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Lady in Red New Year’s Dance

The weight of tradition settled on Kenneth’s shoulders, heavy and suffocating like a shroud woven from the ghosts of stale cigar smoke and the cloying perfume of calculated mediocrity. From his self-assigned post against the gilded, brocaded wall of the Grand Majestic Hotel’s ballroom, he nursed his drink. It was a potent, anise-scented Sambuca, a deliberate choice, a small, selfish rebellion. The glass felt impossibly cold and slick with condensation in his hand, a solid, tangible anchor in a churning sea of forced gaiety and brittle laughter. It was a family affair, as it was every last day of the year, a ritual as predictable and joyless as the turning of the calendar page itself. Tonight was the mandatory command performance for the senior partners and most valued clients of Sterling & Locke, the monolithic investment firm his grandfather had hammered into existence from sheer will and his father now helmed with an iron fist wrapped in a velvet glove.

Kenneth, the wayward, prodigal son who’d dared to defy destiny by forging his own path in the clean, logical world of architectural design, was expected to attend. He was expected to smile, to circulate, to be the charming, slightly rebellious scion whose artistic dalliances were seen as an amusing, if slightly concerning, eccentricity. It was a role he loathed with a silent, cellular revulsion that started as a tight knot in his stomach and spread like a cold poison through his veins. The very air in the room, thick with ambition and the faint, sweet smell of desperation, felt abrasive against his skin. He felt like an exhibit in a zoo, a rare species of artist mistakenly placed in the predator enclosure, with every predatory eye assessing his worth, his compliance, his potential use to the firm.

His brother, Roger, ever the dutiful heir apparent, was currently holding court near the towering, ostentatious ice sculpture of the company’s interlocking ‘S’ and ‘L’ logo. The sculpture was already beginning to weep under the heat of the ballroom, its crisp edges blurring into a slow, inevitable puddle of defeat on the linen-draped table, a metaphor Kenneth found grimly appropriate. Roger thrived in this environment. He was native to it. He navigated the treacherous, invisible currents of office politics and high-society sycophancy with the effortless, predatory grace of a great white shark, his smile a perfect, polished veneer that never quite reached the cold, ceaseless calculation in his eyes. Kenneth had already weathered the obligatory ten-minute conversation with him, a textbook masterclass in condescension thinly disguised as fraternal concern.

“Trying to become one with the wallpaper, are we, Ken?” Roger had smirked, his fingers making an infinitesimal, needless adjustment to his perfectly knotted bow tie. The gesture, so small and precise, screamed of a self-satisfaction Kenneth found infuriating. “You look like you’re plotting an escape. Father has been looking for you. Mrs. Albright was just asking about your latest little project. Some eco-friendly housing development, wasn’t it?” The words ‘little project’ were dropped like pebbles into a still pond, designed to create the maximum ripple of diminishment. “Do try to be civil this time. We’re aggressively courting her husband’s portfolio, and it would be helpful if you didn’t offend her with your artistic temperament.”

“I’ll do my utmost not to spill my drink on her couture,” Kenneth had replied, his voice a flat monotone that he hoped conveyed the immense effort it took not to say what he was really thinking. He could feel the fine wool of his tuxedo jacket itching at his shoulders, a cage of convention he desperately wanted to shed.

Roger had let out a long-suffering sigh, a gust of air that smelled faintly of expensive cognac and self-importance. “It’s one night, Ken. A few hours out of the entire year. For the family. For the firm. Is that truly so much to ask of you?”

It was everything to ask. It was asking him to shed his own skin and don a costume that didn’t fit, to speak a language of half-truths and pleasantries that felt like gravel in his mouth. This world of glittering, empty surfaces and hollow, transactional hearts was a cage, and tonight, the gilded bars felt particularly cold and close. The primary reason for that ache, a deep, resonant throb in the very center of his chest, was currently three thousand miles and six time zones away, exiled in a soul-crushing conference room in Zurich.

Virginia.

His fiancée.

