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Hot Mail

The city was a sprawling, intricate tapestry of light and shadow, a living artwork woven eleven floors below her bedroom window. It was a constant, silent hum of life, a low-frequency vibration that resonated deep in the floorboards of her apartment, a subliminal pulse that felt a million miles away from the stillness of her own existence. For Ayla, the silence inside her apartment was the only thing she could truly hear, a profound and ringing emptiness that had become her most constant companion. It was a familiar quiet, a state she had painstakingly curated over the years with the muffled textures of soft furnishings, a deep velvet sofa, plush woolen rugs that drank the sound from the room, and the looming, silent company of towering stacks of books, their spines a mosaic of colors and titles. The air itself was scented with her chosen calm, a delicate fusion of lavender from a small ceramic diffuser and the dry, sweet perfume of old paper that clung to her library.

This space was supposed to be her sanctuary, the protected womb where she brought entire worlds to life. Here, armed with pixels and palettes, she designed the covers that would serve as the first handshake between an author’s vulnerable soul and a reader’s hungry imagination. But lately, the sanctuary had begun to feel like a fortress, its thick, soundproof walls not just keeping the world out, but also locking her in. The gentle quiet had soured, sharpened over long, empty evenings into the keening, high-pitched edge of a loneliness so acute it felt like a physical ache in the hollow of her chest.

It had been six months since John. Six months, almost to the day, since she’d methodically packed his sensible, beige-colored belongings into a series of identical cardboard boxes, taping each one shut with a flat, final sound that echoed the closing of a chapter. She’d watched from this very window as he carried them out of her life, his movements efficient and unemotional, loading them into his practical sedan. Their end hadn’t been a dramatic explosion; there was no screaming match, no grand, cinematic betrayal. Theirs had been a death by a thousand paper cuts, a slow, bloodless draining of passion and connection until all that remained was the polite, hollowed-out shell of affection. They were two courteous ghosts haunting the same apartment, their interactions reduced to a script of pleasantries about groceries and utility bills.

John had professed to love her practicality, the steady income she earned from her stable career as a freelance designer. He’d often said he appreciated her quiet nature, mistaking her introspective, dreaming silence for simple serenity. He’d never seen, or perhaps never wanted to see, the feral, untamed part of her that secretly craved a beautiful, glorious chaos. He had never understood the part of her soul that yearned for a love that felt less like a well-managed business partnership and more like a beautiful, consuming wildfire, the kind of blaze that clears the landscape to make way for new growth. He was a man who scheduled intimacy on a shared digital calendar, color-coding it in blue and calling it “us time.” He was a man whose touch was always gentle, always predictable, and never once had he looked at her with the raw, possessive hunger that she read about in her novels—the look of a man who wanted to utterly devour her, to know every secret, shadowed corner of her mind and body.

So now, in the aftermath of that quiet ending, there was just the cavernous, cold space in her queen-sized bed, an unnerving void where his warmth used to be. And beyond her window, the relentless, indifferent hum of the city, a sound that underscored her isolation. Tonight had been a carbon copy of most nights, a ritual of quiet solitude. A project deadline had been successfully met, and the final files had been uploaded with a satisfying click. A simple meal of lukewarm takeout, a greasy carton of pad thai, had been eaten directly from the container. At the same time, she sat cross-legged on the sofa, scrolling numbly through the curated, brightly lit images of other people’s seemingly perfect lives. And now this, the yawning, empty expanse of the evening stretching before her like a barren desert, devoid of spontaneity or connection.

She’d performed her nightly ritual with an almost robotic precision, a series of small acts designed to impose a sense of order on the formlessness of her evening. She shed the day’s clothes, leaving them in a heap on a chair, a soft skin of her professional self. She washed her face at the bathroom sink, the cool water a brief, sharp shock against her skin as she scrubbed away the makeup and the faint traces of fatigue. Finally, she had slipped between the cool, crisp percale sheets of her bed, the vast, profound emptiness beside her a tangible thing, a physical presence that was colder than the rest of the bedding. The only light breaking the deep, oppressive velvet of her bedroom came from the slick glass screen of the phone clutched tightly in her hand. One last check of her emails, a final, tenuous tether to the outside world before she surrendered to the restless, dream-haunted sleep that rarely brought her rest.

