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The old Victorian was beautiful from the outside. Hannah looked up at it and thought, I could live here. The house was shaded from the street by old, large trees, giving the property a rustic look even though it was right outside of the town’s revitalized downtown. An old-school wrought-iron fence bordered the property at the sidewalk, adding to the retro look. Hannah drove onto the unpaved parking area next to the house and parked beside a vintage Cadillac.

Hannah was there to look at an apartment that spanned the second floor and finished attic. She’d been separated for nearly six months and living with her mother was getting old. Her mom was great, but she needed her own space. Buying was not an option at that moment, but local rents were out of control too. This place was the best lead she’d seen in weeks, even if it was at the top of her price range.

The entrance to the apartment was on the side of the house, but the landlord said to knock on the front door when she arrived. Hannah stepped up onto the wide, beautiful veranda and wondered if she’d have access to it. She was too busy admiring the porch swing when the front door opened.

“You must be Hannah. Hi, I’m Paige. Great to meet you!”

“Oh, hi. Nice to meet you.”

Hannah offered her hand, but the ebullient young woman pulled her into an embrace. Okay, I guess she’s a hugger, she thought. She didn’t mind because Paige’s energy was infectious. Paige was hard to dislike. Hannah loved her funky vibe. She thought they could totally be friends if she took the place.

Paige was shorter than Hannah, with violet hair down to her shoulders and tortoiseshell, cat’s eye glasses that went with an overall arty aesthetic. Baggy, paint-stained overalls hid her body at first glance, but the tank top underneath clung to large, round breasts. A partial tattoo sleeve of colorful, intertwined images adorned Paige’s left arm. Hannah decided Paige could have easily gone the conventional beauty route, but her look made her much more intriguing.

“I can’t wait to show you the apartment. Nate and I love that it’s such a unique space, but not everyone appreciates that.”

“If I wanted a cookie-cutter apartment, I’d go to a complex. I’m looking for something different.”

They climbed the steps to the side door, and then a longer, steeper staircase inside after Paige unlocked the door. Hannah was fit and didn’t mind the steps. A small living room greeted them at the top of the steps. The room was small but flooded with light from large windows. Beyond that was a tight, newly redone kitchen. Hannah loved the tile backsplash. The bedroom was small as well, but she liked it. Paige was right that the space was unique. The small, oddly shaped rooms meant Hannah would need her creativity to figure out furniture placement if she applied for the apartment, but she could make it work. She loved all the details in the old woodwork.

Another set of stairs led to a finished attic that was divided into two rooms. The light was incredible, like in the rest of the apartment, but the ceilings were low in the corners under the dormers. Hannah thought it could be a perfect space for her son. He didn’t have his own space when he was with her at her mother’s, but he could have his privacy in the attic with both a bedroom and a hangout space.

Paige’s anticipatory energy washed over Hannah as she looked around, like the woman was willing her to love the place. The enthusiasm was infectious, and Hannah felt herself being influenced. It probably helped that she instantly liked Paige. Hannah did love the apartment, even if the rent was high for such a small space. The upside was that all utilities besides electricity were included. Even internet was covered.

“Nate and I did all the work ourselves. Restoring this house has been a labor of love. We live downstairs, by the way, so if you ever need a thing we’ll be right here. Oh, Nate is my husband.”

“That’s awesome, although I guess being so available could be a pain.”

“Not with the right tenant. You’re not a pain in the ass, are you?”

Paige smiled when she said it, making Hannah laugh.

“I don’t think so, although I’m sure my husband would disagree.”

“How many of you would there be?”

“Oh, Tom, my husband, will not be living here. Just me and my son. I’m separated, working on a divorce. I let him stay in the house because I hated it. We’re still figuring out the details, but the divorce is progressing. No one tells you how something you want so badly can be so difficult to achieve.”

“The divorce, or the marriage?”

“The divorce.” Hannah laughed. “Maybe getting married was too easy. I might not be here if it had been harder. I’m so ready to be divorced. I’ve been ready for a long time.”

“Ready to get out there and date?”

“I don’t know about that. My experiences with the apps so far have been underwhelming to put it politely. Dating is completely different than the last time I was single, but that was almost twenty years ago. Putting the apps aside, I think dating is just easier and more fun in your twenties. No baggage, no worries about intentions. I just went out and had fun. Maybe I’ll just stay single. I’m not sure dating is worth the hassle.”

Paige leaned back against the kitchen counter and crossed her arms, giving Hannah an appraising look. “Dating is awesome if you do it right. You’re a young woman, Hannah, don’t tell me you wouldn’t miss the sex.”

Hannah’s cheeks flushed. She didn’t usually talk about sex with people she just met. Paige seemed like she was just being friendly, but maybe she had an ulterior motive for asking the question. Paige lived in the house with her husband and perhaps wanted to make sure Hannah wouldn’t be bringing a lot of strange men around.

“I’m not constantly bringing men home, if you’re worried about that.”

Paige laughed. “No, I’m not worried about that, but if you did, that’s cool too. What you do is your business, and I’m sure you have a lot of lost time to make up for. My girlfriend Carly got divorced last year and she couldn’t wait to get out there. Her bedroom had been dead for a long time before the marriage was actually over.”

“I think that’s how it usually goes, isn’t it? The intimacy dies first.” Hannah didn’t know why she admitted that. It just slipped out.

“Which is why you need to get out there. A girl has needs. Am I right?”

Hannah’s cheeks heated again, and she couldn’t suppress a smile. She should have been annoyed by Paige’s nosey relentlessness, but it felt like the purple-haired woman saw right through her. Hannah did have needs and her husband hadn’t met them in a very long time. She wasn’t ready to run out and have a bunch of one-night-stands, but she was ready for a man who made her feel that spark again.

“Okay, maybe you’re right. It’s okay for women to admit we have needs. We should embrace our sexuality. There are things I miss about being with a man I’m really into.”

“Doesn’t even have to be a man. I don’t judge.”

“No, I guess not, depending on what you’re into,” Hannah admitted. She wasn’t into into women, but she could appreciate beauty. She may have had an adventure or two in her wild, young single days, but that felt like a lifetime ago. Hannah was a different person then and didn’t consider herself bisexual.

“Nate and I are firm believers in taking pleasure where you can find it.”

“Sure.”

Paige made a face. “I’m being weird, aren’t I? Nate tells me I can be a bit much. I swear, I really am normal, and so is Nate. We will not be all up in your business if you move in here.”

“It’s fine, really. You’re a breath of fresh air. My friends can be a bit uptight. I have a couple of college girlfriends I’m still in touch with, but most of my friends are other parents or people from work. We’re not exactly a wild crowd. I think I could use a little loosening up.”

“I don’t know, Hannah. You seem great to me.”

“Thanks. This really is a charming place, and you’re charming too. Do you have an application?”

“Come on downstairs and you can fill out the application over a cup of tea.”

“That would be lovely.”

Hannah truly liked the place, but she felt like she was seduced into applying for the apartment by Paige’s bubbly spirit. She wanted to live there just so she could hang out with the adorable woman. She followed Paige downstairs, excited by the possibilities of her new place.
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The apartment acceptance came back more quickly than Hannah expected, but it was conditional. She received texts from Nate asking for further financial information to make sure she could afford the rent. Nate was businesslike, but they were only communicating by text. Hannah didn’t know what she expected. Paige was just so warm and friendly that she expected Nate to be the same.

Hannah used the delay to make sure she really wanted the apartment. It was smaller than she would have liked. She’d gone through fitting furniture into those rooms in her head and knew it would be a challenge. The rent was high for the size too, but Hannah was not a haggler and didn’t try to knock it down. Nate texted back to say she had the place if she wanted it, and she answered yes. She had to get out of her mother’s place. He replied, Great! Can’t wait to meet you! Paige says you’re awesome. A cool girl like Paige saying that made Hannah glow and she was sure she’d made the right decision.

The conversation with Paige stuck in her head and Hannah was back on the dating apps after taking a break. She did have needs and her hand was not cutting it. Her favorite toy would have been better, but that did not feel like an option while living in her mother’s house. Hannah was afraid the buzzing—or her orgasm—would be overheard. The house wasn’t that big. The toy made her come hard and she had trouble keeping quiet when she used it—especially if she had a particularly hot fantasy in her head. She’d perfected coming quietly with her fingers during her younger years and being back in her mother’s house felt like a throwback to her high school days.

Hannah had not had great luck with the two main dating apps. The flame one lived up to its reputation and seemed like it was mostly for hookups. She didn’t know what to do when a guy asked her for naked pictures after a couple of messages. Years of being married to a man who was disinterested left Hannah flattered that guys wanted to see her naked until she realized these guys were probably asking every woman for nudes. At least those requests were better than the guys who just sent unsolicited dick pics straight off. And then there were the guys who led with sexting. The sexting wasn’t so bad if she was honest. Sexting was like reading a dirty choose-your-own adventure book. Hannah just felt like she was terrible at responding.

The bee app was slightly better. Hannah had texted with several guys from there and had even met a couple. The first guy was totally different in person than on his profile, and it went no further than coffee, but the second one had some charm and was handsome. Hannah felt like he even put effort into wooing her. She slept with him on the third date, and she never heard from him again. Hannah spent a few depressed days wondering if she was too out of practice to be good in bed, although she never had any complaints when she was younger. The depression ended when she decided the sex wasn’t that great for her and she deserved better.

Hannah was not prepared for all the likes from much younger men. The first like from a guy in his early twenties had to be a mistake. He must have swiped right without paying attention. She swiped left without another thought. The likes from younger guys kept coming and she kept swiping left. Hannah had no interest in dating a much younger man. She was unwilling to consider anyone under forty, but even then, going four years younger than her own age felt weird.

An undeniably hot thirty-four-year-old finally got her to swipe right. Hannah told herself this was only because she had questions, not because she would actually date a man ten years younger than her. His name was Wyatt, and he was smooth. His photos showed him in the gym and kayaking and hiking with his dog. He was rugged like he was auditioning for a Jeep commercial. Hannah began considering, maybe.

It was easy to be direct while texting in an app, and she asked why he was interested in her. Wyatt was equally direct in a way that had her blushing. He simply replied that she was hot and looked like she enjoyed a good time. Hannah did not take the bait and ask what kind of good time he meant. She asked why he didn’t think she was too mature.

Wyatt said that women in their forties were so much sexier because they knew themselves and what they wanted, and the right ones were confident in a way that was sexy as hell. He asked if Hannah was confident in her sexiness. She should have ended the conversation there because she saw where it was going. She also didn’t want to answer honestly. Hannah wanted to say that of course she was confident, but the reality was anything but.

Tom’s lack of interest had left her confidence shaken. Hannah worked out and felt like that in some ways she had a better figure than she did in her thirties. She was certainly more toned. Her boobs were less perky, and her butt had more jiggle, but Hannah knew she turned heads when she traveled into the city for work. Men on the train paid attention, but it just didn’t feel real. If she still had it, why hadn’t her husband touched her in over a year? She feared that if any of those men got to know her, they’d be bored like Tom.