The word, with its staid, conventional weight, felt laughably inadequate, too small and too mundane for the cosmic force she was in his life. She was the architect of his happiness, the steel-and-glass foundation upon which his entire world was built. She was brilliant, and she was fierce, a powerhouse negotiator in the cutthroat tech world who had built her own empire of code and innovation from the ground up, with nothing but her own intelligence and indomitable will. She was also the woman who loved to eat greasy takeout noodles in bed at 2 a.m. while they fiercely debated the moral and aesthetic merits of brutalist architecture. She was the one who left tiny, folded notes with cryptic, loving messages in his coat pockets for him to find days later. She was the one whose laughter, a rich, throaty sound that was utterly uninhibited, was the only music that ever truly moved him, bypassing his ears and resonating directly in his soul.

Her trip had been unavoidable, a last-minute, transatlantic crisis to salvage a multi-million-dollar acquisition that was threatening to implode. He’d driven her to the airport in the pre-dawn darkness just after Christmas, the memory a painful, vivid tableau etched into his mind with vivid clarity. He could still summon the exact scent of her perfume, a custom blend of warm, earthy sandalwood and heady night-blooming jasmine that had clung to his coat for days afterward, a ghostly, aromatic presence. He could feel the phantom press of her lips against his, a promise of a swift return that now felt impossibly distant. He could see the last sight of her, turning to wave one last time before disappearing through the impersonal maw of the security gate, her expression a perfect, heartbreaking mirror of his own reluctant sorrow.

They’d spoken just a few hours ago, the connection fragile and crackling across the vast expanse of the Atlantic. Her voice, husky and frayed with systemic fatigue, had been both a healing balm and an exquisite torment. “I’m so, so sorry, my love,” she’d whispered, the static on the line like the sound of the miles separating them. “The final papers are still being contested. The lawyers are posturing. I can’t leave. I absolutely hate this. I hate not being with you tonight.”

“I think I hate you not being with me more,” he’d admitted, his own voice rough with an emotion he rarely allowed to surface, especially not within these suffocating walls. “This party is going to be my personal ninth circle of hell without you here to run interference.”

“Just think of me,” she’d said, and he could hear a hint of her usual fire returning, a spark of defiance against the corporate machinery that held her captive. “Think of what we’ll do when I get back. Think of our bed and no alarms. And Ken… no matter where I am, or what sterile boardroom I’m stuck in, my heart is counting down to midnight right there with you. Always.”

The memory was a sharp, bittersweet pang, a fresh wave of longing that made him take another, deeper sip of his Sambuca. The licorice sweetness washing over his tongue was a ghost of the flavor he now irrevocably associated with her. It was their drink. They’d discovered it on a rainy, windswept night in a tiny, hole-in-the-wall bar in Rome, huddled together under a leaky canvas awning. They had shared the sticky, potent liqueur and whispered confessions that would bind them together more tightly than any legal document ever could. Drinking it alone felt like a sacrilege, a betrayal, a hollow, discordant echo of a perfect harmony.

Kenneth cast a desultory, sweeping gaze around the packed ballroom from his solitary outpost. It was a symphony of orchestrated excess, a masterclass in gaudiness. Glittering jewels, some real and magnificent, most paste and tragically obvious, vied with party store tiaras optimistically emblazoned with “2026” for tacky supremacy. The very air was a physical presence, thick and almost unbreathable, a cloying miasma of a dozen competing luxury perfumes, the yeasty effervescence of expensive champagne, and the faint, desperate, metallic scent of naked ambition. Liquor, flowing as freely as the trite pleasantries, had loosened inhibitions. Society matrons, their faces pulled into unnaturally tight, mask-like expressions by a surgeon’s scalpel, and their equally stuffy, portly dates danced feverishly to the manic swing music the hired band was churning out. They moved with a frantic, almost hysterical energy, as if their convulsive, graceless motions could somehow stave off the inevitable march of time that the new year represented.

Kenneth swirled the remaining Sambuca in his glass, his second of the night, watching the viscous liquid coat the crystal. He savored the sweet, herbal bite as it trickled down his throat, a familiar fire that did little to warm the chill in his soul. He felt a phantom warmth on his tongue where Virginia’s should have been, a spectral heat from the single, flaming coffee bean they always floated in the glass, a silly ritual that had become sacred.