Her thumb moved with practiced apathy, swiping through the usual digital detritus. The junk mail promising impossible things, the automated client approvals that pinged with sterile satisfaction, the weekly newsletter from her favorite art supply store announcing a sale on Japanese watercolors. Then she saw it, an anomaly in the list of the mundane. An email from a sender she didn’t recognize, the address a chaotic string of letters and numbers that looked like a randomly generated password, something designed to be forgotten. The subject line, however, was anything but random. It was simple, intimate, and so utterly arresting it made the air freeze in her lungs: About the other night…

Ayla’s thumb hovered motionless over the glowing screen, the muscle in it trembling slightly. It was spam, almost certainly. That was the logical, rational explanation. A sophisticated phishing attempt, cleverly disguised as a deeply personal message, engineered to prey on exactly the kind of curiosity that was now unfurling within her. But her finger, guided by a wave of profound, desperate loneliness she wouldn’t dare admit even to the silence of her own mind, tapped the screen. It opened.

The screen flared, illuminating her face in its cool, bluish light, revealing a block of text, a preface that was so jarringly, unexpectedly personal it made the breath catch and snag in her throat.

“Hey, Jasmin! I know it’s late, but here’s what we were talking about the other night. I’m finally putting it all down. Yes, I’m warning you, it’s a little explicit, maybe more than a little. But you said you wanted all the little dirty details, you dared me to be honest, so I made sure to include every single one. I’m still not sure if I’m even going to hit send on this, as it feels really, really personal, like I’m cutting a piece of myself out and handing it over. I’ve honestly never told another woman these things, not in this much detail, much less written down what I wanted to do to her. But I can’t keep it all bottled up inside me anymore; it’s driving me crazy. Let me know your feelings about it once you’ve finished reading it. If you ever get to read it. Yours, Paul”

Ayla’s heart, which had been beating in a slow, lonely rhythm, did a frantic, painful little stutter-step in her chest. A mistake. This was an incredibly intimate, mortifyingly personal mistake. She felt a hot, prickling flush of secondhand embarrassment creeping up her neck, a blush of shame for this “Paul,” who had just stripped his soul bare and, through some digital fluke, sent it to a complete stranger. Her first, immediate instinct was to delete it. Press the little trash can icon, close the app, and forget she ever saw it. This was a gross invasion of privacy, a sacred, secret correspondence that had been accidentally dropped at her digital doorstep. It was not meant for her eyes.

But she didn’t delete it. Her finger remained frozen, paralyzed by a force stronger than her sense of propriety. She couldn’t.

The name, Jasmin, echoed in the silent cavern of her mind. A beautiful, musical name. Who was she? Ayla’s imagination, the same one she used to build worlds for book covers, instantly began to paint a picture. Was she beautiful? Witty? Did she have a laugh that made men want to confess their deepest secrets? What was her relationship with Paul? What on earth had they talked about the other night that had prompted this extraordinary, vulnerable confession? Ayla’s own life felt so relentlessly monochrome in that moment, a muted landscape of sensible grays, sterile whites, and the muted blues of her design software. This email, this glorious, terrible mistake, was a splash of vibrant, illicit crimson, a shock of color so intense it made her eyes water. It was a keyhole glimpse into a world of raw passion and unbridled wanting, the very world she secretly, desperately starved for.

Her thumb, seeming to possess a will of its own, finally moved, scrolling down past the preface. And as it did, the world outside her bedroom—the oppressive silence, the distant city hum, the cold memory of John’s lukewarm, dutiful touch—all of it dissolved, fading into nothingness, replaced entirely by the glowing, mesmerizing words on her screen.

Jasmin,

I’m writing this down because I haven’t been able to think about anything else. I can’t get you out of my head. Every time I close my eyes, even for a second, I’m right back in that little cafe with you. I can still smell the rain in your hair, a clean, earthy scent mixed with your shampoo. I can see the way the warm lights from the fixtures overhead caught in your eyes, turning them the color of warm whiskey. I’ve been replaying our conversation over and over again in my mind, a continuous loop. I keep coming back to that moment when you leaned forward, your chin resting in your hand, and you dared me to tell you what I was really thinking. You have a way of doing that, you know. Of peeling back all the polite, socially acceptable layers until you get to the raw, honest, unfiltered truth of a person. Well, here it is. The truth. This is what I was thinking then. This is what I want now.