Hannah almost met with Wyatt to prove something to herself, but just couldn’t do it. She thanked him for his interest and closed the match. She stayed off the apps for a while after that, but now Paige had her interested again. Hannah crossed her fingers and got to swiping.
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Moving day was rough. Hannah prepared as best she could be, but the move still felt like barely controlled chaos. Most of the things she’d taken from the house when she separated from Tom were in a storage unit, but the movers also needed to come to her mother's house for other things. The logistics were complicated. She felt like she spent too much of the day standing around waiting for large men to figure out what they were going to do.

Hannah noticed the movers noticing her. At first, she thought it was all in her head because her mind had been on fulfilling her needs lately and she hadn’t found any decent candidates on the dating apps. But no, the four men who showed up at her mother’s house were definitely looking at her curves. Hannah didn’t think she was particularly curvy—she was more the athletic type—but these men seemed to like what she had. The Saturday was unusually warm for September, and she’d thrown off the sweatshirt she’d worn with her blue leggings, losing the coverage of her butt.

The movers liked how the leggings sculpted her ass and the racerback tank top hugged her body. The attention of these rough men was different than what she received on the train in the morning or as she walked through the city on the way to her office building. Those men just took a quick look—sometimes they smiled—and moved on. She didn’t even catch their heads turning. The movers openly stared whenever they thought she wouldn’t notice.

Hannah pulled her highlighted chestnut hair back into a ponytail and knew two of them were staring at the way it pulled the tank top taut over her breasts. Her nipples made prominent dents in the top. It didn’t take much to get them popping—even in her lightly padded bras. Hannah felt she should be disgusted by the movers’ naked lust, but it tickled something in her core. The eyes on her body stirred feelings she hadn’t experienced in a long time, and she liked it.
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Paige greeted Hannah with an excited hug like they were about to have a sleepover. She bounced right up to Hannah and rocked the older woman. Bounced was the perfect word to describe it. Paige looked like she might just pop right out of the vintage-looking red and white polka-dotted dress with the dangerously low neckline. The red leather choker with a steel heart in the middle was an interesting accessory. The woman looked perfect, and Hannah wasn’t at all surprised to find her cool new friend in a pin-up dress. She felt underdressed by comparison.

The movers arrived shortly after Hannah, and she directed them to back the truck in beside the house. Paige had made sure there was space. They looked at the stairs up to the apartment and were not happy. Hannah was going to have to tip well. The difficult job ahead of them was eased when Paige came out of the house with a tray of lemonade. She looked like she had just stepped out of a 1950s TV show in that dress. All she needed were pearls and heels.

Hannah felt a tinge of jealousy when Paige siphoned some of the movers’ interest. She’d never been the kind of woman to seek that sort of attention, but she liked getting it from the burly men. Paige played coy, but Hannah could tell she ate it up. Hannah felt catty for thinking, You don’t put your tits out like that unless you want men to stare at them. She privately admitted that maybe she was just jealous that she didn’t have as much to display.

Hannah was not the only one to notice the movers fawning over Paige. A tall, thin man with thick, black-framed glasses stood in the front window and watched. His mass of black hair was a mess like he’d just rolled out of bed. He had the same artistic edge as Paige. The man could only be Nate. He wasn’t quite Hannah’s type but was cute in a nerdy kind of way. Hannah found it odd that he stood in the house and watched the men scope out his wife. Was he stewing with jealousy? Tom would have shuffled Hannah right into the house and away from the movers.

The movers got to work, and they earned every penny. Hannah repeatedly told them what a great job they were doing, acting as their cheerleader, as they contorted themselves to maneuver her boxes and furniture up the steps into her new apartment.

“I hope you plan on tipping well,” Paige said, standing beside Hannah.

“I do, and I have an envelope of cash, but I think I might need to run to an ATM after watching this. I’m not sure how much money is enough.”

“They’ll be fine. Besides, men like showing off for a pretty lady. I’m sure they’re hoping you’ll be impressed enough to invite at least one of them inside for a drink afterward.”

Hannah laughed. “And then what? And no, I’m not doing that.”

“And then what happens, happens. Nate knows a guy who used to deliver furniture and he told us some stories about how bored housewives would answer the door half-naked sometimes and obviously throw themselves at him. Pres is a good-looking guy. I get it.”

“Really? I think that stuff only happens in porn, right? Delivery guys aren’t really getting laid like that.”

“I think lots of stuff that happens in porn happens in real life. The people are just less attractive in real life, or the sex isn’t as good. Or maybe it’s better. A couple of these guys are hot, and there’s something about a hot guy getting sweaty. If I was a single lady…”

“If you were a single lady, what?”

The voice was Nate’s. He finally came out of the house. The male half of the landlord team was taller than Hannah expected, at least six feet, and not as skinny as he looked through the window. A ragged old Black Flag t-shirt fit him well. He still sported bedhead, but it worked for him. Both arms were covered in tattoos. Hannah picked out a fire-breathing demon and a bass guitar but didn’t want to stare too long.

“I was asking Hannah how she planned to tip the movers.”

“And suggesting what exactly?”

Paige smiled mischievously. “Just that there are some things men appreciate more than cash.”

Nate didn’t hide his evaluation of Hannah, openly sweeping his eyes up and down her trim figure in front of his wife. Hannah felt squirmy under his appreciative gaze and crimson rose to her cheeks. He might not have been her type, but nonetheless, he was a handsome younger man, and his interest unexpectedly gave her tingles.

“That’s true, babe, but not every woman’s head is filled with such dirty thoughts as yours. I’m sorry for my wife’s filthy mind. Paige doesn’t have the best filter. I’m Nate, by the way. We’ve texted.”

Hannah accepted his hand and swore his thumb caressed the back of hers when they shook. She didn’t appreciate that he apologized for his wife but wasn’t going to comment on that.

“We have. I’m happy to put a face to the name. I like her candidness, and I’m not so easily shocked. Anyway, I was about to tell Paige that I think those guys would rather sip her lemonade than mine. No offense.”

“None taken. A man should appreciate when others find his wife attractive.”

“See, I’m not so bad. You won’t have to punish me later,” Paige said, sticking out her tongue. “And I don’t know what you’re talking about, Hannah. I bet those guys have been checking you out all day. You must work out a lot. You’re rocking that outfit.”

“Uh, thanks. It’s just a tank top and leggings, nothing I wouldn’t wear to run errands.”

Hannah wondered, Do I look hot? She truly didn’t see anything special about her outfit, even if the movers had taken notice. The tank top showed much less cleavage than Paige’s dress—she had much less to show—and Hannah only thought the leggings made her butt look big.

“You’re too modest. You’re a hot momma, Hannah,” Paige insisted.

“We’ll see about that punishment, babe. Glad to hear you’re not uptight if you’re going to be spending time around here. Looks like your movers are making good progress. Is there anything we can do for you?”

“Thanks for the offer, but I think we have everything covered.”

“Well, we’re here if you need anything, Hannah. Anything at all.”

It sounded like more than an offer to unpack boxes, but Hannah knew that was crazy. She smiled when Nate kissed his wife and walked off.
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Nate cracked a beer and returned to the window where he could watch his wife with Hannah. He trusted Paige but was glad to confirm what she’d said about their new tenant with his own eyes. Hannah was even hotter up close than she was from afar. The woman was a true MILF. Nate loved his Paige dearly—she was his world—but he’d had a weakness for older women since his all-consuming crush on his best friend’s mom while growing up. Mrs. Ruskin had been the hottest thing he’d ever seen. And then there was the time he banged his RA’s mom during parents’ weekend back in college.

Hannah was only about ten years older than Nate, but that was enough. She had that sexy, suburban mom vibe. She was on the tall side, taller than his petite wife, and slender. He was sure Hannah worked out. Her ass was tight as hell in those leggings. He liked what he saw of her tits in that tank top. Nate loved the highlights in her deep dark-chestnut hair. He loved even more that it was long enough to pull when he fucked her from behind.

Paige had long known of his fantasy about having a MILF to toy with and had promised to make it happen if the opportunity ever presented itself. She’d even teased him that maybe they’d find a cute single mom to rent the apartment to. Nate thought she was playing a cruel game when she told him about Hannah and was ready to get out the paddle to properly punish her, but the sexy, dark-haired mom was everything his wife promised.

Hannah projected grace and confidence, but he saw she was trying to figure out her new life. Nate could help her with that. She just needed the guidance of a strong hand. Nothing on the surface suggested she was looking for the kind of games Nate and Paige liked to play, but he saw something there. Paige saw it too. Hannah liked the way the movers paid attention to her, which was a good sign. She was looking for the attention of a strong man. Nate was a benevolent man. He'd let Hannah enjoy them if she behaved. He took pleasure in sharing his Paige.

Nate had not taken on the challenge of a woman like Hannah before. Bedding that MILF in college hadn’t been a challenge at all. He asked if she wanted to get high and she spread her legs before he knew it. He’d always considered himself a wolf in nerd’s clothing. Paige swore she had a plan. She had his every confidence. Seduction was one of his wife’s special gifts.

[image: ]


Paige drifted back inside, telling Hannah she could have the movers all to herself. Hannah watched the men finish with the truck and smiled, thinking about what Paige had insinuated. She tried to picture herself as a desperate housewife throwing herself at the movers. She could drape herself across a stack of boxes and try her best seductive smile or see if any of the guys wanted to help her check if the bed had been properly assembled. The latter made her laugh. She wandered upstairs to see if the movers were about finished inside.

“Fuck, I don’t want to pick. How about I just watch the two of them go at it? I don’t know about that Hannah chick, but the one in the dress looks like a goer. I’d love to see those red lips wrapped around me.” The accented voice drifted down from the top floor and stopped Hannah dead in her tracks.

“Naw man, I want the Hannah chick. Didn’t you see that ass? She bent down to lift a box at that last address and all I wanted to do was slip up behind her and yank those leggings down.” The second voice sounded like it belonged to the largest mover, a heavy, strong Black man. His name was Dre.

“Bet she’s a howler. She looks like she needs it. The proper ones are always the most fun once you open them up.” That would be the third mover, another Hispanic guy who was squat and muscular.

“I’ve got everything she needs. She’ll definitely howl when she gets a load of this,” Dre said.

“If you get those pants down, I don’t mind batting clean-up.” It was the third man again.

“While you guys are busy making that MILF moan, I’ll be over here watching that purple-haired bitch bounce on my dick. I want to see those big titties bouncing free.”

The men laughed, surely picturing doing what they were discussing. Hannah realized her hand on the railing trembled. She’d never heard men so openly discuss what they’d do to her, and she was shocked. Tom liked a bit of dirty talk, as did a few old boyfriends, but that had always been in bed at the height of passion. These men discussed Hannah and Paige like fucking the women was a foregone conclusion. What kind of slut do they think I am?

Hannah’s civilized side was offended by the way the men discussed them, the way a modern woman should be—especially how the one called Paige that purple-haired bitch. But she was also flushed from head to toe and her heart pounded. Am I a MILF? Then, Do I seem uptight? Is it obvious that I need it? Her mind went where the movers’ had and her core tightened when she thought of them having their way with her. It was so wrong, but Hannah loved that these men wanted to fuck her.

“Are you coming up? We’re just about done here, ma’am,” Dre called down from the top of the steps.

