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My Two Valentines

My friends told me I was crazy for leaving town for Valentine’s Day, but they didn’t understand. They couldn’t. Their experience of the world was so fundamentally different from my own now. For them, February 14th was a day of sweet, uncomplicated traditions: receiving chalky candy hearts with silly messages, navigating the delicious challenge of overpriced prix fixe menus, and feeling the gentle, predictable pressure of romantic expectation that hummed beneath the surface of it all. For me, it had become a ghost. A specter with a specific date of birth. It was the anniversary of the day I’d walked down the aisle toward Emil, my heart a frantic, fluttering bird trapped in the cage of my ribs, utterly and naively convinced I was walking toward the forever I had always dreamed of.

Now, that memory was corrupted. The aisle wasn’t a path to salvation anymore; it was just a long, lonely hallway in my mind, shadowed and cold. And the ghost of that joyful, hopeful day haunted this one with a particular, inventive cruelty, finding new ways to remind me of everything I had lost.

They didn’t understand how the date itself had become a physical weight, settling in my chest days before its arrival. It wasn’t just about being single on February 14th; it was the cruel superimposition of what was over what could have been. It was the anniversary of my marriage, a date once circled in red on our shared calendar, now a gaping wound.

Jess had tried, bless her endlessly optimistic heart. “Just think of it as a random Tuesday, Kate,” she’d suggested over brunch last weekend, her fork listlessly pushing a perfectly fanned slice of avocado around her plate. The clink of her cutlery was the only sound for a moment. “Ignore it. It only has the power you give it.” It was easy for her to say, nestled in the comfortable warmth of her life with a doting husband who still wrote her terrible, wonderful poetry and left single, dew-kissed roses on her pillow for no reason at all. Her world was still whole.

“It’s not that simple,” I’d mumbled, the words feeling heavy and inadequate on my tongue. I swirled the rapidly melting ice in my mimosa, watching the orange juice and champagne separate and swirl back together, a murky vortex in a glass. “It’s a ten-year anniversary. Was. Would have been.” The words hung in the air, thick and painful. A decade. An entire chapter of a life, erased.

“Then get angry!” Chloe had chimed in, ever the pragmatist, her voice sharp and clear, cutting through my melancholy fog. She slammed her coffee cup down with a satisfying crack. “Channel that energy. Burn his stuff. Go full-on ritual. We can make a voodoo doll. I’ve got pins. We’ll have a ‘Fuck Emil’ party and toast to his slow, painful demise.”

I had to muster a weak smile. I appreciated the sentiment, the fierce loyalty behind it, but anger was just another cold, drafty room in the haunted house of my heart, and I’d spent more than enough time rattling around in there, bumping into the sharp corners of old resentments. The real problem, the one I couldn’t bring myself to admit to them over eggs Benedict, was the stalking. My shameful, secret addiction. It didn’t matter that Emil had not only moved on but had seemingly upgraded, trading our quiet, comfortable life for a sun-drenched, aspirational one with some beautiful blonde, all documented on a social media feed I couldn’t stop stalking.

So, yes. Leaving town wasn’t crazy; it wasn’t an indulgence. It was an act of desperate self-preservation.

It had become a perverse, daily ritual, more ingrained than my morning meditation ever was. I’d wake up in the pre-dawn gray, the sheets cold beside me, and the first thing I would do was make coffee. The bitter, dark aroma would fill my small kitchen, a temporary comfort. But before I even glanced at a work email or the day’s headlines, I would open the anonymous Instagram account I’d created, my digital disguise. His profile was public, a flagrant display of his happiness, a curated gallery of his new, better life. A life without me.

The blonde, I’d learned, was named Tiffany. Of course, she was. The name itself felt like a punchline. She had hair the color of spun gold, a cascade of perfect beach waves that probably cost a fortune to maintain. Her teeth were so impossibly white they seemed to generate their own light source. And her body, a yoga-toned masterpiece of long limbs and taut curves, was showcased in a variety of scenic, sun-drenched locations that looked like pages torn from a travel magazine.

They were always hiking to some majestic waterfall, or sailing on a boat with sails as white as her teeth, or captured in fits of laughter over glasses of what looked like very expensive wine on a Tuscan veranda. Last week, he’d posted the final blow. A picture of them kissing, silhouetted against a glittering Eiffel Tower. My Parisian dream girl, the caption read, a dagger disguised as a declaration. Paris was our trip. We were supposed to go for our tenth anniversary. The sight of it had sent a spear of pure, crystalline ice straight through my sternum, shattering something deep inside me, leaving me breathless and utterly hollowed out.

That was the moment. That was the snap. I didn’t close the tab; I opened a new one, my fingers moving with a will of their own. I didn’t think, I didn’t plan, I just typed: flights to somewhere warm. A list of destinations appeared, but my eyes snagged on one.

Miami.

The name itself sounded like a cocktail, sweet, vibrant, a little bit dangerous, and utterly intoxicating. It was the complete antithesis of the gray, oppressive Chicago winter I was drowning in, with its filthy, slushy streets and bone-deep chill. It was everything my life with Emil, in its final, stagnant years of polite silences and separate bedrooms, was not. I didn’t want a “Fuck Emil” party filled with the bitter ashes of my past. I wanted to forget his name entirely. I wanted the relentless, unforgiving sun to bleach the memory of him from my skin, to burn away the residue of his touch. I wanted to feel something, anything, other than the dull, constant ache of being left behind.

