

    
        
          Adventurous Liaisons

        

        
        
          Adventurous Liaisons, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Dr. Hannah Martinez

        

        
          Published by Velvet Publishing LLC, 2026.

        

    


Adventurous Liaisons Book Four.

Copyright 2026 by Hannah and Marty Martinez.

All rights reserved No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any way by any means to include electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or by any means without express written consent of the publisher and author as provided by US Copyright law. To do so is a direct infringement of the author’s intellectual property and copyright.

Published by HMM Productions Inc./Velvet Publishing LLC.

Book and cover design copyright 2026 HMM Productions.

Photos are AI Generated. Any physical resemblance of the actors and actresses photographically depicted in this book to any person living or dead is purely coincidental and is not based on any one person.



  	
	    
	      Also by Dr. Hannah Martinez

	    

      
	    
          
	      Adventurous Liaisons

          
        
          
	          Adventurous Liaisons

          
        
          
	          Adventurous Liaisons II

          
        
          
	          Adventurous Liaisons III

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Adventurous Liaisons

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Happy Wife Happy Life

          
        
          
	          Happy Wife Happy Life

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Married with 1,000 Boyfriends

          
        
          
	          Married With 1,000 Boyfriends

          
        
          
	          Married with 1,000 Boyfriends

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Married With 1,000 Boyfriends

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Dr. Hannah Martinez

Adventurous Liaisons

-Part Three-

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

-Part Two-

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

The End | The journey continues in “Adventurous Liaisons V”.

Sign up for Dr. Hannah Martinez's Mailing List

Further Reading: Adventurous Liaisons III

About the Author

[image: ]

Dr. Hannah Martinez, a celebrated plastic surgeon, entrepreneur, and legendary amateur adult entertainment star, adds the “Adventurous Liaisons” book series to her growing catalogue. 

Hannah spent 20 years in the “Hot Wife” lifestyle and wrote five books of her adventures with her husband Marty, called, “Married with 1,000 Boyfriends.”

Hannah and Marty built a business empire from her Only Fans earnings. Hannah re-wrote what amateur porn should be with HD videos, sultry location shoots, and deep sexual encounters with more than 1,000 men and women. And the first rule was for the men- NO BLACK SOCKS.

In “Adventurous Liaisons” Hannah brings to life the memories shared with her from other couples, men, and women, as they open their sexual Pandora Box.

Chapter One

Mona
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The house never feels so alive as when Zach returns for the weekend—carrying with him a blast of collegiate chaos and the feral, aftershave-laced scent of a boy who thinks he owns the world. He shoulders the front door open, duffel bag slamming against the wall, and there she is: Mona. She stands at the foot of the staircase, hip cocked, one bare foot flexed on the cool hardwood, a vision so fucking arresting it’s a mercy his parents aren’t home to witness the way her presence corrals the very air.

She’s just eighteen, only barely, yet moves with a composure that makes her look older, worldlier—like she’s known her own body was a weapon since the day she turned legal. Maybe even before that. 

Mona’s not like any girl Zach knows, and he’s spent years pretending that’s not the reason he dreads and craves coming home in equal measure. She’s an exchange student living with his doctor parents, taking her pre-med courses already as she celebrates her second year at Northwestern.

She is a prodigy, graduation high school with a 5.0 at 15., but she’s pure familial taboo, hyper charged and off-limits and, impossible to ignore.

Her hair: black as a midnight riot, blunt cut with heavy, Cleopatra bangs. Her skin: caramel-amber, stretched tight over a body that even his frat buddies would say is more anime porn than real. Breasts that seem to defy gravity and decency, perfect D-cups threatening to outgrow her tank top, matched by a gymnast’s waist that narrows dramatically to hips so round and sharp they look sculpted. 

Her ass is a kind of miracle—twin tear drops, heavy and ripe, designed to magnetize every gaze, engineered to make yoga pants a weapon of mass distraction.

She leans against the banister, flipping her phone in one hand and looking up at him with a slow, wicked smile. Her lips are plush, set in a smirk that promises trouble.

“Dude, you’re home early,” she says, not bothering to hide the fact that she’s been waiting. Her voice is lazy, catlike, the kind of thing that floats under doors at night and keeps boys awake. “Did you even stop to get me anything, or did you just sprint here from the dorms?”

