
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Friends with New Year Benefits


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

Friends with New Year Benefits
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Frost & Flame Holidays
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Friends with New Year Benefits

The ghost of Christmas past still lingered in Orla’s apartment, an almost spectral presence in the air. The faint, crisp scent of pine needles, dry and sharp, wafted from the sad, drooping tree in the corner, its branches now more brown than green, shedding a fine dust of needles onto the hardwood floor with every passing footstep. Mingled with the scent of dying fir was the lingering, molasses-rich sweetness of gingerbread she’d stress-baked two days prior. The spicy fragrance had permeated the upholstery and the curtains, a phantom reminder of a holiday season that had felt more like an obligation than a celebration.

She and Andy had been friends since their sophomore year of college, a solid, unshakeable decade of navigating life’s messy transitions together. Their history was written in the scuffs on shared furniture and the echoes of late-night conversations. They had survived terrible shared housing with leaky faucets and roommates who stole their food, a string of worse post-grad jobs that chipped away at their optimism, and a seemingly endless revolving door of significant others who never seemed to quite fit, like ill-fitting shoes that were either too tight or too loose but never just right. Through it all, they were the constants in each other’s lives, the emergency contacts listed on medical forms, the ones who knew, without asking, that Orla took her coffee with a splash of oat milk and two sugars, and that Andy needed a specific brand of greasy pepperoni pizza after a particularly soul-crushing day at the office. They were each other’s emotional bedrock.

This year, however, the universe seemed to have conspired to strip them both bare, leaving them exposed and raw. Orla’s breakup with Leo had been a slow, agonizing death by a thousand paper cuts. There was no dramatic explosion, no single unforgivable transgression. It was a quiet erosion of shared dreams, a gradual, painful realization that the futures they were meticulously building had entirely different blueprints. His was a sleek, minimalist condo in the suburbs; hers was a chaotic, art-filled loft in a vibrant, loud neighborhood. They had amicably, almost clinically, divided their collection of paperback novels and their shared streaming passwords two months ago. The process was so civilized, so mature and bloodless, that it left Orla feeling hollowed out, as if she’d misplaced a vital organ during a polite handshake and was now too well-mannered to ask for it back. The silence in the apartment after he’d packed his last box had been a physical weight, a profound emptiness that swallowed sound and made her own heartbeat feel abnormally loud.

Andy’s romantic demise, on the other hand, had been a train wreck in spectacular, high-definition fashion, the kind of disaster you couldn’t look away from. Chloe, his girlfriend of two years, a woman he’d been talking about proposing to, had not only cheated on him but had done so with his smarmy, back-stabbing coworker, a man named Derek who wore too much cologne and laughed at his own jokes. The discovery hadn’t been a gradual suspicion; it was a digital bombshell. Andy had found out via a misdirected, sexually explicit text from Chloe, meant for Derek, that had landed on his phone with the finality of a guillotine. The fallout was nuclear, leveling the landscape of his life and leaving him cynical, deeply wounded, and with a simmering, volcanic rage that sat just below the surface of his normally easygoing demeanor. You could see it in the tight set of his jaw and the way his hands would sometimes curl into fists for no reason.

So, when the flurry of New Year’s Eve invitations had arrived via text and email, they were all tinged with a cloying, saccharine sort of pity. “Come join us! It’ll be fun!” their happily coupled-up friends offered, the cheerful exclamation points feeling like tiny daggers. The unspoken addendum hung heavy in the digital air: ”You can sit on the ottoman and watch us kiss at midnight, you poor, sad singleton. We’ll even pour you an extra-large glass of pity wine.” After the third such offer, a chirpy text from a friend who’d just gotten engaged, Andy had finally called Orla, his patience frayed to a single, trembling thread.

“I can’t do it,” he’d said, his voice flat and devoid of its usual warmth, the sound scraped raw by frustration. “I can’t spend the night watching Becca and Tom feed each other artisanal cheese and talk about their upcoming trip to Tuscany. I will physically combust. I’ll just sit there and spontaneously erupt into a ball of bitter flames.”

Orla had let out a laugh, a real, genuine, belly-deep laugh for the first time in what felt like weeks. It was a sound of pure, unadulterated relief, bubbling up from a place that had been dormant and heavy. The sound felt foreign and wonderful in her own ears. “My hero,” she’d breathed into the phone. “I was literally just typing out a text to you with the exact same sentiment. My place? I have a truly obscene amount of leftover holiday wine and a new board game that promises to ruin friendships.” The box, which she’d bought as a gag gift for herself, sat unopened on her counter, a beacon of potential distraction.