I booked a flight to Miami so I could get away from the oppressive cloud of my own life and finally feel the sun on my face. The splurge was impulsive, financially reckless even, an act of sheer desperation. But the moment my finger pressed down on the ‘confirm’ button, the click of the mouse felt like a defiant scream into the void, a single, sharp sound of rebellion. I then scoured hotel listings, my criteria simple: absolute, unapologetic luxury. I chose the most decadent hotel I could find on South Beach, one with an infinity pool that seemed to bleed seamlessly into the ocean and rooms that promised floor-to-ceiling views of the turquoise water. It was an obscene amount of money for a four-night stay, more than a month’s rent, but I justified it as a medical expense. An emergency procedure for a broken heart. A soul transplant.

The plane descended through a pillowy blanket of fluffy white clouds, and then the world below resolved into view. It was a cityscape of glittering glass and pastel-hued art deco buildings, a confection of pinks, mints, and pale yellows, all of it framed by impossibly blue water that shifted from deep sapphire to shimmering turquoise. The moment I stepped out of the recycled, air-conditioned chill of the airport terminal, the Miami heat wrapped around me like a thick, humid hug. It was aggressive and intensely alive, a physical presence on my skin. The air smelled of salt and brine from the nearby ocean, the sweet, heady perfume of blooming flowers I couldn’t name, and the sharp, urban tang of exhaust. It was a sensory overload, and it was perfect.

My hotel, The Seraphina, was even more decadent in person than its pictures had promised. The lobby was a cavernous expanse of cool, white marble that gleamed under recessed lighting, its polished surface reflecting the towering palm fronds that reached toward the soaring ceiling. Minimalist, abstract art hung on the walls, providing splashes of vibrant color against the serene white. A subtle, expensive scent of white tea and orchids was diffused into the air, a fragrance designed to soothe and impress.

My room was on the penthouse level. I’d clicked the ‘upgrade’ button in a fit of nihilistic, giddy glee, a final, extravagant middle finger to my sensible old life. The bellhop, a young man with a polite, impassive face, left my single suitcase by the enormous closet door. And then I was alone, standing in the middle of a room that was bigger than my first apartment with Emil. An entire wall of floor-to-ceiling glass looked out over the ocean, the late afternoon sun turning the endless waves to hammered gold. I drifted over to the window, planting my palm flat against the cool, solid glass. For the first time in what felt like a year, I took a full, deep breath that didn’t catch in my throat like a sob.

That evening, I stood before the open closet and pulled out the one dress I’d packed that felt like a dare. It was a whisper of sheer fabric, the color of a blood orange sunset, and it clung to every curve. It was a dress my ex-husband, with his conservative tastes, would have called “a bit much” or “attention-seeking.” I paired it with strappy, barely-there gold heels that made my legs look a mile long and felt deliciously precarious. Staring at my reflection in the full-length, gold-framed mirror, I saw a stranger staring back. Her makeup was bolder, a smoky eye and a dangerously red lip. Her hair, usually tamed into submission, was looser, falling in careless waves around her shoulders. And there was a flicker of something wild and unfamiliar in her eyes. She looked like a woman who was not spending Valentine’s Day weeping into a pint of Ben & Jerry’s. She looked like a woman who was hunting.

The hotel’s rooftop bar was called ‘Celeste’. It was an open-air wonderland, a fantasy of white linen couches, flickering tiki torches that cast dancing shadows, and a DJ spinning a languid, sexy house beat that pulsed like a slow heartbeat. The warm breeze coming off the seemingly infinite ocean felt like a lover’s caress against my bare arms and shoulders. I found a small, secluded table near the very edge of the terrace, offering an uninterrupted view of the darkening sky. I ordered a spicy margarita and watched the last fiery vestiges of sunset bleed into a deep indigo twilight.

I saw them before they could have ever seen me. They were standing near the sprawling, illuminated bar, leaning against it with the easy, casual confidence of men who know they belong in places like this, men who never have to question their welcome. One of them was laughing, a deep, rumbling sound that carried effortlessly over the music and the chatter. He was tall, powerfully built, his crisp white shirt stretched taut across a broad, muscular chest and shoulders. His head was shaved close to the skull, a detail that accentuated the clean, sharp lines of his jaw and the commanding structure of his face.

The other man was slightly shorter but no less striking, with a leaner, more athletic build. He had an incredible head of thick, dark, wavy hair that fell artfully over his forehead, and eyes the color of a swimming pool in the midday sun. They looked like they’d just stepped out of a magazine ad for expensive watches or bespoke Italian suits. They were breathtakingly beautiful, and they were together, their body language intimate and effortlessly familiar. Friends, or maybe more. It didn’t matter. They were a sight to behold, a masterpiece of masculine aesthetics.

