
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Night on the Town


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

Night on the Town
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Firebound Lovers
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Night on the Town

In the hushed, almost reverent quiet of Elk Lake, where the ancient sycamores and oaks stood like silent sentinels, their branches reaching for the heavens, and the river meandered through the fields like a lazy, silver snake, Cecilia and Brogan lived a life that, to the outside world, was the very picture of pastoral perfection. Their house was a charming cottage, a cliché of domestic bliss with its crisp white picket fence and blooming rose bushes that perfumed the air with a sweet, cloying fragrance in the summer months. Their life was simple, paced by the changing of seasons and the gentle rhythm of a small town. It was almost idyllic, a carefully curated painting of contentment. But beneath this placid surface, they harbored a secret, a vibrant, burning truth that would undoubtedly shock the conservative townsfolk who exchanged pleasantries with them over groceries and at the post office. Cecilia and Brogan were insatiable lovers, their appetites for each other a voracious, living thing that seemed to grow stronger, more demanding, with each passing day. Their love story was anything but ordinary; it was a tempestuous, fiery epic hidden within the pages of a deceptively tranquil novella.

They had met in the chaotic, beer-soaked crucible of college, a time and place that felt a world away from Elk Lake’s sleepy embrace. Cecilia was a literature major, her spirit as wild and untamable as the heroines in the gothic novels she adored, her mind a whirlwind of poetry and prose. Brogan, in stark contrast, was the brooding and impossibly handsome economics student, his intensity a magnetic force that seemed to pull the very air in the room towards him. Their first encounter was a twist of adolescent fate, a game of Seven Minutes in Heaven at a raucous frat party. The air in the closet was thick and suffocating, smelling of mothballs, spilled beer, and the faint, cheap perfume of the girl who’d been in there before them. In the pitch-black darkness, with the thumping bass of the party vibrating through the floorboards, they were just two sets of lungs, two heartbeats finding a frantic rhythm. Seven minutes stretched into a languid, exploratory hour. By the time they emerged, blinking against the sudden light, their clothes slightly askew and their hair a mess, they were already hopelessly entangled in a whirlwind romance. From that day forward, they were a single entity, inseparable, their connection deepening from a spark of illicit fun into a profound love that was a paradoxical and perfect blend of exquisite tenderness and scorching fire.

Years later, settled into their quiet life, that fire had not been banked. Their passion for each other remained undiminished, a constant, glowing ember fueled by spontaneous adventures and secret, shared pleasures that were their sacred ritual. It was their rebellion against the mundane, their private world of sensation and thrill. This was precisely why, on their very first night in the sprawling, electric metropolis of Chicago, they found themselves not in a fancy, Michelin-starred restaurant or watching a glittering Broadway show, but tangled in each other’s arms, the city lights painting their bodies in shifting colors through the vast window of their hotel room. The world outside could wait; their own world was right here, contained within the four walls of this room, and it was infinitely more compelling.

Cecilia glided across the plush, charcoal-gray carpet, her bare feet sinking into the thick pile. With a single, decisive pull, she drew open the heavy velvet curtains. The city of Chicago exploded into view, a breathtaking panorama of light and steel that seemed to gasp and pulse with a life of its own. The view from the thirty-fifth floor was staggering; a dazzling, chaotic cityscape that stretched to the horizon. She felt a surge of pure exhilaration, a giddy effervescence bubbling up in her chest. She was ready to dive headfirst into the vibrant, thrumming nightlife the city promised, to lose herself in its anonymous energy.

From the adjoining bathroom, she could hear the sound of the faucet running, a steady gush of water that was a mundane counterpoint to the spectacle outside. Brogan, her husband of five intense, passion-filled years, was finishing getting ready. They had never been to Chicago before, and the city felt like a vast, unopened gift, just begging for them to tear off the wrapping paper and explore its hidden corners. The twinkling, diamond-bright lights of the skyscrapers and the distant, constant hum of traffic created a symphony of urban existence, a stark and thrilling contrast to the profound quiet of Elk Lake, where the loudest sound at night was the chirping of crickets. Cecilia welcomed the change with a wide, excited grin, her reflection a ghostly image superimposed over the glittering skyline.

She turned at the sound of the bathroom door clicking open, and the sight of Brogan emerging made her breath catch in her throat. The steam from his shower billowed out around him, clinging to his skin and carrying his clean, masculine scent into the room—a mix of expensive soap and something uniquely, intoxicatingly him. His dark hair, still damp, was slicked back from his forehead, emphasizing the sharp, handsome planes of his face.

