turnip,” he finished, shaking his head with a laugh. “A turnip! How do you even respond to that?”

Betsy giggled, the sound vibrating through my skull. “You should have told her yours was a hungry rabbit,” she said, her voice thick with booze and sleepiness.

My eyes were getting heavy, the room starting to spin in a slow, pleasant vortex. “Mine’s a bear,” I mumbled into her thighs. “A sleepy, horny bear.”

Betsy leaned over me, her hair tickling my face, her scent of perfume and champagne filling my senses. “Is that so, Mr. Bear?” she whispered, her lips close to my ear. “Maybe you should go hibernate.”

“Not yet,” I slurred, trying to sit up but failing. “Gotta… gotta kiss my girl at midnight. Did we miss it?”

“We missed it by about two hours, sleepyhead,” Ethan chuckled from the floor. “But I’m sure Betsy will give you a rain check.”

“I’ll do more than that,” she purred, and I felt her lips press against my forehead. The world was fading fast, the combination of alcohol and the sheer comfort of being with the two people I trusted most in the world pulling me under. My last conscious thought was of Betsy’s hand on my chest, a warm, reassuring pressure.

I wasn’t sure how much time passed. I drifted in a shallow, booze-addled sleep, conscious of sounds but unable to process them. A low murmur of voices. A soft laugh that I knew was Betsy’s. The slide of fabric on fabric. I phased back toward consciousness when I felt a weight shift on the couch. My head was no longer in Betsy’s lap, but propped against a cushion. I cracked my eyes open a slit, the dim lamplight in the corner of the room looking like a supernova.

They thought I was out completely. Ethan had moved from the floor to the couch, sitting where my head had just been. Betsy was curled up next to him, her head on his shoulder. It was an innocent enough picture, but the air was charged with something else.

“He’s really out,” Ethan whispered, his voice a low rumble.

“He earned it,” Betsy whispered back. “He cleaned this whole place by himself so I could get ready.” Her hand was resting on Ethan’s thigh, her thumb stroking the denim of his jeans. I watched, my mind foggy, but a strange spark of alertness igniting deep in my gut. It wasn’t jealousy. It was… curiosity.

“You’re always good to him,” Ethan said, his arm wrapping around her shoulders. “He’s a lucky guy.”

“I’m the lucky one,” she replied, and she tilted her head up. I saw their faces, inches apart in the dim light. I saw the hesitation in Ethan’s eyes, and the invitation in Betsy’s. And then, slowly, deliberately, their lips met.

It wasn’t a passionate, desperate kiss. It was soft, exploratory, a drunken, tender crime committed in the quiet aftermath of a celebration. I should have been angry. I should have felt a white-hot spear of betrayal. But I just lay there, feigning sleep, my heart hammering against my ribs for a reason I couldn’t comprehend. I watched his hand move from her shoulder to the nape of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair. I watched her press into him, her body arching slightly.

The sound of their breathing deepened, the kiss becoming less tentative. My own breath hitched in my throat. And then, to my absolute shock, I felt a familiar stirring in my groin. A thick, heavy pulse of arousal. It was wrong. It was twisted. But it was undeniable. The sight of my wife, my perfect Betsy, kissing my best friend was making me hard.

The moment broke. They pulled apart, a shared, breathy sigh hanging in the air between them.

“We should… we shouldn’t,” Ethan murmured, his voice strained.

“I know,” Betsy breathed. She didn’t move away. After a moment, she lay her head back on his shoulder. “Happy New Year, Ethan.”

“Happy New Year, Bets.”

They sat like that for a few more minutes before Betsy gently nudged him. “You should probably go before the bear wakes up and mauls you.”

He laughed softly and stood, stretching. He gave her a quick, chaste hug, and then he was gone, the soft click of the front door closing sealing the moment in time.

I kept my eyes closed, my mind racing. Betsy moved around the room, picking up a few stray glasses, and then the lights went out. I heard her walking toward the bedroom. I waited, my body thrumming with a confusing mix of emotions, betrayal, confusion, and a dark, powerful horniness. A few minutes later, she came back with a blanket and draped it over me, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek before padding back to our bed.

The next morning was a study in careful silence. I woke on the couch with a pounding headache and a raging erection. The memory of what I’d seen was crystal clear, not a fuzzy, drunken dream but a high-definition playback in my mind. When Betsy emerged from the bedroom, wrapped in her silk robe, she couldn’t quite meet my eyes.

“Morning,” she said, her voice small. “Coffee’s on.”

I sat up, the blanket pooling around my waist. I didn’t say anything. I just watched her. She fidgeted, busying herself at the counter. Finally, I spoke.

“So you and Ethan had a nice New Year’s.”

She froze, her back to me. Her shoulders slumped. “Roger… I’m so sorry. We were drunk, it didn’t mean anything. I love you, you know that.”

“I know,” I said, my voice calmer than I expected. I stood and walked over to her, turning her to face me. Her eyes were filled with tears and regret. “Look at me, Betsy.”

She finally met my gaze, bracing for the anger she was sure was coming.

“Tell me about it,” I said softly.

“What?” She looked utterly baffled.

“Tell me what it felt like. Kissing him.”

“Roger, no, please. Let’s just forget it happened. It was a stupid, drunken mistake.”

“It’s not a mistake if you wanted it,” I pressed, my voice low and intense. “And I saw you. You wanted it.” My hand came up to cup her cheek, my thumb stroking her soft skin. “And the fucked up thing? The really fucked up thing, Bets?”

“What?” she whispered, a tear escaping and tracing a path down her cheek.

“It made me so fucking hard.”