I took a slow, deliberate sip of my margarita. The chili-salt rim was a pleasant, sharp sting on my lips, a tiny jolt that sharpened my senses. I let my gaze linger on them, making no effort to be subtle. I was done with subtle. I was done with being overlooked. After a long moment, as if feeling the weight of my stare, the one with the wavy hair turned his head, and his vivid blue eyes met mine across the crowded terrace. He didn’t look away, didn’t flinch. A slow, knowing smile spread across his handsome face, and he nudged his friend with his elbow, tilting his head almost imperceptibly in my direction. The taller man turned, his dark, intelligent eyes sweeping over me in a frank, methodical appraisal, from the tips of my gold heels to the top of my hair. It wasn’t leering; it was appreciative, and it sent a hot, liquid shiver down my spine.

They moved as one, a synchronized detachment from the bar, making a direct, unapologetic line for my table. My heart, which had been beating with a lazy, tequila-induced calm, started to beat a little faster, a nervous, excited rhythm against my ribs. This was it. This was the moment the evening could turn.

“Is this seat taken?” the blue-eyed man asked as they arrived, his voice a smooth, low baritone that was even more compelling up close. He gestured with a long-fingered hand to the empty chair beside me.

“All yours,” I said, my voice coming out cooler and more nonchalant than I felt. I tried to project an aura of a woman for whom being approached by gorgeous demigods was a nightly occurrence.

“I’m Dillon,” he said, smoothly sinking into the chair, his movements fluid and graceful. “And this is Juan.”

Juan didn’t sit. He remained standing, looming over the small table in a way that was simultaneously intimidating and ridiculously hot. He was a mountain of a man. “Dillon saw you from across the room,” he said. His voice was deeper than Dillon’s, a resonant bass with a faint, unplaceable accent that softened the edges of his words. “He said, ‘Now that is how you wear a dress.’”

I felt a hot blush creep up my neck and spread across my chest, a betraying warmth against my skin. “Well, you can tell Dillon I appreciate the compliment.”

Dillon laughed, a genuine, easy sound. “I can hear you. I’m right here. And I stand by it. Seriously. What brings you out tonight? You celebrating something?”

“An escape,” I said, deciding on a half-truth that felt more powerful than the whole one. “From the cold. From work. From… everything.”

“An escape,” Juan repeated, the word rolling off his tongue as if he were tasting it. His dark eyes held mine. “I like that. We’re celebrating, too.”

“Oh yeah? What’s the special occasion?” I asked, my gaze shifting between their two very different, very handsome faces.

“Valentine’s Day,” Dillon said with a playful, conspiratorial wink. “We’re each other’s valentines. It keeps things simple. No drama.” He said it with such casual charm and a complete lack of awkwardness that it wasn’t weird, just deeply intriguing.

“Keeps the pressure off,” Juan added, finally pulling up the third and final chair and joining us. The space at my small table, which had felt expansive just moments before, suddenly felt charged and intimate. Their presence was a gravitational pull. Their knees brushed against mine under the tiny tabletop, sending little jolts of electricity through me. Their combined scent, some intoxicating mix of expensive cologne, clean linen, and the warm, animalic fragrance of male skin, was dizzying.

We talked for what must have been over an hour, though time seemed to warp and dissolve in their company. They bought me another spicy margarita, then another, their attentiveness unwavering. I learned they were business partners, architects whose work took them all over the world, designing sleek, modern structures in places I’d only ever dreamed of. They were witty and sharp-witted, their conversation a lively dance of teasing banter and intelligent observation.

Most impressively, they listened with an intensity that made me feel like I was the only person on that glittering rooftop. They asked about my “escape,” and I gave them the glossy, edited version, carefully curating a narrative of a woman on a solo adventure, seeking sun and excitement. I left out the ten-year ghost and the perfectly blonde Tiffany. I was a mystery, a blank slate.

They flirted outrageously, a coordinated and seamless effort that was both thrilling and disarming. Dillon would charm me with a funny story about a client in Dubai, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief, and just as I was completely captivated, Juan would lean in closer, his voice dropping to a low murmur, and say something complimentary in my ear, his words a physical vibration against my skin. “That color on you is magnificent,” he’d rumble, his breath warm against my neck.

I was buzzing, and it was no longer just from the tequila. I felt seen in a way I hadn’t in years. I felt desired, wanted, powerful. This was the antidote. This was the cure I had so desperately been seeking.

“So, what’s the plan for the rest of your great escape, Kate?” Dillon asked, his voice soft now. He wasn’t looking at me, but at his glass, his long fingers tracing idle patterns on the cool, sweating condensation.

I met his gaze, holding it for a beat, then deliberately flicked my eyes to Juan, who was watching me with a hungry, knowing look that sent a fresh wave of heat through my core. I took a steadying breath. The stranger in the blood-orange dress took over completely.

“I haven’t really made a plan,” I said, my voice dropping an octave, becoming a husky, suggestive purr. “I was thinking of inviting two hot friends I just met back to my room for a little fun.”

Silence descended on our table. The DJ, as if on cue, switched to a slower, sultrier track with a deep, throbbing bassline. Dillon’s smile widened, a slow, predatory curving of his lips. Juan let out a low, deep chuckle, a sound of pure, unadulterated satisfaction that vibrated through the floor.

“Is that so?” Juan said, leaning forward, placing his powerful forearms on the table. “And do you happen to have a room big enough for all that fun?”

