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Valentine’s Day Ritual

The first fat snowflakes of the evening have begun their lazy, almost deliberate descent outside our window. They drift down not in a flurry but as individual, crystalline emissaries of the coming night, a silent, swirling curtain of pristine white against the deepening indigo bruise of the mountain dusk. Inside our suite at the Ritz-Carlton, a fire crackles and spits in the massive stone hearth, a hungry, living thing devouring the seasoned pine logs. Its amber light casts long, dancing shadows across the room, glinting off the supple, oil-rubbed leather of the armchairs and sinking into the deep, plush velvet of the sofa, making the fabric look as soft as it feels.

The very air is a complex cocktail of scents: the sharp, clean perfume of pine resin from the fire, the rich, smoky peat of expensive whiskey from the crystal decanter on the bar, and the faint, intoxicating whisper of Kiana’s perfume, a bespoke blend of gardenia and sandalwood that lingers in the room like a tangible promise, a ghostly signature of her presence. I swirl the single-malt in my glass, the heavy tumbler a satisfying weight, its condensation cool against my palm, and watch the flames writhe and lick at the stone. My mind, loosened by the warmth and the whiskey, begins to drift back through the years, a warm current of memory pulling me gently, irresistibly, under.

Sixteen years.

The phrase hangs in my mind, weighted with significance. It feels like an entire lifetime and, paradoxically, no more than a fleeting moment. In some fundamental ways, we are still those two kids, fumbling our way through the complicated geographies of life and lust at the University of Florida, driven by instinct and a heady sense of invincibility. In other, more profound ways, we are entirely new beings, forged and reforged in the shared crucible of a life built together, tempered by a mutual and insatiable curiosity that has never waned. This day, this singular, almost sacred twenty-four-hour period on the calendar, is the nexus of it all. It is our origin point and our annual pilgrimage, the day we pause to consciously honor the wild, untamable spark that first ignited between us with such explosive force.

Most couples use Valentine’s Day as a ritual to reaffirm their exclusivity, to draw the circle of their love tighter around themselves. We use it to celebrate the glorious, liberating lack of it. It’s our reset button, a meticulously engineered pressure valve for the desires that conventional relationships try to suppress. It is our yearly communion with the beautiful, chaotic, and undeniable truth of who we are. It is the day we acknowledge that our love isn’t a cage built for two, but a vast, open field where we can both run free, secure in the knowledge that we will always, always come home to each other.

I trace the condensation-beaded rim of my glass with a fingertip, the cool moisture clinging to my skin. The memories are already beginning to surface, not as hazy recollections but as sharp, vivid tableaus, as if they happened only yesterday. It always starts with that first time. The genesis. The grand, unplanned experiment that would become the cornerstone of our life together.

Back then, a full two decades ago, Gainesville was the entire world. It was a self-contained bubble of sun-drenched hedonism, crushing academic pressure, and the ever-present, humid, electric thrum of youth. I was Fabio, a nickname bestowed upon me by my fraternity brothers that, despite its cheesiness, carried an unearned but welcome reputation for charm. I was navigating my senior year as the president of our house, a position that came with more responsibility than glory, but also a few key perks.

Kiana was the quintessential sorority girl, but with an edge of defiance, a spark in her eye that set her apart from the rest. She was a little sister at our house, which meant she was a familiar, achingly beautiful fixture at our parties and philanthropic events. I’d spent the better part of four years in a state of low-grade, constant arousal whenever she was in my vicinity. She wasn’t just pretty; she was incandescent. Her laugh, a rich, throaty melody, could cut through the din of a packed party, turning heads and drawing every eye. Her energy was magnetic, a bright, cheerful force that made you want to be closer to her, to bask in her effortless glow, to somehow absorb a piece of her light.

We’d orbited each other for years in a slow, tantalizing dance of near-misses, loaded glances across crowded rooms, and flirtatious banter that always stopped just short of commitment. I remember one specific party, maybe late in our junior year. The air in the frat house was a thick, suffocating soup of spilled beer, cheap weed, and collective body heat. The bass from the oversized speakers was a physical presence, a relentless vibration that pulsed up from the sticky floorboards, through the soles of my shoes, and into my very bones. I saw her across the room, a momentary clearing in the sea of people. She was laughing with a few of her sisters, her head thrown back. She was wearing a simple white tank top and cutoff denim shorts, her sun-streaked dirty-blond hair a glorious, intentional mess, her skin gleaming with a light sheen of sweat from the oppressive Florida humidity.

Our eyes met over the heads of the dancing, shouting crowd. For a long, suspended moment, she held my gaze, and then a slow, deliberate smile spread across her lips. She subtly, almost imperceptibly, caught her lower lip between her teeth and bit down. It was a gesture that lasted no more than a second, but it sent a high-voltage jolt straight to my groin, a silent, devastatingly effective torpedo of pure lust. My body responded before my brain could, and I started to move toward her, a dozen explicit fantasies playing out in my mind’s eye. But then one of my brothers, already deep in his cups and utterly oblivious, threw a meaty arm around my shoulder, shouting something about a keg stand, and dragged me in the opposite direction. The moment was lost, swallowed by the roaring chaos.