He tries not to let his gaze linger, but the new shirt she’s wearing—a little baby tee with the logo of some band he’s never heard of—rides up when she moves, exposing a patch of the softest belly he’s ever seen. The shorts are worse. They’re so small he wonders if they qualify as actual clothing, or just a fuck-you to every outdated household rule about “modest dress.”

“Your present is in the bag,” he says, dragging his eyes up to her face, which is somehow worse, because she’s got that look that says she knows exactly where his attention has been. “But I don’t remember ‘parading around naked’ on your birthday wish list.”

She arches an eyebrow, feigning innocence. “I’ll write it in sharpie on the fridge next year.”

They circle each other for a few seconds in the foyer, Zach dumping his stuff by the stairs, Mona twirling a strand of her hair and watching him with speculative interest. The distance between them never felt so loaded—he can feel his pulse at the base of his neck, can smell her perfume as she closes in. A vanilla, musky thing that makes him want to put his mouth on her neck, right where the scent is strongest.

“So where are Mom and Dad?” he asks, voice too casual, swinging his keys onto the tray by the door.

She shrugs. “Vegas. Some conference-slash-anniversary thing. They’ll be back Sunday night.”

He knows this already, but the way she says it—soft, final, like she’s inviting something—makes him glance up sharply. Her eyes lock onto his, a lighter brown than her skin, flecked with gold, somehow both mischievous and bottomless. Zach’s breath gets stuck somewhere between his lungs and his cock.

“Is that right?” he says, playing along.

“Yup.” So, I’m all yours. For the weekend. Entertain me.”

He’s not supposed to shudder at that. Not supposed to want to see just how far she’d take this game if he let her.

But Mona is a challenge—always has been. At school, he tells his buddies about his “little sister,” and they laugh, make the obvious porn jokes, and ask for pictures. They all know she is from Hong Kong and no relation, but they give him the business anyway. 

If they saw her, really saw her, they’d understand: Mona’s not a punchline, she’s a force of nature. She once broke the nose of a guy on the swim team for calling her a “Choco Pocahontas.” 

She’ll trash-talk a full-grown man into a shame spiral, then bake brownies for his birthday. She’s brilliant and mean and kind and beautiful and dangerous, and he can’t decide if he wants to protect her from the world or drag her down into the dirt and roll around with her.

Zach follows her into the kitchen, trying not to stare at the way her ass flexes and sways in those shorts. He can’t notice it. If God exists, He made Mona as a test of male self-control.

She’s already at the fridge, bent over, rummaging for something. He almost chokes.

“Orange juice?” she asks, straightening. The glass sticks to her hand, beads of sweat running down the sides.

“Sure,” he says, voice cracking slightly.

She pours two tall glasses, slides one down the counter to him, and then hops up onto the granite, letting her legs swing. The shorts ride even higher, almost obscene now, and she doesn’t adjust them.

“So,” she says, “are you seeing anyone at school?” She sips the juice, fixing him with a stare that feels invasive, as if she can see through his skull to every nasty thought he’s ever had.

He shrugs, running a hand through his hair. “Not really. Hookups here and there. Nothing serious.”

She leans back, supporting herself on her hands. Her shoulders arch, making her chest rise, and the thin fabric of the tee shifts over her tits in a way that is...distracting.

“Shocking. My golden boy housemate, single.” She’s teasing, but there’s a sting underneath it.

“You? Got a boyfriend I should meet?” he fires back.

She snorts. “I just turned legal like, six hours ago. Give me a minute to line up the applicants.”

They both laugh, but his nerves are alive with static. Mona is not shy. Never has been. He remembers her running around the house in just a towel, the time she wore her first bikini to the community pool and had half the dad’s drooling. But now, with nothing left to the imagination, he can’t play it off like some dumb kid’s phase.

She slides off the counter, sauntering over to him, and for a second, he thinks she’s going to hug him. Instead, she leans in, slow and deliberate, and kisses his cheek, the way she used to when she was little. Her lips are soft and cool from the juice, and he’s so thrown that he almost flinches.

“Glad you’re home, Zach,” she murmurs. She’s right next to his ear; her breath tickles his skin.

He can smell her now—shampoo and vanilla and a trace of something salty and sweet. He wants to bite her neck, drag his teeth up her jaw, see if she’ll scratch him when he does it.

She pulls back, laughing softly. “Don’t get weird on me, okay?” She taps his chest with her finger, then spins around and disappears up the stairs, leaving him with a very public erection and a thunderstorm between his ears.