Her expression shifted from fear to total bewilderment. And then, as my words sank in, a flicker of something else appeared in her eyes. Understanding. Curiosity. Arousal. I leaned in and kissed her, a deep, hungry kiss that tasted of coffee and unspoken confessions. I backed her against the counter, my erection pressing into her stomach through her thin robe. Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer. And right there, in the morning-after wreckage of our apartment, we had the most intense, desperate sex of our lives, my mind filled with the image of her lips on Ethan’s.

That was the start. It was our secret, a dark, thrilling little corner of our marriage that we explored tentatively at first. A few months later, on a sweltering summer night when Ethan was crashing on our couch after a barbecue, I “fell asleep” early, leaving the bedroom door cracked open just enough. I lay awake for hours, listening, until I heard the faint whisper of her bare feet on the hardwood floor, and then, later, the muffled sounds from the living room that fueled a frantic, silent session of my own.

The unspoken became spoken. The fantasy became a recurring, if infrequent, reality. It was a game we played, a kink we shared. It was never about a lack of love between us; if anything, it made our own connection more electric, more charged with forbidden energy. We trusted each other implicitly, and that trust was the safety net that allowed us to explore these dangerous heights.

So when Ethan announced he was taking a job that would have him on the road constantly, it felt like the end of an era. We threw him a farewell dinner, the three of us, full of laughter and bittersweet sentimentality. But the real goodbye, I knew, wouldn’t be so public.

Which brought us to now, a few weeks after his departure. Betsy had told me all about it, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of guilt and excitement that she knew I craved. The details made me very horny: their final, passionate fuck out on our moonlit deck while I was supposedly on a late-night beer run; the clandestine blowjob she gave him in the long-term parking lot at the airport, a final, messy farewell. We had great sex while I thought about her with other guys, my mind replaying the scenarios she’d painted for me. The only problem I had was the fact that she enjoyed it too much, a frisson of genuine pleasure in her voice that both thrilled and unsettled me. A tiny part of me, the conventional husband, felt a prick of something like jealousy, but it was quickly overwhelmed by the larger, more dominant wave of vicarious lust.

Just like the previous encounters, nothing much was said about that weekend after the initial confession, ensuring me that it wasn’t a new habit she picked up, but a closing of the Ethan chapter. The rest of the summer flew by in a blur of work and quiet domesticity, our secret safely locked away again. We spent the winter holidays with our respective families, the model couple, exchanging knowing glances across dinner tables laden with turkey and pie. We teased each other in private about bringing another guy home for me, and joked about the possibilities of who the lucky guy would be. Originally, the idea was for it to be a Christmas present to me, a truly unique gift, but nothing ever materialized, and the subject was dropped. But not forgotten. It lingered in the air between us, an unspoken promise.

As Valentine’s Day neared, we promised each other we would make the day very special. It was decided that we would keep our plans secret, so that it would be a surprise to each other, adding a layer of playful mystery to the occasion.

This year, Valentine’s Day fell on a Friday, and I decided to make a long weekend out of it. I took the day off work and told Betsy to be prepared for anything. She poked and prodded, trying to get any information she could out of me, her curiosity a palpable thing. “Is it adventurous?” “Do I need a passport?” “Should I pack a bikini?” I remained a silent, smiling vault. She even went so far as to hold out on me sexually in the days leading up to it, a playful tactic to try and break my resolve. It backfired spectacularly, only serving to ratchet up the tension and make us both unbearably horny.

My master plan was simple but elegant. I’d take her out to a lavish dinner at the city’s most romantic Italian restaurant, and then, over dessert, I would surprise her with a trip to Las Vegas for the rest of the weekend. She had never been, and I had only been there twice, both times for sterile business conferences. This time, it would be for pure, unadulterated pleasure. I wouldn’t tell her until after dinner, letting the anticipation build.

We slept in late on Friday, tangled up in each other in our big, comfortable bed. The sexual standoff had left a lingering charge in the air, a hum of desire just below the surface. Betsy, ever the morning person, slid out of bed first and jumped in the shower. A short while later, she came out, wrapped in a fluffy white towel, with another smaller one turbaned around her wet hair. She looked fresh-faced and beautiful, and she playfully kicked the side of the bed where I was still burrowed under the covers.

“OK, sleepyhead, it’s your turn,” she said, her voice bright as she opened her dresser drawer. She caught my eye in the large mirror on the closet door, a mischievous glint in her gaze. “I can’t wait to give you your surprise!” she spouted, her excitement bubbling over.

“Not if I give you yours first!” I retorted, forcing myself out of the warm cocoon of the bed and shuffling towards the bathroom. As I stepped into the shower, letting the steam envelop me, I heard the doorbell chime through the apartment. Maybe whatever she had planned to get me was here, a delivery of some kind. A singing telegram? A giant box of chocolates? I took my time under the hot, pounding water, washing away the last vestiges of sleep and giving her ample time to receive her gift and prepare the surprise.

After toweling off, steam clinging to my skin, I slipped on the plush terry robe she had gotten me for Christmas and headed back to the bedroom. Hmmm, she wasn’t up here. The bed was still unmade, and her towels were draped over a chair. As I got halfway down the stairs, my bare feet silent on the carpeted steps, I saw her on the couch in the living room. My brain took a moment to process the scene. She was dressed in a sheer, blood-red negligee, the kind that barely concealed anything and was designed for one purpose only. But she was not alone.

In fact, she was on her knees in front of a man sitting on the edge of our couch, and she was slurping away on a big, hard cock. The man was dressed in a neatly pressed brown uniform, a package courier by the looks of it, and he was leaning back with his eyes closed, a look of sublime pleasure on his face as he reveled in the tonguing he was receiving.

My descent halted.