Our college life was full of moments just like that, fleeting connections and sparks of potential that were snuffed out by the relentless tide of our social lives. I knew her reputation, of course. She’d dated, and more than dated, a few of my own fraternity brothers. She was no prude, and her casual confidence about her sexuality was just another facet of her overall appeal. It made her seem worldly, experienced, and all the more desirable.

Then came senior year, and fate, or perhaps just simple probability, finally decided to give us a proper shove. Her long-term relationship had imploded in spectacular fashion just before the holidays, and I was, for the first time in what felt like ages, completely unattached. Valentine’s Day loomed on the calendar, a day that felt particularly pathetic and pointed when you were single in your early twenties. I think I ran into her at the campus library, of all places, a sterile environment so at odds with the vibrant chaos she usually inhabited. She was sitting at a carrel, chewing on the end of her pen, her brow furrowed in concentration over a massive economics textbook. The fluorescent lights overhead cast a sterile glow, but she still seemed to radiate warmth. I felt that familiar pull and, on impulse, slid into the chair opposite her.

“Studying hard or hardly studying?” I’d asked, the line so cheesy it actually broke her concentration and made her laugh. We ended up talking for over an hour, the easy, flirtatious banter we’d perfected over the years finally finding room to breathe and expand in the quiet of the library stacks. When I learned she had no plans for the dreaded fourteenth, a half-formed idea solidified in my mind. I suggested we go out, strictly as friends, as an act of defiance, a middle finger to the commercialized romance of it all. “An anti-Valentine’s Valentine’s date,” I’d called it. She’d agreed instantly, her brilliant blue eyes sparkling with a familiar, delightful mischief.

The night arrived, humid and thick with the smell of wet earth and night-blooming jasmine, even for a Florida February. When I pulled my beat-up convertible up to the curb of her off-campus apartment building, I felt a nervous flutter in my stomach that I hadn’t anticipated. This was just Kiana, a girl I’d known for years. But when she opened the front door and walked toward the car, the air rushed out of my lungs in a silent whoosh. She hadn’t treated it as a joke; she’d gone all out. The simple, floral-print summer dress she wore was a strategic masterpiece of casual seduction, clinging to the graceful curve of her hips before flaring out at the mid-thigh. It was cut just low enough to offer a tantalizing glimpse of the swell of her breasts, which were perky and perfect and, I was quite sure, braless.

Her dirty blond hair was pulled back from her face in a sleek, elegant ponytail, a style that emphasized the long, graceful line of her neck. And those eyes, they were a shade of startling blue that seemed to absorb all the available light in the twilight. She hopped into the passenger seat, the worn leather sighing under her weight, and her gaze fell to the slightly wilted bouquet of red roses I’d impulsively bought from a guy on a street corner, now resting on the back seat.

“Hey, I know this is technically not a real date, but I figured the least I could do was make sure you got flowers on Valentine’s Day,” I said, the words feeling a bit foolish and clumsy as they left my mouth.

She turned and picked them up, cradling them for a moment before burying her nose in the petals, inhaling their faint, sweet scent. When she looked back at me, her smile was wide, genuine, and utterly disarming. “If I didn’t know any better, Fabio, I’d think you were trying to get lucky tonight,” she teased, her voice a low, playful purr that vibrated through the small space between us.

“Is it working?” I shot back without missing a beat, and with that, the game was on.

Dinner was at a noisy, boisterous Italian place downtown, a cavern filled with red-checked tablecloths and the chaotic symphony of a packed house. We were surrounded by hand-holding couples gazing dreamily at each other over plates of pasta and carafes of house red. We were the anomaly, an isolated pocket of raucous laughter and escalating, ever-sharpening flirtation. A bottle of cheap Chianti disappeared with alarming speed, and then, somehow, a second one appeared. The wine worked its magic, loosening our tongues and our inhibitions. The conversation, which had started with us reminiscing about college antics and bemoaning the terrifying prospect of our impending graduation, took a sharp, sensual turn. I was curious, genuinely curious, about the end of her last relationship.

“So, what actually happened with what’s-his-name?” I asked, swirling the dark red liquid in my glass, watching it cling to the sides. “I really thought you two were a sure thing. Everyone did.”

Kiana’s smile faltered for just a second, a barely perceptible flicker. She took a long, slow sip of her wine before answering, her eyes finding a sudden, intense fascination with the pattern on the tablecloth. “He, uh… he broke up with me.” She confessed it quietly, the words almost lost in the restaurant’s constant clamor. “He said… The way he put it was, he didn’t like having sex with me.”

