

Coleen F. Brennan

Friend of the Family


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Friend of the Family
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Circle of Temptation
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Friend of the Family

The memories were like ghosts, whispering from the shadowy corners and sun-drenched floorboards of the old house. For Larry and Carlos, Trinity had always been a fixture, an essential piece of their world, as permanent and foundational as the massive fieldstone fireplace that dominated the living room and radiated a comforting warmth through the coldest winters. She was their mother’s other half, the vibrant, laughing counterpoint to Eleanor’s quiet, steadfast strength. Their entire childhood was scored by the sound of Trinity’s rich, uninhibited laughter echoing through the halls, a melody of pure joy. The scent of her perfume, a complex, intoxicating blend of warm sandalwood and a hint of something wild and sweet, like jasmine just after a drenching summer rain, would cling to the air, to the curtains and upholstered chairs, long after her car had pulled out of the driveway.

She was the architect of their fondest adventures. It was Trinity who taught them how to skip stones across the glassy surface of the lake, her wrist flicking with an effortless, almost magical grace they could never quite replicate. Their own stones would tumble and sink with a clumsy ‘plunk,’ while hers would dance across the water, leaving a trail of perfect, expanding ripples in their wake. She was the delightful smuggler of contraband sweets, pressing forbidden chocolates and brightly colored candies into their waiting palms with a conspiratorial wink that transformed them from little boys into partners in a thrilling, secret crime against the tyranny of sensible bedtimes. She was a whirlwind of motion and color, a kaleidoscope of bright silk scarves, clinking silver bracelets that chimed with every gesture, and incredible stories of a world that existed far beyond the sleepy confines of their small town. To their young, impressionable eyes, she wasn’t just a woman, or even their mother’s best friend; she was an event, a magnificent, luminous spectacle that made their ordinary lives feel extraordinary.

Their father’s passing, an abrupt and devastating blow when they were still raw-edged teenagers, had only deepened her presence, cementing her place at the very core of their family. In the bleak aftermath, she had enveloped their shattered mother in a cocoon of unwavering support, becoming the family’s steadfast anchor in an unforgiving sea of grief. She’d cooked endless meals, rich, nourishing stews and casseroles that filled the house with savory aromas when no one else could even think of food. She answered the constantly ringing phone, her calm voice a buffer against the well-meaning but draining sympathies of friends and neighbors. For hours on end, she would sit with Eleanor on the wide front porch, their silent companionship a language all its own, a testament to a bond that words could not begin to touch. The boys had watched her then, marveling at her seemingly bottomless well of resilience, her fierce, unwavering loyalty. She was a rock, a lighthouse, a force of nature in her own right.

But time, in its cruel and patient way, had begun to warp that sacred, platonic image. For Larry, the shift had been a singular, searing moment that burned itself into his memory like a brand. He’d been seventeen, tired and smelling of cut grass and gasoline after a long day at his summer landscaping job. He had walked into the kitchen, his boots heavy on the linoleum, to find Trinity leaning against the counter, a tall glass of iced tea sweating in her hand. The late afternoon sun slanted through the window, a honey-gold river of light that caught the fine gold hairs on her forearms and illuminated the graceful, vulnerable curve of her neck as she laughed at something his mother had just said. She was wearing a simple white sundress, its fabric thin against her skin, and for the first time in his life, Larry hadn’t seen “Trinity, Mom’s friend.” He’d seen a woman, a breathtakingly, achingly beautiful woman, and a wave of heat had washed over him so intense it left him dizzy, his vision tunneling at the edges.

He’d mumbled a lame excuse about needing to shower and fled upstairs, his heart hammering against his ribs with a frantic, unfamiliar rhythm, a feeling he couldn’t name but knew, instinctively, was profoundly, dangerously forbidden. From that day forward, the familiar landscape of their relationship was terraformed; every casual touch, every shared glance, was charged with a secret, crackling electricity that he tried desperately, and always futilely, to ground.

For Carlos, the watcher, it had been a slower, more deliberate realization. He was the one who observed the subtle currents running beneath the surface of things, the hidden architecture of human relationships. He saw the way other men’s eyes followed Trinity when she walked into a room, a mixture of hunger and admiration that they tried and failed to conceal. He saw the flicker of profound loneliness in her gaze in the years after her own husband, Mark, had passed away, a quiet, kind man who had always seemed slightly overwhelmed, perpetually standing in the brilliant glare of his wife’s incandescence.

