
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

A Helping Hand


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

A Helping Hand
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Lavender Seductions
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



A Helping Hand

The last box felt like it weighed a thousand pounds, a dense, unforgiving cube of books she probably should have donated but couldn’t bear to part with. Each book was a memory, a world she’d escaped into, and giving them away would have felt like tearing out pages of her own history. Tess grunted, her muscles screaming in protest as she heaved the cardboard beast over the painted steel threshold of apartment 4B. Her arms trembled from the exertion, the strain radiating from her biceps all the way down to her fingertips, which were scraped raw and dusty. The heavy wooden door, freshly painted a deep navy blue, swung shut behind her with a hollow, definitive click. The sound, amplified by the emptiness, echoed through the cavernous space, a pronouncement of finality. The tumbler of the lock settling into place sounded like a gavel striking down. This was it. Her new life.

It looked, disappointingly, a lot like her old life, just with more dust motes dancing like tiny, chaotic sprites in the thick, honey-gold shafts of late afternoon sun slanting through the enormous industrial windows. The apartment was a wide-open loft, a blank canvas of polished concrete floors and exposed brick walls that were a cool, ruddy brown. For a moment, the vastness of it, the sheer potential, was exhilarating. Then, just as quickly, it became overwhelming. It was a space waiting to be filled, and she felt as empty as the echoing rooms.

She dropped the box with a bone-jarring thud that vibrated up through the worn-out soles of her sneakers and seemed to shake the very foundations of her resolve. A fine puff of dust exploded from the seams of the box, catching the light and creating a brief, swirling galaxy around her feet. A fresh start. The words had been a mantra, a desperate prayer she’d repeated to herself for the past two months, ever since the day she’d finally, blessedly, packed a single duffel bag and walked out on Derik.

She had left behind the sterile, beige apartment they’d meticulously curated to be inoffensive, a four-year testament to mutual compromise that had sanded down every one of her edges. It was an apartment where the silence had grown louder than any conversation, a suffocating presence that filled every room. It was a place where her art—her vibrant, messy, passionate soul poured onto canvas and paper—was relegated to a dusty portfolio shoved under the bed, a forgotten hobby deemed too inconvenient for the living room walls. It was a home where her own desires had shriveled from profound, chronic neglect, like a plant forgotten in a dark corner.

Derik had never been cruel, not in a way that left bruises or scars that others could see. His cruelty was more insidious, a quiet and persistent one of omission. It was the omission of passion in his touch, of genuine interest in his questions, of ever truly seeing her. He looked at her the way one might look at a comfortable old armchair: present, functional, a piece of the furniture he’d grown accustomed to, and utterly, devastatingly unexciting. He saw her as a component of his life, a role she was meant to play, not a person she was meant to be.

The day she realized she hadn’t been truly kissed, not with any real fire, not with the kind of all-consuming passion that makes you forget to breathe, in over a year was the day the ground cracked open beneath her feet. It wasn’t a dramatic fight or a single betrayal that ended it; it was the slow, creeping death by a thousand paper cuts of indifference. That afternoon, the weight of a thousand un-kissed moments had settled on her shoulders, and she had logged onto a rental website, her fingers flying across the keyboard as if propelled by a force outside herself.

Now, standing in the middle of her own space, a space she’d chosen, a space paid for with her own hard-earned freelance graphic design money—she should have felt victorious. A triumphant fanfare should have been playing in her head. Instead, a wave of profound, crushing loneliness washed over her, so cold and vast it threatened to drown her. The ghost of Derik’s voice, a specter she couldn’t seem to exorcise, whispered in her ear. His tone wasn’t angry, but pitying, which was so much worse. You’ll be back, Tess. You can’t handle being alone. You need someone to take care of you. It was his parting shot, delivered with a calm, infuriating certainty as she’d walked out the door. She shook her head sharply, a physical, violent gesture, as if to physically dislodge the toxic thought from her brain. Her dark, wavy hair whipped across her face. She could handle it. She had to handle it. There was no other option. Survival was the only path forward.