I stared at her, completely dumbfounded. The concept was so utterly alien, so contrary to every hormone-fueled fantasy that I and probably half the male population of the university had entertained for the past four years, that my first instinct was to laugh. It had to be a joke. But then I saw the flicker of genuine pain in her eyes, the way her shoulders slumped just a fraction of an inch, a subtle collapse of her usual vibrant posture. This wasn’t a joke. The asshole had actually managed to wound her, to pierce that bright armor of her confidence.

“That,” I said, leaning forward across the table and lowering my voice to an intense whisper, “is the single most insane thing I have ever heard in my entire life. The guy must be broken. Or gay. Or, most likely, both.”

A small, watery smile touched her lips. She appreciated the sentiment, the automatic, almost chivalrous defense, but the sting of his rejection was still there, a poison she hadn’t yet purged from her system. “He said I was… unenthusiastic,” she whispered, her voice tight. “That I was just going through the motions. A starfish.”

My mind reeled.

Kiana?

The girl whose vibrant, infectious energy was her single most defining characteristic? Unenthusiastic? It was ludicrous, a slander of the highest order. A surge of something fiercely protective and indignant rose in my chest, hot and immediate. “He’s a fucking idiot,” I said, with more force than I intended, my voice cutting through the noise around us. “An absolute, certifiable, grade-A moron. You should never, ever let one person’s opinion define you like that. Especially when that person is so clearly a dumbass.” I paused, the wine and the audacity of the moment conspiring to form a brilliant, terrible, exhilarating idea. “Frankly, I think you should seek a second opinion.”

She stopped, her wine glass halfway to her lips. She looked at me, really looked at me then, her blue eyes wide as they searched my face, trying to decipher my intent. The seconds stretched out, filled with the ambient clatter of silverware on ceramic and the murmur of other people’s muted conversations. I could feel my heart pounding against my ribs, a frantic, heavy drumbeat of anticipation. I had no idea which way this would go. It could end with a slap, a nervous laugh, or an awkward, screeching end to the evening.

The silence felt like an eternity suspended in time. Then, a slow, magnificent smile spread across her face, transforming her. The wounded girl vanished completely, replaced in an instant by the confident, mischievous, daring Kiana I’d always desired from afar. She set her glass down on the table with a soft, decisive click.

“You are on.”

The drive back to the fraternity house was a blur of speed, adrenaline, and the roaring wind in the open convertible. I’m pretty sure I ran two yellow lights that were closer to red, my hands gripping the steering wheel tight, my mind racing a dozen steps ahead to my room. As president, I had the singular, coveted perk of having the best room in the house: the top-floor suite, a spacious, converted attic with its own bathroom and, most importantly, a heavy wooden door that locked. It was my sanctuary from the ceaseless chaos of the house, and tonight, it was about to become our laboratory.

We walked into the house, and the familiar, multi-layered smell of stale beer, old pizza, and collegiate testosterone hit us at the door. A small, sad gathering of the romantically disenfranchised was congregated in the living room, about a dozen guys and three or four girls, all single on Valentine’s Day, clustered around a lukewarm keg, their voices loud and boisterous. We exchanged a few cursory hellos, deflecting their slurred, curious questions about our “date,” before making a beeline for the main staircase. The moment we were safely inside my room and the deadbolt was clicked shut behind us, the carefully constructed dam of four years of unspoken tension and simmering desire broke with cataclysmic force.

I grabbed her, my hands sinking into the soft, yielding fabric of her dress, and crushed my mouth to hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss; it was a desperate, hungry collision, a release of pent-up years. Her arms flew around my neck, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me impossibly closer. We were a whirlwind of frantic hands and desperate mouths, tearing at buttons and zippers in a frantic, clumsy race to get to skin. Her dress came off over her head in a single, fluid motion, followed by her bra, which I unhooked with surprising efficiency. My shirt was unbuttoned and discarded, landing in a heap on the floor. My pants and boxers were kicked into a corner. And then we were standing there, in the middle of my perpetually messy room, panting and gloriously naked under the dim, intimate glow of a single desk lamp.

She was even more perfect than my overactive imagination had allowed. Petite, yes, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were full and round, tipped with pale pink nipples that were already beaded and hard with excitement. Her stomach was flat and taut, her hips flared just so, and her ass was a perfect, heart-shaped curve that made my hands ache to hold it, to squeeze it. We stood there for a long moment, just breathing each other in, our bodies pressed together from chest to thigh, the heat of her skin a brand against mine. The kiss softened, becoming deeper, more exploratory. I could taste the Chianti on her tongue, feel the frantic, hummingbird beat of her heart against my chest. And then I remembered the premise of our mad, reckless dash back here. This wasn’t just a hookup. This was a scientific evaluation.

I broke the kiss, a wide grin spreading across my face. “Well,” I said, my voice husky and thick with arousal. “I guess I need to properly grade you on your sexual skills so I can provide an informed second opinion.” With mock seriousness, I stepped back and walked over to my desk, picking up a pen and a random scrap of paper. “I’ll need a score sheet to give you a proper grade. Let’s see… I can already give you an A on your kissing skills. Definitely top of the class.”