Across the visual chaos of the room, he caught his brother’s eye. Roger was now schmoozing with a portly, crimson-faced man whose diamond pinky ring was so large it could probably fund a small nation or, at the very least, one of Kenneth’s ‘little projects.’ Kenneth raised his glass in a silent, sardonic toast, a bitter acknowledgment of their shared prison and their vastly different ways of serving their sentences. He inwardly, fervently, vowed never to do this again. Next New Year’s Eve, he and Virginia would be on a deserted beach somewhere in the southern hemisphere, or holed up in the soft, safe cocoon of their own bed, the rest of the world and its pointless, performative celebrations a distant, irrelevant rumor.

A glance at his watch, a sleek, minimalist timepiece of brushed steel and black leather she had given him for his thirtieth birthday, showed that he had only ten minutes left until midnight. Ten minutes to endure this interminable party before he could make a socially acceptable escape to the blessedly empty sanctuary of his suite of rooms upstairs. Ten minutes until he could call her, see her face on his screen, hear her voice, and pretend, for a little while, that they were together. Ten minutes and this year would finally be over, rolling into the next while his fiancée, Virginia, remained on a business-class flight and a continent away.

The band’s brassy, blaring crescendo had metastasized into a kind of white noise, a grating soundtrack to his internal misery. So caught up was Kenneth in his own litany of woes, in the vivid, torturous picture of Virginia’s tired smile flickering over a pixelated video call, that he didn’t really notice when the frantic motion on the dance floor began to still. The band played on, a well-oiled machine oblivious to the change, but the dancers had stopped dancing. A subtle, powerful shift rippled through the ballroom, a palpable change in the atmospheric pressure. The cacophony of overlapping chatter and forced laughter subsided, not all at once, but in a cascading wave, replaced by a tide of hushed murmurs and the collective, unified sound of hundreds of indrawn breaths. The manic energy of the dance floor dissipated, leaving a sudden, charged vacuum of intense, laser-like focus.

He didn’t see how every single eye in the vast, gilded room, from his father’s perpetually stern gaze to the unapologetically lecherous stare of old Judge Mathers, suddenly swiveled as one to the grand, columned archway at the far end of the ballroom. He didn’t register the almost biblical way the crowd began to part, a reflexive, magnetic pull creating a wide, clear path through the throng of bodies. He was lost in his Sambuca-fueled melancholy, his vision turned inward.

He didn’t see the woman.

He didn’t see her walking across the expanse of polished marble, her deep red dress the color of a vintage Burgundy, the color of a perfect, just-bloomed rose, the color of sin and of promises he was desperate to have her keep. The heavy silk shimmered and flowed like liquid fire under the multi-faceted lights of the grand crystal chandeliers, seeming to absorb the golden glow and radiate it back as pure, palpable heat. Although every other man in the room took immediate, appreciative notice of the shapely, impossible length of leg showing through the audacious, thigh-high slit in the skirt, the tantalizing, almost criminal glimpse of a black garter belt’s clasp against warm, golden skin, Kenneth was oblivious.

Brilliant, flawless diamonds, real ones, a king’s ransom of them, cascaded down from a delicate platinum chain around her neck, a waterfall of ice and fire that plunged into the impossibly deep V of the bodice. They glittered like captured starlight, like frozen tears, exquisitely cold against the woman’s warm, generous cleavage. Every man, and more than a few of the women, whose gazes were a sharp, complex mixture of open admiration and pure, unadulterated envy-stared as this vision in red, this impossible, breathtaking apparition, approached the one person in the entire room who wasn’t looking: Kenneth.