“Sold,” he’d replied instantly, and the palpable relief in his voice was a perfect mirror of her own. It was the sound of two drowning people finding the same life raft.

Which is how they ended up here, on her worn, comfortable velvet couch, the one with the permanent impression of their bodies from years of movie nights and long talks. The detritus of a fiercely competitive game of Cribbage was scattered on the low-slung oak coffee table between them: the worn deck of cards, the small wooden scoreboard with its tiny pegs, and two empty beer bottles. The bottle of Veuve Clicquot, a ridiculous splurge on Andy’s part, a defiant, celebratory “fuck you” to his ex, who had always called him cheap, was sweating and half-empty in a bucket of melting ice. Orla had been trying to cultivate a vibe, a cozy, insular rebellion against the forced merriment of the holiday. She’d put on a vinyl of old jazz standards, the crackle and hiss of the needle providing a comforting layer of sound. She’d lit a few vanilla-scented candles, their flames flickering and dancing, casting long, soft shadows against the walls. She’d even dug out the ridiculous “Happy New Year” novelty glasses she’d bought on a whim year ago, their glittery frames perched jauntily on the mantelpiece. But Andy’s mood was a lead weight, an anchor of despair that was slowly, inexorably pulling the fragile atmosphere down with him.

“Are we pathetic?”

The question landed with a dull thud in the quiet space between the notes of an Ella Fitzgerald ballad, shattering the carefully constructed coziness. Andy was slouched low against the cushions, his long legs stretched out, his gaze fixed on a loose thread on the armrest as if it held the secrets to the universe. He picked at it with a thumbnail, his movements listless. He looked more than just bored; he looked utterly and completely defeated, his usual bright energy extinguished.

Orla, who had been pausing in the act of scooping up the discarded playing cards from the floor, felt a chill snake up her spine, cold and unwelcome. She raised her eyebrows, the cards held frozen in her hand. “Damn, Andy, that’s harsh.” She’d been actively, forcefully avoiding that particular train of thought all evening, barricading it behind a firewall of cheap wine, competitive board games, and determined cheerfulness. “I honestly hadn’t thought of it like that.” The lie tasted like ash in her mouth, gritty and false. She’d thought of little else all week, the word ‘pathetic’ echoing in the quieter moments. “But now that you say it,” she conceded, her voice softening as she finally took in the genuine pain etched in the lines around his eyes and the downturned corners of his mouth. It was the look of a man who had truly lost his way.

He laughed, a grim, jagged sound that held no humor at all, like grinding stones. It was the saddest sound she’d ever heard him make. He reached for the champagne bottle, the glass clinking against the flute as he topped it off with a heavy, unsteady pour before taking a big, desperate swig. “Sorry,” he mumbled, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Not trying to be a downer.” He gestured vaguely with his glass toward the large window that overlooked her small, windswept balcony. “It’s just… everyone else is out there.”

In the distance, the city’s celebration was an unavoidable sensory assault. They could hear the percussive, deep-chested thump-thump-BOOM of fireworks erupting over the ocean, painting the low-hanging clouds in brief, brilliant, transient flashes of sapphire, ruby, and gold. The sounds were a constant, rhythmic reminder of the massive, city-wide party they were pointedly, defiantly ignoring. Each explosion felt like a taunt.

“What?” Andy continued, sensing her charged silence. He finally dragged his gaze away from the thread and looked at her, his dark eyes shadowed and unnervingly intense. “I’m just saying. All of our other friends are out celebrating as couples. They’re ringing in the new year with someone they love, or at least someone they plan on fucking after the ball drops. And here we are,” he spread his hands, a gesture of futility that encompassed the small, candlelit living room, the half-played game, the dying tree. “Just the two of us. Not coupled up. Not doing anything remotely celebratory.”

“We’re not doing nothing,” Orla countered, but her voice was weaker than she intended, thin and unconvincing even to her own ears. “We’ve got board games and expensive champagne. We have Ella Fitzgerald crooning for us. This is civilized. It’s mature.”