Kiana, who had been looking a little dazed and overwhelmed, threw her head back and let out a rich, uninhibited peal of laughter that filled the attic room. The last vestiges of her ex-boyfriend’s toxic insult seemed to evaporate into the air in that moment. She was fully, brilliantly in on the joke now. “I’m so glad you approve, Professor,” she said, striking a playful, pin-up style pose that took my breath away.

“And,” I continued, tapping the pen against the paper with a thoughtful expression, “I’ll need to assess your blowjob technique and your handjob abilities. Those are foundational skills, as you know.”

She did a slow, deliberate turn, rotating 360 degrees to show off her incredible body from every angle. “And you should definitely grade my flexibility and, of course, my enthusiasm,” she added, her eyes glinting with a dangerous light.

“Perfect. Absolutely essential components. And then the final exam will, of course, grade you on your fucking prowess in a variety of positions,” I finished, laughing with her. I let the paper fall back onto the desk. The game was fun, but the reality of her standing naked and willing in front of me was far more compelling. I crossed the room in two strides and pulled her down onto my bed, the old mattress groaning in loud protest. I kissed her again, deeply, while my hand found its way down between her legs. She was already so wet. I rubbed her through her slick folds, my thumb circling her clit until her breath hitched in her throat and she started making the softest, most exquisite moaning noises imaginable. She was more than ready.

I positioned myself at the foot of the bed, my erection heavy, aching, and demanding attention. I looked down the length of my body at her, lying there, looking up at me expectantly through her lashes. “Oral exam,” I murmured, my voice barely a whisper. “Time to see if you can pass.”

Kiana didn’t hesitate for a second. She held my gaze, her blue eyes locked onto mine as she opened her mouth and took the head of my cock. The direct, unwavering eye contact was electrifying. It was a statement of intent, a challenge accepted. She started slowly, her tongue tracing my length, learning my shape and texture. Then she picked up the pace, her head bobbing with increasing confidence and rhythm, taking more and more of me with each slick, practiced pass. My mind was short-circuiting with pure, unadulterated pleasure. Trying to keep the joke alive, I fumbled for my pen again, pretending to make a note on my palm. “Good technique… excellent enthusiasm… very promising…” I mumbled, my voice strained.

That’s what did it. The sheer absurdity of the situation made her lose her composure. A giggle escaped her throat, and in that split second, her teeth grazed my shaft. “Ouch!” I yelped, pulling back involuntarily. “Points off! Big points off! Looks like I’m going to have to deduct for excessive use of teeth.”

We both dissolved into helpless laughter, rolling around on the creaking bed like children. The sexual tension was completely broken, replaced by a giddy, playful, and surprisingly profound intimacy. But the laughter couldn’t erase the throbbing, urgent need in my groin. Not wanting to deny myself another second of this, I climbed on top of her, settling my weight between her open legs. I rubbed the head of my cock against her slick, waiting slit, teasing us both until she let out a frustrated groan, grabbed my ass with both hands, and pulled me forcefully, definitively into her.

The sensation was earth-shattering. The combination of the wine, the hours of built-up anticipation, and the sheer, overwhelming reality of finally being inside her was too much for my twenty-one-year-old body to handle. I was a roman candle with a lit fuse that was already burned down to the nub. I only managed to fuck her for maybe three minutes, a frantic, desperate, glorious pounding, before I felt my orgasm building like a tidal wave. I grunted her name, a raw, guttural sound, spilling myself deep inside her as my body spasmed to a shuddering conclusion.

I collapsed on top of her, my weight a dead, boneless thing, my breath coming in ragged, painful gasps. She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight, her own breathing still accelerated and choppy. After a few minutes, as my senses slowly came back online and the ringing in my ears subsided, she whispered in my ear, her voice laced with a rich, delicious amusement.

“So, what is my grade?”

I rolled off her, propping myself up on one elbow to look down at her. I took in the rosy flush on her cheeks, the slight sheen of sweat on her chest, and the deeply satisfied curve of her lips. A wicked idea, a dangerous and thrilling bluff, began to form in the pleasure-addled recesses of my brain. “I’m not quite sure,” I said slowly, stroking her cheek with the back of my fingers. “Because of the unfortunate teeth incident, you failed the blowjob portion of the exam. But you rebounded strongly on the intercourse part. Very strong finish.” I paused for dramatic effect, letting the suspense build. “Overall, I think you get a B-minus.”

Her eyes flew open wide. “What?!” she squealed, sitting up so fast her hair whipped across my face. “A B-minus? There is no way. I am so much better than a B-minus!”

“No,” I said, struggling to keep a straight face as her mock indignation grew. “A B-minus is about right. But look, I’m a tough grader. I have very high standards.”

“Bullshit,” she declared, poking me in the chest. Her outrage was a delight to watch. “I demand a recount. No, better yet. I need a third opinion.”