Carlos saw the formidable strength in her, the bedrock of her character, but he also saw the unplumbed depths of a passion that life had, perhaps, never fully allowed her to explore. And he saw the way she looked at him and his brother now, her gaze holding a new, complex weight in the wake of their mother’s latest illness. It was a look that held decades of shared history, but also something new, something questioning and speculative.

Eleanor’s fight with pneumonia had been long and draining, a slow-motion battle that had sapped the energy from the entire house. And once again, like a guardian angel summoned by their need, Trinity had stepped in. For the past month, she had been a near-constant presence, her sensible sedan a familiar sight in the driveway, her things neatly arranged in the spare room, her quiet, capable energy filling the spaces left empty and hollow by their mother’s debilitating fatigue. This forced, sustained proximity had acted like a magnifying glass, focusing the ambient heat of the unspoken thing that had been simmering between the three of them for years into a single, burning point. It was no longer a secret held tightly in Larry’s chest or a complex theory in Carlos’s observant mind. It was a living entity, breathing in the shared, recycled air of the house, growing stronger, more insistent, with every passing day.

Which brought them to tonight.

The rain drummed a soft, relentless rhythm against the windowpanes, casting long, wavering silver streaks down the glass. It was a melancholy sound, a steady, rhythmic pulse that seemed to be counting down the seconds in the silent, charged room. It was late, far too late for a casual visitor to still be lingering. But Trinity was still there, curled up on the old living room couch, her bare feet tucked beneath her in a gesture of familiar comfort that, in the super-heated atmosphere of the room, felt achingly, almost unbearably intimate. She had been their mother’s best friend for as long as they could remember, her presence as fundamental as the air they breathed, woven into the very fabric of their history.

But at some point, was it a week ago, a year, a decade? She had stopped being just that. At some point, she had shed the skin of that familial, untouchable role and emerged as something else entirely, something potent and unnervingly magnetic. At some point, she had become more. So much more. Larry sat across from her in the worn leather armchair, its hide cracked and softened with age, his fingers curled so tightly around a glass of whiskey that his knuckles were stark white. The amber liquid was a pool of liquid fire in his hand, a perfect mirror of the heat burning low and fierce in his gut. He stared down into it, avoiding her eyes, as if the swirling depths of the drink held the answers he was too afraid to seek in her gaze. Carlos leaned against the stone mantelpiece of the fireplace, the dying embers casting a hellish, flickering orange-and-red glow on his sharp features. He was watching her, as always, over the rim of his own drink, his eyes darker than usual, missing nothing, his stillness a coiled, predatory thing.

The air in the room was thick, so heavy it felt difficult to breathe. It was saturated with unspoken words, with years of glances held a second too long, of casual touches that lingered with an almost electric, illicit intent. It was a quiet, suffocating kind of tension that neither of the brothers had ever dared to name aloud, a fragile, beautiful, dangerous thing they had built together in the silent spaces between them, without ever speaking a single word of its design.

“Your mom’s asleep?” Trinity asked, her voice softer than usual, a near whisper that sliced cleanly through the steady drumming of the rain. It was as if she could feel the quantum shift in the atmosphere, the precise moment when the pressure had become too great to bear, when something had to give.

Carlos nodded, his movements slow, almost theatrically deliberate. “She went to bed an hour ago. The antibiotics are finally kicking in. She was exhausted.” He took a slow, measured sip of his drink, his gaze never leaving Trinity, holding her pinned in place with its intensity.

Trinity exhaled, a long, slow breath that seemed to carry with it the accumulated weight of the day, of the entire exhausting month. She stretched her arms languidly over her head, her back arching in a perfect, graceful curve, her sweater rising just enough to reveal a tantalizing sliver of smooth, pale skin at her waist. The movement was entirely unselfconscious and utterly, profoundly devastating. The soft curve of her body, the gentle swell of her breasts beneath the cashmere, was illuminated by the flickering light from the fireplace, turning her into a living silhouette of temptation and grace.