“Uh, uhm, no, I’ll wait for you down here.”

Hannah staggered back into the living room. Surely nothing would happen, but she did not want to be up there with those men. She sat on the couch to catch her breath. The movers came down and the small living room felt crowded. Dre insisted on showing her around for a final inspection. The bedroom felt loaded with meaning, and she swore Dre smirked when he pushed down on the bed to prove it was well-assembled. It creaked under the force. Dre could probably make her mattress springs scream. Hannah tried to not think about that. The men had to know she’d heard them. Dre seemed to enjoy her discomfort.

The movers took her generous tip without the performance of denying it. Paige’s suggestion rang in her head and Hannah thought the men were probably disappointed the tip was cash only. Maybe she was too—a little bit—but Hannah would never admit that. She was not the type of woman who did that sort of thing. Paige was starting to seem like the type of woman who might, and she was fascinated. She’d only ever had one friend who cheated on her husband and Hannah never saw that friend the same again.

Hannah was finally alone in her own place. The quiet was overwhelming. She had so much to do but didn’t know where to start.
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The essentials got unpacked first. Hannah set up the bathroom and enough of her bedroom to sleep. She didn’t have to worry about her son’s room for a few days. The kitchen was unpacked and sorted because she had to make dinner at some point, but she was too exhausted when she finished to even think about cooking. Food delivery sounded like a great option. Hannah was starting her search for dinner options when a text came through.

Paige


We ordered pizza. Come down and join us. You can’t feel like cooking.




Hannah


Thanks for the offer, but I’m beat




Paige


Which is why you should come down. All you need to do is walk down the stairs.




Hannah was truly exhausted, but pizza sounded amazing. Her tummy rumbled just thinking about it. The plan had been to order takeout and curl up in bed and stream something on her tablet, but she could eat the neighbors’ pizza and then curl up in bed. She didn’t need much convincing.

Hannah


Okay, but I need to shower first




Paige


Awesome! Can’t wait to see you!




Hannah was thrilled to peel off her sweaty clothes and jump in the shower. The water pressure was perfect, and she was glad she’d taken the five minutes to install her shower massage head. After letting the water cascade over her as she smoothed back her hair, Hannah took the wand down from its holder and swept the sharp water jets across her body. The hot water felt good after hours of hard work unpacking.

The needles from the spray swept across her nipples, instantly stiffening the thick, pink points. Excitement sizzled through her body. Hannah repeated the motion as a test, but the same pleasure swept through her, eliciting a gasp. Her pale tips had always been sensitive—almost orgasmic in the proper hands—but the shower spray on them didn’t usually make her moan like that. Hannah was in a sexed-up state she didn’t even recognize.

The contrast of the cold tile wall felt good when she leaned against it. Hannah caressed her pert rounds and gently rolled their tingling tips until they throbbed. Anything more would have been too much. Her fingers slid over her slick, wet flesh. Buzzing grew between her thighs until she couldn’t resist and dipped her hand lower. The shower massage wand in her hand sprayed her legs, almost forgotten.

Hannah’s quiet moan echoed in the shower, a reminder that she didn’t have to be quiet here. She finally had her own place and could be as loud as she wanted to be. Her fingers teased between her lips, providing sweet friction in her slick flesh. She moaned louder and bit her lower lip. The instinct to be quiet was strong. Hannah intentionally moaned louder. She thought about Dre wanting to make her scream and thought she could scream as loud as she wanted here.

Dre was on her mind when she remembered what she held. Hannah gave a quick twist to switch the shower wand to a pulsing massage. She didn’t dare point it right at her mound. It would be too much because she was already so horny. Hannah had pointed it directly at her pussy many times over the last few years of her marriage because she was never too horny around her husband but thinking of the burly Black mover provoked different feelings.

Hannah pressed her fingers into her furrow, pressuring her button, and pointed the pulsing water at her hand. The vibrations rocked through and set her throbbing sex on fire. Hannah had never been with a Black man and wondered if it was different. What would it be like to be taken by a large, rough man? Dre wanted to push her down and yank down her leggings. A dirty part of Hannah wished he’d done it. She began to imagine what it would be like to be filled by Dre when the quick, sharp orgasm pierced her.

“Ahhh…ahhh…fuck…ahhh…”

The climax was as quick as it was powerful, leaving Hannah breathless in the humid shower. Her knees went weak, and she sagged against the wall, dropping the shower massage wand, and letting it bounce around in the shower. The orgasm felt so unexpectedly good that she laughed. Hannah felt like a cliché for indulging that fantasy, but she didn’t care. Anything was acceptable in fantasy—almost anything.

Hannah came too quickly and wanted to go again, but remembered Paige and Nate were waiting for her downstairs. She wasn’t about to explain to her landlords that dinner got cold because she was busy masturbating in the shower, although she suspected Paige would understand. She didn’t have all evening to get off in the shower, but she could sink into her bed for some alone time—true alone time—and have fun when her belly was full of pizza.

Hannah rushed through the rest of her shower, hoping she got all the shampoo out of her hair.
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Paige greeted her with a hug and ushered Hannah into the living room, where Nate waited on a couch with a stack of pizzas in front of him on a low coffee table. The six-pack beside the pizza was already two short. Nate took one of the remaining bottles and removed the top with an opener from the table. Hannah gratefully accepted the beer, noticing his eyes lingering on her top like he’d be able to spy down it when she bent over. Hannah had changed into a plush green hoodie tracksuit over a black tank top after her shower. The hoodie was only half-zipped.

“Wow, I had no idea how much I needed that,” Hannah exclaimed after a long pull.

“I can imagine. Moving sucks. I plan to never move again,” Nate said.

“What about our farmhouse?” Paige asked.

“The idea seems cool, babe, but you know you’d be bored out in the middle of nowhere.”

“No, you would be bored. I’d be awesome.”

“You’re awesome anywhere you are.”

“This is true. But I’d be extra awesome in an old, restored farmhouse on a big piece of land where we could do whatever we want.”

“We can do whatever we want here, babe. No one is spying on us. No one cares what we do.”

“There are always eyes in the suburbs, my darling. The neighbors are always talking.”

“Let me assure you guys, you’ll never have to worry about my eyes. I’m very much a believer in minding my own business,” Hannah said.

Paige smiled at her. She had an adorable smile. Hannah couldn’t decide if her new landlord was more pretty or cute. “I’m not worried about you, Hannah. You seem cool and non-judgy.”

“But it is good to know you’re not a nosy type,” Nate added. “We have our own spaces, obviously, but we’re also kind of living together in tight quarters. There’s a reason why we didn’t rent to a Sunday School teacher.”

Hannah took a slice of mushroom pizza from one of the boxes, slid it onto a plate, and took the overstuffed chair to the right of the couch. She got in a couple of bites before she spoke. She was famished. “How do you know I’m not a Sunday School teacher?”

“You don’t have a Sunday School teacher vibe,” Paige replied. She opened a beer and dropped onto the couch beside Nate, so close she was almost in his lap.

Nate placed a possessive hand on her bare thigh. Paige still wore the cute pin-up dress from earlier. Nate was in his same casual clothes too, but neither of them had a reason to change. They didn’t spend the day getting sweaty. The Rawlings were such a cute couple. Hannah was envious of their closeness. She couldn’t recall a time when she and Tom were that close, but the beginning of their relationship was so far in the past she couldn’t accurately recall. She wondered if she would ever have what this couple had.

“What does that mean?” Hannah asked.

“Just that you seem fun—not uptight. I think a Sunday School teacher would have run from me after that first appointment,” Paige replied.

“A lot of decent folk would run from you,” Nate added.

“Stop trying to make it sound like I’m this horribly inappropriate trollop. I’m just fun and I don’t think being a responsible adult means you have to be all boring and neutered.”

Nate laughed. “I never said you’re horrible.”

“But I’m a trollop?”

The couple stared at each other before bursting with laughter. Nate’s hand moved higher on her thigh, just under the hem of her dress, and her thighs relaxed. Hannah’s heart raced thinking he may move that hand higher. She didn’t think the couple would go at it right in front of her but couldn’t rule it out given how carefree Paige seemed. Hannah wasn’t uptight, but she’d turn fifty shades of crimson and flee if Nate touched his wife’s pussy in front of her.

“Your words, not mine, but that doesn’t have to be a bad thing,” Nate said.

“I guess I’m just lucky I have you to keep me in line then.”

“Thank you for admitting it.”

Hannah didn’t like the thought of Paige being kept in line. It was the second time Nate seemed to assert control over his wife. Women did not need to be controlled by men, Hannah thought. Paige seemed fine with it. She smiled and kissed her husband. The first, affectionate peck was followed by a longer, lingering kiss. Hannah felt a flush rising but was not ready to flee over a kiss.

“I look forward to being kept in line,” Paige cooed.

“Do you guys need me to go?” Hannah asked with a nervous laugh.

Paige gave Nate another slow kiss and replied, “Sorry, sometimes I get carried away.”

“And that’s exactly why you need to be kept in line,” Nate added. His tone raised the hairs on the back of Hannah’s neck, but she wasn’t bothered this time. She felt something…else.

Hannah needed to change the subject before clothes started flying. They wouldn’t really, would they? she thought. “Sorry to disappoint you guys, but I was a Sunday School teacher.”

“No way! Really?” Paige replied.

“We attended church for a while when I got pregnant because we thought it would be good for our family and we wanted a place to get him baptized. I ended up teaching the little kids for a while. I love kids, so it was a blast.”

Paige stared like she was reevaluating Hannah, who had to resist the urge to tug the zipper on her hoodie higher. The look raised all those little hairs on the back of Hannah’s neck. There was just something about this couple. She hadn’t been around such sexually charged people in ages. Hannah’s wild youth was some time ago. She was curious about what Paige was deciding and confused about why it mattered.

“I don’t know if I believe it,” Paige said.

“It’s true.”

“Did the dads try to hang around longer when they dropped off their kids?” Nate asked, adding a chuckle, which didn’t turn the comment casual. His tone suggested he would have lingered.

“No, they were all nice people.” Hannah wondered when the room had gotten so warm. She tugged her zipper lower, rather than higher, and ate more pizza.

Nate smirked. “It’s those nice church people who are usually the most deviant.”

“I had a youth group leader who was always checking me out. I’m sure he would have gone for it if he’d had the nerve. God knows what dirty thoughts were running through his mind,” Paige said.

“And if he’d had the nerve?” Nate asked.

“You already know the answer, darling. But for Hannah, he was pretty young and cute, and we weren’t far apart in age. When I was old enough, maybe.”

Hannah finished chewing to stall engaging in the conversation. Did all of Paige’s conversations turn sexual? She could easily see the purple-haired beauty mercilessly teasing some poor youth group leader in his twenties. Such a thing should have been scandalizing—as a parent it was—but Hannah had been young and had crushes on older guys. One of her best friends in college had a scorching, year-long affair with one of their professors. She’d been very jealous at the time. On the other side of forty, she understood how wrong all of that was.

“I do not recall any dads hitting on me,” she said as she swallowed. She needed a longer pause to wash it down with her beer. “And there were no young, cute guys at that church. I was married anyway. No one there I would want to picture getting their kink on.”