He looked incredible, almost dangerous, in a fitted black shirt that clung to his muscular frame like a second skin, the fabric stretching taut across his broad shoulders and chest. The tailored dress pants he wore emphasized his lean, powerful physique, hinting at the strength coiled in his thighs. He moved with a confident, predatory swagger, his eyes, the color of dark, stormy seas, locked onto Cecilia with an intensity that made her heart hammer against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat in the sudden quiet of the room.

“Well, you are devastatingly handsome,” Cecilia declared, her voice a little breathy. She crossed the room to meet him, her own body feeling energized and alive under his searing gaze. The space between them crackled with a familiar, potent chemistry. She leaned in, rising on her toes for a kiss, her arms wrapping instinctively around his neck, her fingers tangling in the still-damp hair at his nape. Their lips met in a fiery, consuming embrace, a meeting that was both a greeting and a promise. It wasn’t a gentle peck; it was a deep, hungry kiss that spoke of their shared history and the immediate, urgent future.

She could taste the faint mint of his toothpaste, a clean counterpoint to the raw desire that surged between them. “Are you ready to go paint the town red?” she asked playfully when they finally broke for air, her hands sliding down from his neck to roam across the solid wall of his chest. She could feel the taut muscles underneath the soft cotton, the rapid, heavy thud of his heart, a rhythm that perfectly matched the frantic pace of her own.

Brogan’s response wasn’t verbal. His hands, large and warm, were already wandering, charting a familiar and beloved territory over the back of her denim skirt. His fingers traced the pronounced curve of her hips and the swell of her backside, his touch both a question and a claim. He squeezed her ass, his grip firm and possessively tight, a silent communication that sent a jolt of heat straight to her core. He pulled away just enough to meet her gaze, the playful spark in her eyes being extinguished and replaced by a smoldering, heavy-lidded desire. The intensity in his eyes was unmistakable, a dark and consuming fire that promised to devour her whole.

“I think,” he murmured, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through her chest, “there’s something right here I’d much rather do.” Before she could even process the words, Cecilia let out a playful, surprised squeal as Brogan scooped her effortlessly into his arms. The sheer power in his embrace always thrilled her. He tossed her onto the enormous king-sized bed, and she landed with a soft bounce in the center of the pristine white duvet. There was something about being on vacation, about the anonymity of a hotel room far from home, that seemed to uncork a wilder, more primal version of themselves. They couldn’t get enough of one another, their shared hunger a beautiful, insatiable ache.

Brogan followed her down, his weight a welcome pressure as he lowered himself on top of her. Her thick, dark hair fanned out around her head on the white pillows, a chaotic brunette halo. The scent of her shampoo, something floral and sweet, mixed with the clean scent of the hotel linens. She let out a soft, anticipatory whisper as he reached underneath her short denim skirt. His fingers found the thin cotton of her panties and started to caress her through the fabric, a slow, circular motion that was both a tease and a promise.

He stared down at her, a look of profound amusement and adoration on his face as he watched her expression transform, her features contorting with the first waves of building pleasure. With a playful, wicked smirk, he hooked a finger under the strap of her tank top and pulled it down, baring one breast to the cool, conditioned air of the room. A moment later, its twin was freed, her nipples instantly hardening into tight, sensitive peaks.

Cecilia took a deep, shuddering breath as Brogan lowered his head, his mouth claiming one of her breasts. The sensation of his hot, wet tongue swirling around her nipple was electric, an exquisite torment that sent shockwaves of pure pleasure cascading through her entire body. It was an incredible feeling, the contrast of his wet, rough tongue against one of her most sensitive spots. A low moan escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated bliss, and her body relaxed into the plush mattress, surrendering completely to his ministrations. He was a master of her body, knowing precisely how to evoke these powerful, all-consuming responses.

“Maybe… maybe you’re right,” she breathed, her voice heavy and thick with a desire that was rapidly eclipsing her earlier excitement for the city. “Chicago can definitely wait.” Her back arched instinctively, a silent plea, pushing her breast further into the devouring heat of his mouth. Her body was a taut wire of craving, humming with the need for more of his touch, more of him.