Larry looked away first. He always did. It was a deeply ingrained reflex, a desperate act of self-preservation he’d honed over years. He was the quieter one, the one who tried to bury things deep, to pack the dirt down tight over feelings that burned like hot coals just beneath the surface. But Carlos, Carlos never looked away. He watched the elegant line of her spine, the way the firelight played across the soft knit of her sweater, his expression a mask of cool, detached appraisal that betrayed nothing and yet saw everything.

“You should stay the night,” Larry said, his voice coming out lower than he intended, a gravelly rumble that felt foreign in his own throat. “The roads are a mess. It’s not safe.” The excuse was flimsy, hopelessly practical, a transparent shield for the raw, desperate plea churning beneath it: Don’t go. Please, don’t go. Not yet.

Trinity hesitated for just a second, a flicker of genuine uncertainty crossing her features before it was smoothed away by a placid composure. She let her arms fall back to her sides and finally met his gaze directly. The force of it was like a physical touch. Then she looked at Carlos, who gave a nearly imperceptible nod, a silent, instantaneous consensus passing between the brothers in that single, shared glance. She nodded back at Larry, a small, decisive movement. “Alright.”

She stood, the single word hanging in the air between them, shimmering with unspoken implications. She smoothed her hands down the front of her sweater, a simple, almost nervous gesture, and something about the movement, the faint, soft rustle of the wool, made the air grow heavier still. She had always been a presence in this house, a force of nature, self-assured, effortlessly beautiful, a splash of vibrant, essential color in their otherwise monochrome lives. But here, in the quiet, charged intimacy of the late night, with the rest of the world washed away by the relentless rain, she felt different. More real, more untouchable, and yet impossibly, terrifyingly close.

“I’ll get you some blankets from the linen closet,” Larry murmured, grasping at the mundane task as an excuse to move, to break the spell that held them all captive. He pushed himself to his feet, the old leather of the armchair groaning in weary protest.

He had only taken a single step when Trinity’s hand shot out and caught his wrist before he could move past her. Her fingers were warm and surprisingly strong, her touch sending a jolt of pure electricity straight up his arm and into his chest, where it exploded behind his sternum. “I don’t need them yet.”

Across the room, Carlos set his drink down on the cold stone of the mantle with a quiet, deliberate click. The sound was unnaturally loud, an exclamation point marking the end of one chapter and the start of another. He tilted his head slightly, a small, knowing smile playing on his lips, like he was watching a complicated piece of machinery he had meticulously designed finally whirring to life, everything unfolding exactly as he had predicted, down to the last gear and spring.

“You’re different with me,” Trinity said after a loaded, heart-stopping pause, her fingers lingering against the rapidly beating pulse in Larry’s wrist. Her gaze was locked on his, intense and searching, peeling back layers he’d spent years constructing. “Both of you.”

Larry swallowed hard against a sudden lump in his throat. His mouth was bone dry. The unadorned truth of her words was a physical blow, knocking the wind from his lungs. He could feel a betraying heat rising in his cheeks, the confession of his long-held secret written there in a crimson blush for her to see. But Carlos only smiled, a knowing, quiet thing that was somehow more unnerving, more exposing, than any open admission. “Maybe that’s because you’re different with us,” Carlos said finally, his voice smooth as velvet, cutting through the Gordian knot of tension with surgical precision.

Trinity’s lips parted, as if to offer a rebuttal, a denial, but no words came out. The protest died on her tongue, unspoken. Instead, her expression softened, and she let her hand slide slowly down Larry’s wrist, her fingers grazing his damp palm in a caress that felt both dangerously accidental and deeply intentional, before she stepped back. Her gaze flickered between them, from Larry’s stunned, deer-in-the-headlights expression to Carlos’s predatory calm, as if she wasn’t quite sure what to do with the truth that was now, finally, laid bare and writhing between them.

“You should get some sleep,” Larry said, but his voice was hoarse now, strained by the monumental effort of holding himself together. The words were a dismissal, a panicked retreat back to safe territory, but his body screamed the opposite. Stay. Touch me again. Finish this.

Trinity studied him for a long, unreadable moment, her eyes cataloging the raw conflict warring in his face. Then she turned her gaze to Carlos, who simply watched her like he always did, like he was waiting for a punchline she might never deliver, a final, decisive move in a game she herself had started long ago. Finally, she smiled, a small, enigmatic thing that held a universe of meaning. “Good night, boys,” she whispered, and the words were simultaneously a promise, a challenge, and a farewell.