“Fair enough. Why did you stop going?” Nate asked.

“Life got busy, and we made other choices. The people there were great, but I was never engaged the way I should have been. I guess it just wasn’t for me.”

“So, you’re not the Sunday School teacher type. I was right,” Paige said.

“I don’t know what I am anymore. Everything is new.”

“Finding out could be a lot of fun. Embrace your opportunities,” Nate said.

“I told Paige, I don’t see a lot of opportunities on the dating apps. They’re dreadful.”

“Yeah, they suck. Either you’re a guy and get no traction unless you’re really good-looking, or you’re a woman and you’re bombarded. Start looking in other places, Hannah.”

“Let me know what those places are, Nate, and I will.”

“Would you like another beer,” he asked.

Hannah hadn’t finished her first beer but drained the remainder and traded the empty bottle for a fresh one. She also took another slice of pizza. Nate took the last bottle and piled the empties into the carton to take back to the kitchen.
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Hannah watched his butt as he left and decided it looked good in his old, worn jeans. It was only fair to return the favor and check him out. Paige caught her looking and she sheepishly smiled.

“Sorry.”

“I don’t mind. Nate’s got a cute little ass. It should be appreciated.”

“I guess you guys aren’t the jealous types.”

“No one is being held hostage here. We’re together because we chose to be. I don’t own Nate. Part of the reason I’m with him is because he’s hot, so why would I get mad that other people notice him?”

“I don’t know. Just people are jealous, that’s all. I don’t recall anyone ever checking out Tom, but I doubt I would have liked it.”

“Are you the jealous type, Hannah?”

“Not abnormally. Tom could be.”

“That must have been a problem with a wife like you.”

Hannah laughed. “Why do you keep acting like I’m some kind of Aphrodite? I’m just another suburban mom. Men do not throw themselves at my feet everywhere I go.”

Paige rose and took Hannah’s plate and bottle before pulling her to her feet. She stepped back, holding Hannah’s hands. The older woman felt like she was being displayed. Paige turned her this way and that. Hannah felt silly.

“Don’t try to tell me that men don’t notice you, Hannah. Those movers certainly did. How did the tipping go?”

Hannah laughed harder and flushed deeper. “I gave them their money and sent them on their way. They were worn out from all their hard work.”

“I’m sure they would have found the energy for you.”

“Life is not an adult movie, Paige. Sex isn’t just happening wherever.” She didn’t need to share the conversation she’d overheard.

“But it can with a little effort.” Paige winked. “That’s a nice figure, Hannah. Maybe you choose not to notice, but men are looking at you. Sunday School dads were checking you out, I promise. Guys in your office have thought about bending you over the copier.”

“Ohmygod, Paige! I’m not messing around at work!”

“Ha! You admit you could!”

“I admit no such thing.”

“All it takes to get back on the horse is to put out the signal that you’re interested. A hot guy is out there, just waiting to rock your world.”

“Well, I wish he’d hurry along.”

“Who needs to hurry along?”

Nate was at the threshold to the living room and Hannah sensed he’d been there, watching them—watching her. He liked what he saw. Paige might not have been jealous, but he was lucky his wife’s back was to him. Nate’s look wasn’t simply flirty. He looked like he was trying to peel her tracksuit away with his eyes.

The green velour hugged her trim figure—especially her butt. To Paige’s point, even with no makeup and her hair in a ponytail, Hannah knew she looked good. She hadn’t dressed for Nate, but it felt good to be appreciated. It might have felt too good, and she was feeling guilty. Paige was her friend. Hannah dismissed her guilt. Men just look. She was no threat to a bombshell like Paige.

“Hannah was trying to tell me she’s not sexy. Isn’t she sexy, darling?”

“Very sexy. She’s got that hot, mom-next-door thing going on. She’s like your friend’s mom you get a huge crush on.”

“I’m right here,” Hannah complained.

“Yeah, right? You’re totally the hot mom-next-door,” Paige agreed. “I was telling Hannah that if she wants to get laid, she needs to put it out there that she’s open for business.”

Nate laughed. “Open for business? Are you planning on charging for it, Hannah? I think our rent is pretty reasonable, but if you need money we can talk.”

Hannah’s breath caught. He could not be implying what she thought. No way he thought she would ever…

“In the metaphorical sense. Moms-next-door are not hookers, not that I’m shaming sex workers,” Paige said.

“I am not open for business in that way—or in any way. I’m not a cougar on the prowl just because I’m getting divorced.”

Hannah realized she was still on display. Nate was still looking. He seemed to enjoy that she was flustered. She was pale—with a dusting of freckles—and hated that she’d always blushed so easily. She took her hands back from Paige, took her beer, and sat down. The show was over.

“Give Hannah a break, babe. She’s never going to come down here again,” Nate said, placing a bottle of Extra Anejo Tequila on the table. He cradled three shot glasses, a lime, and a saltshaker against his body.

“Nah, she loves us, don’t you Hannah? I bet we’re the spice you need in your life.”

“You guys are great, but I’ll admit my other friends are different. They’re more…circumspect.” Hannah drained half of her second beer without thinking.

“See, darling, we’re friends already.”

“And friends drink together,” Nate said.

“No thank you, Nate. My shot days are far behind me,” Hannah demurred.

“I won’t pour it down your throat, but this isn’t cheap, shitty college tequila. This is the good stuff.”

“I’m not a tea totaler, but wine or maybe sipping a good whisky are more my speed these days.”

“Are you going to sit here and watch us drink?” Paige asked.

Hannah raised her beer. “I’m drinking.”

“It’s not the same. Have one with us.”

“Don’t be that person, babe. Hannah doesn’t have to accept my hospitality and sample my good tequila if she doesn’t want to.”

“Passive aggressive much,” Hannah teased.

“I’m just saying that you’re missing out.”

Hannah sighed. “Fine, but what are you going to do for me if that isn’t the best tequila I’ve ever tasted?”

Nate smirked. “I’ll give you whatever you want, Hannah.”

“Lucky girl,” Paige said, adding, “Don’t ask for free rent. Those renovations were very expensive.”

“Just one,” Hannah clarified.

“We’re not frat boys knocking back shots. We have some dignity,” Nate said, laughing. “This is so smooth you don’t need the kickers, but I brought them out for tradition’s sake.”

Nate set out the glasses and poured a measure of golden booze into each one. He cut the lime with a knife from his pocket. Hannah worked on her second slice of pizza and beer before she came around to the other side of the coffee table and knelt beside it. She took a lime wedge and sucked on the web between her thumb and pointer finger before sprinkling a liberal helping of salt onto her hand. Nate’s tequila may have been expensive, but the liquor wasn’t her favorite. Paige followed suit and salted her hand.

“You two are weak,” Nate complained. “That’s only for cheap tequila.”

“Darling, you know I love a good lick and suck,” Paige said.

“Do you ever stop?” Hannah asked, rolling her eyes.

“No, she never does,” Nate replied.

Paige made a pouty face. “I’m just trying to see if you’ll really punish me.”

Nate pinched her chin and grinned. It was a wicked grin. “You should know better, babe.”

Hannah stared and tried to keep her mind from going places. She had to break the charged moment and said, “Okay, let’s do this.”

After Hannah and Paige licked the salt from their hands, all three new friends simultaneously knocked back their shots. Hannah winced at the acrid taste despite the salt. The burning down her throat wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Nate was right, it was smooth—for tequila. Hannah sucked on her lime wedge. Paige kept the lime in her mouth like she enjoyed the sour taste. Nate took his shot effortlessly without any aid.

“That was good, you have to admit,” he said.

“It was okay, but it was still tequila. Just not my favorite. Sorry,” Hannah replied.

“What do you prefer? I have other stuff.”

“I didn’t come down here to get plastered. I’ve had a long day and I’d get drunk way too quickly but thank you.”

“At least you don’t have to drive,” Paige said. “I think you’ve earned a night to cut loose.”

“Maybe another time. I really am exhausted.”

“Okay, just one more then. I promise it grows on you. You’ll learn to love it, Hannah,” Nate insisted.

“He’s always promising that. Nate told me that after our first date,” Paige said, laughing.

“And you did, didn’t you, babe?”

“Mmm, you know I did.”

The couple slipped into another kiss, more passionate than the last. Hannah was sure they’d forgotten all about her and expected the clothes were about to start flying. Nate’s hand slid high under Paige’s dress. Her thighs opened. Hannah’s core tightened with voyeuristic thrill. She didn’t watch porn and never felt a desire to watch other people have sex—although she’d been watched once or twice—but the couple fooling around in front of her sparked tingling heat that spread through her body.

Hannah was shocked by how much she wanted them to keep going, but timidity won out. She was afraid of where this might go, and she hadn’t done anything like that in a very long time. Hannah wasn’t that person any longer.

“Hey, weren’t we going to do a second shot?” Hannah didn’t have a sudden thirst for more tequila but couldn’t think of another distraction.

Nate and Paige kept going for a beat before peeling away from each other. They were both flushed and breathless. Hannah was flushed too from watching. The couple looked like they really wanted to fuck right there on the couch. Hannah hoped they would at least excuse themselves. Or she could excuse herself. The living room had become unbearably hot, and she could use the air. Without thinking, Hannah unzipped her hoodie and pulled it off. She didn’t have water, so she finished her beer.

“Sorry, sometimes we get carried away,” Paige apologized, keeping her fuck me eyes firmly on her husband.

“Yeah, good thing you aren’t the typical Sunday School teacher type. Are you easily embarrassed?” Nate asked.

Nate finally looked away from his wife and smiled seeing Hannah down to her tank top. The black top had a low scoop neck, exposing a flash of cleavage created by her navy bra. He knew her bra was navy because its straps had wandered free from the tank top’s.

Nate’s look was plain. He wanted to fuck both of them. Hannah hadn’t been so torn in years. She didn’t know if she wanted to flee or stay.

“Ah, no. Not normally,” she squeaked out, angry that she didn’t mask being flustered. “This is your house. Don’t let me get in the way. If you guys need me to go…”

“Don’t you go anywhere,” Paige said. It sounded like a command.

“We have that other shot to do. We’d never kick you out anyway. You’re welcome whenever, Hannah,” Nate added.

“Thanks. It’s nice to be wanted,” Hannah replied. She didn’t say more, afraid of what might come out of her mouth—or theirs.

Nate poured out three more shots. Paige grabbed the saltshaker but didn’t lick herself. Hannah paused sucking on her own hand when the violet-haired wife leaned in and sucked on Nate’s neck. He growled and watched Hannah. She felt like this was some weird test. Paige finished by sprinkling salt on his neck.

“Are you ready for this?” he asked, still watching Hannah when he raised his shot glass. She didn’t feel like he was asking about the tequila. She nodded.

Paige sucked the salt from Nate’s neck and Hannah realized she’d been too distracted to salt her hand. She took the shot anyway. This one went down rougher and spread heat through her faster. Hannah didn’t drink much these days but still didn’t believe she could get drunk from two beers and two shots. However, she smiled from the boozy warmth and her head swam.

