
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Last Reservation: A Futanari Valentine's Day Erotica

        

        
        
          Futanari Valentine's Day, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Hera Persepolis

        

        
          Published by Persepolis Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LAST RESERVATION: A FUTANARI VALENTINE'S DAY EROTICA

    

    
      First edition. February 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Hera Persepolis.

    

    
    
      Written by Hera Persepolis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


THE LAST RESERVATION
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I ARRIVED FIVE MINUTES late. That's what you do when you're pretending you don't care.

The restaurant glowed like held breath—low amber light, white linen, the kind of place that smells faintly of citrus and money. Valentine's Day decorations had rendered it theatrical: roses everywhere, candles on every surface that would hold them, happy couples leaned toward each other as if gravity had shifted around them. I gave my name to the host and tried not to look at the empty chair across from me as I was led to a secluded corner in the back of the dining room. 

The table was tucked into its own little sanctuary, a private little alcove half-hidden by a curtain and scattering of fairy lights. Intimate and romantic. Painfully well-chosen by a man who, at the moment, was very much not here. 

I checked my phone. No new messages. I set it face down. 

Five minutes passed. Ten. I ordered a glass of wine I couldn't pronounce and let it sting my sinuses, sharp and dry and grounding. Around me, laughter and conversation rose and fell. A man proposed at the table across from me. There was a smattering of applause for the couple, who I estimated would be divorced within the next presidential term. I smiled automatically, and then stopped when I realized nobody was looking at me. 

If nobody was looking at me, I'd look at myself. The mirrored wall across the way from my private sanctuary for one showed me in all my lonely splendor, my soft, luminous face, my full lips, my wide expressive eyes, my spill of wavy golden blonde hair. My perfectly done makeup and red lipstick. My sparkling blue dress that ended perhaps just a bit north on my thighs for decency’s sake. I did not look like a woman who would be stood up. 

And yet, here I was. 

At exactly fifteen minutes late, the host returned. He wore the practiced expression of someone about to deliver bad news with a smile, the politeness of which was so practiced and condescending it made you want to punch him.

“I’m so sorry,” he said quietly. “There’s been a mix-up.”

I laughed once, a reflex. “Let me guess. Valentine’s Day.”

“Yes,” he said, relieved that I'd gotten it immediately. Bless his heart; he was trying. I couldn't really have punched him. “We’ve accidentally double-booked this table. Our most private VIP area. And—” He hesitated. “The other guest has already arrived.”

As if summoned, she appeared behind him.

She was wearing a black coat, long and clean-lined, her obsidian-colored hair loose around her shoulders like she hadn’t bothered to tame it for the occasion. She was tall and willowy, carrying herself like a partially-drawn bow, relaxed, but never slack. She took in the scene—me, the empty chair, the half-full wineglass—with quick, intelligent eyes. Not apologetic. Curious. Those eyes were dark and almond-shaped, and lovely. Her high cheekbones caught the light like pale marble, her strong jaw softened by an easy smile that suggested she was a repository of all the world's wit. I wasn't really bisexual, per se, but with a woman like her, I could easily have been convinced. 

“Oh,” she said. Her voice was low, amused. “You too?”

I blinked. “Apparently.”

The host cleared his throat. “We’re fully booked tonight. Every table. But if you’re both amenable, we could—”

“No,” I said, too quickly. Then paused. The idea of sitting alone at this table suddenly felt unbearable. The thought of going home was worse. Far worse than being forced to share the space with a fellow loner. “I mean... How long?”

“Dinner service,” he said. “Of course, we’ll offer complimentary champagne. And dessert.”

The tall dark angel smiled then, a small tilt of her mouth that felt like an invitation. “I don’t mind,” she said. “If you don’t. Our dates have let us down, but that doesn't mean we oughtn't enjoy ourselves. Their loss, I suppose. This restaurant isn't the easiest in the world to book a table.”

"That... is absolutely accurate," the host said, though I was so taken with this woman, I'd almost forgotten he was there. 

I looked at the dark angel. Really looked. Her hair fell so perfectly it was as if gravity itself had a fondness for her. Her movements suggested an athletic elegance, suggested that strength was her natural state and that beauty was simply the echo it left behind. There was a steadiness to her posture, a comfort in her own skin that made me acutely aware of mine. My dress suddenly felt too tight, too intentionally revealing. I imagined explaining this later to my friends and found myself smiling.

“Fine,” I said. “Why not.”

The host exhaled in relief and disappeared. No man, I thought, would ever have been happier to have left the presence of two beautiful women as that man just was. The dark angel shrugged out of her coat and took the seat across from me, close enough that our knees might touch if one of us shifted wrong. Or right, depending on one's perspective.

“I’m Emma,” she said.

“Sabrina.”

We clinked glasses when the champagne arrived, the sound bright and fragile in the low din of dining room conversation.

“To Valentine’s Day,” she said.

“To unrealistic expectations,” I countered.

"Fucking romance movies," Emma said. "Am I right?"

I laughed, genuinely. "Ruined everything," I said. "Life doesn't work that way, does it?"

"No, it certainly does not," said Emma. "Let me guess. Late? Or cancelled."

"Not even," I said. "Just... evaporated. 'Ghosting' would imply he was ever real and alive, which is hard to believe at this point."

She winced in sympathy. “Ouch.”

“And you?”

She lifted one shoulder. “I was supposed to meet someone I’ve been seeing casually. He panicked this morning. Said the day felt ‘too loaded.’”
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