She turned and ascended the staircase, her movements fluid and utterly silent. The brothers stood frozen, listening to the soft, weightless pad of her footsteps on the old wood, until they heard the gentle, definitive click of the guest room door closing. The sound echoed in the sudden, deafening silence of the living room. The spell was broken, but its residue lingered, clinging to the air like smoke, smelling of rain and perfume and possibility.

The house was steeped in a profound quiet, a silence so deep it felt like a presence. It was broken only by the ceaseless, hypnotic drumming of the rain and the solemn grandfather clock in the hall ticking away the seconds toward an unknown, rapidly approaching future. For nearly two hours, a lifetime, Larry had sat in the dark, the whiskey doing nothing to soothe the frantic, high-frequency energy thrumming through his veins. Every creak of the old house settling, every sigh of the wind in the eaves, was the sound of Trinity’s door opening in his imagination. He was caught in a state of suspended animation, trapped in the liminal space between seventeen years of disciplined restraint and a single night of explosive, world-altering possibility.

He couldn’t take it anymore. The agonizing question of “what if” was a poison spreading through his system, and he needed the antidote, whatever the cost. On numb, automated legs, he found himself in the kitchen, his mind a million miles away, upstairs, behind a closed door. He bypassed the nearly empty bottle of whiskey on the counter and reached for a dusty bottle of red wine from the back of the pantry, something their father had been saving for a special occasion that had never come. This felt like an occasion of its own sort—an apocalypse, or a genesis. He didn’t know which. Perhaps it was both.

With the heavy bottle in one hand and two glasses clutched precariously in the other, he tiptoed up the stairs, his heart a frantic, wild drum against his ribs. The floorboards, usually so prone to groaning and betraying every secret movement, were mercifully silent beneath his stockinged feet. He didn’t want to wake Carlos. This, whatever this was about to be, felt like it needed to be his alone. A conversation, a rejection, a consummation—it felt singular, a dialogue between him and Trinity that had been waiting decades to finally happen.

He reached her door, the old wood cool and solid beneath his trembling fingers. He could hear the faint, muffled sound of the rain against her window, a soft, constant shushing sound. He took a deep, shaky breath, held it, and tapped lightly, a barely-there sound, more a vibration than a knock.

A moment of stomach-clenching silence, and then her voice, hushed and startlingly intimate from the other side. “Larry? It’s 2 AM.”

“I know,” he whispered, his lips almost touching the wood of the door. “I just… I came to check if you were asleep.” It was a lie, a pathetic, flimsy one, but it was the best he could manage, his mind blank with nervous anticipation.

There was another pause, longer this time, stretching his nerves to their breaking point. He imagined her in there, sitting up in bed, the sheets pooled around her waist, her hair tousled from sleep. “Well,” Trinity said, the single word an invitation, a question, a dare.

“Can I come in?” Larry asked, but his hand was already turning the old, cool brass knob, his body moving on an impulse far stronger than decorum or fear. He pushed the door open and walked in without waiting for an answer. The room was dark, save for the weak, watery moonlight filtering through the curtains, painting everything in ethereal shades of silver and gray. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, just as he’d pictured, wearing a simple, oversized t-shirt. He recognized it with a jolt, it belonged to him, a faded relic from high school he hadn’t seen in years, one she must have borrowed from the closet. The soft cotton fell to her mid-thigh, leaving her long, beautiful legs bare and shadowed in the gloom.

“Where are my manners?” Trinity joked, her voice soft but laced with a warm amusement that eased the crushing tension in his chest, making space for him to breathe again.

He managed a shaky laugh as he closed the door behind him with a soft, final click. “They’re in my pants,” he said, the attempt at a suave, witty line falling clumsily and awkwardly from his lips. He moved to the small table by the window, his hands fumbling slightly as he uncorked the wine and poured it into the two glasses. The deep, glugging sound of the dark liquid was obscenely loud in the quiet room. “Let’s unwind.” He held a glass out to her, a peace offering, a proposition, a prayer.

Trinity looked at the glass of deep red wine, then up at his face, her eyes seeming to glow with their own light in the gloom. “I don’t want to drink right now, Larry,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, husky timbre that made the fine hairs on his arms and the back of his neck stand up.