Orla knew how utterly lame it sounded as she spoke the words; they turned to dust on her tongue. Andy was right. It was New Year’s Eve, the one night of the year almost globally dedicated to hope, to fresh starts, to kissing a stranger or a lover as the clock struck twelve and believing, for a moment, in magic. And they were… marinating in their mutual singledom, pickling themselves in disappointment. The thought, once voiced aloud, was impossible to ignore. It seeded itself in the room and began to sprout thorny vines. A heavy sigh escaped her, carrying the weight of the entire failed year with it. She abandoned the cards on the floor, the neat little box forgotten, and moved from the rug to join Andy on the sofa. She sank into the cushion beside him, the velvet soft beneath her, leaving a careful, friendly, and now suddenly awkward foot of space between them.

She didn’t know what it was, precisely. Maybe it was the way the flickering candlelight caught the sharp, almost severe angle of his jaw, throwing his cheekbones into stark relief. Or maybe it was the raw, unguarded vulnerability he was letting her see, a stark and startling contrast to the cheerful, bulletproof armor he usually wore. But in that moment, bathed in the soft, forgiving light, he looked more handsome than she had ever allowed herself to notice before. They had only ever been just friends, a line so clearly and definitively drawn in the sand of their shared history that neither had ever even considered scuffing it, let alone crossing it. Theirs was a friendship built on a foundation of platonic safety, a cozy refuge from the tumultuous, unpredictable world of romance. But suddenly—watching him stare miserably into his glass, his brow furrowed in thought, his mouth set in a grim, unhappy line—a different, dangerous kind of awareness sparked to life inside her, a low, illicit hum.

She found herself cataloging him in a way she never had before, as if seeing him for the first time. She realized, with a jolt, just how classically chiseled his facial features were, a fact she’d always known abstractly but was now observing with a startling, visceral, and deeply physical new clarity. She noted the strong, graceful column of his throat where a faint pulse beat, the way a lock of his dark hair fell over his forehead, the impressive breadth of his shoulders beneath his simple gray sweater. He had taken to stress-lifting at the gym after the breakup with Chloe, and the results, she now registered, were quietly spectacular. He was solid, powerful, and undeniably… well, he looked damn good. A warm, unsettling flush crept up her neck.

Orla sighed quietly, a soft puff of air that was lost beneath the melancholy swell of the jazz music. A crazy, reckless, utterly terrible idea began to bloom in the back of her mind. It was like watching a time-lapse video of a thorny, beautiful, poisonous flower pushing its way through the barren, frozen soil of her melancholy. Having sex with him would be a bad idea. A monumentally, catastrophically, friendship-endingly bad idea. It could detonate their decade-long bond, leaving nothing but smoking rubble and awkward silence where her most stable relationship used to be. The morning after could be a minefield of unspoken feelings, deep regret, and a level of cringe that might be unsurvivable.

But.

That single word pulsed in her mind with a dangerous, seductive rhythm. But. It was a special occasion, wasn’t it? A night outside of normal rules, a liminal space suspended between the old year and the new. A night for shedding skin, for taking foolish risks. What if it wasn’t a catastrophe? What if it was just… a solution? A way to reclaim some of the magic the night was supposed to hold. A way to fight back against the creeping gloom.

“What?” Andy’s voice cut sharply through her spiraling thoughts. He had turned his head and was eyeing her with a newfound suspicion, his gaze sharp and questioning. He knew her too well, knew the subtle, almost imperceptible shift in her posture, the tiny flicker in her eyes that meant she was scheming, her brain working on some wild plan.

Orla bit down on her lower lip, the slight, sharp sting of her teeth against the tender skin grounding her in the moment. She met his gaze directly, making a conscious choice to not look away, letting the half-formed idea coalesce into a firm, unshakeable decision. The air in the room seemed to thicken, growing heavy and charged with a new, volatile energy. The crackle of the vinyl suddenly sounded like a roaring fire.

“I’ve had an idea,” she said, her voice a low, husky murmur that was nothing like her usual friendly, bantering tone. It was a voice he’d never heard from her before. “Something more… exciting… than cards.”

That was how Andy found himself, a mere five minutes later, completely and utterly naked, reclined on the couch, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird trying to beat its way out of a cage. Orla had ordered him to take off his clothes. She had not suggested it. She had not flirtatiously hinted at it. She had stood up from the sofa, her face a mask of serene, unnerving determination, looked him dead in the eye, and said, with a quiet authority that brooked no argument, “Andy. Take off your clothes. All of them. And lie down on the couch.”