Nate held up a lime wedge for Paige and she licked and sensually sucked it, along with his fingers. She pulled it away with her teeth and kissed him to share it. Hannah was breathless watching the display. Nate grabbed his wife and kissed her hard. The lime wedge tumbled into his lap. His hand didn’t go back up her dress, but Paige was grinding on his thigh. He grabbed her ass with both hands, pulling her harder against him.

The tingling between Hannah’s thighs became a throbbing reminder that her orgasm in the shower earlier had been too quick and not nearly enough. She wanted what her new friend had. Nate was not her dream man, but she would have swapped places with Paige in a heartbeat. Hannah craved that kind of chemistry.

They stopped as abruptly as they started. Paige pried away from Nate and dropped onto the couch beside him. She licked her lips and smiled like she was proud of a dirty secret. Both their glasses were askew and smudged. Nate huffed and wiped his wet, lipstick-smeared mouth on the back of his hand, smearing the lipstick worse. He didn’t seem to care. The couple looked like they’d barely contained themselves.

“I swear we’re not always like this, Hannah,” Nate said. “Don’t hold it against us.”

“Yeah, we’re only like this when Nate’s been on the road. I get very lonely without him here.”

“And I miss you, babe.”

Nate looked at his wife like he was going to pounce again. He also spared a glance at Hannah. She was sure he wanted both of them, which made her quiver. Hannah told herself she’d never seriously consider that. She was only stirred up because of the booze.

“I think you guys need your privacy. I can go on upstairs. I’m worn out anyway.”

“You don’t have to leave, Hannah,” Paige said, turning her fuck me eyes on her. The invitation was unmistakable.

“I really should go. No one wants to be a third wheel.”

“Tricycles are fun,” Paige pressed.

“Don’t be pushy. I’m sure Hannah is exhausted. Today was full of big changes.”

“And I have to get right to unpacking tomorrow. But thanks for having me. This was nice.”

“As I said, you’re welcome to come down anytime. I’m sure Paige would appreciate the company when I’m on the road.”

“I think we’re going to be besties,” Paige enthused.

“Thanks again for the invite. You guys are great.” She hoped it didn’t sound like a brush-off. Her head was spinning, and she buzzed with excitement. Hannah didn’t want trouble.

Hannah groaned when she pushed up from the floor. She was stiff from the moving activities. She threw the hoodie over her arm rather than put it on. The couple followed her to the door.

Nate offered a hug and embraced Hannah for a beat longer than a friendly embrace should last. He also made sure they had full-body contact. His hand brushed across her butt so quickly that it could have been an accident. Hannah would have pushed away from any other guy at any other time and pronounced him a creep, but she enjoyed the heat of Nate’s body. She had so many conflicting thoughts.

Paige grabbed her and being pressed into the wife’s curves was a very different sensation. Hannah hugged her more tentatively, not used to such an embrace from another woman. Hannah hugged her friends—she was a hugger—but not like that. And then Paige kissed her. On the lips. She didn’t shove her tongue down Hannah’s throat, but the kiss lingered. It was no friendly peck. The kiss was enough to fill Hannah with an unfamiliar longing. She was wobbly when it ended.

“Do you need help getting home? It’s such a long way,” Paige said, giggling.

“Should I walk you to your door?” Nate asked.

Hannah was sure she would end up on her back with Nate between her legs if he got anywhere near her door. Paige’s lack of jealousy would be sorely tested. Hannah was not the type to fuck a friend’s husband—or anyone’s husband—but she didn’t trust herself to resist if Nate made a move. She hadn’t felt so wildly sexual in years.

“I think I can make it twenty feet but thank you anyway. You two enjoy the rest of your night.”

Paige slid into Nate’s arms. “We’ll try to keep it down.”


five
. . .



Hannah cursed not having the foresight to dig her toy out of its box before going down to her landlords’, but she didn’t plan on coming home far hornier than when she left. She threw her hoodie on the bed and tore through boxes. The desperate scramble made her feel ridiculous. A grown woman should not be frantically searching for her sex toy, but Hannah was not exactly thinking clearly.

The toy was in the third box she opened, tucked into the bottom with other objects from her nightstand. The toy was weighty and bounced when she tossed it onto her bed. Hannah cursed again because she also hadn’t bothered to make her bed earlier. There was something sad about a woman in her mid-forties laying in the middle of a bare queen-size mattress naked from the waist down, she thought. Fortunately, Hannah was drunk and horny and didn’t care. No one was there to see her like this anyway, which was part of the problem.

Hannah shook the toy free of its bag and was relieved it came to life when she touched the tiny metal stud to activate it. She did one thing—the most important thing tonight—right. Her toy was charged. The lavender silicone device was a handful, with an odd, asymmetrical heart shape. The thick end vibrated, and the narrower end was tipped with a little hole. That hole was magical.

The Namii was sexual dynamite and she always tried to start slowly with it lest she come too quickly. Hannah was so aroused it was difficult to be patient. She pressed the fat, vibrating end to her pink furrow and gasped the moment the vibrations rippled through her mound. Her core tightened with the need to be filled and the toy wasn’t even on the highest setting. The Namii didn’t have the power of those giant wands, but it was more than enough for Hannah. She nestled the round, soft silicone between her lips and her breath hitched before coming in long, deep gasps.

The quiet vibration of the Namii wasn’t the only sound in her dim bedroom. Hannah swore she heard moaning, and it wasn’t her own. She wondered if the house had a horny ghost. Her skin crawled as she thought someone could be watching—the tequila was working overtime in her brain—and she switched off the toy.

“Ahhh…yesss…ohhh yesss Daddy…ahhh god yesss please…”

Hannah strained to pinpoint the sound. It floated up from the heat register in the floor. She knew that urgent, desperate voice.

“Please Daddy…I need it…you know I need it…please…”

Paige’s voice was needy and higher, but Hannah recognized it. A fresh wave of desire swept through the horny, lonely single mom like wildfire. She didn’t expect to hear her confident new friend begging, but Nate’s attitude toward his wife suddenly made sense. The couple had some kinky sexual dynamic happening. Hannah strained to hear more.

Nate chuckled. “You always need it, Paige. Being a teasing slut is just your nature.”

“So why punish me? I’m just being me, Daddy. A kitty is going to cat,” Paige pouted.

“Because it’s Daddy’s job to keep you on the straight and narrow. I don’t need you flaunting it at every man you meet.”

“But you wanted me to tease those movers.”

“And you were dying to do it.”

“Maybe.”

The voices were low and hard to hear, unlike the moaning pleas, but the sharp sound that followed was loud and clear. Flesh on flesh. Did Nate hit her? The couple was so sweet with each other. She couldn’t imagine Nate being abusive. The chill that rocked Hannah didn’t dampen her arousal. She was wetter than ever and absent-mindedly rubbed the dormant toy against her pussy.

“I was…” Paige whined.

Swat!

“What was that, Paige?”

“I was…” Swat! “I was dying to show off…I’m sorry Daddy…” Swat!

“Because you’re a dirty girl,” Nate pressed.

“I’m Daddy’s dirty girl…punish me Daddy…”

Swat! Swat! Swat!

“Ahhh…yesss…Daddy…”

“You’re so wet, Paige.”

“Ahhh…”

Hannah could only imagine how red Paige’s round butt must be. Surely, Nate was spanking her. Hannah was relieved he didn’t sound angry. She knew people played games like this, but never thought she’d meet anyone who did. Nor did she think hearing it would be such an intense turn-on. Paige wasn’t the only one who was so wet. Hannah was soaked.

Paige began a rhythmic moaning just as Hannah switched her toy back on. Her moans joined the downstair neighbor’s when pleasure surged through her. Hannah tilted the Namii and pressed the other control stud, bringing that magic hole on its narrow tip to life. The tip nestled into her fold just below her landing strip and the suction turned her needy pussy up to eleven.

“Aww fuck!” Hannah cried, her body pulsing. “Awww…fuuck…”

“Yesss…yesss…fuck me Daddy…fuck me…” Paige cried from below.

“Is…that…what…you…needed…” Nate grunted.

“Yesss…yesss Daddy…thank you…ahhh yesss fuck me Daddy…”

“Aww yesss…fuck yesss…” Hannah cried, like she was answering Nate too—not that she would ever call a man daddy.

“You want to play with your new friend, don’t you?” Nate asked, the strain coming through in his voice. He had to be pounding Paige hard.

Hannah couldn’t remember the last time a man had done that to her. The toy felt incredible, but she still ached to be filled. Her soon-to-be-ex-husband wasn’t tiny, but it had been many years since he’d given her anything approaching a pounding. Nate was sexier than ever in her head. Since he’d been spanking Paige, Hannah pictured him behind her, hands full of her thick haunches while he thrust into her. God, Hannah needed some thrusting.

“I do…can I Daddy…can I play with her…”

“We’ll see, Paige. She could be a lot…of…fun…fuck you feel good…”

“She’s so delicious, Daddy…ahhh…harder Daddy…”

Hannah was so busy picturing her landlords fucking while she got off that it didn’t register they were talking about her. She had to be the new friend. Hannah realized how close she came to a threesome and surged over the edge, the climax roaring through her. She doubled down and ground the toy harder against her throbbing slit.

“Aww god…fuck…aww fuck…yeah…” Hannah cried.

Paige’s cries were so loud Hannah swore she heard them through the floor, not just the heating vent. Hannah turned over, squeezing the Namii between her thighs. Bracing the toy with her hand, she thrust against it. It almost—almost felt like someone was sucking her clit while she ground into his face.

Hannah cried out sharply, her second orgasm so powerful it startled her. Hannah wailed so loudly that she knew Paige and Nate might hear her just as she heard them. The realization made her come harder. She would not be quiet like she had to be in her mother’s house or when she snuck a quick one in the shower while Tom was downstairs.

Hannah was consumed as one orgasm rolled into another and didn’t realize the downstairs neighbors had gone silent. She kept grinding into the Namii until she couldn’t come anymore and rolled onto her side, rolling the toy away from her like it had burned her. Sometimes the Namii was so intense it bordered on being painful, but god she loved what it did to her. The toy kept vibrating and sucking, and Hannah swatted at it to turn it off.

The sole remaining sound was her labored panting. The silence was deafening. Paige and Nate had to have heard her. Hannah felt like the whole block heard her come. She imagined the landlords could even hear her heavy breathing, but the more she tried to contain it, the harder she gasped.

Hannah rolled onto her back and even though she should have been embarrassed, she was glowing. That session with her toy was just what she needed—and she’d needed it badly. She tried putting it all on the Namii and downplay how hot it was to hear Paige and Nate.

Hannah was too tired and tipsy to process the role she played in her neighbors’ sex play. Their behavior made much more sense in that context, but she just could not believe Nate was truly encouraging his wife to seduce her. It had to just be bedroom roleplaying.

The couple was cool and artsy, but they couldn’t really be swingers—could they? She chose not to be freaked out that she played a role in the neighbors’ sexual fantasy and instead be flattered. Hannah just didn’t know how she was going to look Paige in the eye after hearing the way she begged Nate—her daddy. She couldn’t begin to unpack that.