I want to start slow. In my mind, we’re not even in a bedroom, not at first. I want you on the old, worn leather couch in my living room, the one with the cracked cushions and the faint smell of old books. Outside, the rain would be drumming a frantic, urgent rhythm against the windowpanes, a soundtrack just for us. The only light in the room would be from the single floor lamp in the corner, the one with the amber shade, casting everything in a warm, forgiving, golden glow. It’s the kind of light that makes your skin look like honey. You’d be wearing that soft gray sweater you had on, the one that’s just a little too big for you, the sleeves bunched up around your elbows, and those dark wash jeans. I wouldn’t let you take them off. Not yet. The anticipation is part of it.

I’d sit beside you on the couch, not touching you at first, just sitting close enough that I could feel the invisible heat radiating from your body, close enough that the space between us would feel charged, electric. I wouldn’t say anything for a long time. I’d just look at you, really look at you, until the silence between us stretched and softened, becoming its own kind of language, more honest than words. My eyes would trace the curve of your cheek, the line of your throat, the shape of your collarbone peeking out from the neck of your sweater. Then, slowly, I would trace that same path with my fingertip, feeling the almost impossible softness of your skin, the elegant strength of the bone beneath. And when I couldn’t stand it a second longer, I’d lean in and kiss you. Not a fast, hungry kiss like the ones in movies. A slow, exploratory one. A question. I want to learn the exact shape of your lips, the texture of them, the precise taste of you, which I imagine is a mixture of the dark roast coffee we drank and something else, something that is uniquely, intoxicatingly Jasmin. I’d kiss you like that for minutes, maybe hours, until your breath hitches in your throat, until I feel you finally lean into me, a soft, silent surrender…

Ayla had laid perfectly still in her bed, her body taut and tense as she began to read. But now, as his words painted their vivid scene in her mind, a slow, insistent, liquid heat began to pool low in her belly, a warmth that spread like honey through her veins. The phone was a warm, living weight in her left hand, its glow painting her bare skin in pale, shifting light, revealing the goosebumps that had risen on her arms and legs. Her other hand, which had been resting limply on the cool sheet beside her, began to drift, a lazy, almost unconscious journey downward across the flat plane of her stomach. It found the soft, springy nest of her pubic curls, her fingers brushing them gently, hesitantly, sending a cascade of tickling, electric signals zinging through her entire body. It was a futile effort to quench the sudden, astonishing fire that had been lit within her by the intimate words of a total stranger, words meant for another woman.

Her heart was thudding now, a heavy, primal beat against the cage of her ribs, a drum that echoed the imagined rain on his window. She was a voyeur, an intruder, a thief of secrets. A hot flush of shame washed over her, but it was instantly extinguished by a more powerful wave of desire. The fantasy he was spinning was too potent, too perfectly, exquisitely aligned with the secret architecture of her own deepest desires. She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, and the image of a worn leather couch and a rain-streaked window materialized with startling clarity behind her lids. She could almost smell the rain and old wood, feel the soft, warm glow of a lamp on her skin, hear the insistent drumming on the glass.

“Touch me, Paul,” Ayla whispered into the thick darkness of her room. The sound of her own voice, laced with a new, raw huskiness she didn’t recognize, startled and thrilled her in equal measure. She caressed the soft mound of her pussy over the curls, the thin skin there exquisitely, painfully sensitive. Her mind was a battlefield, one part of her, the logical, polite Ayla, screaming at her to stop this, to respect their privacy, to delete the email and turn off her phone. But another, more primal part, a part that had been starved for far too long, was begging, pleading for more. The wanting won. It wasn’t even a contest. She continued to read, her fingers beginning to move in concert with his words, her mind consciously and deliberately substituting herself, her body, for the faceless, nameless Jasmin. It was Paul kissing her, Ayla, with a deep, soul-stealing kiss. It was Paul touching her, his hands mapping the curves of her body through the soft wool of an imaginary sweater. He was promising to lick every inch of her body from head to toe, a promise of total, absolute worship.

“Not Jasmin,” Ayla said aloud, her voice stronger this time, firmer, a command born of a desperate, burgeoning need. “Do this to me!”