“It’s the penthouse,” I said, the words feeling like a magic spell on my tongue, decadent and potent. “I think we can manage.”

The walk from the rooftop bar to the elevator was a blur of electric, crackling tension. I was acutely aware of them flanking me, their powerful bodies acting as a moving wall, a human shield that buffered me from the casual glances of other guests. In the burnished confines of the elevator, the silence was so thick it felt like I could taste it, metallic and charged. The mirrored walls reflected our strange, impromptu trio, me in my fiery dress, looking small and almost fragile between their towering frames. I caught Dillon’s eye in the reflection. He was watching me intently, his expression unreadable but fierce, his blue eyes dark with a simmering intent.

Juan stood slightly behind me, so close I could feel the heat radiating from his chest through the thin fabric of my dress. I felt his fingers ghost across the bare skin of my lower back, a feather-light touch that was less a caress and more a promise of what was to come. I wondered, in a flash of delirious thought, if I could ever tell my friends about this part. What would they say if they knew I had met two breathtakingly hot friends at a cocktail bar and was now taking them to my room for… well, for fun? Jess would be horrified, her face a mask of concern. Chloe would demand every single sordid detail, probably with a notepad. A giddy, reckless laugh bubbled up inside me, a burst of pure, unadulterated madness, and I had to bite down hard on my lip to keep it from escaping. This was insane. This was utterly, wonderfully insane.

The elevator chimed a soft, melodious tone, announcing our arrival at the penthouse floor. The doors slid open to a private, silent hallway, carpeted in a plush gray that muffled our footsteps. My room was the only one. I felt a sudden tremor of nerves, a last-minute flutter of “what am I doing,” as I slid the plastic key card into the slot, my hand not quite steady. The small green light blinked its permission.

As the heavy door swung open to reveal the sprawling suite, the city lights twinkling through the massive windows like a carpet of fallen stars across the dark ocean, Juan let out that low, rumbling laugh again. “Oh, such a bougie hotel,” he laughed as we stepped into my room, his voice echoing in the large space. The words were teasing, but his eyes were scanning the opulent space, the marble floors, the designer furniture, the sheer scale of it, with obvious approval.

A sudden, unexpected wave of self-consciousness washed over me as I kicked the door shut behind us. “I was feeling… extravagant,” I admitted, my voice small. I leaned down to begin the complicated process of untying the straps of my heels, my head swimming from the tequila, the altitude, and the sheer, overwhelming reality of the situation. This was the moment it suddenly felt alarmingly real, and my fingers fumbled with the delicate golden ties, refusing to cooperate.

“Allow me,” a low voice murmured from above me. Before I could protest, I was intercepted. Dillon scooped me up as if I weighed nothing at all. One strong arm hooked under my knees, the other wrapping securely around my back, and he carried me across the plush carpet toward the massive, cloud-like bed. The suddenness of it, the sheer masculine strength, stole my breath. He laid me gently down on the cool, high-thread-count duvet, the fabric soft against my bare legs, and then knelt before me on the floor, his focus entirely on my feet. I watched, mesmerized, as his long, deft fingers began undoing the knotted straps for me, slowly and deliberately unwinding the gold cords from around my ankles. His touch was firm and sure, a stark, grounding contrast to my own trembling hands just moments before.

“Hey, it’s Valentine’s Day,” I said, the words coming out as a breathless whisper to the room at large. As Juan sat next to me on the bed, the mattress dipping significantly under his weight, his muscular thigh pressing against mine, he leaned in and began to kiss my neck. His lips were hot and wet, tasting faintly of the lime from his last drink. He didn’t just kiss; he explored, his mouth tracing the sensitive line of my jaw, his teeth nipping gently at my earlobe, sending little bolts of lightning down my spine. This was my justification, spoken aloud to them and to myself. “I decided to go all out.”

Juan’s large, warm hand came up to cup the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he angled my neck to give himself better access. His other hand slid to the back of my dress, searching for the tie. “A very good decision,” he murmured against my throat, his voice a gravelly purr that made my core clench in anticipation. He found the silk ribbon at the nape of my neck and, with a single, expert tug, Juan started to untie the back of my sheer red dress. The fabric loosened instantly, falling away slightly to expose the delicate bones of my shoulder blades.

He brushed back my brown hair, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin behind my ear. Even that simple touch, the grazing of his calloused fingers on my skin, was enough to break my entire body out in goosebumps. A full-body shiver wracked me, a testament to how utterly starved I was for a touch that was anything other than my own.

Down at the foot of the bed, Dillon had successfully liberated both of my feet. He tossed my shoes aside with a careless clatter, the sound of metal hitting marble echoing in the room. He looked up at me then, his dark, wavy hair falling into his eyes, that devastatingly handsome smile playing on his lips. “Stand up for us, Kate.”

It was a command, spoken softly but with an undeniable, quiet authority that my body obeyed before my mind could even process it. I pushed myself up off the bed and stood on the soft rug between them, my legs feeling a little unsteady. My dress, now completely untied, clung to me only by the force of static electricity and hope. With a small, tentative wiggle of my hips, I stood up and shimmied my way out of the dress. It slithered down my body like a discarded red snakeskin, pooling at my feet in a vibrant splash of color against the neutral rug. I was left in nothing but a matching set of sheer lace lingerie, a lacy red bra that did very little to conceal, and a tiny, barely-there thong.