Hannah’s mouth stretched with a big yawn. All her complications and worries could wait until the morning. She was ready to sleep.
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Nate pulled Paige’s leash as he slammed her pussy from behind. He loved few things in this world more than the view of his wife’s round, rippling ass when he was pounding his dick into her. Paige howled louder when he tugged on her leash. He didn’t pull hard enough to truly choke her. They had years of experience and Nate knew exactly what she could handle.

“I do…can I Daddy…can I play with her…”

“We’ll see, Paige. She could be a lot…of…fun…fuck you feel good…”

“She’s so delicious, Daddy…ahhh…harder Daddy…”

Visions of Paige and Hannah playing together danced in his head. He would order Paige to tease the reserved mother until she begged to come. Had Hannah ever begged before? She would learn to. He imagined having both women on leashes. Hannah would look amazing wearing nothing but a collar and a leash, as Paige did at that moment.

Nate finally got a good look at the MILF’s body when she took her jacket off and was pleased with what she had. Hannah had sweet, perky tits. They looked like perfect handfuls, and he couldn’t wait to get his hands on them.

After that night, he knew it was only a matter of time. Their sweet new tenant got hot under the collar when they were hanging out in the living room. Hannah didn’t look away when he possessively pawed Paige. The MILF liked to watch. She didn’t shrink away from Nate’s obvious interest either. He didn’t think Hannah understood what was happening, but she would have fun learning the role he had in mind for her.

Nate was giving his shouting, begging wife everything he had, and when those visions of the women playing bounced through his mind, he couldn’t give any more. Holding back wasn’t an option. He gave a final grunt and shanked it deep inside Paige. She wailed and came again like she always did when he filled her with his seed. Nate stayed on a strict diet and routine to make sure he always had a plentiful load to give. It would be challenging when he had two women to service, but Hannah would be as pleased as Paige when he pumped his vital gift into her.

Paige flopped onto the bed when he released the tension on her leash. His long, spent cock slipped out of her, dripping with their combined release. Nate had given it to her so hard, he was weak in the knees and dripping with sweat. He joined her, dropping onto the bed with a huff. Paige was exhausted and sweaty too, but she still rolled over and eagerly licked him clean from root to tip. She even tongued his shaved balls in case any had dripped there.

“You’re such a good girl, baby,” he soothed, stroking her pretty, violet hair. The praise made her suck him harder.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she replied, smacking her lips. Her head lay on his thigh while she gazed up at him adoringly. Paige truly did love her role. “Did I do good today? I know we got to Hannah. It was written all over her face.”

“It was, baby. I’m sure you’re right. That woman has a hidden dirty side.”

“She had to hear me just now. I was extra loud.”

Nate didn’t think she was extra loud—Paige was always vocal in bed—but he agreed. He was well aware of how sound carried through their old house. Nate hoped it would work both ways and he’d hear Hannah upstairs.

“I’m sure she heard how good your daddy takes care of you.”

“And you take such good care of me, Daddy.” She kissed his thigh. “I bet nice, proper Hannah is up there diddling herself right now, wishing it was her down here taking that big dick.”

“Do you think so?”

“Daddy, I’ve never met a woman more in need of a good fucking, and from what she was telling me, she has no prospects of getting it from anywhere else. Trust me, I’ll have her begging for your cock—as she should be. Just let me work my magic.”

“I know how good you are, and I trust your magic, but remember, your punishment will be severe if you fail me.”

“I can’t fail. Hannah is primed, she just doesn’t know it yet. Will you put me in the crate if I fail?” Paige sounded excited at the prospect of being punished.

“Maybe, pet but I don’t think so. But I may have to put you in the stocks and invite some friends over again.”

“Oooo, that would be terrible, Daddy.”

As if on cue, they both heard feminine moans echoing from the heating vent. Once again, his sweet baby was right. The MILF upstairs needed it. From the sound of her moans, she needed it bad.

“Aww god…fuck…aww fuck…yeah…” Hannah cried.

“I knew it! Listen to her, Daddy. We made Hannah that horny. She had to run right upstairs and rub her kitty.”

“We were pretty horny too, baby. It works both ways.”

“But I have this to take care of my needs.” Paige kissed his shaft and it pulsed with the promise of new life. “Poor Hannah is own her own. I wonder if she’s using a toy or her fingers.”

“Do Sunday School teachers have dildos?” Nate chuckled. He liked to think their MILF tenant was ramming her cunt with a giant dildo while she thought of him. Hannah could have been fantasizing about being triple-teamed by her movers. That would have been even hotter.

“Hannah has a naughty side. I bet she has some cute, little vibrator to take care of her needy kitty. I promise I’ll find out for you, Daddy.”

“I’m sure you will, baby.”

Nate pulled Paige up into his arms and held her tightly while they snuggled. He yawned and eventually began to nod off dreaming of all the fun they were going to have with their new tenant.


six
. . .



Life thankfully settled into a routine. Hannah unpacked her new home, which made adjusting to her new reality easier. She discovered that she’d been hiding from the end of her marriage while living with her mother even though she was the one who left. Tom would take her back in a heartbeat and living with her mother was temporary in a way that left open the door that she could return to her old life if she had a change of heart, but deep down Hannah knew that could never happen. Her marriage was broken, and Tom wasn’t prepared to do the work to fix it even if Hannah had been willing to return home.

Work offered a refuge from obsessing about where she went from here. Being an analyst was challenging and Hannah was in a season that required a lot of overtime, which was welcome with all the moving expenses.

Some people hated working with numbers, but she thrived on it. Numbers were orderly and always made sense. Numbers behaved the way they were supposed to. Many days, she got up early, took the train to the city, came home late, made dinner, and fell asleep while streaming a show.

Hannah used being busy to avoid unsolvable problems like her son refusing to spend time at her new place. He was supposed to be with her Monday through Wednesday and every other weekend, but he blamed Hannah for his parents’ divorce and preferred being at his father’s house where all his gaming systems and friends were. He hated having to get up earlier on school days because he had to travel from his mother’s place. Tom was a sport about making him go, but their son was miserable when he was with Hannah, and she felt like she was torturing him. She didn’t want to think her son might hate her forever.

Hannah woke after that evening with her landlords convinced that she’d misjudged their intentions through a haze of tequila shots and exhaustion. Nate had not been mentally fucking her all night with his wife’s happy encouragement. She wanted to believe she dreamed what she overheard through the heating vent, even when that next morning her toy had been beside her on the bed. The neighbors had proved it was not a dream.

The younger couple’s sex the following night had been just as enthusiastic, though not as vocal with the dirty talk, which was mostly confined to Nate encouraging Paige to suck that dick and take it deep over and over. Paige responded a few minutes later by begging Fuck me, Daddy. Oh please, yes, I need it! Hannah couldn’t block it out and left her own bedroom, but temptation was too strong. She slipped back into her bed and put that toy between her legs, loudly coming with Paige and Nate.

Diving into her work was also a welcome distraction from the state of her personal life. Hannah was lonely and hornier than ever. The night with her landlords ignited a flame inside her that would not be extinguished. She used her Namii so often she had to charge it every few nights. Hearing Paige and Nate having sex did not help her constant, heightened arousal.

The landlords were active, going at it every night. Hannah rolled over and slipped out of slumber one night to hear them after midnight. Her hand went between her legs of its own volition, and she swiftly came laying on her side and moaning into her pillows. Her only respite came when Nate went back on the road for work. Hannah was still horny much too often, but that wasn’t on her neighbors.

Paige texted Hannah asking to hang out, but the single mom thought it was best to avoid the violet-haired artist for the time being. Paige might not be the friend she needed at that moment. She instead attacked her loneliness by diving hard into the dating apps. They’d been nothing but a letdown so far, but Hannah had hope that she could find a decent, handsome guy on there. Endless left-swiping eventually led her to Charlie.
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Charlie was a divorced actuary in his early fifties with a shaved head, salt-and-pepper beard, and a kind smile. The photos in his profile in the bee dating app showed him doing all kinds of outdoor activities and being active was a good sign he was fit. He looked good in the snug, sweat-wicking t-shirt in his hiking photo. Hannah was hoping for a man with a nice head of hair, but she didn’t want to let the perfect be the enemy of the good enough.

They texted for about a week and Charlie was charming and flirty, which was a nice change of pace from her husband. Hannah rediscovered her flirty side and even had to keep herself in check. She deleted a couple of boundary-pushing messages before sending them. She didn’t want to give the impression she was easy. Hannah felt easy but didn’t want to broadcast that. She was more than ready to jump into bed with the right guy. Propriety be damned.

Hannah met Charlie for lunch downtown when she learned they worked near each other. Lunch was a nice, safe first date. Hannah reminded herself it was not a date, just lunch. She still took extra care dressing for work that day, something a handful of male co-workers noticed. After discarding three sweater dresses because they were too snug or short for work—or both—she landed on an olive suede, belted shirt dress that buttoned to the waist and fell just above the knee. She had the perfect pair of boots to go with it. Hannah loved boot season.

Charlie looked a bit older in person than in his photos, and his beard was longer, calling the photos’ vintage into question, but he was still handsome enough that Hannah let the discrepancy slide. He was average height—he’d probably added a couple of inches in his profile—which made them the same height in her boots, but he was fit. Charlie’s blue unbuttoned shirt fit nicely, revealing only a hint of a middle-aged gut, and his chinos fit better, showing a muscular ass. She liked something to grab onto.

Hannah turned shier in person. Charlie compensated by being more forward. He greeted her with a kiss on the cheek, which might have been too much in other circumstances, but she liked a take-charge man. He didn’t sit until she did, which showed good manners. Hannah listened patiently while he talked about his hobbies—he was very into mountain biking rough terrain—and was pleased when he asked about her. Hannah felt boring because outside of work and the gym and being a mom, she didn’t do much. Charlie didn’t seem to mind. He complimented her outfit and her beauty, more than once, and held steady eye contact. The man was interested if she was.

Hannah studied his hands, thinking she wanted a man with strong hands. His were thick and calloused. She was caught imagining how they would feel on her body and smiled shyly and apologized for daydreaming. Oddly, she compared them to Nate’s. Hannah didn’t remember much about her landlord’s hands, but they had to be strong if he could spank Paige so hard. A blush rose to her cheeks, and she distracted herself by asking Charlie what he liked to drink.

The non-date lunch ended with a hug and another kiss on the cheek. Hannah sensed he wanted to kiss her for real. She wished he knew she’d have let him. They parted with talk of getting dinner. Hannah felt the tingle of possibility, and that night when she pulled out the Namii, she didn’t think of Nate and Paige for the first time in a couple of weeks.

Hannah ran into Paige often over those two weeks. The neighbor seemed to be outside whenever she came home. They’d chat and Paige insisted Hannah come down to hang out. Nate was away and she said the girl time would be fun. Hannah promised she would at the first chance she got, but insisted work was killing her. She still felt that rush of dangerous promise around Paige like the girl would pounce the moment they were alone. Hannah knew that was silly. She also didn’t know why that would be a bad thing, except that it was just something Hannah didn’t do. She did not have random hookups with other women. Hannah didn’t even consider herself bi. A couple of brief college hookups didn’t change her sexuality.