He had never seen this side of her before, not in ten years of friendship. This was not Orla, his buddy, the one who helped him assemble IKEA furniture and offered sober second thoughts on his questionable life choices. This was someone else entirely—a woman possessed of a sudden, startling, and deeply erotic authority. And he was so caught off guard, so utterly mesmerized by this shocking transformation, that he had obeyed her immediately, without a single word of protest. His brain seemed to bypass all logical protests and jump straight to unthinking compliance.

His fingers, clumsy and shaky, fumbled with the hem of his sweater, then the button of his jeans, his movements awkward as his mind raced to catch up with the bewildering reality of the situation. He stripped down to nothing under her watchful, unblinking gaze, the cool air of the apartment raising goosebumps on his rapidly heating skin. He felt a strange, dizzying mix of profound vulnerability and live-wire electric anticipation as he settled back against the soft velvet cushions, his erection already starting to press insistently against the flat plane of his stomach.

With a strength he hadn’t known she possessed, Orla pushed the heavy oak coffee table out of the way, the legs scraping loudly against the hardwood floor. The sound was decisive, final. The empty space she cleared in front of the couch felt like a stage, a spotlighted arena in the center of the living room, waiting for the performance to begin. She straightened up, a silent, commanding presence in the center of it. The gentle jazz had given way to something else she’d put on the record player, a track with a slow, sinuous, throbbing bassline and a breathy female vocalist whispering lyrics he couldn’t quite decipher. It was music to get lost in. Music to sin to.

And she stood there, in the center of the cleared space. For a long, agonizing moment, she just looked at him, her eyes tracing the lines of his body with an unnerving intensity, from his tense, squared shoulders down to the tips of his toes. Andy held his breath, feeling pinned by her gaze, a specimen under a microscope, completely exposed. Then, as the music found its slinking, hypnotic rhythm, so did she.

To the slow, pulsing beat, she started to strip.

Andy watched in stunned, reverent, slack-jawed awe as his longtime friend, the woman he’d once called at three in the morning to bail him out of jail for a minor traffic violation, began to undress in front of him. It wasn’t a clumsy, drunken fumble, which is what he might have expected. It was a performance. She moved with a slow, deliberate, almost languid grace he had never witnessed in her before. Her hands went to the hem of her oversized, cozy sweater, and she pulled it up and over her head in one fluid, mesmerizing motion, tossing it onto a nearby armchair. The movement revealed that she was left in a simple black lace camisole, the delicate, transparent fabric a stark, shocking contrast to the sudden ferocity in her eyes.

Her fingers, slow and deliberate, moved to the button of her jeans, and she undid it with a small, knowing, private smile playing on her lips. The zipper followed, its metallic rasping sound unnaturally loud and provocative in the charged silence. She shimmied the heavy denim down her hips, her movements sinuous, hypnotic, her hips rolling with the bassline. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside with a bare foot as if she were discarding an old skin.

Now it was just the sheer camisole and a matching pair of black lace panties. Andy’s mouth had gone bone dry. He could see the lush, generous curve of her hips, the soft, gentle swell of her belly, the powerful, athletic thickness of her thighs. This was Orla’s body, a body he’d seen in a bathing suit at beach bonfires and pool parties, but he had never seen it. Not like this. Not presented to him as an offering, a spectacle, a decadent, unspoken promise.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the camisole and peeled it slowly upwards, her pale skin revealed inch by tantalizing inch. Her breasts were full and round, heavier and more magnificent than he’d ever imagined, tipped with dusky pink nipples that were already beaded and hard in the cool air, seeming to beckon him. She let the silken camisole fall to the floor in a sad little heap. Finally, with her eyes locked on his, a silent challenge passing between them, she slid her fingers under the delicate elastic of her panties. She pushed them down over the soft mound of her belly, over the glorious, womanly breadth of her hips, down her strong, shapely legs, and let them pool in a dark puddle at her ankles. She stepped out of them, straightening to her full height, now as naked as he was. Her thick, curvy, powerful body was on full display, bathed in the warm, forgiving glow of the candlelight that softened her edges and made her skin gleam like pearl. The sight was overwhelming, breathtaking. She was beautiful. Not just pretty, not just his friend Orla. She was a magnificent, powerful, utterly desirable woman. A goddess of flesh and fury.