When Brogan finally lifted his head, his lips glistening, he pushed himself up to a kneeling position on the bed to take off his shirt. The motion was fluid and powerful, revealing the breathtaking sculpture of his torso. Cecilia sat up, her own movements languid and deliberate, so that she could reach for the button of his pants. Her fingers worked the metal stud free, and then she pulled down the zipper with a satisfying rasp. She reached inside and enclosed his cock in her hand, her eyes widening with a familiar thrill at the sight and feel of him. He sprang into her palm, hot, hard, and impossibly thick. She was completely, utterly eager now, her body a hollow, aching vessel of need that only he could fill.

Cecilia shifted, getting onto her hands and knees on the soft duvet, a position of both offering and supplication. She started to suck Brogan’s cock, her movements practiced and yet filled with a genuine, fervent passion. Her tongue licked a slick path over the smooth, purpled head before she stretched her lips wide and took him into her mouth, lowering herself down his impressive length. Brogan let out a long, guttural groan, a sound of pure pleasure that vibrated deep in his chest. His hands came up to gently cup the back of her head, his fingers threading through her dark hair, not to force, but to guide, to feel. The room was filled with the sounds of their intimacy, the loud, wet noises of her lips and throat working on him. She was vaguely aware that her expensive, glossy lip gloss was now a smeared, sticky mess, but she didn’t care in the slightest. All that mattered was this moment, the exquisite pleasure she was giving and so clearly receiving in turn.

“Oh, baby… lie down,” Brogan ordered, his voice suddenly sharp and commanding, cutting through her focused haze. “But keep your clothes on.”

A slow, knowing smirk twitched at Cecilia’s lips. She knew this game. She knew what he liked. After all these years, it was no surprise to her that Brogan would make this specific request. The thrill of the forbidden, the contrast of clothed and unclothed, was one of their favorite private games. She obeyed instantly, lying back against the pillows, her tank top still askew, her skirt bunched around her thighs. He pushed the denim fabric higher, exposing her completely. He tugged her panties, a simple, white cotton pair, to the side, his fingers brushing against her slick, wet folds. The touch was feather-light but sent a bolt of lightning through her. He slid off the bed and onto his belly on the floor beside it, his face now level with her crotch. He licked her pussy a few times, a greedy, tasting motion, breathing in her scent, the unique musk of her arousal. Cecilia was already incredibly wet, thanks to the thorough and delicious attention Brogan had given her nipples.

“You ready for me, baby?” Brogan asked, his voice husky, thick with a desire that mirrored her own.

Cecilia could only moan in response as Brogan positioned himself between her legs and slid his cock into her shaved, slick pussy. She lay back, her head sinking into the pillows, feeling his incredible thickness become enveloped by her tight, wet slit. It was a sensation of absolute completion, of being stretched and filled so perfectly that it bordered on painful, yet was the most exquisite pleasure imaginable. She felt totally, utterly possessed by him as he began to pump against her, his hips moving in a steady, powerful rhythm. His cock was, without a doubt, the biggest she had ever seen or felt, and that was saying something, considering Cecilia had enjoyed her fair share of enthusiastic, if not particularly memorable, fun in college. But Brogan’s cock was a solid eight inches, and astonishingly thick. It had intimidated her at first, all those years ago in the dim light of his dorm room, but she had quickly, ardently, come to love it, to crave the unique way it filled and stretched her.

“Oh, baby, yes!” she cried out, her voice a breathless, ragged thing. Her eyebrows bunched together in a mask of intense concentration and pleasure as she looked up at him, at his face taut with his own effort. “Oh, God… right there!”

Brogan knew her body as well as he knew his own. He knew exactly how to angle his thrusts, how to hit the specific spots that sent Cecilia spiraling into a shaky, deep, and overwhelmingly intense orgasm. It was a cataclysmic event that took over her entire body, making her twist and writhe, her inner muscles clenching violently around him. As the final tremors of her climax subsided, he pulled out abruptly. The sudden emptiness was a shock, and Cecilia knew instantly that he was close to coming himself.

“You know what I’m thinking, don’t you?” he said, his voice strained, his magnificent cock still slick and pulsing in his hand.

Cecilia was still reeling, her body feeling boneless and heavy from the force of her release. She managed to push herself up, her dark hair a wild, tangled mess around her flushed face. Her limbs felt weak, but a new kind of anticipation was already beginning to build. She scooted to the very edge of the bed and, with trembling fingers, worked her panties the rest of the way off, holding the small triangle of white cotton in her hand. Brogan knew he had her full, complete, and rapt attention.