The band, as if sensing the momentous shift in the room’s gravitational field, segued seamlessly from the boisterous, frantic swing number into a slow, languorous, achingly familiar ballad. A smoky, iconic alto voice, piped through the state-of-the-art speakers from a famous recording, filled the sudden, expectant quiet. The lyrics, each word a shared secret, washed over Kenneth, a gentle tide against the shores of his despair. Words he and Virginia had claimed as their own in a dingy karaoke bar one night, laughing and slightly drunk on cheap wine. “Ring out the old, ring in the new, a midnight wish to share with you.” The voice, the melody, the words, they were a specific key turning a specific lock deep inside his chest. It couldn’t be. It was impossible. His mind reeled, trying to reconcile the logic of her being in Zurich with the sensory evidence bombarding him. He turned his head slowly, reluctantly, as if waking from a long, dreary, and colorless dream into a world of vibrant, shocking technicolor.

And there she was.

The world didn’t just tilt on its axis; it fractured, dissolved, and then reformed entirely around her. The cacophony of the ballroom, the clinking glasses, the swell of the band, the boisterous laughter of a hundred mingling voices—faded into a dull, distant hum, as if someone had slowly turned a volume knob down to zero. The suffocating, gilded opulence of the room, the cloying mix of a thousand perfumes, and the oppressive heat of too many bodies, all of it dematerialized into a blurry, insignificant background painting. His entire universe contracted to a single, radiant point of focus: her.

A slow, incredulous smile, one of genuine, heart-stopping disbelief and overwhelming, effervescent joy, split his face, cracking the stoic mask he wore. The facial muscles, tight with a week of tension, ached with the unfamiliar breadth of the expression. The brutal tightness in his chest didn’t just ease; it shattered like brittle glass into a million pieces, replaced by a surging, volcanic tide of warmth that flooded every nerve ending. A hot flush climbed his neck and burned at the tips of his ears, and a tingling effervescence danced in his fingers and toes. He gazed deep into Virginia’s warm, intelligent brown eyes, so dark they were almost black in the dim light, pupils dilated with a mixture of triumphant mischief, sheer exhaustion, and a love so profound and so palpable it physically stole the breath from his lungs. Even from several feet away, the clean, familiar scent of jasmine that was her signature cut through the stale air, a homing beacon for his soul.

She had done it.

Of course, she had.

She had moved heaven and earth, rewritten schedules, defied logistics, and crossed an entire ocean, just to be here. Just for him. The sheer, magnificent force of her will, of her love for him, was a physical blow that left him staggering mentally. Without taking his eyes off her, his movements suddenly fluid and certain, he set his half-empty glass down on a passing waiter’s tray. He didn’t register the startled jump of the man, nor did he hear the sharp, indignant “Sir!” He simply let the heavy crystal go, feeling the tacky residue of Sambuca leave his fingertips as the glass landed with a solid clunk. His mission was singular. Taking her offered hand, the skin exquisitely cool and carrying the ghost of the frigid winter air from outside, he drew her toward the center of the dance floor. The other couples, still mesmerized, still processing the spectacle, seemed to part for them instinctively. A wave of rustling silk and sharp, indrawn breaths created a hallowed, empty space in the very heart of the room, a silent, collective deference to the drama unfolding before them.

She slipped into his arms as if she’d never left them, her body a perfect and familiar and devastatingly welcome fit against his. The heavy crimson silk of her dress was cool for a mere second before it began to absorb the feverish heat of his body. He inhaled deeply, burying his nose in her hair, the scent of jasmine and something else, the unique, clean, secret fragrance that was purely Virginia, filling his lungs and steadying his reeling senses. The music flowed through the cavernous room, a lush, romantic current carried on the mournful cry of a lone saxophone that seemed to emanate directly from the point of their reunion. The deep, resonant thrum of the upright bass vibrated through the polished parquet floor, traveling up through the soles of his shoes. His hand, no longer needing to grip a cold glass for solace, slid with purpose down the liquid, sensuous silk of her dress. He traced the elegant, dramatic curve of her spine, feeling the line of each vertebra through the fabric, to rest, firmly and possessively, on the firm, round swell of her buttock.

With a gentle, commanding pull, he brought her flush against him, closing the last agonizing inches that had separated them for what felt like an eternity. Virginia gasped softly against his jaw, a hitch of breath meant only for him, a warm, champagne-scented exhalation of surprise and immediate arousal as she felt the hard, immediate, powerful evidence of his desire. His turgid length pressed insistently against the soft curve of her belly, a hard, demanding ridge of need even through the thin, elegant material of her dress and the formal, restrictive layers of his trousers.