I stood frozen on the stairs, a silent observer.

My initial shock was instantly vaporized by a tidal wave of heat that pooled in my groin. My own cock, already half-awake, surged to life, splitting the front of the cotton robe. I stood there and watched, my breath caught in my throat, as the delivery guy soon succumbed to her incredible talents. His hips began to buck, and with a muffled grunt, he filled her mouth with his seed. As soon as she was finished, swallowing dutifully, he hastily stuffed his softening cock back into his pants, grabbed his scanner from the end table, and was out the door without a word, leaving behind only a large bouquet of red roses on the coffee table.

Betsy remained on her knees for a moment, catching her breath, before she slowly turned her head and saw me standing on the stairs. A wide, satisfied, and slightly guilty smile spread across her face.

“OK, I guess you got me first,” she said, her voice a little thick. She gestured toward the vase of flowers. “And the roses were a nice touch!”

I descended the rest of the stairs, my robe falling open to reveal my throbbing erection. “I agree, it was quite a surprise,” I said, my voice husky. “But I thought that show was for me!”

She got that deer-in-the-headlights look, her eyes widening in sudden panic. “You mean… he wasn’t your idea?” she said, her face flushing a shade of red that almost matched her negligee.

“No,” I said, a slow grin spreading across my face as I stepped in front of her. I reached down and tilted her chin up. “But it was still a nice surprise!”

“Yeah, for him!” she laughed, the tension breaking. She reached for the small card tucked into the vase of flowers. “Hey, it’s from Ethan! It says ‘Happy Valentine’s Day! Wish I could be there, but I’ll be on the road for a few days. Love, Ethan.”

“That was nice of him,” I said, genuinely admiring the dozen perfect long-stemmed roses that I had, once again, forgotten to get. He’d sent the flowers, and the universe, or maybe just a very opportunistic courier, had provided the rest.

The mood had changed a bit, shifted from pure lust to a more complicated, intimate mix. Betsy announced she needed to go change. “I couldn’t quite swallow all of his huge load,” she explained matter-of-factly, “and I want to wash the remains out before they leave a stain.” As she passed me on her way back upstairs, she gave my throbbing dick a firm, promising squeeze through the robe. “Don’t you worry,” she whispered, “I’ll take very good care of you tonight.”

The rest of the day, we just lounged around, a lazy, sensual haze settling over the apartment. We talked, we kissed, and we told each other how much we loved our strange, yet perfect, partnership. Around four in the afternoon, we started getting ready for our night out. I took my time, shaving carefully and getting dressed in the guest bathroom while she took over our bedroom, a clandestine preparation for our respective surprises. We were both stunned at how nice we looked when we finally met in the hallway. I seldom wear a suit and tie, but her mother had given me a beautiful silk tie for Christmas, and I thought it would make a nice impression wherever we were going. I looked sharp. But she… she looked fantastic.

She wore a shimmering royal blue ruffled dress that stopped just above her knees, the fabric clinging to her curves. It was low-cut, a deep V that showcased the swell of her breasts, but the elegant cut kept it from looking slutty, it was pure, unadulterated siren call. Four-inch silver heels elongated her already incredible legs. I knew that beneath the dress, she was wearing stockings and a garter belt; it was her signature move, a secret she carried that drove me wild. Her long, dark hair was piled up in an elaborate twist on top of her head, exposing the elegant line of her neck. I hoped my bulge, which was already making a heroic effort to be noticed, would not embarrass me tonight. It was hard enough, excuse the pun, knowing how devastatingly sexy she looked, but knowing that every single male we ran across would be affected by her beauty cranked my own arousal up to an eleven.

I had made reservations at La Stella, a very fancy, famously discreet Italian restaurant, and when we arrived, they showed us to a secluded booth in the back. It was perfect, a circular booth upholstered in plush velvet, surrounded by dark wood and illuminated by a single candle. It was intensely private and romantic as we shared our candle-lit dinner. Even our waiter, a handsome, dark-haired man named Antonio, who was obviously drooling over Betsy, was extremely polite. He tried hard to maintain his professionalism, but I caught him staring more than once as her breasts practically spilled out of her dress each time she leaned forward to take a bite of her pasta.

The game began subtly. She ate her linguine with one hand while her other found its way to my crotch under the tablecloth, her fingers expertly massaging me through my trousers. She was driving me wild, her touch a secret fire under the table, especially when she’d suck the long noodles seductively into her mouth, her eyes locked with mine, her lips glistening with sauce. It was a private show just for me, until it wasn’t. Our waiter, Antonio, walked by on his way to another table and did a perceptible double take at Betsy, then glanced at me with a flicker of… was it envy? Pity? After debating the situation in his head for a palpable moment, he changed course and approached my side of the table.

“Excuse me, sir,” he whispered, leaning in conspiratorially. “But… ah… your lady seems to have spilled a bit of sauce on herself. Pardon me for ah… noticing, but from a distance, it looks almost as if she had been injured.” He gestured vaguely with his chin.

I cocked my head and looked. Sure enough, there on the creamy swell of her left breast, just above the line of her dress, was a bright dollop of red marinara sauce. It looked stark against her pale skin, almost like a stylized gunshot wound. Betsy followed our gaze and froze, her fork halfway to her mouth, not wanting to move and risk letting the sauce drip and stain her beautiful dress. An idea, bold and wicked, sparked in my mind. I held up a finger to her, indicating that she should hold on a second.

“Er… Antonio,” I said, my eyes flicking down to his name tag to confirm. “You’ve been so kind to us all evening. I was wondering if you could do us a favor?”

“Yes, sir, anything you wish!” he responded instantly, the consummate professional, not having the slightest idea what kind of landmine he was about to step on.