That was the opening I had been secretly, desperately hoping for. The bluff was on the table. “A third opinion,” I mused aloud, pretending to consider it seriously. “You know, that could probably be arranged.” I slipped out of the bed, feeling suddenly charged with a manic energy. I pulled on a pair of gym shorts and started walking toward the door with an air of theatrical purpose. My heart was a trip-hammer in my chest, a frantic pounding against my ribs. This was insane. I was calling a bluff I was terrified she wouldn’t fold on. I reached the door, my hand on the cool brass knob, and paused, looking back at her over my shoulder.

This was it. Her last chance to call it off, to laugh and tell me to get my ass back in bed. Instead, she just sat there, perched on the edge of my mattress, her beautiful breasts exposed to the dim light, her chin tilted in an expression of pure defiance. She gave me a single, sharp nod. Go ahead.

I stepped out of my room, my mind a dizzying whirlwind of conflicting emotions. A significant part of me, the nascent, possessive boyfriend part that was already taking root, was absolutely horrified. I was really starting to like this girl, to see a potential future that extended far beyond one wild night. The other part of me, the horny, thrill-seeking college kid, was absolutely on fire. The thought of watching her with someone else, of sharing her, was a taboo so potent and exhilarating it was almost painful. I closed the door softly and stood in the dim, empty hallway for a full minute, my hand still on the knob, listening to the muffled, distant sounds of the party downstairs. Was she serious? Could she really be this bold? I poked my head back into the room for one final check. She was still sitting there, exactly as I’d left her, her expression unreadable in the shadows. I raised my eyebrows in a silent, final question. She gave another firm, affirmative shake of her head. That was all it took.

My feet felt as heavy as lead blocks as I walked down the two flights of stairs, but my mind was racing at light speed. I bypassed the living room and went straight to the kitchen, where I knew I’d find the dedicated, late-night drinkers. Sure enough, three of my closest brothers were there: Trey, Mike, and Dave, leaning against the sticky counters, nursing beers. Trey was our house jock, a handsome, laid-back guy with a quarterback’s build and an easy, affable smile. Mike was the sardonic intellectual of our group, always ready with a witty, cynical comment. And Dave was the goofy, lovable stoner, perpetually lost in his own hazy world.

“Gentlemen,” I said, trying my best to sound casual and detached. “I require your assistance with a matter of a delicate, academic nature.”

They all looked at me, their curiosity piqued. I laid out the whole improbable situation: Kiana’s ex, the “anti-date,” the grading system, her indignant demand for a second, or in this case, a third, fourth, and fifth opinion. Trey’s eyebrows shot up. A wide, incredulous grin spread across his face. Mike just shook his head slowly in amused disbelief, a small smile playing on his lips. Dave’s eyes went wide with astonishment.

“Dude, are you for real serious right now?” Trey asked, already setting his beer down on the counter with a decisive thud.

“As a heart attack,” I confirmed, feeling a fresh jolt of adrenaline. “But here’s the deal. She’s upstairs in my room. And this is a scientific evaluation. Trey, you’re the designated practitioner. Mike, Dave, and I are the judges. We’ll use Olympic-style scoring. We’re providing a valuable service here.”

They were, to my simultaneous horror and delight, more than happy to oblige. There was a moment of surreal, giddy energy as the four of us headed back upstairs together, a strange commando unit embarking on the most bizarre mission imaginable. I took a deep, steadying breath before opening my bedroom door.

The scene inside was exactly as I’d left it. Kiana, still beautifully, defiantly naked, sitting in the middle of my bed. Her eyes widened slightly when she saw not one, but three guys trooping in behind me. I don’t think she had expected me to bring back a small committee. For a split second, I saw a flicker of panic flash across her face, a momentary ‘oh shit’ realization of what was about to happen. But it was just as quickly suppressed and replaced by that same look of bold, unwavering defiance. She didn’t just accept the moment; she owned it.

“Kiana,” I announced, gesturing dramatically to my friends. “Allow me to introduce the review board. My good friend Trey has graciously volunteered to administer the final exam and provide his own independent assessment. Mike, Dave, and I will be judging from the sidelines.”

Kiana’s gaze landed on Trey, who was already starting to unbutton his jeans, wasting no time. A slow, predatory smile touched her lips. She licked them deliberately, then patted the empty space on the mattress beside her, a clear, unmistakable invitation. “Well, come on then, Trey. Don’t want to be late for your exam.”

The rest of us pulled up the motley collection of chairs, my desk chair, a wobbly wooden one, and a beanbag from a dusty corner, and arranged them at the foot of the bed. It felt ridiculously, surreally like theater. Trey shucked his clothes in record time. His body was impressive, all lean muscle and tanned skin from years of football, and his cock was already ramrod straight, a clear testament to the sheer, unbelievable nature of the situation. He pulled back the sheet and climbed into bed with her.