First step: sustenance. Her stomach rumbled, a low growl of agreement that echoed in the quiet room. Food was a basic need, a starting point. She walked over to the refrigerator, a second-hand model that had come with the apartment. It was a humming white void, sterile and clinical inside, smelling faintly of bleach. The stark emptiness of it mirrored her own. A trip to the grocery store was not just a necessity; it was an act of defiance. It was a rebellion against the beige existence she had escaped, against the man who had assumed she would fail. It was an act of claiming this new life, one organic, crisp red apple and one carton of creamy oat milk at a time. She would fill this empty space, this empty fridge, this empty life, with things that she chose, things that nourished her. She grabbed her keys and her wallet, the simple act feeling like buckling on armor for a battle she was determined to win.

Upstairs, on the fifth floor, Janet kicked off her heels with a practiced flick of her ankle. The expensive leather shoes landed with a soft, satisfying thud on the woven jute rug by the door. She let out a long, weary sigh, the sound a complex mixture of bone-deep exhaustion and profound relief. The heavy door to 5B clicked shut behind her, the solid, well-oiled sound sealing out the cacophony of the city below, the distant wail of sirens, the impatient honking of horns, the general thrum of seven million lives happening all at once. It also sealed out the lingering stress of a fourteen-hour workday spent arguing over the structural integrity of cantilevered balconies and the ethical implications of material sourcing for a new high-rise.

Her apartment was her sanctuary, her fortress against the demanding world. It was a carefully, almost obsessively, curated space of warm woods, teak and walnut, soft, touchable textures like cashmere throws and velvet pillows, and strategically placed art that made her feel centered and calm. A large, abstract painting dominated one wall, a swirl of blues and grays that reminded her of a storm over the ocean, both turbulent and beautiful. She poured herself a generous glass of chilled Sauvignon Blanc, the pale gold liquid swirling invitingly. Condensation immediately began to bead on the delicate, impossibly thin crystal of the wine glass, a cool, wet promise against the warmth of her hand. She padded barefoot across the smooth, cool planks of the wide-board oak floor over to her sprawling, ridiculously comfortable couch. It was upholstered in a deep forest green chenille, soft as a daydream, and she sank into its embrace with another sigh, this one of pure pleasure.

She loved her life. She truly did. She loved the intellectual challenge and creative fulfillment of her job as an architect, the power of shaping the very city she lived in. She loved her beautiful, tranquil apartment, a space that was a perfect reflection of her own aesthetic sensibilities. Most of all, she loved her hard-won independence, the freedom to make her own choices, live by her own rules, answer to no one. But sometimes, in the quiet, unguarded moments like this, when the sun had set and the only light came from the soft glow of a few artfully placed lamps, a different feeling crept in. A persistent, quiet ache of loneliness settled in her chest, a hollow spot that the crisp, citrusy notes of the wine couldn’t quite dull. It was the loneliness of a single plate at the dinner table, of a king-sized bed occupied by only one person, of a triumphant success with no one to immediately share it with.

She swiped through a dating app on her phone, her thumb moving with a practiced, cynical boredom. A series of smiling, interchangeable faces flickered past. Men in hiking gear on top of mountains. Men holding up large fish. Men in business suits, their smiles tight and professional. Women with ethereal, filtered photos and bios that said “just looking for good vibes.” She’d had her share of flings, of course. Intense, fleeting connections that burned bright and fast like magnesium flares, all consuming for a week or a month, and then fizzled out into a trail of smoke and awkward text messages, leaving her feeling emptier than before. They were exciting distractions, but they lacked substance. She craved something more, a spark that could ignite not into a bonfire, but into a steady, warm flame, a low-burning ember that could last through the night. She was beginning to think it was a chemical impossibility, a connection as mythical as a unicorn.