One of her hands, adorned with a simple, elegant diamond-and-platinum bracelet that he had given her their first Christmas together, caressed the back of his neck. The cool, hard facets of the diamonds and the smooth chill of the metal were a delicious contrast to the warmth of her fingers as they tangled in the short hairs at his nape, sending a cascade of shivers down his spine. The other hand found its way, with practiced audacity, inside his tuxedo jacket, the rustle of the wool a soft, conspiratorial sound. Her slender, cool fingers began to play a light, teasing game with the tiny, bead-like black studs on the front of his starched shirt, a shocking and delightful counterpoint to the heat of his skin beneath. It was an intimate, proprietary gesture, a public staking of her claim in front of the entire glittering, gawking assembly. Her touch screamed, He is mine.

Locked in each other’s arms, everything else ceased to exist. Gone were the gaudy, drooping streamers and the sad, half-deflated balloons clinging to the ceiling like tired ghosts. Gone, in any meaningful sense, was the band, now just a distant, melodic hum that served as the score for their private drama. Gone were the other revelers, the judges and partners and socialites, transformed into silent, faceless mannequins at the hazy periphery of their vision. Here, in this moment, suspended in time, there were just them, cocooned in their own private microcosm of overwhelming love and explosive passion. The air between them crackled, thick and humid with their mingled breaths, heavy with the combined scent of her jasmine and his sandalwood cologne. His thumb brushed a slow, deliberate circle over her hip bone, a small, repeated gesture of possession. Her fingers traced the sharp, tailored line of his lapel, memorizing him all over again, reaffirming his reality.

Dimly, as if from a great and echoing distance, the collective voice of the crowd finally broke through the intimate, insulated consciousness of their shared world. The ritual countdown to midnight had begun. “10… 9… 8… 7…” The numbers were a single, booming entity, a relentless drumbeat that matched the frantic pounding of his blood, a countdown not just to the nominal start of the new year but to the inevitable, violent ignition of the fire that had been simmering between them for days, banked but never extinguished. Craving each other with a physical hunger that bordered on pain after nearly a week apart, their need was far too potent, too primal, to wait for the arbitrary stroke of twelve.

Their kiss started somewhere around the count of four, a raw, explosive collision of desperate need and profound relief. His mouth found hers with an unerring, savage accuracy, and the collective, joyous shouts of “Happy New Year!” that finally rang throughout the massive ballroom were a muffled, distant explosion somewhere far outside their reality. As the rest of the party goers, led by his brother’s booming, slightly off-key baritone, began to sing a drunkenly enthusiastic rendition of “Auld Lang Syne,” its vibrations humming through the floorboards beneath their feet, Kenneth and Virginia were locked in a consuming, world-ending, soul-stealing kiss.

It was not a gentle kiss; it was a reclaiming, an act of possession. His tongue swept into her mouth, a bold, dominant invasion that she met with equal, unbridled fervor. She tasted of victory, of crisp, expensive champagne, of the lingering floral note of jasmine, and, underneath it all, the unique, secret flavor that was Virginia alone, a taste he would have known in the dark, in a thousand years. He tasted of the sharp anise of Sambuca and the clean starch of his shirt, of shadow and a deep, masculine hunger that she craved more than air itself.

With his tongue deep in her mouth, a silent and filthy promise of what was to come later, Virginia acted on a primal, theatrical impulse. She hooked a leg around his hip, her thigh clenching against him in a gesture of pure, carnal ownership. The movement was audacious, shocking in its flagrancy, and in that moment, utterly perfect. With a dramatic, silken hiss, the crimson fabric of her skirt fell away completely from the thigh-high slit, a curtain parting to reveal a breathtaking, scandalous landscape of creamy golden flesh, the delicate, intricate black lace top of a silk stocking, and the small, metallic glint of the suspender clip holding it in place high on her thigh.