…I’d slide my hands under your sweater, slowly, letting my fingers graze your skin. My palms would lie flat against the incredible warmth of your stomach. I bet your skin is so soft there, like silk. I’d savor the little shiver, the sharp intake of breath I know would go through you as my fingertips found the button and the waistband of your jeans. I wouldn’t stop kissing you. I’d trail a chain of soft, open-mouthed kisses from your mouth down the sensitive line of your jaw to your neck, tasting the delicate, frantic pulse that flutters there like a trapped bird. I love that little spot, right in the soft hollow of your throat. I’d linger there for a long time, my tongue tracing small, lazy circles, my lips pulling gently, lovingly at the skin until you gasp my name. I would need to hear you gasp my name. Then, I would slowly, so slowly, push your sweater up, inch by tantalizing inch, revealing you to me like a gift being unwrapped. First the smooth expanse of your belly, then the graceful upward curve of your ribs, and then, finally, the sweet, heavy swell of your breasts, contained in that simple black lace bra you told me you liked…

Ayla’s pussy was dripping wet now, a slick, hot flood of arousal that shocked her with its sheer, undeniable intensity. The careful, polite, almost clinical desire she’d known with John was a flickering candle flame compared to this roaring, uncontrollable inferno. Her fingers, already slick with her own essence, slipped between her labia with a startling ease that made her gasp and moan into her pillow. They found her inner folds, parting them, exploring the slick, tender, swollen flesh within as if discovering a new country. Her fingers played delicately as she read how Paul started eating Jasmin, his words a direct, calculated assault on her senses. His invading tongue and lips on Jasmin’s pussy. Ayla could almost feel it herself, the ghost of his warm, wet mouth on her skin, the phantom flick of his tongue against her most sensitive, secret point. Waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure began to build between her legs, a powerful, inexorable tide pulling her under, drowning her in sensation.

I wouldn’t rush to your mouth. Not yet. I would kiss your breasts first, through the delicate barrier of the lace. I’d wet the fabric with my tongue, circling right over your nipple, until the black lace is dark and translucent and I can clearly see the peak of you beneath it, hard and pebbled and begging for my attention. Then, and only then, would I take it fully into my mouth, lace and all, and suck. Hard. I would draw on you, tasting the slightly rough texture of the fabric and the faint salt of your skin and the pure taste of you, all of you, until you’re arching off the couch, your back bowing, your hands tangled tightly in my hair, pulling me even closer. I’d give the exact same slow, worshipful attention to your other breast, memorizing you, learning you, until you’re mindless and dizzy with it.

“Yes, Paul, suck on my pussy,” Ayla whimpered, her own words a garbled, needy prayer to the phantom lover in her phone. Her clit was swollen and aching, a tight, hypersensitive pearl that was demanding, screaming for attention. She let out a long, shuddering sigh as her middle finger finally found it, rubbing it gently with a slow, deliberate circular motion that sent dazzling shockwaves through her entire pelvis. “Yes, suck on my clit,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she focused entirely on the image in her mind, her fingers playing expertly with the hardened nub. She imagined his mouth there, his tongue, his lips, the gentle abrasion of his stubble against her inner thighs. The image was so vivid, so breathtakingly powerful, it stole the very air from her lungs. “Fuck, you know that drives me crazy!”

She began to alternate her touch, just as he described his deliberate, torturous pace; kneading the tight pearl of her clit until she was on the verge of crying out, then dipping her fingers back between her pussy lips, sliding them deep inside her wet, welcoming heat, stretching herself, feeling her own inner muscles clench around them. Her breathing was rapid and shallow now, each gasp pulling the coiling excitement deeper and deeper into her body, a swirling vortex of pleasure centered entirely between her thighs.

…and just when you think you can’t possibly take any more, when you’re writhing on the leather and breathlessly begging me for more, that’s when I’d finally slide those jeans down your hips. I’d take my time, pulling them down over your thighs, your knees, your ankles, until they were a puddle of dark denim on the floor. I would drop to my knees on the old worn rug in front of you. And I’d leave your panties on. I love the anticipation, the last little barrier. I’d just press my face into that warm, sacred space between your thighs, inhaling the intoxicating scent of you through the thin cotton. I’d breathe you in until you filled my head. And then, I’d use my tongue to trace the outline of your clit through the damp fabric. I’d feel it, a hard little bead under the tip of my tongue, and I’d circle it, and lick it, and tease it, driving you absolutely wild without even touching your bare skin. I’d do that until your hips are bucking helplessly against my face, until you’re pleading with me to touch you for real…

“So good, Paul,” Ayla moaned, her own hips beginning to move in a desperate, rocking motion against her hand, chasing the pleasure. Her fingers worked furiously between her legs, a frantic, skillful dance of touch and pressure. She was having trouble focusing on her phone now, the glowing words on the screen beginning to blur and swim in the thick haze of her mounting climax. Her own hands were the instruments, but Paul’s meticulous words were the music, the masterful conductor’s score that was orchestrating her every move. She scrolled down, her thumb slick and unsteady on the glass, desperate for the next part of his fantasy. Paul’s cock was hard now, and he was teasing its swollen head against Jasmin’s wet pussy lips.