With a final, frustrated sigh, she tossed the phone onto the cushion beside her, the screen glowing with another hopeful, handsome face she felt nothing for. It was useless. The digital hunt felt exhausting and hollow. What she really wanted, what her soul was crying out for in this moment, was not a date, but a home-cooked meal. The simple, comforting ritual of chopping vegetables, the smell of garlic and onions sizzling in olive oil. A glance into her own pristine, stainless-steel refrigerator revealed an emptiness depressingly similar to Tess’s downstairs: a half-empty jar of Kalamata olives, a shriveled half of a lemon wrapped in plastic, and, predictably, more wine. Perfect. A grocery run it was. The thought was more tiring than appealing, but the alternative, ordering soulless takeout to eat alone on her perfect couch, was even less so. She pulled on a pair of comfortable leather sandals, grabbed her stack of folded canvas tote bags, and headed for the elevator, completely, blissfully unaware that this mundane, irritating errand was about to fundamentally change the entire topography of her life.

Janet’s arms were full to bursting with groceries when she first ran into Tess in the elevator. She’d managed to snag the last shopping cart at the organic market down the street, a rickety metal thing with one perpetually squealing wheel that had announced her every move through the aisles. In a fit of either optimism or gluttony, she had loaded it with wild abandon. Fresh, fragrant basil that scented the air with its peppery, sweet perfume; a rustic, crusty loaf of sourdough, its flour-dusted top a work of art; a hefty block of sharp, aged cheddar; two bottles of a good, full-bodied Cabernet she’d been saving for a special occasion that never seemed to arrive; and a veritable mountain of fresh produce, vibrant red peppers, glossy purple eggplant, and tender-leafed spinach.

Now, juggling two overstuffed, recalcitrant paper bags, she was profoundly regretting her ambition. She blew a puff of air out of the corner of her mouth, a frustrated exhalation that sent a loose strand of sun-streaked blonde hair dancing in front of her eyes. It clung to her eyelashes, and she couldn’t spare a hand to brush it away. Just as she was contemplating setting one bag down on the floor, the polished steel elevator doors slid open with a soft whoosh on the fourth floor. A woman with a storm cloud of dark, wavy hair and tired, beautiful eyes stepped inside.

Tess offered her a smile, a small, tentative thing that didn’t quite reach her eyes, but the effort was there, a flicker of light in her exhausted expression. Her green eyes, the startling color of sea glass worn smooth by the ocean, lit up with a flicker of genuine amusement at Janet’s predicament. “Hi,” she said, her voice a little husky, raspy from a day of breathing in dust and speaking to no one. It held a slightly prickly edge, the sound of solitude wearing thin.

Janet watched, mesmerized for a split second, as Tess unconsciously brushed a stray lock of dark, silky hair back from a high cheekbone. The gesture was simple, unthinking, but it struck Janet with a surprising force, an achingly lovely and un-self-conscious movement. “I’m Tess,” she continued, her gaze dropping from Janet’s face to the precarious tower of groceries in her arms. She looked like she was born tired and looked even more beautiful for it. “I just moved in on the fourth floor.” Her eyes narrowed slightly, focusing on the bags. One of them, the one containing a carton of yogurt and a pint of cherry tomatoes, was beginning to show a dark, ominous damp spot near the bottom where condensation was slowly but surely weakening the paper. “Here, let me help you with that,” she said, her voice softening, losing its brittle edge and warming with unexpected kindness. “It looks like one of these is about to give up the ghost.”

Before Janet could formulate a protest, her mind still catching up to the sudden, welcome offer, Tess stepped forward. She moved with a fluid grace, deftly taking one of the heaviest bags from Janet’s trembling grasp. The relief was instantaneous and so profound it was almost comical. A soft sigh of gratitude escaped Janet’s lips as the strain vanished from her arms and shoulders. The brief, incidental brush of their fingers as the bag was transferred sent a surprising, static jolt up her arm, a tiny spark of electricity that made the fine hairs stand on end. “Oh, thank you so much,” Janet breathed, her voice filled with a gratitude that was entirely genuine. “I’m Janet. I’m just one floor above you. Apartment 5B.”

“No problem,” Tess replied, a small, real smile finally touching her lips. “Lead the way, neighbor.”