He began to stroke himself, his hand moving in long, swift motions over his erection, his eyes locked on her face. The head of his cock was now poised directly over the gusset of her panties, which she held spread open for him. A new wave of aftershocks from her orgasm fired off deep inside her, little electric pulses of residual pleasure. Even just sitting there, her pussy was so exquisitely sensitive that the sight alone was enough to make her throb.

“Yes, Cecilia,” Brogan muttered, his voice tight and strained with pleasure. “Look at me, baby. Watch me.”

Cecilia’s gaze locked with his as he jerked off, a silent, intimate communion between them. She ran her tongue slowly across her swollen lips and, in a voice barely above a whisper, begged him to come for her. “Please, Brogan… come on my panties. Please.” That was all it took. Moments later, his body tensed, his jaw clenched, and he was coming, his release erupting from him in thick, powerful ropes that landed squarely across the cotton fabric she held. There was so much of it, as was usual for him. Thick, white globs clung to the material, a stark, shocking contrast to the pristine white. Brogan let out a deep, shuddering groan, the immense tension melting from his body like snow in the sun. He took a deep, ragged breath and stared down at the beautiful mess he had made.

“Go ahead,” he said, his voice still thick, a predatory glint in his eyes as he bit his bottom lip. “Let’s see it.”

A delicious shiver of anticipation and nervous excitement ran down Cecilia’s spine. She did as she’d been told. She stood up, her legs still slightly shaky, and slowly, deliberately, pulled the soiled panties up her legs. The sensation of the cum, still warm and tacky, clinging to the thin cotton made her squirm as the fabric pressed directly against her sensitive, swollen, and still-wet lips. It was a potent cocktail of sensations—part taboo, part deeply intimate. As she straightened her skirt, Brogan wrapped her up in a fierce hug from behind, burying his face in her hair and kissing the top of her head. His hands squeezed her ass again, but the touch was different this time, charged with an almost animalistic, possessive energy. This was far from over. Cecilia knew this wouldn’t be the last time they’d fuck today, not by a long shot. Her mind flashed to the bag they had packed, filled with an assortment of dildos and other toys, a veritable arsenal of pleasure waiting to be deployed.

They headed into the hotel elevator, the polished brass doors sliding shut with a soft hiss, enclosing them in a small, mirrored world. The hotel was the epitome of opulence, rich and lush at every turn. The furniture in the lobby gleamed under the soft glow of chandeliers, and the carpets were so thick and soft that they silenced the sharp click of Cecilia’s heels. The moment the doors closed, Brogan instantly pushed her up against the wall. The paneling of the elevator, a dark, slick wood between the mirrored sections, was just slightly cold against her bare shoulders. He let out a low growl, a primal sound that vibrated in his chest, as his hand reached down between her legs, his fingers pressing against the damp center of her panties. His eyes, burning with intensity, never left hers in their shared reflection.

“How does that feel?” he murmured, his voice low and intense, meant only for her ears. “Does it turn you on, knowing you’re wearing my cum while we go out to the bar?”

“You know it does,” Cecilia breathed out, her own voice husky with arousal. Though at that very moment, a very large part of her wanted nothing more than to scream at him to drag her back to the room, to cancel their plans and let him fuck her all evening until they were both exhausted and sated. With her husband’s potent seed clinging to her pussy, a warm and sticky secret hidden beneath her skirt, Cecilia grabbed Brogan’s hand just as the elevator pinged softly, its doors sliding open to reveal the bustling lobby. She looked around, her cheeks flushing with a paranoid heat, positive that every single person could tell what she was hiding. It was an uncomfortable sensation, the feeling of the damp cotton rubbing against her most sensitive skin with every step, but it was also undeniably sexual, naughty, and incredibly hot. A few beads of sweat formed on her skin, trickling down the valley between her breasts beneath her tank top.

Out on the street, the warm Chicago evening air wrapped around them like a thick, comforting blanket, alive with the scents and sounds of the city. They headed in the direction of a nearby cocktail bar they had read about online, a place called the Cedar Room, renowned for its old-world charm and meticulously crafted classic cocktails. As they walked, Brogan kept glancing down at Cecilia, his eyes filled with a deep, ravenous hunger that made her feel like the most desired woman on the planet.