…then, with one slow tug, I’d strip you bare. And I’d finally, finally taste you. I’d part your soft folds with my fingers and my tongue would find your clit at last. No more teasing. I’d lick you with long, slow, deliberate strokes from the bottom to the top, a full, wet caress, and then I’d circle it, faster and faster, before flicking the very tip with my tongue. And when you’re close, so unbearably close, I’d take your entire clit into my mouth and suck, creating a gentle, constant vacuum, a pulling pressure that will send you right over the edge. I want to taste your orgasm, Jasmin. I want to feel your inner muscles clench and flutter around my tongue. I want you to come so hard the whole world disappears for you, leaving only this.

And only after you’ve completely shattered in my mouth, only when you’re limp and trembling and utterly boneless on the couch, would I show you how much I want you. I’d stand up and let my own jeans fall to the floor. My cock is so hard for you just writing this, I can barely think straight. It’s aching with need. But I wouldn’t just push it inside you. Not yet. I’d take the head, already slick with your juices, and just rub it against your swollen pussy lips. Back and forth. Up and down. Teasing you again, letting you feel the full size of me, the heat of me, making you wait for it just another moment, making you beg for it…

“Stop teasing me like this,” Ayla cried out, her voice breaking with wanting. The words on the screen were a perfect, torturous mirror of her own torment. “Please, just fuck me!” Her hand moved from her clit back to her entrance. Her hardened clit throbbed with a painful, exquisite pleasure as she began to push two, then three of her own fingers into her tight, wet, waiting pussy. The feeling of being filled, stretched, was a new, deeper level of ecstasy that made her groan. She risked a glance at the screen and read the next line. Paul finally slipped his dick into Jasmin’s waiting pussy and began to slowly, deliberately fuck her, a long, deep, purposeful rhythm.

A powerful, primal wave of jealousy and longing crashed over her, so intense it was almost painful. This fantasy, this man, this incredible feeling… it wasn’t for her. And the profound, soul-deep injustice of that fact fueled her desire, transforming it into a roaring, uncontrollable inferno.

“No!” Ayla cried, her voice raw with a strange, potent mix of pleasure and rage as she pushed her fingers deeper, harder into her own cunny. “Not her. Fuck me, Paul! Fuck me!” Her hand began to move in and out of her pussy, faster now, a frantic, desperate rhythm matching the one she imagined from his email, the one he was giving to Jasmin. “You sent the email to me, not her,” she moaned into her pillow, the fractured logic of a mind completely lost to lust. “You want me, not her! I’ll cum all over your dick if you’ll just fuck me! Please!”

Her hand was soaked in her slippery juices, a testament to the sheer, visceral power of his words. Her fingers glided in and out of her with a frictionless, sucking ease as she pictured Paul, a man with no face but with an intensely vivid touch, pushing his thick cock in and out of her. She could almost feel it, the impossible, perfect sensation of his cock filling her up, its thick, bulbous head caressing her sensitive pussy walls as it slid back and forth inside her. The sheer force of the fantasy was overwhelming, more real than the room around her. She dropped her phone onto the mattress beside her, its screen glowing uselessly on the white sheets. She didn’t need his words anymore. He was inside her head now, inside her body.

She grasped her left breast with her free hand, her fingers finding her hard, pebbled nipple, which was aching with a sensitivity that matched the flesh between her legs, just as he’d described. She gave it a hard, sharp pinch, and the bright spark of pain shot like a bolt of lightning straight to her pulsating clit, amplifying the coiling pleasure tenfold.

“Fuck,” Ayla moaned, the word drawn out, slow and deep and guttural, as she pinched her nipple again. He was still fucking Jasmin in her mind’s eye, but it was Ayla’s body that was convulsing with a violent, unrestrained need. She was edging closer and closer to the precipice, desperate for him, this phantom lover, to push her over, to finish her. He was fucking deeper now, faster, harder. She could feel it. The imagined slap of his skin against hers, the deep, rhythmic, pounding thrusts that were meant to shatter.