The walk down the short, quiet hallway to Janet’s door was filled with a surprisingly comfortable silence. It wasn’t awkward or strained, but punctuated only by the soft scuff of their shoes on the polished concrete floor and the faint, sweet smell of basil emanating from the grocery bag Tess was holding. The air between them felt charged, buzzing with an unspoken curiosity. When they reached 5B, Janet fumbled with her keys, her fingers suddenly clumsy. After a moment that felt like an eternity, she finally managed to get the right key into the lock and swung the heavy door open, revealing the warm, inviting glow of her apartment.

Tess fully expected her to take the groceries, offer a final, polite “thanks,” and then close the door. It was the standard, polite neighborly script. She was already bracing herself to turn around, to return to the echoing silence and the daunting mountain of boxes in 4B.

So she was caught completely and utterly off guard when Janet turned, not to take the bag, but to face her fully. Her expression was a fascinating mix of boldness and something softer, more vulnerable. “Hey,” Janet began, her voice a little hesitant. She bit her lip for a second, a fleeting, nervous gesture. “I know this is incredibly forward, and we literally just met, but I was about to open a bottle of wine to celebrate… well, surviving the grocery store.” A self-deprecating smile played on her lips. “Would you… would you want to join me for a glass? As a proper thank you for saving my yogurt from a very tragic and messy end on the hallway floor.”

Tess’s heart gave a sudden, powerful lurch, a thump against her ribs that was almost painful. A voice in her head, the one that sounded suspiciously, hatefully like Derik, screamed at her. No, go home, unpack your miserable boxes, be sensible. Don’t bother her. But another voice, a much quieter one she hadn’t heard in years, the voice that was purely her own, whispered a single, thrilling word: yes. She looked at Janet, really looked at her—at the hopeful, uncertain light in her clear blue eyes, at the inviting warmth of the beautiful apartment that beckoned from behind her, a haven of soft light and calm—and she made a choice. She chose the whisper over the scream. “I’d love that,” she said, and was relieved to hear her own voice sound steady and sure.

She wasn’t expecting to be invited inside for a drink with a beautiful stranger. And she certainly wasn’t expecting the easy, effortless flow of their conversation, the way they fell into a natural rhythm as if they’d known each other for years instead of mere minutes. They sat curled on opposite ends of Janet’s plush, navy blue couch, a bottle of dark, velvety Cabernet breathing on the coffee table between them. Their laughter, rich and genuine, echoed off the high ceilings, filling the space with a warmth that had nothing to do with the wine. She wasn’t expecting to stay for two hours, the wine loosening the tightly coiled knots of tension in her shoulders and coaxing out stories she thought she’d buried. She spoke of her cross-town move, the freedom and terror of it, her passion for her design work, and gave subtle, shadowed hints of a long relationship left behind in a beige apartment.

Janet, in turn, talked about her own work, the beautiful and maddeningly frustrating process of creating spaces for people to live their lives in, the delicate balance between art and engineering. She spoke with a passion that Tess found captivating. And she absolutely, positively was not expecting the moment when their shared laughter subsided, when the air between them grew thick and heavy, charged with a palpable, humming energy that made the skin on her arms prickle. It was a silence filled not with absence, but with overwhelming presence. In that weighted, breathless silence, Janet leaned in, her blue eyes locking with Tess’s, dark and serious now, and pressed her mouth against hers.

Tess’s heart hammered a frantic, wild, Tarzan-yelling-in-the-jungle rhythm against her ribs as their lips collided. It was soft at first, a gentle, tentative question. A test. Then, as Tess instinctively, reflexively leaned into it, a silent assent, it deepened, becoming a statement. It had been so long, an entire lifetime it seemed, since she had kissed anyone, let alone anyone as utterly, breathtakingly stunning as Janet. She tasted of rich, dark red wine and something else, something uniquely her, a faint, clean scent like fresh linen and warm skin. It was something alive and vibrant. The kiss was a revelation, a defibrillator shocking a part of her back to life that she thought had gone dormant, perhaps even died, forever. It was an awakening.