“What?” she finally asked, glancing over her shoulder at him with a feigned innocence, although she knew exactly what that look meant. She knew what he was thinking, what he was feeling, because it was a mirror of her own internal state.

“I just love you so damn much,” he said, his voice suddenly soft, stripped of its earlier growl and filled with a profound emotion and meaning. “And I love that you have this naughty little secret right now, just for us.”

They sat down at the bar twenty minutes later, the enveloping atmosphere of the Cedar Room instantly transporting them to another era. The bar was all dark, polished wood and supple, worn leather, the air thick with the convivial sound of clinking glasses and the low, intimate murmur of conversations unwinding around them. Soft light from twinkling pendants was reflected and magnified in the large, antique mirrors that surrounded the space, making it feel both expansive and intimate. A real fireplace crackled merrily to one side, casting flickering, dancing shadows across the walls and lending the space a cozy, impossibly romantic ambiance.

Cecilia squirmed in her high leather stool, the feeling of her panties clinging insistently to her pussy exacerbated by the position. She tried in vain to find a comfortable way to sit, but every small shift and adjustment only served to rub the damp fabric against her clit, sending fresh waves of arousal through her. She felt a hot blush creep up her neck and flood her cheeks as the handsome, bow-tied bartender handed her a drink menu. Her eyes scanned the list of elaborate cocktails, but the words blurred into an incomprehensible jumble; her mind was entirely elsewhere. She took a large, grateful sip of the Old Fashioned that Brogan had ordered for her without asking. The cool, bracing liquid—a perfect blend of smoky bourbon, bitters, and a hint of orange—helped to calm her frayed nerves, but it did little to quell the raging fire that was burning deep inside her. Feeling bolder from the alcohol, she turned to Brogan and gave him the kind of smoldering, heavy-lidded bedroom eyes that he normally didn’t see outside the privacy of their own home.

Cecilia couldn’t stop her mind from racing. All she could think about was Brogan peeling her damp panties off and fucking her again, right here, right now. She wanted to be used, to be taken, over and over until she was a quivering, whimpering mess. She wanted him to come in her panties again, to come in her pussy, to spill his seed across her breasts. She wanted to come again and again, to feel his big, thick cock stretching her out, filling her to her absolute limits. Her mind was filled with a torrent of vivid, explicit images of their entwined bodies: the sensation of his cock sliding deep inside her, the salty, masculine taste of his cum on her lips, the sound of their bodies slapping together in a frantic rhythm. She shifted in her seat again, a desperate, unconscious movement trying to alleviate the insistent, pleasurable ache between her legs.

Brogan leaned in close, so close she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His breath was hot and smelled of whiskey against her ear. “You okay over there, baby?” he murmured, his voice a low, concerned caress.

Cecilia nodded, her eyes wide and dark with need, meeting his in the dim light. “I just… I need you,” she whispered, her voice thick and heavy with a raw, desperate desire. “I can’t think about anything else.”

Brogan’s eyes darkened with a feral lust. He took a slow sip of his own drink, his intense gaze never leaving her face. “Soon,” he promised, his voice a low, predatory growl that sent a shiver down her spine. “I promise.”

They tried, for a few more minutes, to pretend. They attempted to focus on the menu, the list of cocktails and appetizers blurring into a meaningless script before their eyes. But all Cecilia could think about, all she could feel, was Brogan’s cock. The memory of how it felt inside her, the way it stretched and filled her so completely, was a living presence in her mind. She wanted to feel that again, right now. She wanted to feel him moving deep inside her, to hear his groans of pleasure as he came completely undone for her.

When Brogan finally leaned over and asked, his voice low and conspiratorial, if Cecilia wanted to check out another bar or head back to the hotel, she didn’t have to think about it for a second. She grabbed her husband’s hand, her grip tight and urgent, and all but pulled him off the stool. They left their half-finished, expensive cocktails on the bar and headed for the door. The night was still relatively young, the city was alive with possibility, but all she could think about was the promise of what was to come. She knew, with every fiber of her being, that once they were alone again in the sanctuary of their hotel room, Brogan would give her exactly what she so desperately needed. And she couldn’t wait another second.

Their walk back to the hotel was a silent, frantic journey, filled with a tense, almost painful anticipation. The air between them crackled with a palpable sexual energy. They walked close together, their bodies brushing against each other with every step, each accidental touch sending a fresh jolt of electricity through Cecilia’s already overloaded system. She could feel the wetness between her legs growing with each hurried step, her body preparing itself, eagerly, for what was to come next.