“Then what do you want to do?” he asked, his voice cracking slightly on the last word. “Because I’m not leaving this room till morning.” The words were out before he could stop them, a bald, desperate, reckless declaration.

A slow, knowing smile spread across her face, transforming her features in the moonlight. “Hmm,” she purred, the sound vibrating through him. Trinity rose from the bed and glided toward him, her movements as fluid and silent as a cat’s. She took the glass from his hand, her fingers deliberately brushing against his, a lingering touch that sent fire up his arm, and placed it back on the table with a soft clink. Then she did the same with his own glass. Her hands came to rest on his chest, flat against the frantic, wild thumping of his heart. She pushed him gently, but insistently, backwards until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the mattress and he tumbled onto the bed in a heap of tangled limbs and shredded composure.

Before he could process what was happening, she was on him, a vision of predatory grace. She grabbed the waistband of his jeans and ripped the button free with a sharp, decisive tug. The sound of the zipper being pulled down was unnaturally loud, a tearing sound in the sacred silence of the room. She hooked her fingers into the thick denim and his boxers and pulled them down his legs and off his feet in one swift, shockingly efficient motion.

In the sudden, cool air of the room, his young, hard cock bounced free from the confining cage of his boxers, springing instantly to full, throbbing attention. It was a stark, physical testament to the state of pure, frantic arousal he’d been marinating in for hours. She smiled down at it, a look of genuine, undisguised appreciation on her face. It pointed right at the ceiling, glistening faintly with precum in the moonlight. She reached down, her touch impossibly soft, and wrapped her warm, capable hand around the thick base of his shaft.

A guttural moan was torn from his throat at the simple contact. It was as if a live wire had been pressed directly against his soul. She began to move her hand up and down his rigid length, her thumb stroking reverently over the smooth, weeping head. She took her time with it at first, being so gentle and caring, as if she were learning the feel of him, the unique shape and texture of him. Her touch was both expert and deeply personal, as if she were committing him to memory through her fingertips.

She got up on the bed next to him, crawling over his legs with breathtaking ease to kneel beside his hip, never letting go of her prize. “Oh, yes,” Larry moaned, all thought obliterated, his head falling back against the pillows. Trinity watched his face, her eyes tracking his reaction to her hand job with an almost clinical fascination. He looked like a man in the throes of a religious ecstasy, his features slack with pleasure, his lips parted, his breath coming in ragged, desperate gasps. The sight of his complete undoing was a potent aphrodisiac for her. This was control. This was power. This was the final, triumphant act of erasing the years of her being the untouchable mother figure and becoming the singular object of his primal, adult desire.

His eyes were glued to her hand, a pale, graceful blur stroking away at his hard shaft. He didn’t think he had ever been this hard in his life; it felt like it was made of stone, aching and full to bursting with a pressure that was both agony and bliss. She sensed his impending climax, the sudden tensing of his thighs, the quickening of his breath into short, sharp pants. She sped up her stroking, her hand becoming a blur on his cock, pushing him closer and closer to the precipice. He drew a sharp, final breath, his body arching off the bed, knowing he was just about to come. At that precise, critical moment, without warning, she leaned down and trapped the head of his cock in the wet heat of her mouth.

The sudden, searing sensation broke him completely. He shouted her name, the sound raw and torn from his throat, as he shot rope after rope of thick, hot cum into her waiting mouth. The release was cataclysmic, a violent, full-body convulsion that left him shuddering and spent, his nerves singing. She was impressed by the sheer volume he shot, the force of it. She took it all, swallowing every last potent drop he gave her, the taste of him, salty, musky, intensely male, a brand on her tongue, an unbreakable seal on their new reality. When his spasms finally subsided and he lay gasping, she pulled back and smiled up at him, a genuine, triumphant smile. She opened her mouth slightly to show him she’d swallowed it all, a gesture of profound, shocking intimacy that forever altered the landscape between them.

“Thank you, cutie,” she whispered, her voice husky and thick with his release. “That was good. But I’m not done with you yet.”