“My lady would like you to help her with the sauce she dripped…” I let the sentence hang in the air, watching as his eyes, which had been fixed on my face, now widened as they dropped to the large globes filling her gown. “But she knows you will be a gentleman and not grope her with your fingers.”

He looked utterly confused, his brow furrowed, clearly not understanding how he was supposed to clean her up if he couldn’t use his hands or a napkin. He looked back at me for an answer, his expression a mask of polite bafflement.

“I would suggest using your tongue,” I said casually, as if I were suggesting a wine pairing.

Across the table, Betsy didn’t flinch. She just sat there, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face as she looked up at the handsome waiter.

Antonio’s professional facade crumbled. A flush crept up his neck. He looked at me, then at Betsy, then back at me. He looked somewhat confused, but also intrigued. He walked over to her side of the table, his movements hesitant. He took his eyes off her chest only long enough to cast a quick, furtive glance around the nearly empty corner of the restaurant, making sure no one was watching. Licking his lips, he bent over her. The scent of her perfume and the warmth radiating from her skin must have been intoxicating. Slowly, tentatively, he extended his tongue and lapped the dollop of sauce from her cleavage.

“Better make sure you get it all,” Betsy cooed, her voice a low, throaty purr. She shifted slightly, pulling the fabric of her dress aside with one finger, revealing a taut, hard nipple.

He didn’t have to be asked twice. His hesitation vanished, replaced by pure instinct. He licked and sucked her smooth skin clean, his tongue tracing the curve of her breast with an almost reverent slowness. When he was done, he straightened up, his breathing a little ragged.

“Will there be anything else, sir?” he asked, his voice now a relaxed, husky tone he hadn’t possessed a minute ago.

“Yeah,” I said, gesturing with my wine glass. “You better check the other one, too. Just to be sure.” I was noticing how much Betsy was enjoying this, her eyes half-closed, a blissful expression on her face.

“Very well, sir!” Antonio said with newfound confidence. He bent down to her other breast, and this time there was no hesitation. He began licking and laving the pristine skin as if searching for a phantom stain. She rewarded his diligence by exposing her other nipple to him, and he sucked on it like a hungry baby, his eyes closed in ecstasy.

After he finally, reluctantly, left us to our privacy, his composure slightly frayed, I pulled the crisp white envelope from the inside pocket of my jacket and handed it to Betsy. Her eyes, still shining from the encounter, lit up more than Antonio’s had when she opened it and saw the two first-class airline tickets to Las Vegas.

“Oh, Roger!” she squealed, her voice high with excitement. “Vegas! I’ve always wanted to go! This is the best surprise ever!”

She was so excited, so turned on by the entire evening, that she insisted on giving me my dessert right there in the restaurant. She slid down in the booth, her head disappearing under the table.

“Betsy, what are you doing?” I hissed, my eyes darting around nervously. “What if someone walks by?”

“The only one who might walk by would be our waiter,” she said, her voice muffled as she tugged at my zipper. “And after what he just did, I don’t think he will mind.” She freed my dick, which was painfully hard and practically vibrating with anticipation.

“Yeah, but he won’t mind if you… oohhhh…” The words trailed off into a guttural moan as she enveloped my member with her warm, wet mouth. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensation. Her soft, expert slurping filled the confines of the booth, the only sound besides the distant clatter of cutlery and soft Italian music. My world narrowed to the pleasure she was giving me.

“Ahem!”

I was ripped from my trance to see Antonio standing there, holding our bill in a small leather folio. I was mortified, my face flushing with embarrassment, but it was too late to stop Betsy. My knees began to tremble, and I gripped the edge of the table for support. She wasn’t stopping. In fact, she seemed to be picking up the pace. I tried to stifle a groan as I felt the inevitable, volcanic eruption building. With a final, shuddering gasp, I unleashed a load that had been stored and building for days, emptying myself deep into her belly.

Betsy sat up slowly, wiping her lips delicately with her napkin. She acknowledged our stunned waiter with a dazzling, unrepentant grin.

“Can I take care of that?” she said, nodding towards the paper folio in his hand.

“Take care of what?” I teasingly whispered to her, my body still tingling from my release.

“Whatever,” she said, her eyes not moving from the front of his pants, where he held the bill. He placed it on the table in front of her, but her eyes remained fixed, locked onto the prominent bulge that was now very apparent in his tailored black trousers.

“Go ahead,” I whispered, giving her a gentle nudge.

She scooted over to the edge of the booth. She ran her hand slowly up his leg, a feather-light touch, and then grasped the growing bulge in his pants.

“My apologies, madam,” he stammered, his voice cracking, “but that isn’t really necessary.” He said the words, but he did not pull away. His body was betraying him.

“But I was looking forward to having some authentic Italian cream for dessert!” Betsy said, affecting a pouty look that could melt steel. “And besides,” she added, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “you can consider it a Valentine’s gift.” Her nimble fingers found his zipper and slowly, deliberately, pulled it down.

He looked around the empty section of the restaurant and gulped audibly. His mouth said “No,” but his neglected, uncut cock, now springing free, was saying “Yes, yes, yes!” We all knew who won that argument. Betsy leaned forward, positioning herself at the edge of the booth, and closed her lips around the head of his thin, surprisingly long cock. A strangled gasp escaped his lips. His hands, as if with a mind of their own, reached out to her bosom and deftly found her nipples through the thin material of her dress. As she bobbed her head up and down on him, he slid his fingers under the blue taffeta, his knuckles brushing her ribs as he pawed her large, heavy boobs. He had to steady himself on the edge of our table as she quickened her pace, succeeding in her mission to drain his balls with practiced efficiency.