The air in the room crackled. The guys wasted no time. It was as if a switch had been flipped, unleashing a controlled, focused storm of pure sensuality. They were on their knees before me in an instant, kissing me from head to toe. There was nothing frantic or clumsy about it; it was a coordinated, overwhelming assault on my senses. Dillon’s soft hair brushed against the skin of my stomach as his warm lips kissed a slow path down from my navel, his tongue flicking out to trace the line of my hip bone.

At the same time, Juan was at my side, his mouth on my other hip, his tongue darting out to trace the delicate elastic edge of my thong. Juan was taller and more muscular, and I could feel the sheer power in his hands as one of them rested proprietarily on the small of my back, holding me steady. He had a solid, grounding presence, with a head of closely shaved dark hair that felt like rich velvet when my fingers inevitably, instinctively, found their way to it. Dillon had an average build, but he possessed that amazing head of thick, wavy hair that I desperately wanted to fist my hands in, and his striking blue eyes were currently staring up at my breasts from his position on the floor with undisguised, reverent awe.

“Fucking perfect,” Dillon breathed, his gaze locked on my chest as if he were beholding a marvel. His hands came up, not to touch, but to hover just inches from my skin, a gesture of almost spiritual admiration, as if he were warming them over a fire. Then, with excruciating, deliberate slowness, he reached behind me. I felt the cool metal of the clasp, then the deft click as Dillon unhooked my sheer lacy bra, letting my large breasts spill free. The cool air of the room hit my nipples, making them instantly pebble into tight, hard points. He drew a sharp breath at the sight of them, a guttural sound of pure, masculine appreciation from deep in his chest.

He didn’t hesitate. He rose to his feet just enough to bring his lips to each nipple in turn. He wasn’t rough; he was worshipful. He laved one peak with the flat of his tongue, circling it slowly, hedonistically, before taking the hardened tip into his mouth and sucking gently, creating a delicious, pulling pressure. An involuntary gasp escaped my lips.

Meanwhile, Juan had hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my panties and began to pull them down my thighs as he dropped to his knees. The flimsy lace offered no resistance whatsoever. He slid them past my knees, my calves, and over my ankles, tossing them to join the discarded dress on the floor. I was completely naked now, utterly exposed, standing between two men who seemed intent on devouring me piece by piece. I let out a shaky breath as I looked down to watch him eat my pussy from below. He parted my legs with his hands, his grip firm and insistent on my inner thighs. His shaved head was right between my legs, and then his face was there, his hot breath ghosting over my most sensitive flesh a single, agonizing second before he latched onto me.

The sensation was nothing short of earth-shattering. This was a different galaxy from the tentative, often clumsy oral sex I’d experienced in my past. This was professional-grade, an art form. He sucked my whole pussy into his mouth at once, the pressure and encompassing heat so intense I felt it in my toes. While his tongue, impossibly long, stretched out and licked me from my perineum all the way to the top of my mound in one long, wet, audacious stroke. Pure electricity shot through my entire system, my knees buckling instantly. “Oh, fuck,” I cried out, my voice high and strained. I tossed back my head, my hands flying up to grip Dillon’s shoulders for support, my fingers digging into the fabric of his shirt. The glittering city lights outside the window blurred into a dizzying, beautiful smear of color.

Juan adjusted his position, his large hands moving to cup my ass, lifting me slightly to grant himself better access. He focused his attention on my clit now, his tongue becoming a precision instrument of pleasure. He flicked, he circled, he dabbed with maddening softness, then sucked down hard, sending wave after debilitating wave of shocking pleasure through me. All the while, Dillon continued to worship my breasts. He didn’t let up for a second.

With me now stabilized by my desperate grip on his shoulders, he took my pleasure into his own hands. He squeezed my breasts together, creating a magnificent valley of cleavage, and massaged them gently, his thumbs stroking the soft undersides. One nipple was being expertly sucked by his mouth, the hot, wet suction a constant, rhythmic pull on my senses, while the other was being mercilessly teased by two fingers of his free hand. He rolled the hard peak between his thumb and forefinger, pinching and pulling in a perfect, maddening rhythm that mirrored the lapping of Juan’s tongue below.

I trembled and twitched where I stood, a helpless puppet of their ministrations. My hips began to move on their own, a slow, desperate grind against Juan’s mouth, chasing the feeling, unconsciously begging for more. I had never, in my entire life, experienced pleasure like this. It wasn’t just physical; it was a total overload. It colonized all my senses. The sound of their deep, focused breathing intertwining with my own ragged gasps; the slick, wet sounds emanating from between my legs; the impossible sight of Dillon’s dark head at my chest and Juan’s at my core; the intoxicating scent of their cologne mixed with my own raw arousal; the feeling of their hands, their mouths, their hair on every part of my skin. My body felt extra sensitive, every nerve ending alight and singing with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

My mind, for the first time in so long, was completely, blessedly empty of everything but the here and the now. There was no ghost of Emil, no idealized image of Tiffany, no sting of a ten-year anniversary that never was. There was only this. This glorious, overwhelming, all-consuming present. Sex with Emil, even in the very beginning when things were passionate and new, had never, ever felt so thrilling. His touch had become predictable over the years, his desires a comfortable but unexciting routine. He had never looked at me with this kind of ravenous, possessive adoration. He had never sought to pleasure me with such single-minded, selfless focus.