He stands in the kitchen for a full minute, pretending to check his phone, fighting the urge to go after her. Instead, he takes his juice to the living room and tries to think about literally anything else.

The rest of the day is a minefield of casual physical proximity: Mona doing yoga in the living room while he’s on the couch, Mona bending over to dig through old photo albums, Mona brushing her teeth in just a towel while he’s trying to make coffee. Each time, she glances at him sideways, a wicked flicker of teeth, daring him to do something about it.

He lasts until after dinner. They order pizza, watch old movies, and she drinks a single glass of wine, which makes her even more bold. At some point, she kicks her feet up onto his lap, resting her legs there like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Her skin is so smooth, so warm, and she makes no effort to move when he tenses up.

They’re alone, and the house is dark, and every pulse of silence is a countdown to disaster.

Mona yawns, stretching her arms overhead, breasts pushing against the limits of her shirt. She lets her hand fall onto his thigh, heavy and deliberate.

“I’m tired,” she says. “Carry me?”

He laughs, but his voice is barely above a whisper. “You’re not six anymore, Mon.”

She pouts, her lips glossy with pizza grease. “Please? I promise not to fart on you this time.”

She’s fucking with him, but he can’t say no. He’s never been able to say no.

He stands, hoisting her up in a classic fireman carry, her legs dangling and hands wrapped around his neck. She’s light, all things considered, and she smells like flowers and wine and a little bit of sweat. She presses her face into his shoulder, giggling, and he must remind himself not to drop her, not to haul her upstairs and do something that can’t be undone.

He deposits her gently on her bed, the comforter already rumpled. She flops backward, hair fanning around her head, and looks up at him with those deadly brown eyes.

“Thanks, big brother,” she says, voice slurred with exhaustion. “You’re the best.”

He stands over her, half-hard, half-terrified, not trusting himself to even tuck her in.

“Happy birthday, Mona,” he says, and when she closes her eyes, he flees the room, skin prickling, blood pounding everywhere it shouldn’t.

He spends the night on the couch, every nerve alive with guilt and need, knowing that tomorrow, when she wakes up eighteen and wild and untamed, nothing in this house will ever be the same.

––––––––
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-Part Two-
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Morning in the Thompson house is always a lazy, hungover affair when parents are away. Sunlight crawls across the hardwood, slanting over dust motes and the skeletal remains of last night’s pizza—two slices left, congealed in their cardboard coffin. 

Zach surfaces from the living room couch in a tangle of cheap blankets and old college hoodie, head pounding, mouth sand-dry. He blinks, adjusts to the hush. The only sounds are the soft drone of the fridge and the muted cackle of Mona’s phone as she scrolls through memes at the kitchen table.

She’s not even pretending to be subtle today. She sits cross-legged on a barstool, a posture that turns her hips into a shelf for her phone and has swapped last night’s shorts for a pair of blue shorter shorts so tight they look painted on. 

The pale blue fabric hugs her ass, cupping every curve, and the waistband carves a deep V into her waist, pulling his eyes down even when he tells himself not to look. The tank top is new, too—a thin blue thing that hugs her tits so aggressively he can see the faint shadow of areola through the fabric. No bra. Of course not.

She glances up, notices him watching, and raises one eyebrow in a way that says: gotcha. Her hair is a half-tamed mess, heavy black curtains framing a face so pretty it still throws him. She always seems to know exactly how to look at him to make his skin hot.

“Sleeping beauty awakens,” she says, voice thick with sleep and mischief. “Rough night?”

“Couldn’t sleep,” he mumbles, scratching at his jaw. “Someone kept playing TikToks at full volume until two in the morning.”

She shrugs, unapologetic. “It’s my birthday week. I get privileges.” She swings her leg, bare foot flexing, and somehow the motion makes the whole kitchen smaller, like it’s closing in around them.

He sidesteps the growing tension by pouring himself a glass of juice, then grabs the cold pizza, flopping it onto a paper towel. “You want?”

She shakes her head, then immediately slides off the barstool and pads over, snatching a piece from his hand. She bites, making a show of licking grease off her finger, eyes on him the entire time. “So, about tonight—what time is the wine and dine portion of the program?”

He almost chokes, remembering his promise: he’d let her pick the movie, order pizza, and even sneak her some of the pinot grigio she likes if she swore on pain of death not to tell their parents. “Dinner’s at six. But the movie’s your pick, remember?”