As they stepped back into the elevator, the moment the brass doors slid shut, Brogan pulled Cecilia close, his hands gripping her hips with a bruising possessiveness. He leaned down and captured her mouth in a fierce, frantic kiss, his tongue instantly exploring every corner of her mouth with a desperate hunger. Cecilia moaned into the kiss, her body melting against his as she surrendered completely to the all-consuming passion that had been building between them all evening.

By the time they reached their floor and stumbled out of the elevator, Cecilia was aching with a primal, desperate need, her body craving Brogan’s touch like a dying woman craves water. They fumbled their way into the room, their lips still locked in a fierce, devouring kiss, their hands roaming greedily over each other’s bodies, tearing at clothes. Brogan kicked the door shut behind them with a resounding thud, the sound sealing them in their private world. His hands were already working to undo the buttons of her denim skirt.

Cecilia broke the kiss, her breath coming in ragged, painful gasps as she looked up at Brogan, her eyes wild and filled with a desperate, untamed desire. “Fuck me,” she begged, her voice a husky, raw whisper. “Please, Brogan, fuck me right now.”

Brogan growled low in his throat, a feral sound of pure, unrestrained lust. He spun Cecilia around and bent her over the edge of the bed, her hands planting on the duvet to support herself. Cecilia shivered in anticipation, the cool air of the hotel room doing little to dampen the fire that was coursing through her veins. Brogan ran his calloused fingers under the hem of her skirt, his touch electric against the goose-pimpled skin at the top of her thighs. Then suddenly, her skirt was pushed high, bunched up around her hips, leaving her all but naked from the waist down. All she wore were the sex-soaked, already-ruined panties, which were shortly being slid slowly, deliberately, down her sweaty legs.

“We’re going to completely ruin these before the night is over,” Brogan said, his voice a low, satisfied murmur as he tossed the panties onto the floor.

She heard the distinctive sound of Brogan’s leather belt being pulled through the loops of his trousers and then the soft thud of it dropping to the floor. She didn’t look back over her shoulder, but she could imagine him perfectly, standing there in the dim light, shirtless, his chest muscles gleaming and bulging, his trousers now folded neatly over the heap of his belt on a nearby chair. She felt a sense of profound connection, as if she were getting the feel of him without even looking. She closed her eyes, trying to process the flood of sensations that had brought her to this moment of utter vulnerability and surrender. She exhaled loudly, a shaky, shuddering breath, and pushed her feet further apart, arching her back a little more in silent invitation.

The sound of Brogan’s sharp intake of air was barely audible, but she heard it distinctly all the same. He walked up behind her, the tips of his polished dress shoes pushing her calves even further apart. She felt one shoe move slowly, deliberately, up the inside of her leg, the cool, smooth leather a shocking contrast to her heated skin. It traveled up to the back of her knee, then back down again. His foot stayed there for a moment, gently pinning her ankle to the floor. The slight weight was an anchor, a symbol of his control. Then he moved his other foot, pinning the edge of her tank top up between her shoulders, exposing the pale, freckled skin of her back.

Then he stopped, waiting. He was building the tension, drawing out the moment to an almost unbearable degree. He pushed against her with his hands, pressing her torso more firmly down against the mattress. She felt him then, the small but very pertinent fact of his hard cock pressing against the cleft of her ass. He started to slide into her from behind, a slow, agonizingly delicious entry. Cecilia bent over more, widening the stance of her ankles, making herself even more open, more vulnerable, than she thought possible.

The mingled scent of their bodies—her arousal, his sweat, the faint remnant of his cum on her skin—was an intense, intoxicating perfume. One of his hands found the small of her back, pressing down, while the fingers of his other hand explored her, finding their way into her asshole. The lips of her anus were tight against his probing fingers, and she gasped at the new, shocking intrusion. She leaned further into the bed, her stomach arcing gently as his hand almost seemed to tear a seam through her skirt, such was the force of his passion. He was giving her the most intense, all-encompassing sensation she had ever experienced in her life.

Cecilia’s mind raced, a chaotic jumble of pure sensation as Brogan continued to move inside her, his cock filling her completely, his fingers stretching her in a way that was both painful and exquisitely pleasurable. She moaned and whimpered, her own fingers gripping the bedsheets tightly, her knuckles white as she surrendered to the tidal wave of pleasure coursing through her. Brogan’s hands roamed over her body, his touch both gentle and possessive, as if he were claiming every single inch of her as his own.