“Orla…” Andy started, his voice a raw, cracked whisper. He didn’t even know what he was going to say. Thank you? What the hell are you doing? My God, you’re incredible.

But he was cut off. Before he could form a coherent thought, Orla dropped to the ground, landing on her knees on the soft rug in front of him. The motion was so sudden, so shockingly purposeful, it stole the air from his lungs with a silent gasp. She crawled the short distance to the edge of the couch, her gaze never leaving his, her expression now transformed into one of fierce, predatory, unmistakable hunger.

And then she gave him the best blowjob he’d ever had in his entire life.

It began without a single touch. She simply leaned in close, her warm, moist breath ghosting over the hypersensitive tip of his cock, making him twitch and strain toward her with a desperate, involuntary jerk of his hips. Then, she did something that shattered the last remaining shard of their ten-year platonic history into a million glittering pieces. She gathered a generous amount of saliva in her mouth, her cheeks hollowing slightly with the effort, and, maintaining eye contact, spit directly onto the head of his cock. A thick, glistening glob of it landed right on the slit, and with a small, satisfied smirk, she did it again, coating the entire glans in her slickness until it shone in the candlelight. Andy’s face, which had been a mask of passive awe just moments before, contorted into an expression of pure, unadulterated shock and lust. A guttural, animalistic noise ripped from his throat, a sound he didn’t recognize as his own. It was a gesture so brazen, so wonderfully, beautifully filthy, it bypassed his brain entirely and went straight to every single nerve ending in his body.

His breath turned into a shuddering, low groan as Orla lowered her head, her parted, thick lips shining wetly in the candlelight. She took just the very tip into her mouth first, circling it with the hot, slick muscle of her tongue, laving away the spit she’d just deposited there. The sensation was electric, a sizzle of heat and focused wetness that made his hips jerk involuntarily against the cushions. Then she opened wider, her lips enclosing him, and began to slide down his shaft. He was bigger than he thought she’d be able to take, thick and long, but she accommodated him with a practiced, determined ease that made his toes curl, taking him all the way down to the base, her soft cheek pressing warmly against his inner thigh.

“That feels…” he grunted, the words dissolving into pure, overwhelming sensation as Orla began to bob her head with a steady, relentless rhythm.

She was not neat about it. There was no polite, careful precision. It was the sloppiest, wettest blowjob Andy had ever received, and it was, without a single shred of doubt, unequivocally the hottest. She made no effort to contain her own copious saliva, letting it mingle with the slick beads of his pre-come, creating a messy, audible friction as her mouth glided up and down his length. He could clearly hear the wet, smacking sounds of her lips against his skin, a pornographic symphony that was driving him absolutely, deliriously insane. Her tongue was a wild, untamed thing, sometimes swirling around the thickest part of his shaft, other times darting out to lick at his heavy, tightening balls as she moved, teasing and tormenting him until his vision started to blur at the edges.

He reached out, his movements shaky and uncoordinated, and placed his hands gently on the back of her head. Her dark hair was soft and thick, a cascade of cool silk against his heated palms. He wasn’t forcing her, but participating, guiding her up and down as she sucked on him, his fingers threading through her hair as he instinctively matched her rhythm, pushing himself just a little deeper into her hot, wet mouth with each downward stroke. It felt like coming home to a place he’d never been before.

From Orla’s perspective, it was a revelation. A stunning, world-altering discovery. She hadn’t expected him to have such a big cock. She’d known, of course, that he was a tall, well-built guy, but the reality of him, hot and hard and filling her mouth to capacity, was an entirely different species of knowledge. The feel of him, the sheer size and weight of him on her tongue, the texture of the veins beneath the skin, sent a corresponding, powerful throb deep between her own legs. Her pussy, which had already been damp with arousal from her striptease, started to pulse and weep in earnest, a slick, undeniable heat flooding her, soaking the rug beneath her knees. This was Andy. Her friend Andy. Her safe, platonic, funny Andy. And he was huge, and she was sucking his cock on her living room floor, and it was the most right, most powerful thing she had done all year.

“Come here,” Andy’s voice was a ragged, breathless command after a few more minutes of her relentless, glorious cock worship. He was incredibly close, a hair’s-breadth from losing control, but he wanted more. He wanted all of her. “I want you on my face.”