Even though he regained his composure quickly, buttoning himself up with trembling fingers, his face was still flushed red, and he was winded from the ordeal.

“Oh my!” he breathed, pressing a hand to his chest. “In all my years of service, I have never… I have never experienced anything as wonderful as that! You have made Antonio very, very happy! To show my appreciation, tonight’s dinner is on me!” And with that, he snatched up the bill from the table, bowed slightly, and disappeared back toward the kitchen, saving me almost a hundred dollars.

Betsy straightened herself up, smoothing her dress. Nothing could be done about the faint red finger marks Antonio had left on the pale skin of her breasts, little souvenirs of our decadent meal.

“So when do I get my Valentine’s gift?” I asked as we climbed into our car, the cool night air a shock after the heated atmosphere of the restaurant.

“I already gave it to you,” she said, her voice turning low and seductive as she turned to face me in the dim light of the car. “From the time I woke up this morning until Sunday night, I am your slave. I will do anything you want me to do.”

“But you promised me that a long time ago,” I protested, a little disappointed. It felt like she was just repackaging our existing dynamic.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her voice suddenly small. “It’s the only thing I have to make you happy. I guess it wasn’t a very good gift.” She was staring down at her feet, and I could tell from the tremor in her voice that she was about to start crying.

“No! No, baby, it’s perfect!” I said quickly, realizing my mistake. I leaned over and pulled her into a hug, cradling the back of her head. “Betsy, you are my fantasy. The real gift isn’t the slavery itself, it’s you. Your willingness, your excitement, the fact that we get to do this together. I’m sorry if you thought I was disappointed, but nothing could be further from the truth! Every minute with you is unbelievable, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.”

I felt her relax against me, and when I pulled back, that special, radiant smile had returned to her face.

“Let’s go home and get ready to leave,” I said, my heart feeling full to bursting. I started the car and drove off into the night, toward our next adventure.

We slept for most of the flight as it left obscenely early Saturday morning. We took a shuttle from the airport to our hotel, the Bellagio. Our room was on the twentieth floor, a magnificent suite with a panoramic view overlooking the strip and the famous fountains. As we walked in, we found a heart-shaped box of Godiva chocolates and a stunning bouquet of white roses on the coffee table. Damn, I forgot the flowers again.

“Hey! These are from the hotel,” Betsy said, plucking the card from the bouquet and reading it aloud. “‘Have a happy Valentine’s weekend!’” She popped a dark chocolate truffle into her mouth, a blissful look on her face.

We spent the day acting like tourists, completely enthralled by the sheer spectacle of it all. We held hands walking down the Strip, gawking at the Eiffel Tower, the canals of Venice, and the pyramids of Luxor. We took silly pictures of each other, kissed in front of the fountains, and let the city’s chaotic energy wash over us. But the afternoon heat eventually drove us back into the cool, climate-controlled sanctuaries of the casinos, where the constant, cheerful clatter of coins hitting the stainless steel bins of slot machines filled the air. We gambled a little and drank a lot, the free cocktails flowing freely. By four-thirty, pleasantly buzzed and tired from the travel and excitement, we headed back to our room for a breather.

After a quick, delicious nap in the enormous king-size bed, Betsy jumped into the shower and asked me to pick a nice place for dinner that night. I went through all the glossy brochures we had picked up in the lobby, a veritable library of fine dining. I was able to narrow the choices down to four top-tier options, deciding I would let Betsy make the final pick. As I waited for her, I strolled out onto the balcony and gaped at the breathtaking panorama. The sun was setting over the distant mountains, painting the sky in fiery strokes of reddish-pink and orange, and below us, the city was beginning to light up, a billion points of neon transforming the desert floor into a galaxy of light.

“Wow, it’s beautiful!” a voice said from behind me, startling me out of my stupor. I turned to see Betsy standing there, wrapped in a towel, her hair damp, her skin glowing.

“It sure is,” I said, my gaze sweeping over her. I reached for the knot on her towel, attempting to unwrap her right there on the balcony.

“Please don’t,” she laughed, taking a step back. “At least not out here. I don’t want to get us arrested or kicked out on our first day!” She had a point. The balconies across the way were close enough to give someone a free show. I followed her back into the room and flopped dramatically onto the king-size bed.

“So where are you taking me tonight, big shot?” Betsy said as she slipped on a pair of sheer, emerald-green satin panties.

“I narrowed it down to these four,” I said, spreading the glossy pamphlets across the pristine white duvet as she laced up a matching green corset that pushed her breasts up into a magnificent display of cleavage.

“Ooh… I like the revolving one on top of the Stratosphere,” she sighed, her choice made. She rolled her black nylons up each long, toned leg and clipped them expertly to her garter belt.

“Cool, that was the one I was hoping for too,” I said, my voice a little tight. I watched, mesmerized, as she zipped up a tight black leather mini-skirt around her hips. The combination was electrifying. My cock was aching already at the thought of all the men who would be looking at my wife tonight, and the intoxicating possibility that one of them might do more than just look.

There’s quite a difference between the day and the nightlife here in Vegas. During the day, you see the tourists, mostly retired folk in comfortable shoes, dropping their nickels into the cacophonous slots, and lots of foreigners chattering away in whatever language suits them, taking pictures of god knows what. But when the sun goes down, they are replaced by a whole new crowd, a different species altogether. As we got off the elevator into the hotel’s main casino, I was proud of the big-busted, long-legged, beautiful woman on my arm, knowing how much she would stand out in the crowd, picturing all the men ogling her. I was brought back to a harsh reality when we actually entered the throbbing heart of the casino floor. Sure, there were dozens of good-looking, sharp-dressed guys milling around, but each of them had at least one big-busted, long-legged, gorgeous woman at his side.