“I couldn’t help it,” Janet murmured, pulling back just enough to speak, her voice a low, husky vibration that traveled straight through Tess’s body. A disarming, beautiful smile touched her lips, genuine and a little mischievous, crinkling the corners of her eyes. “You just looked so damn cute, sitting there, trying to pretend you weren’t staring at my mouth for the last five minutes.”

A hot flush crept up Tess’s neck, spreading across her cheeks. She was caught, but she didn’t feel embarrassed, only seen. She shook her head, a small, dazed motion, her mind still reeling from the sheer perfection of that kiss. “It’s definitely okay,” she managed to say, her own voice breathy and thin. She was surprised she could form words at all. “I really don’t mind.”

This time, it was Tess who broke the charged pause, closing the scant, trembling inches between them. There was no thought, only impulse, a primal and insistent need that took over her entire being. She reached out, her hands finding the curve of Janet’s slender waist through the soft fabric of her shirt, and pulled her closer. She guided her with a surprising strength, a gentle pressure, until Janet shifted, swinging a leg over and settling into her lap on the couch. The two women began to kiss again, but this time it was miles away from the first gentle exploration.

This was more intense, a raw and hungry collision of mouths and intentions. This time their tongues crashed between their lips, a desperate, searching, intimate dance. Their bodies writhed against each other, the friction of denim on denim sending shockwaves of pure, unadulterated heat through Tess’s entire system. She tangled her fingers in Janet’s soft, clean blonde hair, gripping the silky strands, pulling her closer still, wanting to erase every millimeter of space between them, to melt into her.

Tess’s breath caught in her throat as Janet sat up abruptly, breaking the searing kiss only to pull her grey tank top off over her head in one fluid, decisive motion. The fabric rustled softly in the quiet room, and then she was bare-chested in the warm, golden lamplight. Her breasts were so petite and perfectly sculpted that she wasn’t wearing a bra at all, and Tess’s attention was immediately, inexorably drawn to her pretty, rose-petal pink nipples. In the cool air of the room, they had puckered and hardened, two pebbled, pleading points. A wave of pure, unadulterated lust, so powerful it made her head swim and her vision momentarily blur, washed over Tess. It was a feeling she hadn’t experienced in years, a raw, undeniable wanting that felt like coming home.

“Come here,” Tess whispered, her voice thick and ragged with a need that surprised even her. She pulled Janet back down against her, her hands gentle but firm on her bare back, not for a kiss this time, but for something more elemental, more urgent.

She brought her mouth to Janet’s chest, her tongue tracing a wet, hot path from the delicate, pulsing hollow of her throat down to the smooth valley between her breasts. The skin tasted faintly of salt and Janet’s unique, clean scent. Janet gasped, a sharp intake of breath, her head falling back against the couch cushions in surrender. Tess settled her mouth over her right breast, taking the entire nipple into the heat of her mouth, and began to suck. Janet moaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated from her chest straight into Tess’s mouth, a direct current of pleasure. Tess laved her sensitive peak with her tongue, teasing it, swirling around the base before tugging on it gently with her lips, mimicking the phantom pull of a lover’s fingers.

While she worshipped Janet’s breasts, giving them equal, devoted attention, alternating between them until they were both slick and glistening, Tess reached down. She slid her hand up the inside of Janet’s thigh, her fingers bunching the soft, floral-patterned fabric of her short skirt. Her palm found the thin cotton material of her panties. She started stroking her pussy through the fabric, her palm pressing flat against her mound, her fingers creating a firm, hypnotic friction right over the hidden nub of her clit. Janet’s moans increased in volume, no longer restrained or polite, but raw and free. “Oh fuck,” she panted, her hips starting to twitch and lift, moving instinctively against Tess’s hand. “Oh, that feels so good.” Janet let out a long, shuddering sigh, her eyes fluttering closed as a powerful wave of arousal rolled over her, making her toes curl. “Holy shit, Tess.”