The next hour is a memory that is seared into the fabric of my brain, a series of hyper-vivid, disjointed images that play back in perfect clarity. Trey moved her onto her hands and knees, positioning her so she was facing us, her incredible, heart-shaped ass presented to him, and to us. He entered her with a single, smooth, powerful thrust, and Kiana gasped, her head falling forward, her hair cascading over her shoulders. My immediate, gut-level reaction was a primal jolt of jealousy, hot and sharp and painful. It felt like a punch to the stomach. But it was immediately followed, and then overwhelmed, by a wave of something else, something far more complex and intoxicating: vicarious pleasure, amplified by a sense of ownership. I was watching my friend experience the woman I had just been with, and more importantly, I was watching her, watching her experience him.

And she was absolutely incredible. Any lingering doubt about her supposed “lack of enthusiasm” was utterly obliterated. She was vocal, moaning with every one of Trey’s deep, powerful thrusts. At one point, she looked up and met my eyes, a challenging, triumphant, almost feral look on her face. Then she started talking dirty, her voice a husky, seductive murmur that was both for Trey and for us, her captive audience. “Oh, fuck, Trey… you feel so good inside me… What do you think, Fabio? Is he doing a good job? Am I getting a better grade now? Tell me.”

My friends and I were mesmerized, struck completely silent. We just watched, breathless. They moved through several positions, her on her back with her legs wrapped high around his waist, her on top riding him with a fierce, athletic energy, but the image that is permanently burned into my memory is of her on her hands and knees, looking back at us over her shoulder, a single bead of sweat tracing the perfect curve of her spine, her face flushed with pure, unadulterated pleasure. When Trey finally came, groaning her name, she collapsed onto the bed, spent, panting, and smiling a secret, satisfied smile.

After a long moment of stunned silence, I cleared my throat, breaking the spell. “Judges?” I asked, my voice sounding strange in the quiet room.

Mike, who looked like he’d just witnessed a supernova, held up all ten fingers. “Ten,” he said, his voice flat with awe.

Dave, looking slightly dazed and glassy-eyed, did the same. “Ten, dude. A fuckin’ ten.”

I nodded solemnly. “And a ten from me.”

Trey, still recovering, grinned weakly from the bed, his body glistening with sweat. “I give her an eleven and a half,” he panted.

The aftermath wasn’t awkward or tense, as I might have feared. It was… triumphant. My friends, ever the gentlemen in their own strange way, got dressed quickly and cleared out, leaving us alone again in the quiet aftermath. Kiana spent the night. We didn’t have sex again. We just lay there, tangled up in my sweat-dampened sheets, our bodies still humming with residual energy, and talked until the first faint hints of dawn began to creep through the window, painting the room in shades of gray and lavender.

She confessed her embarrassment, her sudden fear that I would think she was a slut, that I’d just used her to get a wild story to tell my brothers. I listened patiently, letting her voice all her anxieties, and then I told her the absolute, unvarnished truth. “That was one of the most incredible, most erotic things I’ve ever experienced in my life,” I said, my voice quiet in the pre-dawn stillness. “Your confidence, your… your freedom. I don’t find it repulsive or cheap. I find it amazing. It’s genuinely one of the most attractive things about you.”

She seemed to relax then, a deep, shuddering sigh escaping her lips. She snuggled closer, resting her head on my chest, and I could feel the tension leaving her body. In that quiet, vulnerable moment, something fundamental shifted between us. We weren’t just two college kids who had a wild, drunken night. We had stumbled upon a shared piece of our souls, a place where profound trust and radical desire could coexist in an exhilarating, unconventional way. We met up later that day for coffee, and by the end of the week, we were inseparable.

That first Valentine’s Day became our foundational myth, the story we told ourselves about ourselves. For the rest of our senior year, to all outward appearances, we were a normal, happy, monogamous couple. But the memory of that night simmered just beneath the surface, a secret, potent energy source that we both cherished.

A year later, we were living in a different world entirely. We’d graduated, leaving the protective, hedonistic Gainesville bubble far behind, and had moved into a small, cramped apartment together in Atlanta. I had a soul-crushing entry-level finance job that I hated, and she was in an intensive paralegal program. Life was suddenly more real, more structured, more exhausting. I had already started looking at engagement rings in secret. I knew, with a certainty that defied logic, that she was the one. The wildness of that first night hadn’t negatively defined her; on the contrary, it had revealed a core truth about her spirit that I had fallen deeply in love with.

About a week before our second Valentine’s Day together, we were in our tiny apartment, sharing a cheap bottle of red wine and eating takeout pizza off paper plates on the floor. We started reminiscing, laughing about the absurd “grading,” the three solemn judges, Trey’s breathless “eleven and a half.” As we talked and laughed, the air in our small living room grew thick with a familiar, electric tension. I could see the desire flickering in her eyes, that same spark of playful, dangerous mischief. We both wanted a repeat, some kind of encore performance, a reminder of that initial explosion.