I quickly realized that here, in this city of spectacle, it is the norm to show off your woman. Nipples abounded, straining against thin, tight dresses. Little butt cheeks peeked out from under micro-mini skirts and dresses so short they were more like wide belts. I saw several clean-shaven pussies flash into view as these honeys jumped up and down, celebrating a win, or bent over for whatever reason, seemingly without a care in the world. I probably could have stripped Betsy naked right there on the casino floor, and no one would have given her a second look. Actually, this was probably for the better. It took the pressure off. I could concentrate on making Betsy happy rather than having her try to make me happy by performing for strangers. Besides, we don’t know where these potential guys have been, and any souvenirs we bring home, I want to be able to pack in my bag, not in my shorts.

Dinner at the Top of the World was great, the view even more spectacular than from our balcony as the entire restaurant slowly revolved, giving us a 360-degree view of the glittering city. Afterwards, we stopped at every major casino on the walk back from the Stratosphere to our hotel. Betsy, on a hot streak, won over eighty bucks on a quarter slot machine, and I think I spent about the same on my machine with nothing to show for it. I was never very lucky with these things. But we did get free drinks, and knowing we didn’t have to drive or get up for anything the next morning, we both got hammered.

Around eleven-thirty, we managed to find our way back to our hotel. As we walked down the long, plush corridor to our room, we passed a man pushing a room service cart. I noticed he paid a lot of attention to Betsy, his eyes lingering on her legs and the swell of her breasts. That set off the light bulbs in my head. He wasn’t a stereotypical hunk, but he was clean-cut and reasonably good-looking. He would do. And I figured that, being in the food service industry, he had to be healthy. A new plan began to form.

I called down to room service from our suite and ordered a bottle of expensive champagne and a platter of fresh fruit. The lady on the phone told me they were extremely short-handed tonight and only had one waiter working that entire section of the hotel, so it may be up to an hour before we saw him. That would work out perfectly, especially knowing he would be the one.

I sat on the edge of the bed as Betsy swayed drunkenly in front of me. I unbuttoned her sheer chiffon blouse and unzipped her leather skirt, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle around her ankles. Standing there in the green corset, black nylons, and four-inch heels, she looked as if she had just stepped out of the pages of a Victoria’s Secret catalog.

“There’s another surprise for you,” she slurred, a playful smile on her face as I fumbled with the snaps on her garter belt, my fingers clumsy with alcohol and anticipation. Sliding her green satin panties down her legs, I saw she had shaven her pubic hair into the perfect shape of a heart. It was an adorable, slutty masterpiece. Leaning forward, I kissed her heart, slipping my tongue over her left ventricle and tasting the salt of her skin.

I went to the wall and turned the lights off by the bed, so that our balcony would be shrouded in darkness from the outside. Taking her by the hand, I led her towards the sliding glass door and out into the warm desert air.

“I hope no one can see me!” she giggled, the sound carried away on the breeze as she leaned against the cool metal railing, looking down at the spectacle of the Strip.

“Don’t worry, it’s too dark out here,” I reassured her. I ran my hand over the curve of her butt, then gently tugged the boned corset down just enough for her nipples to pop out over the top. If anyone across the way had a pair of binoculars, they would surely be in for a treat.

“I’ll be right back,” I whispered, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder before slipping back inside the room. I walked to the door and turned around to see what kind of view the waiter would get when he stepped inside. Wow. The way she was bent over the railing, her body silhouetted against the glittering city lights, got me hard instantly. Long, long legs that reached all the way up to her heart-shaped ass, and her long curly hair cascading down her back. I almost decided to call the whole thing off, to keep this perfect vision all to myself. But just then, I heard a light, polite knock at the door.

Looking through the peephole, all I could see was the top of a bottle of champagne, thrust right up against the lens. Glancing back one last time, I could see that Betsy was still bent over seductively, gawking at all the lights, completely oblivious. Well, here goes nothing. I twisted the knob and pulled the door open.

I stood there looking into his smiling face, and it was obvious that I was the one caught off guard. It wasn’t the room service waiter.

“Hello? Are ya gonna let me in, or are ya gonna just stand there staring?” he said, a familiar, amused grin on his face.

“Ethan! What the hell are you doing here?” I sputtered, stepping back to usher him inside. As I closed the door behind him, I could tell by the way his eyes widened that he had seen Betsy.

“Well, I had to go to Carson City for a new route orientation, and I remembered you saying something about bringing Betsy to Vegas for Valentine’s. I called your work this afternoon, and your secretary, who has a huge crush on me, by the way, told me what hotel you were at, so… here I am! Did I come at a bad time?” His gaze drifted back toward the balcony, his sentence ending with an appreciative, “And… wow!” as he moved closer to the glass door.

“No, actually,” I said, a slow smile spreading across my face as a new, even better plan clicked into place. “Your timing is perfect! We were just starting to get bored.” I motioned him towards the bed as I opened the sliding door and stepped back outside.

“How are ya doing out here?” I asked, wrapping my arms around Betsy from behind and pressing my erection against her round backside.

“Mmmm… fine!” she purred, leaning back into me.

“Got another goody for you.”

“Oh, goody! I love goodies!”

“Turn around and look at our bed.”

It’s a good thing I had the sense to quickly slide the glass door wide open, because Betsy would have gone right through it. She spun around, saw Ethan sitting on our bed, and without a moment’s hesitation, she dove across the room and onto the bed, tackling him with a big kiss and a hug. But then suddenly, she pulled back, hopped off the bed, and returned to my side on the balcony.