Pleased with this vocal response, feeling a heady surge of dominant power flood her system, Tess finally sat up. The air was electric, thick with their shared breathing and the heady, musky scent of sex and wine. She gently maneuvered Janet, shifting her on the couch with practiced hands until she was seated with her legs spread open, propped up comfortably against the plush armrest. Janet watched her through heavy-lidded eyes, her gaze hazy with lust, her body pliant and willing and open. Tess slid off the couch onto her knees before her, the rough texture of the rug a welcome grounding sensation. Then she lowered herself onto her belly on the floor, pushing Janet’s thighs apart even farther. With deliberate, agonizing slowness, she hooked her fingers into the delicate lace waistband of Janet’s panties and slid them down her long, smooth legs, tossing them onto the floor like a discarded thought.

“Oh my god,” murmured Janet, the sound one of pure, helpless surrender. Her slim, athletic body was shaking from head to toe, a fine tremor of anticipation and need. She looked down, a spectator at her own undoing, watching Tess with a mixture of awe and raw desire.

Tess pushed Janet’s skirt up around her waist, revealing her completely. The sight made Tess’s own breath hitch. A soft, golden triangle of hair crowned her mound, and below, her lips were pink and plump, dewy and glistening with the first traces of her wetness. Tess let out a soft groan of appreciation, an involuntary sound of pure admiration. She was so fucking beautiful. Tess began her assault with an agonizing slowness designed to drive Janet wild. She kissed everywhere, starting with the super-sensitive skin of her inner thighs, tasting the salt and sweetness of her skin, moving ever upward toward the prize. She kissed the golden curls at the top of her mound before finally, finally settling her attention on the hard nub of her clit, which was already prominent and swollen under its delicate hood. And then she stopped there, just waiting a beat, letting the anticipation build.

She began to massage the tiny pearl with firm, slow, deliberate circles of her tongue. Tess’s eyes flicked upwards, watching Janet’s face twist and contort with exquisite pleasure. Her pink lips, still swollen from their earlier kisses, parted into a small ‘O’ shape, and her eyebrows scrunched together in intense concentration. While Tess tongued Janet’s clit with a steady, relentless rhythm, she reached up with one hand and began to stroke the soft, slick inner lips of her pussy. A thin layer of sticky, clear wetness had formed there, slicking the path for her. Tess pushed two fingers slowly, carefully, past Janet’s entrance. The tight, hot sheath of her vagina clenched around them in a powerful, welcoming spasm. She was so wet, so incredibly ready.

“Oh, fuck,” Janet whimpered, her body bucking hard against Tess’s hand, her hips lifting completely off the couch cushion. “That’s… oh, God, Tess… that’s gonna make me cum. I’m so close.”

Hearing those words, seeing the raw, uninhibited pleasure etched on Janet’s face, sent a corresponding clench deep in Tess’s own stomach. Her pussy throbbed with a fierce, sympathetic need. In that moment, she wanted nothing more in the entire world than to get Janet off, to be the sole architect of her undoing. She moved her fingers and tongue in perfect, devastating time together, a masterful combination of deep internal pressure and focused external stimulation. She found a rhythm that worked—a slow push of her fingers, a circular sweep of her tongue, a quick flick over the most sensitive spot—and Janet started to react more intensely, her breath catching, her whimpers turning into short, sharp, uncontrolled cries. Only minutes later, Janet’s fingers were winding desperately through Tess’s dark hair, her grip tightening, her knuckles white. Her whole body tensed like a drawn bowstring as a powerful, shattering climax crashed over her. She screamed Tess’s name, the sound swallowed by the navy blue couch cushions as she buried her face in the velvet.

Tess moaned against Janet’s clit while she came, pressing her tongue harder against the vibrating, hypersensitive nub, turned on beyond belief by her new neighbor’s visceral, overwhelming orgasm. She drank down the flood of Janet’s release, the sweet, salty taste filling her mouth, feeling the powerful convulsions of her inner muscles clenching tightly around her fingers. When Janet had finally settled down, her body limp and boneless as a ragdoll, the last delicious tremors fading from her thighs, Tess sat up. Her lips and chin were covered in the glistening, sticky evidence of Janet’s pleasure, a trophy of her efforts. Janet sighed, looking weak and beautifully spent, her skin flushed a rosy pink, her eyes glassy and unfocused.

