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* * *
Every year is the same.
I was in the bath, preparing to meet with my boyfriend Alex later that evening, and my mind had started wandering. Don’t get me wrong, I was excited at what the night might hold, I just had a pretty good idea already what that was going to be.
Every year when Valentine’s Day comes around, Alex “surprises” me with a romantic dinner at my favourite restaurant. We exchange ‘I love you’s as well as thoughtful, though not-so-original gifts. Then, during dessert, I reveal I’m wearing his favourite sexy lingerie, at which point he takes me to a hotel room for a night of passionate yet predictable love making.
I shouldn’t complain, I thought as I stepped out of the bath and towelled myself dry. After all, it’s more than a lot of girls get, especially after six years together. Yet, every Valentine’s, I’m left feeling a little bit disappointed; a little unsatisfied. I’ve often thought of telling Alex how I feel or asking him to let me organise our annual Valentine date, but I always lose my nerve at the last moment. It’s obvious how much pleasure he gets from arranging our special day and I can’t bear to take that away from him.
Especially this year. It’s clear from the way he’s been bouncing around the apartment that he’s got something extra special planned. If history is any indication, this means he’s bought me new lingerie in addition to my regular gift or he’s organised an extra fancy hotel room for us to spend the night in.
I sighed as I applied my makeup. Even his surprises are predictable.
Still, I was looking forward to our special night together. Despite my want for more spontaneity, I loved how excited Alex got putting his little plans together. The joy he got from treating me to a night out almost made up for the lack of variety.
So I went through all the usual motions; begging for hints, pouting when he refused to divulge anything, interrogating his best friend Kyle for any knowledge he might have. Kyle played his part just as well as I; teasing and taunting me yet keeping his lips firmly sealed.
Remembering our conversations as I slipped my dress on, I smiled a little. Despite his lack of forthcoming, I enjoyed the banter I shared with Kyle; a sort of innocent flirtation. He was just as handsome as Alex, yet they were physical opposites: Kyle being blond and blue-eyed where Alex was dark and tan. And although my heart belonged definitely to Alex, I couldn’t help but admire his attractive best friend, sometimes secretly wondering what it would feel like to run my fingers through his golden hair, glide my hands over his pale chest, touch my mouth to his soft, pink lips…
I think it even pleased Alex that I got along so well with his best friend; though I was sure he never suspected the naughty directions my thoughts would sometimes take me. I would never have acted upon them though; I loved Alex far too much to give in to curiosity; no matter how tempting it seemed in the face of our comfortable predictability.
Little did I know that this Valentine’s Day would blow all my assumptions out of the water.
Looking at myself in the mirror, I ran my hands over my hips and nodded with satisfaction. The red halter neck dress I was wearing showed off my small, perky breasts and clung to my curves nicely. I had skipped wearing a bra, partly due to the backless nature of my dress and partly to surprise Alex, I thought with a smile. The hem of my dress brushed gently above my knees, just managing to cover the black garter and suspenders I was wearing. I smiled again as I imagined Alex’s reaction when he finally saw those.
Giving my hair and make up a quick once over, I slipped on my favourite red high heels and made my way out of our apartment and downstairs to where Alex had instructed me to wait in the lobby of our building. I had barely sat down when the doorman made his way over to me, an enormous bouquet of long-stemmed red roses in his arms.
“Good evening, Miss Lapham,” he greeted me with a smile. “These are for you.”
I felt my eyes widen as I took the bouquet from him. These roses certainly put last year’s flowers to shame! Their gentle perfume wafted up and around me as the doorman took my elbow and guided me out the front doors and into the street.
As my eyes adjusted to the street lights outside, I noticed a stretch limousine driving towards the building, a very familiar figure in a suit standing out of the sunroof. I grinned as the car pulled to a stop in front of me, Alex ducking out of sight to reappear at the open door.
“Your chariot, m’lady,” he smiled as he took my arm, nodding his thanks to the doorman, and helping me inside the limo.
Sitting down, I exhaled slowly as I took in the opulent space around me. Soft leather seats, dim lights, a minibar… I caught Alex’s eye as he took out a bottle of chilled champagne and poured two glasses.
“This is amazing,” I said as he passed me one of the glasses.
“And this is only the beginning,” he said with a smile. “A toast. To us.”
We clinked glasses and I sipped at the champagne before meeting Alex’s mouth in a kiss. I could feel the fizz of the bubbly he had drank on his lips and eagerly parted my own to kiss him deeper, tasting the sharp tang of champagne.
“Did I mention how gorgeous you look tonight?” he murmured between kisses, his hand coming up to caress my bare arm. I hummed in reply, too lost in sensation to form a coherent response.
Alex took my glass and set it aside, never breaking contact for a moment. Now that my hands were free, I threw them around his neck, running my fingers through his thick hair and drawing him close. His tongue entwined with mine, warm and intoxicating, and I let out a soft moan as I felt his hand make its way down my body to drift up my skirt.
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