“I’ll take care of it this year,” she said finally, a cryptic, knowing smile playing on her lips. “My turn to arrange the evaluation. Just be ready.” I was more than happy to cede control, overcome with a feverish curiosity to see what masterpiece of debauchery my brilliant, beautiful girlfriend would orchestrate.

Valentine’s Day fell on a Friday that year. I left work early, my stomach a tight knot of nervous excitement. Kiana had been infuriatingly tight-lipped about her plans, only instructing me to dress well and be ready to leave by six o’clock sharp. I showered, doused myself in cologne, and put on my best suit, feeling like a nervous high-schooler before the senior prom. She walked in the door at six on the dot, and she was already a vision. She was wearing a slinky black dress that hugged every curve, her hair expertly styled in glamorous waves. She looked impossibly sophisticated.

“Wow, you look incredible. When did you get ready?” I asked, kissing her as she came through the door.

“Well,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper as she leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. “I’ve been at Alice’s house getting ready. We were both getting ready.” She emphasized the word both, and in that single instant, I understood. The shape of the night snapped into sharp, crystalline focus, and a fresh, powerful wave of adrenaline hit me. Alice was Kiana’s best friend from her paralegal program, a stunning, sharp-witted brunette with piercing bluish-green eyes whom I’d met a few times and had fantasized about more than I would ever admit to Kiana, or so I thought.

We drove to Alice’s pristine, impeccably decorated Buckhead apartment. She opened the door wearing a crimson dress that was the perfect, vibrant counterpoint to Kiana’s black. The two of them standing there together, yin and yang, was a staggering, breathtaking sight. We went to dinner at a ridiculously fancy restaurant downtown, the kind with starched white tablecloths and hushed, tuxedoed waiters. The room was a sea of romantic couples, and the maître d’ barely concealed his professional confusion as I walked in, flanked by two of the most gorgeous women in the entire establishment. We were a spectacle. I could feel the eyes of every man in the room on us, a palpable wave of envy and utter bewilderment. The women’s stares were harder to read, ranging from detached curiosity to outright, frosty disapproval. We, however, were cocooned in our own little bubble of escalating flirtation and exquisite anticipation.

The conversation was light and sparkling, full of innuendo and thinly veiled double-entendres. Alice was a fantastic conversationalist, intelligent and witty as hell, and she played her part perfectly, directing as many flirtatious comments and lingering touches at me as she did at Kiana. The impending threesome was the massive, unspoken elephant at the table, and the tension it created was exquisite, almost unbearable. After I paid the check, I looked from Kiana to Alice, a silent question in my eyes. “So, what’s next?”

Kiana took a slow sip of water, her eyes glinting mischievously over the rim of the glass. “Well, we thought about going to a club to dance, but honestly, we think we’d rather just go home. I hope you’re not too disappointed by that,” she said, her tone dripping with false innocence.

Alice chimed in, her smile a slow, wicked curve that promised sin. “And I certainly don’t want to mess up your special Valentine’s Day,” she added, making it perfectly clear that she intended to do the absolute opposite.

I drove, my mind buzzing, every nerve ending alight. This time, Alice insisted on taking the front seat. As soon as we pulled out of the parking lot, Kiana leaned forward from the back seat, her warm breath ghosting against the shell of my ear. “You want her, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice a silken, hypnotic thread of sound meant only for me. “She’s so hot, isn’t she? Look at her legs. That dress. God. I want to watch you with her tonight. I want to see you fuck my best friend.”

As Kiana’s words were weaving a pornographic tapestry in my ear, Alice, as if on cue, nonchalantly shifted in her seat. She leaned against her door, angling her body toward me and allowing her crimson skirt to ride tantalizingly high on her thighs. She wasn’t wearing stockings. Her long, toned, glorious legs were bare, disappearing into the darkness under her dress. She turned her head slightly, caught my eye in the rearview mirror, and just grinned, a silent, gleeful co-conspirator. The drive back to Alice’s apartment was the longest, most torturous ten minutes of my life.

We practically ran from the car to her front door. Once we were inside, Kiana took immediate charge. “I’ll pour us some wine,” she announced, heading for the kitchen with a confident stride. “Alice, why don’t you take Fabio up to the bedroom? Get him comfortable. I’ll be up in a bit.” She gave me a look that was pure, molten heat, a look of command and promise.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Alice took my hand, her fingers cool and smooth against my suddenly sweaty palm, and led me up the carpeted stairs. The moment her bedroom door closed behind us, we were on each other. Her mouth was hot and eager, our kisses fueled by hours of simmering anticipation.

“I’m so glad that you joined us tonight,” I managed to say, my hands already working on the zipper of her beautiful dress.

“Don’t worry,” she breathed against my lips, her own hands busy with my jacket. “I’ve been looking forward to this since Kiana first asked me. She said you were… adventurous.” Her dress fell to the floor in a pool of crimson silk, revealing a delicate red lace bra and matching panties. “And,” she added cryptically, “she said she’d help me with a favor in return.”