All of the awkwardness that had existed between them just a short while ago was gone now, completely burned away in the white-hot crucible of the last ten minutes. They had crossed a line so definitive, so absolute, that there was no point in even looking back. Why should their smug, coupled-up friends be the only ones allowed to ring in the new year with hot, world-ending, desperate sex? The question seemed absurd to her now. This was their party, their rebellion, their celebration.

Orla let Andy pull her up onto the couch, his hands strong and sure on her arms. He helped maneuver her pliant, willing body over his. He leaned back, his head tilted against the sofa’s armrest, his eyes blazing with an intoxicating, dangerous mixture of raw want and tender adoration. Orla, flushed with a sudden, heady sense of power, positioned herself right on top of his face, her knees bracketing his head. She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, the anticipation making her entire body tremble with need.

“My God, Andy,” she sighed out, a wave of pure, exquisite, almost unbearable pleasure washing over her as the warm, wet slick of his tongue made its first, masterful connection with her clit. Her pubic hair, which she hadn’t shaved because she certainly hadn’t been expecting this night to take such a turn, brushed softly against his nose and cheeks. But Andy didn’t seem to mind in the slightest; in fact, he seemed to revel in it. He let out a low, appreciative groan, burying his face in her, inhaling her scent, musky, sweet, overwhelmingly female, like it was the finest perfume he’d ever encountered. He was feasting on her pussy, devouring her like it was the last and only thing he’d ever want to do. He wasn’t just licking; he was consuming. His tongue was a marvel of dexterity, sometimes broad and flat, lapping at her like a desperate animal at a stream, other times sharp and pointed, tracing the delicate, swollen folds of her labia and then flicking directly against her clit with a speed and precision that made her gasp and arch her back.

He was moaning and humming against her, the deep vibrations traveling from his mouth straight to her core, which gave Orla a dizzying, intoxicating boost of confidence. It also turned her on exponentially, knowing how much Andy was enjoying himself, hearing his muffled, desperate sounds of pleasure as he tasted her so completely.

“Ugh, fuck. Yes, right there,” she managed to say, her voice breathy and strained, unrecognizable to her own ears. She shifted her angle slightly, rocking her hips to guide his talented tongue right where she needed it most. “Keep doing that, Andy. Please, just like that. Don’t stop.”

Those words were like music to Andy’s ears, a holy scripture of encouragement. The distant pop and boom of fireworks, the television, and the entire world outside her apartment had been drowned out. His only focus, his entire universe, was the magnificent woman above him, the intoxicating taste of her on his tongue, the heady scent of her arousal filling his senses, and her increasingly enthusiastic, desperate moans. He opened his mouth wider, trying to take more of her in, sucking gently on her swollen, sensitive clit while his tongue continued its relentless, acrobatic assault.

He could tell she was getting close to coming by the way her breath was quickening into frantic, shallow pants, the way her inner thighs began to tremble uncontrollably against the sides of his head. It was both deeply jarring and deliriously, unbelievably sexy to hear his friend, his sensible, down-to-earth Orla, make noises like this—broken, desperate, purely animal. And they were for him. Because of him. The powerful thought sent a fresh, violent surge of blood to his still-throbbing, painfully hard cock.

“Fuck… Andy… I’m…”

“Fuck!” Orla finally cried out, her voice raw and torn from her throat as she completely lost control. She tossed her head back, a wild animal in the throes of ecstasy, her back arching so far it lifted her hips from his face as the orgasm slammed into her like a freight train. A powerful pleasure grip seized her entire body, making every muscle tense and shake uncontrollably. Her pussy throbbed and spasmed violently against Andy’s tongue, which was still heroically outstretched, gliding back and forth against her as she convulsed, catching every last pulse of her climax. He lapped up her release greedily, like a man dying of thirst finally finding an oasis.

When Orla had finished coming, the last beautiful, shimmering remnants of her orgasm fading away into tingling, pleasant aftershocks, she collapsed bonelessly onto the sofa next to Andy. She fell into the space he immediately made for her, her head landing heavily on his shoulder, her leg thrown carelessly over his hip. They lay there, tangled and panting, their skin slick with sweat and sex, in a stunned, breathless, reverent silence. The only sounds were their own ragged breaths, the hiss of the record player, and the faint, celebratory explosions still echoing from the city beyond their window.