He was shocked by her words, his mind still reeling, floating in the blissed-out aftermath of his orgasm. His cock was soft now, limp and slick against his belly. But he had a feeling it wouldn’t be like that for long. Trinity repositioned herself on the bed, shifting her weight with a dancer’s seamless grace. She pushed her feet, still clad in the dark, sheer stockings she’d worn downstairs, into his face, rubbing the nylon-clad arches and soles all over his cheeks and lips. The complex scent of her, faintly of leather from her shoes, her own female musk, and the lingering hint of jasmine from her perfume, filled his senses, short-circuiting his brain. He was so stunned, so completely overwhelmed, he could only react on instinct. He reached up and took hold of one of her ankles, his thumb rubbing slow, deliberate circles into the delicate skin just above the bone. He massaged her foot, then her calf, his hands working their way up the taut, powerful muscles through the fine, dark mesh of her stockings.

The unexpected intimacy of the act, the raw submission and worship inherent in it, sent a fresh, powerful jolt of desire through him. It didn’t take long before his cock, under the spell of her dominance and his own burgeoning, unexplored curiosity, began to stir again, thickening and rising slowly but surely until it was pointing at the ceiling once more, ready and impossibly eager.

Trinity knew they didn’t have tons of time left before the house stirred or, more likely, Carlos grew suspicious and came looking. Seeing his renewed hardness, she hopped right up, straddling his hips with an athletic agility that belied her age. In one fluid motion, she pulled the t-shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor, revealing a magnificent pair of breasts, full and heavy, crowned with dark, pebbled nipples that seemed to beckon him. Then, she reached down, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and with a casual, almost dismissive gesture, simply moved them to the side.

He looked at her, at the simple, wanton act of moving her panties aside, exposing the glistening, dark curls of her mound and the wet, pink flesh nestled beneath. His eyes widened, his mind still trying to catch up to the reality of the situation. “Wait,” he choked out, a last, desperate gasp of the respectful boy he used to be.

But she wasn’t waiting. “Shhh,” she whispered, and sank down onto his hard cock, burying it deep inside her soaking wet pussy.

He threw his head back against the pillows, and a raw, animal moan ripped from his lungs, a sound he didn’t recognize as his own. The sensation was blinding, absolute. She was so hot, so wet, so impossibly tight around him. She took him all in one go, impaling herself on him with a soft sigh of pure satisfaction. She leaned over him, her heavy breasts dangling just inches above his face, and grabbed his head with both hands, tangling her fingers in his hair to make him look at her. “Look at me,” she commanded, her voice firm, and he obeyed without hesitation. She kissed him hard, her tongue plunging into his mouth as she began to grind her hips on his cock, a slow, deliberate, torturous motion designed to drive him absolutely mad.

She took it at a slow, agonizing pace, letting him get used to the feel of her surrounding him, stretching to accommodate his thickness. “Breathe,” she murmured against his lips, feeling the tension coiling in his body. “In through your nose, out through your mouth. Stay with me.” She told him some breathing tricks she’d picked up over the years, techniques to help him last, coaching him like a lover and a teacher all at once, guiding him through this new, uncharted territory.

After several minutes of this slow, grinding torment, she was really into it. Her own breath hitched, and a dark flush spread across her chest. “Yes… oh, fuck… my ass…” Trinity shouted, her voice thick and ragged with pleasure as a strong, shuddering orgasm rippled through her. Her inner muscles clamped down hard on his young cock, milking him, and the incredible sensation almost sent him over the edge right then and there.

She was fucking him good. And in that moment of blinding pleasure, she couldn’t help but think of her late husband, Mark. A flicker of an image, of his kind, gentle face. He would have wished to see this right now, to see her so alive, so completely consumed by passion. Too bad for him. The thought was cruel, but it was honest, and the honesty of it only fueled her fire. She stopped kissing him as she sat up, her back ramrod straight, and started to truly ride his cock. She was bouncing on him hard, her full breasts swaying mesmerizingly, her hair a wild, dark halo around her head in the moonlight. He reached up and grabbed her ass with both hands, his fingers digging into the soft, yielding flesh, holding on for dear life as she took him for the ride of his life.

“Yes! Oh my god, your cock feels so good inside me!” Trinity shouted, her voice loud enough, she was sure, for Carlos, who was sleeping, or not sleeping, in the room next door, to hear every word. The thought was a thrill, a new layer of transgression. Let him hear. Let him know. As she continued her relentless pace, Larry felt the pressure building again, an unstoppable tide rushing toward shore. He thrust up into her, meeting her downward motion, his hips bucking uncontrollably as he came. Trinity kept riding him, her movements unabated, helping him through his powerful orgasm, taking every last pulse and throb deep inside her. He was coming a lot, flooding her warm, tight channel, filling the space already slick with her own release.