I was losing control, the feeling building low in my belly, coiling tight and hot. I grasped gently at Dillon’s shoulders, my nails digging unconsciously into the expensive fabric of his shirt, using him as an anchor as I finally came. The orgasm, when it hit, ripped through me like a lightning strike—a violent, beautiful, cleansing thing. “I’m going to…” I choked out, but the words were lost in a scream that was torn from my throat. Juan was so good at eating pussy, at tonguing me with just the right intensity, not stopping or slowing down, but actually increasing the pressure as he felt my inner muscles begin to clench. His hands were a vise, firmly holding my legs spread so I couldn’t escape the deluge, even if I’d wanted to. My orgasm made me convulse on the spot, my body jerking and bucking against his mouth in a series of powerful spasms. It was a tidal wave, washing away years of pent-up loneliness and disappointment in one powerful, shuddering release, my shoulders rolling forward and back uncontrollably.

As the last delicious tremors subsided, leaving me weak-kneed and panting, Juan slowly pulled away. He looked up at me, his chin slick and glistening in the soft light, his dark eyes blazing with a primal satisfaction. Dillon lifted his head from my breast, his own lips wet, a triumphant, wolfish smirk on his face. “Oh yes,” Dillon hissed, his voice thick and clouded with arousal. He stared deeply into my eyes with that intense blue gaze of his. “Good, Kate. That’s so good.”

I hadn’t even fully recovered, my legs feeling like jelly, when they moved in perfect unison. They lifted me up, my spent body pliant and boneless in their arms, and carried me the few feet to the bed. They laid me in the very center of the vast white expanse of the mattress, a willing sacrifice on an altar of fine linens. I felt utterly wrecked in the best possible way. Propping myself up on my forearms, my breath still coming in ragged, shallow pants, I watched as they undressed.

It was a show, and it was undeniably all for me. They moved with no shyness, no hesitation, their actions economical and charged with purpose. They unbuckled their belts, the metallic clicks loud in the quiet room. They pulled their shirts over their heads in smooth motions, revealing sculpted torsos. Juan’s a powerful landscape of thick, defined muscle and a dusting of dark body hair that trailed down his stomach, Dillon’s leaner, with perfectly defined abs and smooth, tanned skin. Zippers were undone with a rasping sound, trousers and boxers pushed down their hips and kicked away, until they were both completely naked, joining me in a state of nature.

I didn’t know where to look, my eyes darting between them, but my gaze kept landing on their cocks. My God. They were both already so hard for me, fully, magnificently erect. Juan’s was exactly as I’d imagined it would be from his powerful frame: incredibly thick, a heavy, formidable weapon with a prominent, dark purple head that looked almost brutal. Dillon’s was slightly longer, not as girthy but beautifully proportioned, with an elegant, pronounced upward curve. Seeing them both, bare and aroused and focused entirely on me, sent a fresh, surprising wave of heat pooling between my legs.

They didn’t rush. They knelt on the bed, one on either side of my face, caging me in, their bodies blocking out the rest of the world. The animal scent of them, musky and distinctly male, filled my senses, intoxicating me all over again. I lifted my head from the pillows to start sucking Juan’s cock. It was a purely instinctual act. He was closer, his heavy, swollen erection bobbing just inches from my mouth, an invitation I couldn’t refuse. He was super girthy, with a thick, defined head that pressed insistently against my lips, demanding entry.

I licked the very tip of him, tasting the faint, clean saltiness of his skin and the single clear, viscous drop of precum that beaded there. He let out a low, guttural groan, his hips twitching forward. I took him into my mouth, my lips and cheeks stretching to accommodate his impressive thickness, and then slowly lowered my head down to his base, taking as much of him as I possibly could.

At the very same time, my free left hand began to stroke Dillon. His cock was hot and velvety in my grasp, the skin pulled tight over the hard length beneath. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and began to pump slowly, rhythmically, using my thumb to stroke over the sensitive, weeping slit at the very tip.

“Oh, shit,” Juan hissed, his head falling back against the headboard, his hand coming up to fist in my hair, not pulling, just holding me in place. “That feels amazing. Yes, Kate, just like that.”

I felt a surge of intoxicating power, of heady, absolute control. I was a conductor, and their magnificent bodies were my orchestra. I took turns between both cocks, alternating my hands and my mouth on them in a dizzying ballet of pleasure. I’d suck deep on Juan’s thickness, feeling his powerful thighs tense beneath me, then release him with a wet, obscene pop to turn my head and take the elegant tip of Dillon’s cock into my mouth, laving him with my tongue while my hand worked Juan’s thick shaft. I loved the desperate, pleasured sounds they made, the harsh, strangled groans, the sharp intakes of breath, the murmured praises and curses. It was a symphony of pure male lust, and I was at its absolute center.