“You feel so fucking good, baby,” Brogan groaned, his voice thick and strained with desire, his words muffled against her back. “So fucking tight and wet for me.” His hips moved in a steady, powerful rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of her with a deliberate, torturous slowness, as if he were savoring every millimeter of their deep, primal connection.

Cecilia pushed back against him, meeting his powerful thrusts with a desperate urgency of her own. The room filled with the sound of their bodies coming together, a wet, rhythmic, slapping sound that was a symphony of pure pleasure and unbridled passion. She could feel the tension building inside her again, a tight coil of desire winding tighter and tighter with each passing moment, bringing her closer and closer to the edge of oblivion.

Brogan’s hand slipped around from her back to the front of her body, his clever fingers finding her clit immediately and beginning to circle it with an expert, maddening precision. Cecilia gasped, her entire body jolting with the sudden, sharp burst of pleasure. She could feel her orgasm building rapidly now, the waves of ecstasy already beginning to crash over her as Brogan continued to move deep inside her, his fingers working their relentless magic on her clit.

“Oh, god, Brogan,” she moaned, her voice breathless and desperate, barely recognizable as her own. “I’m so close. Please, please don’t stop.”

Brogan growled low in his throat, a primal, triumphant sound. His hips began to move faster, his cock driving deeper and harder into her. “Come for me, baby,” he commanded, his voice firm and authoritative, a voice that demanded and received absolute obedience. “Let me feel you come all over my cock.”

Cecilia’s body tensed, the tight coil of desire snapping as her second, even more powerful orgasm washed over her in a devastating, shattering wave. She cried out, a long, keening wail of ecstasy, her body convulsing with the sheer force of her release as Brogan continued to thrust into her, his own pleasure building to a fever pitch.

With a final, powerful thrust that seemed to touch her very soul, Brogan came undone, his cock pulsing violently as he filled Cecilia with his hot, heavy release. He collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat, his breath coming in ragged, shuddering gasps. Cecilia could feel his heart pounding a frantic, heavy rhythm against her back, a steady drumbeat that was a comforting, grounding reminder of their profound connection.

They lay there for a long time, their bodies entwined, basking in the tranquil, glowing aftermath of their shared passion. Brogan pressed a soft, lingering kiss to Cecilia’s shoulder, his lips staying on her skin as if he were savoring the taste of her.

“I love you, Cecilia,” he murmured, his voice soft now, stripped of all its earlier harshness and filled with a deep, unwavering emotion. “More than anything in this entire world.”

Cecilia turned her head to look at him over her shoulder, her eyes, heavy-lidded and soft, filling with tears of pure, unadulterated happiness. She was supposed to return the words, of course. Her own voice should have been dripping with inspiration, honey, and eagerness, but she couldn’t speak. The words caught in her throat, trapped by a sensation even more intense and profound than the physical pleasure she had just experienced. This is it, she thought. This is everything. I want to call to your presence, I want you to take me, as hard and slow, as soft and fast as you will. She wanted him to know the depth of her longing for him, not just physically, but emotionally, spiritually. She wanted that longing expressed, but the words felt clumsy and inadequate. She closed her eyes as she rolled Brogan gently to lie beside her, freeing her folded legs, which still held her neatly tucked against the sheets.

“Is your heart aching?” he asked, his voice a near-whisper. He was propped up on one elbow, looking down at her, his head cradled in his hand. His dark hair glinted in the mixed light from the big velvet lampshade and the electric glow streaming in from the open window. He might almost have seemed remote or distracted if she didn’t know him so intimately. But she knew. There were always more layers to him, something deeper and more complex simmering beneath the handsome, confident exterior of this patient, brilliant, and determined man.

And the slight darkness that still lingered in his eyes told her he wouldn’t back down. He wouldn’t hold back, not this time. She shook her head no at first, managing a small, watery smile up at Brogan, but then a flicker of a wince, of overwhelming emotion, passed over her face. “It’s not aching. It’s just… I can’t,” she finally stammered, her voice thick. “I think… I’m about to burst. Just… just embrace me. Just forever,” she said.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Firebound Lovers


[image: photo of the author]

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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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.

[image: Frost & Flame Holidays]

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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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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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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