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About
this
Story

She resists. He persists. Time is on his side.

 


She is a professional author of historical erotic
fiction. Striving to transmit the ultimate sensual experience to
her readers, she is in the habit of dressing up like her main
character and touching herself in the same way her characters are
being touched while she is writing. One day, in the middle of a
seductive passage in her story, a chat message opens on her
computer screen. Whoever is on the other side knows seems to know
everything about her. Who is watching her and what does this person
want?

 


Somebody Watching Me is woven together in a
fascinating plot where the boundary between fiction and reality
becomes blurred and the past and the present come together in
unexpected ways. Do you like historical erotic romance with a bite?
Have ever played with the thought of exposing yourself online to a
stranger? Then you will enjoy this enticing tantric novelette with
an Explosive Blaze (4 out of 5) Tantric Candy heat rating, where
the sexual tension keeps rising – over and over again – culminating
in one steamy encounter after another.

 


Somebody Watching Me is a Novelette of
approx. 8000 words.


Somebody Watching
Me

 I draw the heavy burgundy curtains and light the
white candles in
the two large candelabra standing on the floor. Dark wooden
bookcases line the walls of the room. A black divan couch strewn
with red cushions accompanies them. A breath of air – the flame of
the match is extinguished. A wisp of smoke still lingers above the
charred head. I inhale the fleeting scent of sulphur and burned
wood.

My bare feet
sink into the ruby red rug as I walk across the floor and sit down
behind my desk. The leather creaks under my behind. I lean back
with a contented sigh; pleased with my office armchair and the many
hours of comfort it has given me. My writing desk has been with me
for a long time as well. It is a large, sturdy, antique colonial
desk. The surface is worn out and covered in scratches from past
incidents, made by people long forgotten. I run my fingers over the
surface and imagine what these scars would tell me if they could
talk.

 



Part I

 I am a professional author writing erotic fiction. I
want my stories and characters to be as believable as I can make
them; I want every touch to be felt and every moan to be genuine.
When I write, I often dress up as my main character or touch myself
the same way my characters are being touched, so that I can fully
sense what I am writing.

Tonight I
immerse myself in a story that is taking place in the 18th century.
In order to get into the right frame of mind, I am dressed in a
black and golden corset and an ankle length velvet skirt loosely
draping itself over my legs. The heroine of the story is a woman
from a wealthy family. I relish in the descriptions of her attire;
the luxurious look and feel of the fabrics of her clothing, a heavy
crimson velvet dress combined with a black satin brocade bodice
embroidered with a discrete gold motif. The locks of her long, dark
hair having come undone as she hurriedly enters through the
door.

Under normal
circumstances no respectable woman would dare venture into a place
like this, certainly not at such an hour. But these are no ordinary
circumstances. The air is bustling with the sound of voices, music
and laughter. As our heroine sits down in a corner, trying to make
herself invisible, her eyes are irresistibly drawn to the ladies of
pleasure making their living for the day. Generously exposed
décolletages, long skirts riding high up on their legs, smooth
thighs exposed. Each lady surrounded by two or more men buzzing
around them like bees swarming around apple blossom. Flirtatious
glances exchanged, hands finding their way up under the skirts.
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