“How much longer do we have until midnight?” Orla panted, her voice muffled against the warm skin of his neck. Her body felt gloriously heavy, deliciously, completely spent. Every muscle was loose and satisfied.

Andy, his own mind still reeling and trying to process the magnitude of what had just happened, managed to tilt his wrist and look at his watch. The glowing dial read 11:30. “A half hour,” he breathed out, the words catching in his throat.

“Oh,” Orla said, lifting her head to look at him, her hair a wild, tangled mess. A slow, wicked, utterly unrepentant smile spread across her flushed lips. “That’s plenty of time.” She trailed off, letting the heavy implication hang in the air between them, thick and promising and full of unspoken desire. She smiled wider when she saw the expression on Andy’s face, the dark, primal hunger returning to his eyes, his pupils blown wide with need.

It was blindingly obvious what he was thinking. He was thinking the exact same thing she was. Before Orla could even form the words to tell him that she wanted him, that she needed him inside her right now, Andy was surging up, rolling them over, and pressing his lips fiercely to hers. It was their first real kiss, and it was devastating. It tasted of expensive champagne, of raw arousal, and the metallic salt of their own skin. It was desperate and deep, not a gentle exploration but a claiming, a branding. He slipped his tongue into her mouth, a welcome, forceful invasion, and she met it eagerly with her own, a silent, urgent, and deeply explicit communication passing between them in the press of their mouths.

He crawled fully on top of her, his heavy, muscular body a welcome, grounding weight. The soft velvet of the couch was a sensual friction against her bare back, his skin hot and damp against hers. His still-hard cock, impossibly, miraculously hard, pressed insistently against the inside of her thigh, a potent, throbbing reminder of what was coming next.

“Do you want to spend the last thirty minutes of this shitty year fucking?” asked Andy, his voice rough and urgent, a guttural rasp close to her ear that sent a delicious shiver down her entire spine.

“I do,” said Orla, her voice coming out as a breathless, needy whisper. Her eyes were wide and luminous in the dim, flickering light. She had never in her life felt so needy, so utterly consumed by want as she did in this moment. “Please, Andy. Fuck me. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He shifted his weight, positioning himself between her legs, spreading her thighs wider with his knees. He found her entrance, slick and hot and ready for him, and with one powerful, decisive, almost brutal movement, he sank his cock inside her wet pussy as quickly and as deeply as he possibly could.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried out, the sound a mixture of pain and exquisite pleasure. Her nails dug deep into the hard muscle of his back as he filled her completely, leaving angry red tracks in his skin. She was so warm, so impossibly tight around him, a velvety vise of pleasure. It was everything Andy could have possibly wanted and more from an unexpected hookup that was rapidly becoming the most profound, most intense sexual experience of his entire life. He hit the back of her, the base of his thick cock pressing against her drenched, swollen folds. He paused there for a long moment, buried to the hilt inside her, letting them both absorb the shock and the glory of the connection, feeling their heartbeats thundering against each other.

“Orla,” he groaned, his face tense with a pleasure so acute it was almost pain. He stared down at his friend, at the woman beneath him, her face flushed and beautiful, her lips parted, her eyes hooded with pure lust. “You feel… fucking amazing.” He pulled back slowly, deliberately, almost all the way out, before thrusting back in deep, stretching her again. “Does my cock feel good inside you?” he gasped, needing to hear it, needing the validation.

Orla chuckled, a low, throaty, decadent sound that was pure sex. She let out a soft, humming moan and arched her back to meet his next thrust. “Mmm, it feels incredible.” Her head lolled to the side on the cushion, her eyes fluttering closed for a second. “It’s stretching me out in the most perfect way. It feels… huge.”

It was a bit awkward at first on the relatively narrow sofa. They were clumsy for a few thrusts, their hips bumping at the wrong angles in the confined space. But they quickly found a good, solid pace once Orla, intuitive and eager, wrapped her legs high around Andy’s back, locking her ankles together tightly. The new angle tilted her hips up, giving him even deeper, more powerful access. He grunted his raw approval and began to move in earnest. He bucked his hips against her, sinking his cock into her slick wetness again and again and again, establishing a hard, driving, relentless rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together, wet and rhythmic and primal, filled the room, a feral drumbeat counting down the final, chaotic minutes of the year.