“Do you… Do you want to go to my bedroom?” she asked, her voice raspy and low, each word an effort.

Tess smiled, a slow, predatory smile that was full of promise and unspoken intentions. She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

When they walked into the bedroom, the air still thick and heavy with their shared arousal, Janet laughed, a choked, slightly awkward sound. “Ugh, fuck, I am so sorry,” she said, her eyes fixed on the bed with a look of mortification. Tess followed her gaze and saw it immediately: a dildo lying innocently on the pristine white duvet cover. It was about six inches long, made of smooth silicone, and a vibrant, unapologetically hot pink. Janet’s face flushed a deep crimson as she went to move the toy, to hide it away in a drawer as if it were a shameful, embarrassing secret.

But Tess stopped her, placing a gentle hand on her arm. “You don’t have to be sorry,” she said softly, her voice reassuring and completely genuine. She looked from the toy to Janet’s flushed, beautiful face. “Is that your favorite?”

Janet bit her lower lip, the blush on her cheeks deepening to an even darker shade of red. She nodded, a small, almost shy gesture that Tess found incredibly endearing. It was a glimpse into Janet’s private world, a moment of pure vulnerability that was more intimate than anything they had done so far.

A wicked, brilliant idea sparked in Tess’s mind. She leaned in, her lips close to Janet’s ear, the warmth of her breath a caress against her skin. “Why don’t you try it on me?” she whispered, her voice dropping to a low, seductive purr that sent a shiver down Janet’s spine. “Show me why it’s your favorite.”

Her words hung in the air between them, both a dare and an invitation. Janet’s eyes widened slightly in surprise, then a slow, hungry grin spread across her face, chasing away the last vestiges of her embarrassment. This was a side of her new neighbor she hadn’t anticipated, a boldness that matched her own, and it thrilled her to her very core. As Janet knelt on the bed, her eyes shining with eager anticipation for their next step, Tess stripped off her jeans and shirt, her movements fluid and confident, shedding the last of her inhibitions with her clothes. When Tess stretched out on her back beside her, completely naked on the cool, crisp cotton sheets, Janet reached between her legs. Her fingers brushed against a thick, soft nest of dark hair. She wasn’t shaved, and Janet loved it. It felt real, untamed, beautifully natural. She ran her fingers through Tess’s soft curls for a moment, enjoying the texture, before stroking her entrance, finding her already slick and wanting.

“Do you see how turned on you made me?” asked Tess, her voice breathy, her hips tilting up instinctively to meet Janet’s touch. “Holy shit, Janet. That feels so good.”

Janet was teasing Tess’s pussy now with her fingertips, her own arousal surging anew at the clear, tangible evidence of how wet she was. She circled her clit once, twice, with the pad of her thumb, drawing a sharp, pleased gasp from Tess, before picking up the pink dildo. It felt familiar and solid and powerful in her hand. She brought the smooth, rounded head of the toy up to Tess’s entrance, pressing it gently against her slick folds, letting her feel the shape and size of it. Tess parted her legs wider in a silent, eager invitation, her sea-glass eyes locked on Janet’s.

“I want it,” moaned Tess, her voice thick and trembling with anticipation. “Fuck me with the dildo, Janet. Please.”

That was all the encouragement Janet needed to hear. That raw, demanding plea sent a bolt of lightning straight to her core. She began to plunge the toy deeply and slowly into Tess’s slick, eager pussy, her eyes alternating between watching the shocking pink silicone disappear inside her and studying Tess’s face for every flicker of sensation. Tess clearly liked the toy just as much as Janet did. Her head fell back onto the pillows, a long, low groan rumbling deep in her chest. Her breathing was getting faster and faster, her breath coming in short, shallow pants, while her pussy grew increasingly wetter, coating the pink silicone in a glistening, pearlescent sheen.