It was Dillon who finally made the first move between my legs. After a few more minutes of my devoted attention, he pulled his cock from my hand with a soft, reluctant groan. “My turn,” he whispered, his blue eyes burning into mine with renewed intensity. He crawled down the length of the bed, his body a sleek, muscled shadow moving over the pristine white sheets.

Juan helped hold my thighs open, his large hands gripping me just above the knees as he pushed them wide, displaying me for Dillon like a prize. I was already dripping wet, my first powerful orgasm, and the sight of them having left me slick and more than ready. Dillon positioned himself between my spread legs, his own cock slick with my saliva. He braced his hands on the mattress on either side of my head and lowered himself, teasing me first, rubbing the swollen, wet head of his cock against my slick folds.

“Look at me, Kate,” he commanded softly. I lifted my heavy head to watch as his cock finally disappeared into my wetness. He pushed in slowly, inch by glorious inch, filling me up, stretching me. A loud, unrestrained moan escaped my lips at the incredible feeling of him sinking deep inside me. Dillon groaned and grunted as he settled fully inside, his hips pressing flush with mine. Then he began to pump into me, a steady, powerful rhythm that had the whole bed rocking. Beside my head, I could hear Juan, his breathing growing heavier, moaning low as he watched the scene unfold. “Fuck, Dillon… look at that. Look at how she takes you,” he grunted, his voice thick with vicarious pleasure.

Eventually, Juan let my legs down, draping them over Dillon’s broad shoulders, and knelt by my face once more. The new position drove Dillon even deeper inside me with every powerful thrust. Juan presented his cock to me again, and without a moment’s hesitation, I turned my head and started to suck him off, even as Dillon fucked me harder and harder. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, a sensory tsunami. The feeling of Juan’s thick, rigid cock filling my mouth, the taste of him, the slight scrape of his pubic hair against my chin, all while Dillon’s length hammered relentlessly into my pussy, hitting my cervix with every deep, powerful plunge. It was so intense, almost too intense for me to focus on Juan’s cock, but he didn’t seem to mind in the slightest.

He pulled out from between my lips with a wet sound and slid down onto the bed so he could suck on my nipples. He took one in his mouth, his tongue and teeth merciless in their attention, while his free hand found my other breast, squeezing and kneading it with possessive force. Now I had Dillon’s cock filling me completely and Juan’s mouth on my breast, his hand on the other. “Ugh, fuck!” I cried out, my head thrashing on the pillows, reeling from the onslaught of glorious attention. My body was no longer my own; it was an instrument they were playing with masterful, almost cruel skill.

“Yes, fuck, that’s gonna make me cum,” Dillon panted into my ear, his rhythm growing faster, more frantic. As if that were his cue, his hand snaked down between our bodies, his fingers slipping and sliding in my wetness, and he started to rub my clit with his thumb. The dual stimulation of his cock deep inside me and his thumb on my most sensitive spot was simply too much. It didn’t take long. My body tensed, my toes curled into claws, and a scream tore from my throat as a second, even more powerful orgasm seized me. My body shook and rolled from the sheer force of it, the waves of pleasure crashing through me, and I was still feeling the aftershocks of it as Dillon collapsed heavily onto me, panting, and pulled out.

The feeling of being empty, of the sudden void inside me, lasted only a second. “My turn,” Juan’s deep voice rumbled beside my ear. He had me get onto all fours. My muscles felt weak and shaky, like overcooked noodles, but I obeyed, my body humming with a deep, resonant pleasure. The position was primal, deeply vulnerable, and incredibly exciting. It also allowed me to suck on Dillon’s cock while Juan fucked me from behind. Dillon knelt in front of me, his post-sex cock soft but still impressively thick. I took him back into my mouth, tasting the complex mix of his own flavor and my fluids. I licked Dillon’s cock, tasting myself on him, while Juan slowly pumped into me from behind.

His size was breathtaking. He was so much thicker than Dillon, and he filled me in a completely different way, stretching my inner walls until I felt completely and utterly claimed, branded by him. He was deep and intentional at first, his strokes long and measured, as if he were relishing every single second, memorizing the feel of my body wrapped tightly around his. But he couldn’t hold back for long. The slow, deep pumps soon turned into something more frantic and urgent. He started to pound into me, his powerful thrusts making my body rock back and forth on the big bed. My moans became a steady rhythm, punctuated by the wet, slapping sound of his body against my ass.

Dillon’s hands moved across my back, his fingers tracing the dip of my spine, then threading through my hair, gently tugging my head back. Then his hands slid underneath to my breasts, cupping them from below, his thumbs teasing my still-sensitive nipples as Juan fucked me hard and fast from behind. I was trapped in a vortex of pure, unadulterated sensation, being fucked, sucked, and touched from every possible angle. Juan’s pace became relentless, his low grunts turning into guttural, animalistic roars. I felt the tension building in him, the tightening of his powerful muscles, the way his hips slammed into me with a final, desperate force.

When he pulled out, the sudden emptiness was a physical shock. Juan took his cock in his hand, his knuckles white with the force of his grip. It was dripping, thick, and brutally hard. He was breathing like a marathon runner at the finish line. He looked from his cock to my face, then to Dillon, who was also on his feet now, stroking his own re-hardened shaft. “Kate,” Juan said, his voice ragged and strained. “Where do you want it?” he asked me, and Dillon echoed the question with his intense, burning eyes. “Where do you want us to come?”