She grins. “Oh, I remember.” She leans in, voice dropping to a secretive hush. “And, uh, don’t worry about Mom’s ring cam. I unplugged it.”

She’s standing close enough now that he can see every fleck of gold in her eyes, can smell the vanilla from her lotion and the sweat from her scalp, can feel her body heat bleeding through the thin air between them.

He swallows, hard, and for the first time in his life, he’s not sure if he’s the one in control.

—
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Evening comes in a slow spiral of anticipation. Mona disappears upstairs after lunch and emerges at dinnertime looking...fucking unreal. The short shorts are still on, but now she’s swapped out the tank for a loose, off-the-shoulder tee that barely hides her chest, and her hair is tamed into a shiny, perfect curtain. 

She wears a little makeup—just enough to make her lips look even fuller, her eyes wider, her skin brighter. She looks more like a college co-ed than a high school senior, and the sight of her makes Zach wish desperately that he hadn’t made that promise to himself, to their parents, to the universe at large.

She comes down the stairs slowly, every step a performance, every movement radiating an awareness that she’s being watched. She wants him to look. She wants him to want her.

He plays it cool, sets the table, pops open the wine, pours her a glass.

“To the birthday girl,” he says, raising his glass.

She clinks it, her nails painted a gleaming, electric purple. “To the world’s best big brother,” she purrs, and even as she says it, her gaze flicks to the bulge in his sweatpants.

The first glass of wine disappears fast. So does the second. By the time the pizza arrives, Mona is already flushed and giggly, leaning into him on the couch, her bare foot draped across his thigh. She watches the movie for all of five minutes before losing interest, poking at him with her toes, stealing his wine, and talking over the dialogue with increasingly brazen commentary.

“Why do girls in movies always scream when the killer shows up?” she asks, tilting her head. “Wouldn’t you just, like, hit him with a chair and run?”

He shrugs. “You’re probably the only girl I know who would.”

She beams at him, then gets serious. “Hey, Zach? Can I ask you something?”

He braces for impact. “Sure.”

She folds her legs under her, propping herself up so they’re almost eye-level. “You ever think about... I mean, what kind of girl do you see yourself with?”

He stares at the TV, cheeks prickling. “I dunno. Smart? Funny? Chill?”

She snorts. “Liar. You know what guys like.” She cocks her head, her bangs falling into her eyes. “You think I’m hot, right?”

The air goes thin. “You’re like my sister,” he says, and the words sound hollow, even to him.

She grins. “I’m, like, free range. Held hostage by your parents for the last ten years. I feel like Theon Greyjoy and the Starks.”

He laughs, but it comes out jagged, sharp. “You’re fucking nuts.”

“You didn’t answer my question though, brother.”

She got him. He looks at her and she smiles. She is impossibly hot.

“Okay, it’s your birthday and you are 18 now,” he says. “Yes, I think you are hot.”

She leans closer, her eyes wide and earnest now. “I mean it, though. Guys at school stare at me all the time, but I want to know what it’s really like. From a guy who isn’t a total creep.” She swirls the wine in her glass, watching him over the rim. “Can I ask you, like, explicit stuff?”

He blinks.  The wine, and her sexy, breaking him down. “You can ask me anything, Mona.”

She sets the glass down and shuffles closer, her knee brushing his. “Okay. For real. What’s something guys like, but are too chicken to ask for?”

He fumbles for an answer, trying not to look at her breasts as she leans in. “Uh... I mean, everyone’s different...”

She rolls her eyes. “Bullshit. Come on, Zach. Top of your head.”

He sighs, giving in. “Honestly? Hand jobs. Not just the mechanical kind, either. I mean...when a girl really goes for it? It’s wild.”

She giggles, hiding her mouth behind her hand. “You’re kidding. Every guy I know is obsessed with blow jobs.”

He shrugs. “Yeah, but a hand job? You can make a guy lose his mind. Total power move.”

She processes this, then frowns. “I’ve never done one. Haven’t even, like, held a dick before.”

He almost spills his wine.

She watches him, eyes hungry for knowledge. “What’s it feel like? I mean, for the girl.”

He stammers, brain whirring. “I guess it depends. Some are soft, some are hard, sometimes it pulses. You can feel every twitch. It’s...weird, but in a good way. These things have a mind of their own.”

She digests this, then looks down at her own body, as if trying to imagine her hands wrapped around a cock
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