The comment barely registered. My brain was too preoccupied with the sight of her kneeling before me, her expert hands unbuckling my belt. She took me into her mouth with a practiced, breathtaking ease. I sat on the edge of her bed, my head falling back as she gave me a blowjob that was both technically perfect and incredibly passionate. As she looked up at me, her green-blue eyes heavy-lidded and dark with desire, I saw movement in the periphery of my vision. Kiana was standing in the doorway, a glass of red wine in each hand, watching us. She didn’t say a word, just leaned against the doorframe, a silent, beautiful, approving voyeur.

Seeing her there, watching, sent a fresh, raw surge of lust through me, a feedback loop of desire. I stood up, bringing Alice with me. I turned her around, bending her over so her hands were flat on the bed, her perfect ass angled up at me. I peeled off her lace panties and tossed them aside. My hand slipped between her legs, confirming what I already knew: she was soaking wet, more than ready for me. I looked over at Kiana. “Are you ready for me to fuck her?” I asked, my voice thick and ragged.

“Mmm. Yes, I am,” she whispered, her eyes locked on me, wide and dark.

I entered Alice slowly, savoring the feeling of her hot, tight body enclosing mine. Then I picked up the pace, my hips finding a hard, steady, driving rhythm. I reached around, cupping her full breasts, my thumbs teasing her hardened nipples. The entire time, I never broke eye contact with Kiana. I was fucking her friend, but I was making love to her with my eyes. In that moment, watching her watch me, a profound and absolute certainty settled in my soul. We were not just lovers; we were sexual soulmates. This beautiful, unconventional triangulation of desire was our native tongue, the language our souls spoke most fluently.

The next four hours were a symphony of flesh and pleasure. I came twice inside Alice, once from behind and once with her on top, her sharp moans harmonizing with Kiana’s quiet words of encouragement from her perch on a nearby chair. Then, Alice’s “favor” was returned. She and Kiana laid me back on the bed, and for what felt like an eternity, I was the sole subject of their combined attention, a glorious, overwhelming blur of soft hands, wet mouths, and fragrant hair. Afterwards, I had the supreme pleasure of fucking my own girlfriend while her best friend lay beside us, her hand stroking Kiana’s back in a gesture of gentle support. And finally, when we were all spent and exhausted, I sat back and watched the two of them together, a tangle of limbs and soft, tender kisses, exploring each other with a gentle, loving curiosity that was as arousing as anything I had ever witnessed. Our second Valentine’s Day had set a new, impossibly high bar.

To detail every Valentine’s Day since would be to write a novel in itself. Each one has been a unique, unforgettable chapter in our ongoing story. There was the year we were on vacation in the Caribbean with two other couples, friends from my work. They were lovely people, but vanilla to the absolute core, married for years with kids, with no hint of any non-monogamous inclination. Over the course of a week, fueled by endless rum punch and the oppressive tropical heat, Kiana and I embarked on a slow, careful campaign of seduction. It started with wickedly flirtatious conversations by the resort pool, moved to “accidental” games of footsie under the dinner table, and escalated to late-night skinny-dipping after our respective spouses had gone to bed.

By the time Valentine’s Day rolled around, the air between the six of us was so thick with unspoken desire it was practically suffocating. That night, we invited them all to our suite for a final nightcap. One thing led to another, and our hotel suite became the site of a six-person orgy that was as shocking as it was exhilarating for everyone involved. We never spoke of it again with them, of course, but for years afterward, a knowing look would pass between us whenever we saw them at company functions.

Kiana’s favorite, I think, was when we were in our early thirties. We were settled, successful, and feeling a bit nostalgic for our reckless youth. Kiana, ever the brilliant orchestrator, arranged a reunion. She tracked down Trey and our old friend Mike. We invited them over to our house for Valentine’s Day dinner. The pretense of a simple, friendly get-together was laughably thin from the start. After dessert, Kiana looked at Trey across the dining room table and said, with a wicked smile, “I think I’m due for a re-evaluation.” The four of us ended up in our master bedroom, a glorious, hilarious, and incredibly hot repeat of that first night in the frat house. Only this time, we were older, more confident, more sure of ourselves, and there was no grading. Or rather, as Kiana declared afterwards, breathless and satisfied, this time she got straight A’s from everyone.

And now, here I am. Aspen. The snow is falling harder now, a thick, determined curtain blanketing the world in a pristine, sound-dampening silence. The fire roars with renewed vigor, the whiskey is smooth on my tongue, and my mind is a warm, glowing tapestry of sixteen years of exquisite, shared memories. My lovely, brilliant, insatiable wife is somewhere in this very hotel, putting the finishing touches on whatever surprise she has cooked up for this year. I only know the location. The rest remains a mystery, a beautifully wrapped present I am dying to open. And my imagination, honed by decades of practice and intimate knowledge of her desires, is running wild with the possibilities.

The door to the suite clicks open.
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About the Author

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.

Coleen F. Brennan
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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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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

[image: Taboo Cravings]

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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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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