“I want to make sure this is what you want,” she whispered to me earnestly, her fingers finding her own exposed nipples and gently rolling them. “Because I’m your Valentine, and I’m your slave this weekend. Your wish is my command.”

A thrill shot through me. “OK, slave girl,” I commanded, my voice low and thick with authority. “You can start by making our guest comfortable.”

The words didn’t even have to be said. She was already on it, moving back to the bed where Ethan was watching her, his expression a mixture of shock and delight. She knelt and started untying his shoes. His large frame nearly filled the king-size bed as he lay back, watching her minister to him. Next, she unbuckled his belt and, grabbing his jeans by the cuffs, she yanked them right off, shoes and all. She didn’t bother with his shirt, as what she was interested in was not located that high.

After freeing his large, semi-hard cock from his boxer shorts, she straddled his hips, lifting her corset slightly, and began to titty-fuck him, rubbing her large, soft breasts up and down his shaft. He let out a low groan and said something about wanting to taste her sweet pussy. In a single fluid motion, she spun around until she was straddling his face, her pussy hovering over his mouth, but she never stopped sucking greedily on his cock, her hands now working his balls. She moaned and groaned as Ethan’s tongue worked its magic on her, and she fondled his balls with an expert touch, occasionally gazing into my eyes with a look that said, please, thank you, and you’re welcome, all at the same time.

As Ethan’s legs began to thrash about on the bed, a sign of his impending climax, Betsy wrapped a hand around the base of his big dick and pumped hard and fast. She maintained eye contact with me the entire time he was coming, her expression one of triumphant devotion. When his powerful thrusting finally subsided, she opened her mouth to show me that it was filled to capacity with his white, creamy liquid. Then, in an instant, with a single, practiced gulp, it was gone. Down her throat it went, like a raw oyster.

But of course, she wasn’t finished. She pivoted back around, her snatch glistening from Ethan’s tongue, and guided his now semi-soft penis into the warmth of her tight channel. All too soon, it was no longer semi-soft, but back to its full, rigid strength, as he began to piston slowly in and out of her.

I was so engrossed in watching them copulating, lost in a fantasy made flesh, that I hardly heard the second knock on the door. Without thinking, I walked over and opened it to find the room service guy standing there with his cart. I had completely forgotten all about him, but here he was, trying to look past me at the spectacular show taking place on the bed.

“Come on in!” I said, a wave of wicked generosity washing over me. I grabbed him by the arm and led him to the foot of the bed. His mouth hung open as he stared at the couple, his eyes wide with disbelief.

“You must see this all the time, working in Vegas,” I said, nudging him in the side.

“N… no, sir. Actually, this is the first time!” he stuttered, his free hand instinctively going to his crotch to rearrange the snake that was suddenly crawling around inside his pants.

“Is she a… a hooker?” he asked, his voice a hushed whisper as he studied the situation.

“No,” I replied proudly. “She’s my slave. She does whatever I tell her to do.”

“Wow! Really? Anything?” He seemed genuinely shocked.

“Sure! Watch this… Hey, slave girl, come here!”

Betsy, still impaled on Ethan’s cock, rolled her head my way. Then, with a devilish grin, she expertly dismounted, leaving Ethan looking bereft and annoyed at the coitus interruptus.

“Our new friend here just brought us more champagne and fruit,” I announced. “I think you should thank him properly.”

She slid off the bed and dropped to her knees in front of the stunned waiter. She reached for his zipper, causing him to jump back a step, nearly tripping over his own cart.

“Don’t worry,” Betsy said in a sweet, sexy voice that was pure seduction. “I don’t bite… unless you want me to.” She grabbed his belt buckle and pulled him back towards her. We were all pretty amazed when she finally got his pants down around his ankles. He wasn’t very big around, in fact, his cock was surprisingly thin, but it had to be close to a foot long. It was a freak of nature.

It was so long that she could wrap both hands around the base of it, one above the other, and still have plenty left to suck on.

“Man! Your woman must be very proud of that!” I said, still not quite believing what I was seeing.

“I have no woman,” he said sadly, his eyes still fixed on Betsy’s mouth. “I have been on a couple of dates, but when they see… it, they get frightened. Then they tell their friends, and soon they are all laughing at me.”

“Trust me,” I said, thinking about my own perfectly respectable cock that was only about half of what he had. “That’s not something to laugh at.”

A truly degenerate idea took hold. “Hey, slave girl! Why don’t you get on all fours on the bed so both of them can enjoy you at the same time?”

She did what she was told without question, climbing onto the bed and assuming the position. She immediately took a few inches of the room service guy’s incredible length into her mouth while Ethan, who had recovered his erection, positioned himself behind her. Guiding the head of his engorged penis into the soft folds of her vagina, he slowly pushed forward, holding onto her hips for leverage. She was having a hard time balancing on one hand as she sucked and pumped on the long, thin cock, so I grabbed the pillows from the head of the bed and shoved them under her chest for support.

Rather than pumping his cock in and out, Ethan simply held still and rocked Betsy back and forth by her hips. This ingenious motion caused her to take more and more of the long dong into her mouth with each rock. Sometimes she reached the point of gagging, but she persevered, still only managing to take about half of his full length.

“Try relaxing your throat,” Ethan coached her, ever the helpful friend. “Close your eyes, and just pretend it’s a piece of food. When it gets to the back of your mouth, just swallow. Oh, and don’t chew!” he chuckled.

Her eyes closed, and her body seemed to relax as Ethan pushed her further and further onto the waiter’s cock with each rhythmic rock. The waiter was having a very difficult time controlling himself, his hips starting to twitch. Suddenly, with a desperate lurch, he surged forward, pushing his entire, unbelievable length down her throat. Her eyes flew open wide and began to tear up.