Once she felt his orgasm finally calm down, she collapsed onto his chest, panting, their bodies slick with a shared sweat. She bent down and kissed him again, a deep, languid kiss full of lingering passion. They made out for a little bit, their bodies still joined, the heat and friction still connecting them. Trinity pretty much sucked on his tongue, tasting herself and him, mingling their essences in a heady cocktail. She left his cock inside of her pussy as they made out, the comforting fullness a constant, glorious reminder of what they had just done. She wasn’t giving him a chance to go soft. With a grunt of effort, she rolled over on the bed, holding onto him as she did, pulling him with her until he was on top of her, still buried deep between her legs.

“Now you,” she panted, her eyes blazing up at him in the dark, molten with desire. “Fuck me, Larry. Fuck me. Give me that hard young cock. Show me how much you want me.”

Larry’s eyes were as wide as they could be, glazed over with a potent mixture of lust and utter disbelief. He started to fuck her, his movements clumsy and uncertain at first, then gaining a frantic, powerful rhythm born of instinct. He was going crazy on her pussy, driven by years of repressed desire, finally, violently unleashed. He was fucking her so good, giving her his all, pounding into her with a raw, desperate energy that felt like it could last forever.

He reached up and grabbed her huge tits as she writhed beneath him. He played with them, squeezing and kneading the soft, heavy flesh as he fucked her, his mind lost in a red haze of pure sensation. He was like a possessed demon, a creature of pure id, years of “good boy” restraint incinerated in the furnace of his passion. “Yes! I’m coming again! Make me come, Larry! Yes, right there!” she screamed as she felt another strong, big orgasm building, this one even more intense than the first. He had so much energy, so much stamina, it surprised even her. He was fucking her so fast now, his thrusts piston-like and brutal. She kept her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, locking him to her, her ankles crossed behind his back, never giving him a chance to get away. Not that he wanted to, anyways.

“Yes! Yes! Oh my god, ugh, you are so hot!” he shouted, his voice raw, as he began to come again, his seed an explosive, hot torrent filling her pussy for the third time that night.

“Yeah, give it to me, baby,” she moaned into his neck, her nails digging into the skin of his back, leaving faint red crescents. “Give me all that cum. I want it all, every single drop.”

After his orgasm was finally, truly done, he fell onto her, his body boneless, his weight a comforting, solid pressure. She unwrapped her legs from around him, and he rolled off, collapsing onto the bed beside her. They were both slick with sweat, panting for breath, the air thick with the primal, musky smell of sex.

“Oh, shit!” They both exclaimed in unison as the bedroom door swung open with a loud, ominous creak, flooding the intimate darkness of the room with the harsh yellow light from the hallway.

Carlos stood there, silhouetted in the doorway like a vengeful god. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of grey sweatpants slung low and loose on his hips. He didn’t look angry or surprised. He looked… amused. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face as he strolled into the room, his eyes taking in the entire chaotic scene, the tangled sheets, their naked, panting bodies gleaming in the sudden light, the faint, thick scent of sex in the air, and went straight to the small sofa by the window. He sat down, leaning back nonchalantly, crossing one ankle over his opposite knee.

“I’ve been listening to you two for the last 30 minutes,” Carlos said, his voice a low, boastful rumble that vibrated with satisfaction. There was no jealousy in it, only a dark, predatory confidence. “You’re louder than you think.”

Larry was frozen solid, mortified beyond words, but Trinity was completely unfazed. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. She got up from the bed, unselfconscious and magnificent in her nudity, her body gleaming with sweat and slick with Larry’s seed. She went to Carlos. She put a finger below his chin and tilted his head up, making him look at her. She bent forward, her heavy breasts brushing against his bare chest, as she kissed him gently at first, then with increasing passion, taking her time to taste him, to explore his mouth with her tongue.