[image: ]


Hannah was excited when she set a dinner date with Charlie. She hoped to go out near his place, so they had somewhere to go if things worked out well, but he insisted he come out to her. Charlie lived about forty-five minutes away. Hannah was not usually a sex-on-the-first-date kind of girl—she could count how many times she’d done that on a couple of fingers—but a nightcap and some fooling around would be fun. Hannah didn’t fancy fooling around in a car at her age. She hadn’t done that in years, but then she hadn’t done anything fun in years. The most excitement she’d had in forever was that night with Nate and Paige.

The night with her landlords played in her head as Hannah wrote out her rent check to Nathaniel Rawlings. She planned to drop it in the mailbox downstairs on her way out to meet Charlie. Nate’s words, If you need money we can talk, rang in her head as she filled in the dollar amount.

At the time, she thought she misunderstood him because he wouldn’t even tease her about that. Would he? They barely knew each other. They were loose and having fun, but Hannah’s real friends would never have gone there. By the end of that night, she understood that was just his way. Nate liked to tease and push the envelope.

A tiny part of her—a naughty spark that may have been ignited by that evening with the Rawlings—was tempted to tease Nate right back. She would never do it, but how would her younger landlord react if Hannah slipped into something lowcut and tight and told him she was short on rent for the month?

She knew how to get boys to buy her drinks back in college and remembered how to smile shyly and twist her hair. She could bite her lip and flutter her eyes after she told Nate she hoped they could come to some kind of arrangement. Hannah knew exactly how Nate would look at her because he’d been doing it that night. She’d tell her landlord she’d do anything if he let her stay. Would he spank her like he did his wife?

Hannah got the good shivers thinking about it, and she wasn’t even into that as far as she knew. The dark fantasy left Hannah damp. Charlie had no idea yet, but unless he seriously screwed up, he was getting lucky that night.

Hannah planned to drop the check and keep moving. She’d successfully avoided her landlords for weeks—except in passing—but the Rawlings’ mailbox lid creaked, and Paige opened the door before the lid dropped. She suspected her landlord was monitoring the video doorbell. Paige’s smile widened when she a caught glimpse of Hannah’s outfit.

“Someone looks like they’ve got a hot date,” Paige said.

“I’m just going out to dinner…with a friend.” Hannah couldn’t keep from matching her friend’s smile.

“A friend? Do you dress up like that for all your friends?”

“Okay, maybe more than a friend. I hope. I met a guy on the apps.”

“I thought you’d given up. I’m glad you didn’t. I’m proud of you.”

“I did, give up I mean, but then…y’know…like you said, a girl has needs.”

Paige laughed. “You don’t have to defend yourself to me. I love that you’re getting out there. First date? Second date? Or have you been hooking up for a while?”

“No hooking up—not yet. We’ve been talking, had lunch, but that wasn’t a date.”

“No afternoon delight?”

“I had to go back to work, no,” Hannah protested, remembering that she would have kissed Charlie there on the sidewalk in the middle of the city if he’d gone for it. That was her little secret. Paige didn’t need to know.

“People meet at downtown hotels for lunchtime quickies all the time. I’d totally meet up with Nate if he worked in the city.”

“I know you would.” Hannah laughed.

“Are you calling me a slut?” Paige asked with mock outrage.

“I don’t think you’re a slut if it’s with your husband,” Hannah answered, realizing she thought her friend was kind of a slut, but only in the best possible way. She wished she was as free as Paige.

Paige leaned in and lowered her voice. “Actually, I can be a little bit of a slut. Don’t hate me.”

“I promise not to judge you.”

“This is one of your finer points.”

Hannah held her coat open. “What do you think? I want Charlie to know I’m available, but not a sure thing. I don’t want him thinking he’s getting sex the moment I walk through the door.”

“Is he? I hope he is for your sake.”

“I’m not a first-date-sex kind of girl, but if he plays his cards right I’ll give him a reason to look forward to a second date.”

“Well, you realize you’re a grown-up now and you can be a first-date-sex girl if you want to be. Fuck his brains out if you’re inspired. You’re a grown woman. No one gets to judge you. But anyway, that outfit is the bomb, Hannah. If you don’t give this Charlie a reason to beg for a second date, he’s going to be headed home with serious blue balls.”

“Is it too much?”

“Nope. It’s just enough.”

Hannah thought the white, cable-knit sweater dress struck the right balance and was pleased Paige confirmed her instincts. The dress was sexy but appropriate, and she would have worn it to dinner with friends. The dress followed her slender curves and fell well above the knee, which was why she rejected it for work when she met Charlie for lunch. The V-neck flashed a healthy bit of cleavage on loan from a pale, pink balconette bra that did wonders for her breasts. She was not small up top but couldn’t fill out a dress the way Paige could without a bit of help. The dress was paired with knee-high black boots and a narrow belt.

Accessorizing jewelry was trickier because she didn’t want to wear anything Tom had given her, which accounted for most of what Hannah owned. She settled on a small diamond pendant she’d had for ages to draw attention to her cleavage and her favorite charm bracelet. It was such a suburban mom piece of jewelry, but she loved it and had purchased most of the charms herself since Tom couldn’t take a hint. Hannah’s hair was down, and she spent so much time on her makeup that she was running late.

“Just enough is what I was going for,” Hannah confirmed.

Paige stroked her hair and smiled. The surprisingly intimate touch warmed Hannah.

“Just enough is more than enough for someone as pretty as you.”

“Aww, thanks. You’re too sweet.” Hannah felt guilty she’d been avoiding Paige. She could be a really good friend.

“I hope I hear two sets of footsteps on the stairs later. Good luck, Hannah.”

Paige left her with a slow, soft kiss on the lips that was just short of erotic, but far more than friendly.
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Dinner was at a small, Italian joint that looked like it hadn’t been updated in forty years. The restaurant leaned in to the old-school aesthetic with red and white checked tablecloths and candles in chianti bottles on the tables. The walls were adorned with murals of the old country. The atmosphere was so perfect, Hannah wouldn’t have been at all surprised to learn the restaurant was a month old and the décor was a faithful recreation. The food was legit. Her penne pasta in vodka sauce was perfect and the bread served with dinner was fresh out of the oven. The wine was too good. Hannah realized early that she needed to slow down.

Charlie was handsome in a charcoal jacket over a black turtleneck. Hannah thought they were both overdressed for the local Italian place, but she appreciated that he made as much of an effort as she had. She’d spent too many years with a man who made no effort. He told her how pretty she was, but his eyes really said he thought she was hot. His subtle glances at her cleavage moved Charlie one step closer to getting lucky.

Hannah smoothly moved into flirting with her handsome date. The wine helped. She was midway through her second glass when dinner arrived. Charlie had a warm smile and easy manner that made flirting effortless. He didn’t seem like the type of guy who’d take it as a sign he could bend her ankles back behind her ears later, although that wasn’t entirely off the table. Hannah was very limber. She asked for his favorite feature on a woman. Charlie said her green eyes were captivating, but confessed her legs were equally distracting. Hannah couldn’t stop smiling and felt her whole body warm.

Charlie batted the question back to her and Hannah confessed she hadn’t thought about it too much as she was so newly single. She was just trying to find out what guys were like at her age, which wasn’t quite true. She thought about Nate’s cute butt, but he was not quite her age—or truly available she reminded herself.

“Come on, Hannah. You’ve had to evaluate a ton of guys if you’ve been on the apps. What catches your eye?”

Hannah thoughtfully chewed her pasta to consider her reply. She didn’t want to spout the obvious answers. She would not mention a tight, strong ass—Nate’s or anyone else’s. She didn’t want to say eyes because he said it, but it was true. Charlie had nice hazel eyes. Hannah couldn’t tell Charlie that she’d considered maybe she had to lower her standards because of the choices available on the apps. The other night she’d been considering that moderately fit and possessing a full set of teeth might be enough for a coffee if things didn’t work out with Charlie. And then there was the other, too-intimate-to-admit answer. Hannah wanted a man who could stay rock-hard and last. She needed a man who could fuck her the way she’d repeatedly heard Nate give it to Paige.

“I need a guy who can hold a conversation,” she replied. It seemed like a safe response.

“How am I doing on that?” He sipped his wine.

“I’m smiling, aren’t I?” She sipped too.

“But it’s not that simple, is it? I don’t think you’re on the apps looking for conversations.”

“That’s part of it, but point taken. I guess when the conversation stops you need to be able to kiss. A guy does, I mean.”

“I think I do pretty well on that. No complaints so far, but you’ll be the judge of that.”

“Oh, I will?”

“Am I reading the signs wrong?” His smile was confident almost cocky. She liked it.

“Maybe… Maybe not. We’ll see.” She returned his smile and sipped more wine. Hannah’s warm glow spread, and she felt that fun, tingly anticipation.

“I like a woman of mystery. I hope my kiss passes muster.”

“Really? What do you think happens if it does?”

“I know what I hope happens, but only you know what’s going to happen tonight. That’s the power the woman has.”

Hannah knew he was right, but she didn’t want the power. Listening to Nate and Paige had ignited a desire to be taken. She hoped Charlie was the man for the job if she gave him the chance. She still considered it an if.

“Do I seem like the kind of girl who’d take a guy home on a first date?”

“It’s actually our second…”

“I don’t count lunch as a date.”

“Half a date?”

“You didn’t even kiss me.” Hannah hated that it sounded like a complaint. That was definitely showing her hand.

“I wanted to. I was afraid I’d spook you, and I wanted to see you again. You looked sexy that day, Hannah. The guys in your office must have been loving it. I don’t have anyone in my office who looks like you.”

Hannah tried to keep her smile from going too broad. She didn’t want Charlie to know he was charming the panties right off her. She couldn’t help blushing. This man knew how to say the right things. She hoped he had all the right moves too.

“What if I had kissed you that day?” he asked.

Maybe we would have gone to one of the hotels downtown, she thought. She wouldn’t really have done that, but part of her wished she was the kind of woman who would’ve. Paige would have done that.

“I guess we’ll never know,” she replied.

“Okay, so we’re agreed this is date 1.5.”

“Are we? I don’t remember agreeing to anything, but even if it is date 1.5, do I seem like the kind of girl who’d take you home after a date and a half?”

Charlie smiled and sipped his wine.
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As it turned out, Hannah was exactly the kind of girl who’d bring a man home after a date and a half. She asked if he wanted a nightcap after dinner—even though they’d both had plenty of wine—but they both knew she wasn’t inviting him to her place for another drink. Charlie followed in his car, and she spent the entire ten-minute ride bouncing in her seat, vacillating between I can’t do this, and Ohmygod, I’m going to do this!

Hannah was sure Paige saw two cars pull into the small parking area beside the house. Her landlord would be nosey, and she hoped she had a good story to tell later. She wouldn’t share all the gory details, but enough for Paige to know she was fun too.

Charlie looked nervous when he got out of his car like he hadn’t expected to get that far on their date. He smiled and followed Hannah up the steps to her apartment. Her nerves kicked in once they were inside. She realized she didn’t know how to do this. The one time she went home with a guy since her separation they went to his house, and he pounced the moment they were alone. They went right up to his bedroom. Charlie seemed to be holding back because they were on her turf. She shed her coat and asked if he wanted wine or beer. They were the only choices of booze she had.