A collective, audible gasp might have rippled through the stunned onlookers, but Kenneth neither knew nor cared. His entire being, every thought, every sensation, was focused on the woman in his arms, this miraculous, impossible woman. He brought a strong, steady hand around to cup the silk-sheathed mound of her ass. The heavy material was a gossamer-thin barrier, scarcely hiding the perfect, glorious curve he knew so well. His thumb found the delicate, tell-tale seam of her panties, and he pressed, feeling the almost molten heat of her radiating through the fabric.

Emboldened by her own audacity, a thick, determined finger parted the wet, swollen folds of her sex, still sheathed in a single, provocative layer of sheer silk, a crotchless pair. He realized with a jolt of raw, visceral lust that nearly buckled his knees. She was built for sin tonight. She had planned this magnificent ambush. The thought sent a fresh, electrifying wave of desire crashing through him. Virginia’s hips arched instinctively into his hand at the intimate, targeted touch, her hot cunt seeking more of the delicious pressure that was already starting to build, a low, insistent throb deep between her legs.

His free hand, trembling slightly with the sheer force of his need, came up to trace the cool, unyielding cascade of diamonds dripping from her neck. The gems were arctic cold, a stark, decadent contrast against the feverish, escalating heat of her skin. The backs of his knuckles deliberately, slowly, caressed the golden swell of a breast peeking out suggestively from the deep V of the bodice. It wasn’t enough. He needed more. He needed her. Deftly, his fingers found the edge of the heavy silk, and with a practiced, intimate movement honed over years of loving her, Kenneth freed one soft, perfect globe from its satin prison. The sight of her bare breast, full and flushed with arousal, its nipple a taut, puckered rose-brown crest, was almost his undoing. He didn’t hesitate. He captured it in his hot, wet mouth, laving the tight, pebbled tip with greedy, adoring swipes of his tongue before sucking it deep, deep into his throat. He used his mouth to elongate it, to worship it, to claim it, eliciting a sharp, breathless gasp from Virginia at the succulent, almost unbearable pleasure-pain as his teeth bit gently, possessively, into the surrounding, sensitive flesh.

Her own control, her own carefully constructed composure, was fracturing. The feeling of his mouth on her breast, a hot, wet, pulling sensation, combined with his finger stroking her so outrageously through the opening in her panties, was sending concentrated lightning bolts of pure pleasure straight to her core. Her hands were not idle. Virginia rubbed the thick, unyielding length of Kenneth’s cock through the fine, slightly abrasive wool of his tuxedo pants, a frustrated, needy friction. It wasn’t enough. Her nimble fingers moved with a singular, determined purpose, finding the metal tag of the zipper on his trousers and sliding it down with a soft, metallic zzzip that was deafeningly loud in the heated privacy of their world. With a soft gasp of hot air from his lungs, she worked his rigid, straining member out of the confines of his silk boxers, freeing him from his tailored cage and into the warm, waiting cup of her hand.

He filled her palm instantly; hot, heavy, and alive with a furious, thrumming pulse that seemed to beat in time with her own racing heart. Her slim, elegant fingers weren’t able to fully encircle his formidable girth as she began to expertly jack her lover off, her movements slick and sure. She brought her thumb to the weeping, glistening tip, using the clear, slippery beads of Kenneth’s precome to massage the velvety, sensitive skin around the crown. It was a texture and a musky, masculine scent she knew as well as her own, the intoxicating essence of him. Up and down, she worked the steel-hard shaft, feeling his life force pulse and throb rebelliously against her palm, a desperate, contained power that she alone had the key to unleash.

Kenneth moaned against the peak of her breast, a low, guttural, animal sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure that vibrated through her flesh. The vibration traveled from her nipple straight down to her womb, sending delicious, rippling aftershocks all through Virginia’s body. Releasing her sweet, hard-won prize with a final, reluctant flick of his tongue, he kissed his way across the shadowed valley of her cleavage, his lips and the slight rasp of his evening stubble leaving a trail of exhilarating fire on her skin. He journeyed to her other breast, not even bothering with the niceties of unhooking or unfastening. He used his teeth to grip the edge of the silk bodice, sliding the dress away with a firm, deliberate tug that elicited the faint, protesting sound of a single stressed thread, liberating that one just as he had its twin.