“Do you see why I like this dildo so much now?” Janet said teasingly, her voice a low, throaty purr. She held Tess’s gaze, a playful dominance glittering in her blue eyes as she pushed the toy in a little deeper. “Doesn’t it feel good inside your pussy?”

“Uh-huh,” Tess moaned, her answer a broken, shaky breath that was more sound than word. “Oh, God, yes. It’s perfect.”

Janet started to fuck her faster now, finding a driving, powerful rhythm that pushed the dildo in and out of her pussy so hard that strings of their combined wetness began seeping out from Tess’s opening, slicking her inner thighs. The sound in the room was decadent, a symphony of pure lust—the wet, slapping sound of the toy meeting flesh, Tess’s increasingly desperate, pleading moans, the frantic rustle of the sheets beneath them. Her noises started to get louder, something primal and urgent being unlocked deep inside her. Janet grinned, feeling a profound thrill of power as Tess’s eyes rolled back in her head, showing the whites. Her thighs were starting to shake violently, a sure sign she was very, very close. Janet didn’t let up, not for a second. She kept working the dildo into Tess’s hole, a relentless, perfect rhythm, pushing it almost all the way out and then ramming it back in to the hilt. She stretched her out with each deep thrust, feeling Tess’s pussy clench tightly around it on the retreat.

“Ugh… Ah, fuck!” Tess cried out, her back arching high off the bed, every single muscle in her body pulled taut as a wire. “I’m coming! Janet!”

Janet watched in absolute awe as Tess’s orgasm took complete control of her body. Every inch of her seemed to tighten with a pleasure so intense it was almost violent. Using the toy as she came seemed to make Tess’s climax last an absolute eternity. Janet watched the orgasm roll over her body once, a powerful, cresting wave that made her hips buck and her toes curl so hard they cramped. Then, just as it seemed to finally subside, a second, even stronger wave hit her, wrenching a guttural scream from deep in her throat, a sound of pure, agonized bliss. She came twice. Then impossibly, miraculously, a third time, a series of shuddering, full-body aftershocks that left her completely and utterly spent, twitching on the sheets.

Finally, Tess settled down, her body going weak and limp against the bed, her chest heaving up and down as she dragged great gulps of air into her starved lungs. Janet slowly, gently, pulled the dildo out of her pussy, watching as a thick stream of creamy white juices followed its path, evidence of the brutal, beautiful force of her climax. She tossed the toy onto the bed beside them and collapsed onto her back next to Tess, her own body humming with a potent, intoxicating mix of adrenaline and deep satisfaction.

For a few long, peaceful moments, they lay in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing mingling and slowing in the quiet room. The world outside, the city, their previous lives, all of it faded away into nothing. There was only this bed, this room, this shared, electric space between them. Tess rolled onto her side, her movements slow and languid, as if moving through water. She pulled Janet in against her, their warm, sweat-slicked bodies pressing up against each other, breast to back. Skin on skin. It was a dizzying, stunning realization, how quickly things had gone from zero to a hundred, from polite strangers in an elevator to this profound, messy, beautiful intimacy.

Tess lifted her hand and gently cupped Janet’s chin, tilting her face up for a kiss. It was different from all their earlier kisses—not hungry or desperate or questioning, but slow, deep, and deeply, soul-shakingly content. A kiss of arrival. A kiss that tasted like a promise.

When they finally broke apart, Tess was smiling, a genuine, radiant smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes and made her sea-glass irises sparkle in the dim light. “I think I’m going to like living here,” she said, her voice soft and full of a meaning that went far beyond the apartment, the building, or the neighborhood.

A slow, knowing smile curled up Janet’s own lips as she shifted, turning to face Tess completely, tucking a damp strand of dark hair behind her ear. “Me too,” she whispered, and leaned in to kiss her again.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Lavender Seductions
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About the Author

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.

Coleen F. Brennan
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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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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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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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