“Cum inside me, Paul,” she cried out, her voice a ragged, desperate plea to the empty, silent room. Her fingers were a blur, vigorously fucking her own pussy. She moved her left hand down from her breast, abandoning the sweet, sharp torture of her nipple for the main event. Her thumb found her clit, which felt like a live, electric coal, and started rubbing it in a frantic, desperate circle, while her other fingers continued their piston-like motion inside her. The dual stimulation was too much, a sensory overload of such magnitude that it was pushing her over the edge into oblivion. “I’m gonna cum, baby! God, I’m gonna cum all over your cock! I’m gonna…”

Her words caught in her throat, choked off by a sudden, violent, all-consuming spasm.

“GOD, YES!” she screamed, the sound torn from the very depths of her soul, raw and animalistic.

Ayla felt an instance of almost excruciating tightness between her legs, a convulsive clenching deep inside her as her entire pelvic floor seized up in a single, powerful knot. And then she erupted. The orgasm she had craved, the climax she had been meticulously building with his words and her own hands, crashed through her. It wasn’t a gentle wave; it was a tsunami, a violent, world-ending cataclysm of pure pleasure that seized every muscle in her body, making them sing with fire. “Fuuuucckkk!” she cried, her voice cracking, as the climax swelled and swelled, cresting again and again, enveloping her body in wave after breathtaking wave of shuddering, ecstatic bliss. Her back arched impossibly high off the bed, her toes curled into painful claws, her head thrown back hard against the pillow. She writhed uncontrollably on the sheets, a storm of unchecked moans and breathless whimpers and ragged, broken cries that seemed to last for an eternity but were only a handful of delirious, universe-altering seconds.

And then, as suddenly as it began, it was over. She collapsed back onto the mattress, her body completely limp and boneless, drenched in a fine, cool sheen of sweat, entirely and utterly spent.

Ayla stared unseeing at the darkened ceiling for several long minutes, her chest rising and falling in deep, shuddering breaths. The frantic, runaway thudding of her heart gradually slowed to a steady, heavy beat against her ribs. The tingling, electric aftershocks of her massive orgasm slowly receded from her limbs, leaving behind a profound, weighted stillness, an unnerving quiet in her very bones. The thick silence of the apartment rushed back in to fill the void left by her cries, but it was different now. It felt heavier, somehow more absolute and lonelier than before.

The phone still glowed on the sheet beside her, casting a cool, indifferent, clinical light on the rumpled bed. She turned her head on the sweat-damp pillow and looked at it. Paul’s email was still open on the screen, a monument to the intimacy she had just stolen. His name, a stranger’s name, felt branded onto her consciousness, a permanent mark on her memory.

The intense, vivid, all-consuming fantasy evaporated like steam rising from hot pavement after a summer rain, leaving behind the cold, hard, unvarnished reality. She was alone. She was utterly, completely alone. She had just experienced one of the most powerful, earth-shattering orgasms of her entire life, orchestrated note for perfect note by a man who didn’t know she existed, a man pouring his heart and soul out for another woman. The elation, the connection, the intoxicating, overwhelming feeling of being wanted so desperately, it was all borrowed. It was all secondhand. It all belonged to Jasmin.

A single, hot, salty tear welled in the corner of her right eye. It trembled on her lashes for a moment, a perfect, glistening sphere of sorrow, before tracing a slow, cool path down her temple and disappearing into the damp strands of her hair. The ache that replaced the pleasure was a phantom limb, the ghost of a connection that had never been real.

She said it softly, a whisper so quiet it was barely a breath, a fragile, broken confession to the uncaring darkness of her empty bedroom.

“Why can’t I be Jasmin?”
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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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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.

[image: Frost & Flame Holidays]

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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc80.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc85.jpg







OEBPS/image_rsrc87.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc81.jpg
5|
COLEEN F BRENNAN






OEBPS/image_rsrc83.jpg





cover.jpeg






OEBPS/image_rsrc86.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc84.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc82.jpg
{
¥ { - /;
GARDENDF EDEN

CoLeen . GReN Circle of Teiptation SeriSgina
_COLLENF. BRENNAN L E

btation Series