He moaned into her mouth, his hands coming up to grip her hips, pulling her closer. She reached down between his legs and grabbed his cock through the thin cotton of his sweatpants. It was already rock hard, a thick, heavy ridge of pure wanting in her hand. She gave it a few teasing strokes, feeling its heat and power, a mirror image of his brother’s. They both were about the same size and thickness, she noted with a private, possessive thrill. Two perfect, potent young men.

She pulled back from the kiss and knelt on the floor in front of him. With practiced ease, she pulled his sweatpants down, freeing his glorious erection. She gave his cock a few reverent kisses, her tongue flicking over the sensitive, purpled tip. Then she took him deep into her mouth, sucking him with a practiced, voracious skill that made his breath hitch. She made sure every inch of it was nice and wet with her saliva, laving the long shaft and his heavy balls until he was groaning, his head lolled back against the sofa cushions, his eyes closed in bliss.

She gave it one last, anointing wet kiss and held onto the base of his shaft. By this time, he was half on the sofa and half off, his waist and torso propped up on the couch, resting precariously on his elbows behind him, his hips angled forward as if in offering. She got up, straddling his legs, and aimed that hard, wet cock for her pussy. She was still dripping with Larry’s cum, and the sight of his seed running down her inner thighs, soaking into the dark tops of her stockings, made Larry’s breath catch in his throat. It was his turn to watch, to be the observer, a role reversal that was both excruciating and incredibly arousing.

She aimed Carlos’s cock for her pussy and slowly, deliberately, sank down on it. He gasped, his eyes rolling back in his head, almost coming on the spot from the sheer, mind-numbing intensity of the sensation, but she was faster. She got off him just as quickly, pulling back until only the swollen head was inside her. She teased him like that for an eternity, putting just the tip in, slick and tantalizing, and then taking it out, watching his hips jerk forward in a desperate, involuntary attempt to get more. She helped him with his breathing, just as she had with Larry, her voice a low, soothing murmur, a hypnotic mantra of control. “Easy, baby. Stay with me. We have all night.”

After three minutes of this exquisite torture, she couldn’t take it anymore herself. Carlos was so eager, so beautifully desperate every single time she put the head in. She thought it was so cute, so endearing. Finally, she caved. With a low, guttural growl, she sank all the way down on it, taking him completely. He cried out, a sharp, choked sound, his body seizing as he almost fell off the sofa from the force of the overwhelming sensation.

She pushed against his chest with one hand, her palm flat against his heaving pecs, helping him stay balanced on the couch. Once they were steady, she showed that young cock no mercy. She bounced hard on him, her ass slapping against his thighs, the sound wet and rhythmic and loud in the quiet room. He didn’t hesitate to reach up and grab her bouncing tits, his thumbs rubbing her nipples into hard, tight peaks. She sensed it as another orgasm started to build inside her, fast and hot and fierce. “Yes, Carlos! Oh, you feel so good… so fucking amazing!” she cried out. She came hard on his young cock, her body clenching and unclenching around him, but she didn’t even slow down, continuing to fuck him right through her own climax.

He squeezed her breasts in his hands, playing with them roughly, a look of focused, absolute intensity on his face the whole time she rode his cock. The small sofa began to creak and groan under their combined weight and frantic movement, a loud, percussive rhythm that their mother could surely hear from her room down the hall if she were awake. The thought of their mother hearing them, of this ultimate, final transgression, was a dark, exhilarating spice added to the mix. It wasn’t long before Carlos, unable to hold back any longer, roared his release, his hips bucking wildly as he added his own cum to the large, milky pool already churning inside her pussy.

She didn’t think she had ever had this much cum inside of her before. It was a decadent, filthy, wonderful feeling, and she reveled in it. She rode out the last of his powerful spasms before collapsing forward, her head resting on his damp shoulder. Spent and slick with sweat, they both got up. Carlos, looking dazed and utterly undone, followed her as she led him by the hand to the large bed where Larry lay watching, his face a complex, unreadable mask of jealousy, awe, and raw, renewed arousal. Trinity and Carlos climbed onto the wide mattress, one on either side of Larry, the three of them finally together, the air thick with the evidence of what they had done, and electric with the infinite possibilities of what was still to come. They paused for a little while, their panting breaths the only sound in the room, the scent of sex and rain and skin surrounding them like a blanket as the night, still blessedly young, waited for them.
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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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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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Firebound Lovers
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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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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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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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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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