When he looked down, he noticed that his shaft was covered in a thick, glistening layer of her creamy juices, a clear, slippery coating that made every single thrust feel even more incredible. Just below, her lush pubic hair was soaked and matted, and her pink, swollen lips were parted around the base of “his cock. The sight was so beautifully, wonderfully obscene it nearly made him come right then and there. Orla’s fingers, no longer gentle, scratched deeply up and down Andy’s spine, leaving long red marks in their wake. She wasn’t holding back.

She didn’t care if their friendship was over after this. The thought flickered through her mind, not as a fear, but as a simple, detached statement of fact. This moment, this feeling, was worth any potential fallout. She realized with stunning clarity that this was worth it. Andy was fucking her exactly how she needed to be fucked—not like a friend, not gently or carefully, but with a raw, possessive, almost desperate hunger that perfectly matched her own. His body was hot and slick and writhing on top of hers, his impressive cock plunging rapidly, yet deeply, in and out of her slick, grasping hole. Every powerful thrust seemed aimed directly at her cervix, sending bright, shocking jolts of pure pleasure straight to her core over and over.

“Do you want this cum?” asked Andy, his voice strained and tight, his pace becoming more frantic, more desperate. His forehead was beaded with sweat, his jaw clenched tight with concentration and effort. He could feel the overwhelming pressure building at the base of his spine, a tidal wave of pleasure about to crest and break.

“I do,” Orla gasped, looking down to watch his long cock disappear completely between her legs and then reappear, slick and shining, before vanishing again. He really was impossibly long and thick. She was completely, blissfully full of him. “Right in my pussy, Andy. Fill me up with it.”

Andy grunted in response, a guttural, final sound of assent. He had hoped, prayed, that would be her response. The thought of pulling out was unbearable. He wanted to give all of himself to her, to mark this moment and this year as theirs. A few more frantic, soul-shattering thrusts later, his hips slamming into hers with a punishing, satisfying force, his control finally, gloriously broken.

“Ohhh, FUCK! ORLA!” he roared, his voice cracking as his entire body went rigid above her.

And Andy found stillness on top of Orla, his entire body locked in the powerful throes of his release. His cock was pulsating deep inside her, flooding her with wave after gushing wave of thick, hot cum. He had so much built up from weeks of bitter frustration and a night of exquisite torment that the release felt extra satisfying, almost violent in its sheer intensity. He continued to pulse inside her, emptying himself completely as his seemingly endless orgasm went on and on. When he finally pulled out, his body trembling with powerful aftershocks, Orla felt a big, hot helping of his cum dribble out of her and run down her inner thigh. The sensation made her shiver, a visceral, messy, wonderful reminder of what had just happened between them.

“Quick,” she said, her voice husky and breathless, a sudden urgency cutting through her post-orgasmic haze. She’d caught the familiar sound of Dick Clark’s voice from the television set, which had been murmuring unnoticed in the background the whole time. “Outside, the fireworks are going off like crazy. The countdown is about to start. Turn on the TV!”

Naked, slick with sweat and sex, and still catching their breath, Orla and Andy scrambled clumsily off the couch. Andy grabbed the remote and cranked up the volume just as the luminous, glittering ball in Times Square began its final, majestic descent. Orla snatched their half-empty champagne flutes from the floor where they’d been abandoned. They stood in the middle of her living room, a beautiful, glorious mess, and watched the chaos unfolding on the screen.

“Ten! Nine! Eight!” the massive crowd on the television chanted as one.

They raised their glasses to each other, their eyes locking over the rims. Andy’s gaze was full of a profound awe and a kind of wondering, disbelieving tenderness. Orla’s was full of a brilliant, fearless, unadulterated joy.

“Seven! Six! Five!”

He reached out a slightly trembling hand and gently tucked a stray, sweat-dampened strand of her hair behind her ear. His fingers brushed her cheek, and she leaned into his touch, a silent acknowledgment passing between them.

“Four! Three! Two! One!”

“Happy New Year!” the TV screamed, the roar of the crowd and the explosion of confetti filling the small apartment with borrowed celebration.

As the noise swelled around them, Andy leaned in and kissed her. This kiss was different from all the others they had shared that night. It wasn’t hungry or desperate or carnal. It was soft, sweet, and full of unspoken questions and dazzling, terrifying possibilities. He tasted of champagne and victory and a brand-new beginning.

They turned back to the television, glasses held high, and ushered in the new year, naked and spent and happier than either of them had thought possible just an hour before.
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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.
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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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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

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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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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