Now he began to tease, to play. He nipped playfully at the exquisitely sensitive skin on the underside of the heavy swell, kissed the tanned, golden mound, his lips and tongue a tormenting, circular dance that touched everything but the puckered, craving, desperate tip. Virginia shifted against him, a silent, writhing plea, trying to guide the aching, neglected nipple to his waiting mouth, but still he’d do nothing more than tantalize it with his hot breath, blowing softly across the peak and watching with a dark satisfaction as it tightened even further. He was a master of arousing her, a virtuoso of her pleasure, and this delicious, agonizing torture was one of his favorite games.

In the secret, heated, intensely private space between their bodies, Kenneth’s fingers continued their own wicked, relentless play. He rubbed Virginia’s clit in small, maddening, electrifying circles, using his thumb to spread her slick, copious dew all over her swollen pussy. She was soaked for him, ready for him, dripping with an eager wetness that was all for him. One long, thick finger slipped inside her, the thin silk of her panties offering no resistance at all. He curved it forward, pressing firmly and knowingly against the sensitive, hidden nub of her G-spot, making her gasp and buck against his hand. Then he would slide back out, his finger slick and shiny with her essence, and immediately resume his relentless, merciless rubbing on her throbbing clit.

Virginia’s hand tightened on Kenneth’s shaft as the pleasure intensified to an almost unbearable, razor-edge degree. She understood his game, and she was more than happy, more than capable, of playing along. She mirrored his teasing, her strokes becoming long, slow, and agonizingly deliberate, gliding up and down his entire length, but pointedly, cruelly, avoiding the hypersensitive, engorged head. She tantalized Kenneth with what could be, just as he was tantalizing her breast. Kenneth’s cock jerked and throbbed in her hand, a desperate, frantic pulse against her palm. His hips began to piston against her, small, involuntary, needy thrusts, silently begging her to give his purpled, swollen head the attention it so desperately craved.

The ballroom, the music, the very concept of other people had utterly disappeared to them. They were an island of pure, carnal focus in an ocean of irrelevance, two bodies moving as one in a timeless, public-private ritual. Kenneth commanded Virginia’s breasts as he possessed her now sopping wet cunt with his clever, wicked fingers, a pagan king claiming his spoils before his court. Virginia, in turn, claimed Kenneth’s magnificently hard cock for her own, a defiant queen asserting her absolute power. She finally took pity on him, or perhaps on herself, altering her grip to stroke him the way she knew he preferred, now encircling his bulbous, weeping head with her hand, a ring of her thumb and forefinger lightly tugging on the sensitive corona with each deliberate, downward stroke. The precome flowed more freely down his shaft, coating her hand in a slick, warm, fragrant lacquer.

Again, Kenneth’s finger plunged deep into Virginia’s slick, welcoming, clinging hole, a firm, possessive thrust that made her see stars behind her closed eyelids. And just as she thought he might continue, that he might give her the rhythm she craved, he slid his finger back out to lightly pinch her swollen, engorged clit between his thumb and forefinger. It was a jolt of pleasure so sharp it was almost pain. And yet again, Kenneth teased Virginia’s slit with the promise of fulfillment, sinking just the very tip of his finger inside before resuming his maddening, circular clit play, driving her absolutely wild with frustrated, insatiable, all-consuming lust.

The third time was the charm.

The third time, he filled her slick, clinging hole not with one, but with two thick fingers, stretching her, filling her, while his thumb found its permanent home on her clit, rubbing with a firm, steady, merciless rhythm. The combination was devastating. She rode his fingers like the horny, desperate slut she proudly became at just a glance or a touch from him, her movements frantic, needy, and utterly without inhibition. Her bare breasts, heavy and gloriously, scandalously free, bounced against the cold, unyielding diamonds at her throat, their hard facets clinking softly, the contrast a decadent, almost baroque visual feast.