“Are you OK?” I asked, watching in a mixture of horror and amazement.

She couldn’t answer, her throat completely full, but she managed to lift one hand and give me a shaky thumbs-up, which helped me relax a bit. Both men were at their limit. They each pulled out slightly, then sank their cocks back deep into her, skewering her from both ends. The three of them shook violently as they came in a wave of shared, explosive unison. The waiter pulled out first, his long cock slick with saliva, causing Betsy to gasp for air as she collapsed, lying her head down on the pillows. It was at this point, as she lay panting, that I saw Ethan slowly extracting his cock, not from her pussy, but from deep within her ass.

My poor Betsy.

What have I done to her?

A wave of guilt and concern washed over me.

“Betsy?” I said softly, touching her shoulder, hoping she was okay.

Betsy slowly lifted her head. Her makeup was smeared, her hair was a mess, but as her eyes met mine, a huge, triumphant smile spread from ear to ear.

“That was unreal!” she exclaimed, her voice hoarse. “Did you see that? I can deep throat! I actually did it!” She was utterly astounded with herself, beaming with pride.

“I saw! What was it like?” I asked, my guilt evaporating in the face of her sheer joy.

“It was different. I didn’t like it as much because he came in my tummy, and not in my mouth, where I could taste it. But the few drops I did taste were really sweet!”

“I’m sorry, but I really have to get back to work!” the waiter said, hastily zipping his pants back up, his face a mess of conflicting emotions.

“Don’t be sorry, it was fun!” Betsy chirped.

“No, ma’am, I’m sorry that I have to leave,” he clarified. “She is… she is incredible!” He gave me a grateful, bewildered look, grabbed his now-forgotten room service cart, and beat a hasty retreat.

Ethan left shortly after that, giving us a knowing wink and promising to call in a few days. He said we needed to spend some time together by ourselves. I spent the next hour licking every opening I could find on my wife’s body, cleaning her, tasting her, worshiping her. We made slow, passionate love until the morning sun began to creep over the horizon. For the rest of the day, Sunday, we fell into a pattern of exhausted, blissful repetition. We would spend an hour in the casino downstairs, then rush back up to our room and fuck like animals, then run back down to the casino for another hour, fueled by adrenaline and lust. By the time our plane left for home late that night, we were completely beat, financially lighter, but very, very satisfied.

I knew, as was our custom, nothing would ever be overtly mentioned about this weekend again. It would become another treasured, unspoken memory. Betsy had fulfilled all of my fantasies, and I was content with that. The memories would be with me forever, a private highlight reel to get me through dull meetings and long commutes. But I was surprised when Betsy turned to me in the darkened cabin, somewhere over the Midwest, before the plane ever landed.

“Roger,” she whispered, snuggling against my shoulder. “This was the best Valentine’s Day ever. In fact, I had so much fun…” She paused, and I felt her smile against my arm. “…we can have a Valentine’s weekend whenever you want!”

It was the greatest gift she could have ever given me. The permission, the enthusiasm, the promise of more. It was the confirmation that this wasn’t just my fantasy; it was ours.

“I love you, Betsy,” I said, my voice thick with emotion.

“And I love you, Roger.”
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Valentine’s After Dark

https://mybook.to/ValentineAfterDark

The day for sweethearts is over. Now, the real games begin. Valentine’s After Dark plunges you into a world where inhibitions crumble and desires reign supreme. Discover tales of unexpected connections, of passions found in the moonlit hours, and the thrilling exploration of what happens when hearts and bodies collide with fierce, undeniable chemistry. This is where romance meets its wicked, exhilarating counterpart.
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Temptation in Bloom

https://mybook.to/TemptationinBloom

Temptation in Bloom is a blistering collection of stand-alone age-gap erotica novellas, where one young lover and one mature lover ignite a fever between the pages. Set in lux, intimate spaces, a sun-washed penthouse, candlelit kitchens, rain-slick balconies, their chemistry burns from the first glance to breathless, almost-denied touches. The heat climbs with every encounter as boundaries blur, control softens, and cravings rise to a delicious, mouth-dampening crescendo. Lust remains the quiet heartbeat, guiding whispered commands and reverent restraint as they explore forbidden fantasies and long-simmering desires. Each story stands alone, yet together they form a garden of temptation, one lush bloom per book, leaving a lasting, sultry afterglow.
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Taboo Cravings

https://mybook.to/TabooCravings

A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

Step into a realm where desire surrenders to the irresistible pull of the unspeakable. Taboo Cravings invites you to explore the intoxicating depths of familial bonds twisted into passionate, erotically charged encounters. Dare to witness the burning glances between a step-sister and her devoted step-brother, or the electrifying tension that ignites a step-mother’s carefully guarded heart. Uncover the clandestine affairs and unexpected desires that bloom within the unsuspecting confides of family gatherings, from the seductive allure of a mother-in-law’s knowing touch to the shocking, yet undeniable, passion found in the arms of a step-aunt.

This series is a decadent exploration of relationships that defy convention, where the thrill of the forbidden fuels a burning, insatiable hunger. Prepare for stories that push the boundaries of morality, delving into the raw, primal urges that arise when deeply entrenched familial ties become the ultimate catalyst for the most exquisite and scandalous of pleasures. Taboo Cravings offers an escape into a world where societal rules crumble, and the only commandment is the relentless, intoxicating pursuit of desires that have long been suppressed. Each novel is an uninhibited plunge into the delicious agony and ecstasy of connections that dare to be entirely, thrillingly taboo.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.

[image: The Velvet Key Series]

The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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