A wicked, triumphant smile spread across my face. I was exhausted, sated beyond belief, and yet a fresh, electric thrill shot through me. I was in charge. I lay back down on my back, my limbs spread wide in surrender, and squeezed my breasts together with my hands, pushing them up to create a perfect canvas of pale skin. “Here,” I whispered, my voice husky and barely audible.

It was all the invitation they needed. Juan and Dillon got on either side of me, kneeling over my chest, caging me beneath them. The sight of them, their magnificent bodies glistening with a fine sheen of sweat under the soft hotel lighting, their hard cocks in their hands, was the most decadent, beautifully pornographic thing I had ever witnessed. They started to jerk themselves off over top of me, their strokes synchronized, their eyes locked on me, their expressions masks of strained concentration. I couldn’t believe this was my Valentine’s Day. This beats drinking cheap wine alone and watching pathetic rom-coms any day of the week, any year.

They came almost simultaneously. I watched their faces twist in expressions of raw, unadulterated pleasure. They groaned together, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through the room, through the bed, through me. Their cocks shot out two big loads of cum. Thick, white ropes of it splattered across my collarbone and chest, landing warm and sticky against my cool skin. They didn’t stop with one single burst; they kept stroking, faces twisted up in ecstasy as they worked their cocks, painting me with their release until they were both completely, utterly spent.

I watched it all happen from below, feeling absolutely dizzy from the overwhelming attention and the sheer excitement of it all. I lay there, breathless, covered in evidence of their climax, a living, breathing trophy of our shared debauchery.

Finally, when they had emptied themselves completely over my front, their powerful bodies shuddering with the last vestiges of their own orgasms, the frenetic, chaotic energy in the room began to gently subside. Dillon, panting, pushed his damp, wavy hair off his forehead and gave me a lopsided, exhausted grin. He slid off the bed and went to the bathroom to grab a towel. A moment late,r he returned with a thick, impossibly white bath sheet. It seemed almost sacrilegious to use this fancy plush towel, which was probably Egyptian cotton, to soak up the cum of two strange men. But then, everything about this night felt beautifully, perfectly, wonderfully wrong.

With a tenderness that was a startling, lovely contrast to the raw carnality of the last hour, Dillon began to wipe me clean, his motions gentle and thorough, as if I were something precious. While he took care of me, Juan went to the mini-fridge, the door opening with a soft whoosh and spilling cool, yellow light onto the floor.

“You don’t mind, do you?” he asked, his voice returning to its normal deep, smooth cadence. He held up three small, elegant bottles of white wine.

I shook my head, pushing myself up to a sitting position against the mountain of fluffy pillows, feeling boneless and languid. “No, no, a drink sounds good.” My throat felt dry.

We curled up into the massive bed together, a tangle of limbs, with me happily sandwiched in the middle, their warm, heavy bodies bracketing me under the cool sheets. The sense of security was immediate and profound, a human shield against the world. Dillon found the remote and flipped lazily through the TV channels, the low, incomprehensible murmur of a late-night talk show filling the comfortable silence. Juan, meanwhile, expertly cracked the screw caps for us, passing a bottle to me and one to Dillon before settling back against the headboard himself.

“I should have known you were trouble the second I saw you walking into that bar in that tiny little dress of yours,” laughed Dillon, shaking his head as he looked down at me. His blue eyes were soft now, all the earlier predatory intensity replaced with a warm, genuine amusement.

I took a sip of the crisp, cold wine, the taste clean and bright on my tongue. “I could say the same thing about the two of you,” I retorted, a smile playing on my lips. “The way you so boldly approached me together, like a pair of handsome sharks. I wasn’t sure if you were going to eat me or try to sell me a timeshare.”

Juan chuckled deeply, the sound vibrating through his chest and into my back where I was leaning against him. “We were unsure if you would even entertain the idea of a threesome. It was impressive, Kate, the way you didn’t even flinch when we came over.”

“And a little hot,” Dillon added, taking a long swallow of his wine.

“Well, it seems to have worked out for everyone,” I said quietly, the understatement of the century.

As I sipped my wine and inhaled the mingled, intimate combination of their sweat and cologne, a uniquely masculine scent that was already becoming comforting and familiar, I couldn’t imagine a better, more effective way to get over my divorce. To get over Emil. To get over a decade of my life that had ended not with a dramatic bang, but with the quiet whimper of indifference and a stranger’s curated Instagram feed. This—this was a bang. This was a goddamn supernova, burning away all the dead parts of my past.

A comfortable, easy silence fell between us. The TV droned on, completely ignored. Dillon’s fingers idly played with a strand of my hair, the repetitive motion incredibly soothing. I felt a soft, warm pressure on my shoulder and realized Juan’s lips had pressed up against my neck, just below my ear. He wasn’t kissing me, just resting there, his breath warm and even on my skin. I shivered, a tiny ripple of pleasure that had nothing and everything to do with sex. It was a tremor of pure, unadulterated, unexpected contentment.

Single life, I thought as I closed my eyes, wasn’t too terrible, after all.
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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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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: Temptation in Bloom]

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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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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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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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.
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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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