Kenneth finally took mercy on her, or perhaps on himself, unable to bear her exquisite, writhing torture a single moment longer. Just as a third finger joined the other two, stretching her to her absolute, breathless limit, he moved from her still-teased nipple and sucked her craving, neglected one deep into his mouth with a powerful, wet, shocking suction. He thrust his three fingers into her hungry, clenching cunt as deep as they would possibly go, a final, shocking, complete possession.

It was the final, devastating signal. The combination of the deep, stretching filling, the rhythmic, expert rubbing of her clit, and the powerful, insistent suckling of his mouth on her breast sent her hurtling over the edge. Virginia ground her mouth against Kenneth’s, her own kiss becoming wild and frantic as her orgasm, a tidal wave of pure, shimmering bliss, swept her away. Her inner muscles clamped down on his fingers in violent, ecstatic, unstoppable waves. She cried out against his lips, the sound a strangled, ecstatic sob he felt rumble through his own chest, her body shuddering uncontrollably, her vision whiting out with pure, unadulterated, world-shattering pleasure.

The sight of her coming undone, the sound of her release muffled by his mouth, her whole body convulsing in his arms, was the final, incendiary trigger for him. He watched her face, contorted in the beautiful mask of ecstasy, and followed her a few shocking moments later, his own release a violent, guttural groan into the crimson fabric of her dress at her shoulder. Copious, thick streams of white, hot come exploded out of his throbbing dick, flooding her hand, spilling between her fingers, a thick, creamy testament to his week-long agony and the explosive, overwhelming joy of their reunion.

For a long, suspended moment, they just clung to each other, their bodies trembling in the chaotic, electric aftermath, their harsh, ragged breathing the only sound in their private world. Slowly, carefully, as coherent thought and sensation began to return to her limbs, Kenneth helped Virginia keep her balance. His hands were strong and steady on her waist as she lowered her leg from his hip, her thigh muscles quivering with exhaustion and pleasure. With a tenderness that seemed to fly in the face of the raw carnality of the preceding moments, he gently, almost reverently, replaced her breasts in her dress. His fingers brushed against her still-sensitive skin, tucking the heavy silk around her as if she were a precious, fragile, and priceless treasure. He smoothed the crimson fabric of her skirt, his expression one of pure, unadulterated, bottomless adoration.

Staring deep into his dark, passion-hazed, adoring eyes, she smiled, a slow, predatory, utterly satisfied curl of her lips. In a final, shocking act of public defiance, she seductively licked his essence from her hand. Her tongue swept slowly over her palm and then darted deliberately between her fingers, savoring his unique, salty taste. It was an act of final possession, of claiming every last part of him, of leaving no doubt in anyone’s mind. Then, she brought his hand to her lips, the one that had just been buried deep inside her. She sucked a single finger that just moments before had been fucking her swollen pussy, then another, her eyes never leaving his as she enjoyed the potent, intimate combination of their mingled flavors on her tongue. The look on his face, a combustible mixture of raw shock, profound awe, and a fresh wave of raw, bottomless desire, told her everything she needed to know.

Taking her hand, the one now clean of his climax, and intertwining their fingers together, Kenneth led Virginia away from the center of the dance floor. The band, having finished “Auld Lang Syne,” was now playing the final, dying notes of a waltz. The crowd, which had been a silent, stunned, collective audience to their flagrant and beautiful display, seemed to exhale as one. Some people, like Mrs. Albright, looked away in secondhand embarrassment; others, like his brother Roger, wore expressions of pure, unadulterated shock, his jaw literally agape.

Kenneth didn’t spare any of them a single glance. His entire world was right here, her hand held firmly in his. He led her not to the main exit, but to the private, velvet-roped elevator at the side of the ballroom, the one that went directly to the penthouse suites. As they stepped inside the ornate brass cage and the doors slid silently, blessedly shut, the final words of the song they’d first danced to waltzed through her head, a perfect, beautiful, unshakeable promise: “If you’re with me, next year will be… the perfect year.” And Virginia knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones and echoed in her very soul, that the year, their year, had already begun.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Frost & Flame Holidays
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About the Author

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.
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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: Firebound Lovers]

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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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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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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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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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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