The kitchen was a short walk off the tiny living room. Hannah faced the counter to open his beer and felt Charlie behind her. She fought to calm her pounding heart when his hands rested on her hips. He was close enough to smell his sharp, citrusy cologne.

“I don’t really want a beer,” he said.

“No? Do you want wine instead?”

“You can go ahead and have one if you need to, Hannah.”

“But if we’re not going to…”

Hannah stopped with a sigh when he swept her hair aside and kissed her neck. His beard was scratchy on her soft skin, but she liked the contrast. His lips felt so good. She didn’t fear he’d leave a mark because he was delicate. Hannah wouldn’t mind if he got rougher.

“I love your perfume. You smell amazing,” he murmured, nuzzling her between kisses. Her grip tightened on the counter. His breath on her neck gave her goosebumps. He nibbled right behind her ear, and she gasped.

“Thanks…”

Charlie pressed tightly to her, arms encircling her. A moan slipped out when she felt his erection press into her rear. She rubbed back against it on instinct. Hannah was ready. She was almost embarrassed by just how ready she was. A proper lady plays hard to get, but she didn’t think she had that in her tonight. She was a taut wire, ready to snap.

Hannah turned in his arms and kissed him. He seemed content to hold her and kiss her neck all night. She was impatient. Charlie was surprised by her kiss and reacted slowly. She became the aggressor when he didn’t, caressing the stubble on the back of his shaved head while she kissed him harder.

Charlie held the small of her back and she wondered why his hands weren’t all over her. Hannah recalled how Nate possessively touched Paige right in front of her. She didn’t know if she wanted a man who’d grope her so openly, but Charlie should know he had the freedom to touch her. She squirmed against him in encouragement when he finally grabbed her ass. His tongue finally pushed forward, and she hungrily sucked it. The man had to get the hint, she thought.

Under other circumstances, a different version of Hannah might have liked that Charlie was respectful—or so she thought. Younger Hannah also preferred take charge men. She wanted a man who knew how to treat her like a lady because she wasn’t looking for a one-night stand. She also needed a man who could take over and give her what she needed. Charlie seemed like he might be content to make out in her kitchen all night.

“Are we going to do this in the kitchen?” she breathlessly asked, breaking from their kiss.

“Do you want to?” he asked.

Hannah thrilled, imagining Charlie spinning her back to face the counter and hiking up her dress. Not asking, but just doing it. It would be so wrong for a man she hardly knew, who’d just come into her apartment, to pin her down to the kitchen counter and thrust inside her, but that was exactly what the dirty part of her that got off listening to Paige and Nate wanted. Hannah was glad Charlie didn’t see that in her—she thought—but maybe he should. Maybe she did want that, even if it was perhaps improper.

“Let’s go back,” she said, taking his hand.

Charlie dutifully followed her to the bedroom. Hannah had left the bedside light on and was tempted to turn it off. The other time she’d had sex after her separation the only light had been coming through a window. Her bedroom felt well-lit. She knew she was fit, but still felt a moment of shyness standing beside the bed. Charlie cupped her face with a hand and pulled her into a kiss. Her body melted against him, but he was still reserved. The other guy hadn’t been great, but he’d been all over her. She began to worry something was wrong. Maybe Charlie didn’t want to do it.

Hannah pulled at his belt, ready to take the lead. This wasn’t how she’d anticipated it going down, but hoped if she showed Charlie she really wanted it, he would respond. She pushed her tongue into his mouth while she pulled his belt free and opened his pants.

“Are you sure, Hannah?” he asked, pressing his forehead against hers.

“Don’t I seem sure?” What the hell? she thought.

“I just really want to make sure you want this. I don’t want you to feel pressured, and I want you to know I’m not just looking for a one-night stand.”

His caution was sweet. Hannah wasn’t quite sure what to do with a man so concerned with her needs because she hadn’t had that in ages, but she’d had several glasses of wine and she tingled everywhere. Hannah wasn’t looking for sweet. She needed to be taken. What happened to Charlie’s confident swagger? Her desire slipped, but she pushed past it.

Hannah abandoned his pants and pushed Charlie’s jacket off his shoulders and onto the floor. Their kiss reignited and he aggressively grabbed her ass this time. Hannah thrilled and rubbed against him like a cat in heat. This was what she was after. Kissing a man with a beard was strange, but she rolled with it. She grabbed his butt too and was pleased that all the mountain biking made it so muscular.

Charlie pulled her dress, but she had to unclasp her belt and let it drop before he could pull the dress up. She helped him get it over her head. The bedside lamp seemed much brighter when she was just in her bra and cheeky panties. Her boots didn’t count. Hannah feared the light and shadows would highlight every dimple and imperfection on her body. She didn’t care how she looked for Tom toward the end, so these worries were new.

Getting Charlie out of his clothes seemed like the perfect solution. She tugged his turtleneck and getting it off made them both laugh, breaking the tension. He was hairier than she expected. Hannah didn’t mind his furry chest—a man should have some hair—but she didn’t expect so much. She returned to his pants, pulling at them, but Charlie’s enthusiasm grew, and their bodies were too close while their kissing built into a frenzy.

Charlie turned them and Hannah instinctively fell back onto the bed. He followed, sliding on top of her with his pants still on. She expected fewer clothes when they hit the bed. The smooth leather of her brown boots slid against his legs. She couldn’t just kick the boots off, but maybe Charlie wanted to fuck her in her boots. That could be fun. He slotted between her thighs, grinding his bulge into her. The friction made her sex throb, but Hannah felt like he was dry-humping her like they were back in high school. She pushed on his waist, and he wiggled so she could work his pants down his legs.

Hannah moaned when he clumsily dragged her bra straps from her shoulders and yanked her bra down to expose her breasts. Charlie didn’t have much finesse, but she was thrilled he was undressing her. He buried his face in her soft, round flesh, rubbing his face all over her pale pink tips. Hannah didn’t know what to make of his nuzzling her breasts like that, but his beard rubbing all over her thick, tingling buds shot sparks right down to her core. It was an unexpected delight. Her nipples had always been extraordinarily sensitive, and the coarseness of his beard was sweet torture.

Charlie turned to kissing her flushed rounds and she wished he’d kept teasing with his beard. He was just too wet and soft. The last guy had been too rough, and Hannah had to push him away. She couldn’t find a happy medium. Instead of wanting him to devour her all night, she was happy when he moved lower.

Hannah arched her back with excitement when he dragged down her panties and dove in between her thighs. She kicked the panties off the heel of her boot. He peeled her slick lips apart and flicked his tongue between them, fast as a hummingbird’s wings. The light touches sparked pleasure where they landed, but the pleasure turned to frustration when he wouldn’t focus where she really needed him. Hannah wanted to grab his head and direct him, but she didn’t want to be pushy or needy. Charlie kissed down there, and she hoped he was on the right track, but his suction was weak and unfocused.

The last guy didn’t even try to go down on her, but just shoved it in after a perfunctory stab at foreplay, so she gave Charlie credit for the effort. Most guys didn’t know what they were doing when they went down, in her experience. Hannah didn’t judge him too harshly, but his poor attempt to lick her was more frustrating than not trying at all. He could move on. She’d been building this up in her mind all night and her core was buzzing and ready. She didn’t need the foreplay unless he was a master at it.

Hannah pulled his shoulders. Charlie seemed reluctant to stop going down, but he did move back over her. She shoved her tongue back into his mouth, hoping her enthusiasm to taste herself would turn him on. It turned her on. She’d always felt naughty tasting herself on a lover. None of them ever wanted the reverse.

“Take off your pants,” she urged. Why were they still on? Hannah expected him to be smoother.

Charlie scrambled out of his pants and was right back on top of her. She spread her thighs and rubbed her boots against his now-bare legs, hoping he liked it. His shaft rubbed along her lips. All she wanted was for him to slip inside her.

Hannah reached between them and grasped Charlie. He was full and hard in her hand—not huge, but big enough. Tom had been the same. Knowing how to use it was what mattered, and her ex had lost that over the years. Charlie moaned into their kiss when she tugged it. Her hips shifted, signaling what she wanted.

“Hannah…wait…I don’t have a condom…” he panted.

Fuck, she thought. She’d forgotten all about that in her excitement. Hannah had a history of getting reckless when she was too aroused. How wasn’t he prepared? Was Charlie truly a respectful guy who didn’t think he’d actually score on their first date? Hannah was not prepared. Going and buying her own condoms felt truly slutty.

“I don’t care.” The words tumbled from her lips. Maybe she was slutty, because she was not going to stop. “You can just pull out. Can I trust you, Charlie?”

“Of course, Hannah. Always.” He was so earnest.

“Okay, do it, Charlie. Do it!”

Charlie stabbed it into her with one thrust. Her back arched and her thighs closed around him, urging him deeper. Her boot heels locked together.

“Yeah…like that…yeahhh Charlie…”

“Jesus Christ, Hannah…you’re so hot…” He moaned.

Hannah hooked her arms around him too when he got moving. Yesss… she thought. This is what I needed! Paige was right! Ohhh god it feels good to have a dick inside me! Charlie took her with a steady, deep rhythm. Her hips lifted off the bed to drive their bodies together harder. Her body throbbed with the promise of deep satisfaction. Hannah thought, This feels sooo good. If he makes me come, I don’t care if he comes inside me!

“Uhnnn…uhnnn…Hannah…Hannah…Jesus…”

“Yeahhh…yeahhh Charlie…don’t stop…yeahhh…”

Charlie grunted and moved faster and faster. She sensed he was losing control. Hannah wanted to be the kind of woman who made her lover lose control. She wanted Charlie to fuck her with abandon. All the sessions she’d overheard between Paige and Nate came to mind. Hannah knew Nate fucked his wife good and hard and it was what she wanted from Charlie—what she needed. She couldn’t ask for it the way Paige did—not their first time together—but she wanted to. Yeah…yeah…fuck me…harder! Fuck me harder! Ohhh yeahhh…please…fuck me…Da…

Hannah didn’t know how that last word almost slipped into her mind. She blamed Paige. But she thrilled when it did and she tightened around Charlie, willing him to pound her harder. Her lover reached his peak and stabbed her pussy blindingly fast, but something was missing. She felt like he held back. Charlie wasn’t pounding her. Did she need to beg? Hannah was ready to do it.

“Uhnnn…uhnn…Hannah…I…I…Jesus…Hannah…”

Charlie pulled out so violently that he forced her legs apart. She thought one of her boot heels might rip off. He barely had time to kneel between her thighs before he was finishing on Hannah. Charlie grabbed it and spurted one…two…three shots of thick, pearlescent jizz onto her stomach, just missing her smooth, glistening sex and landing strip. He grunted and pumped out one final, weaker, shot that landed on one of her thighs.

Hannah’s pussy contracted around—nothing. She groaned in frustration. She was so close. All her filthy thoughts almost had her there. If only Charlie had held out a couple more minutes. His finishing on her stomach felt like a taunt. A hint of what she could have had.

“Did you?” he asked, gasping. Charlie was flushed, a little sweaty, and clearly satisfied.

Hannah was only two of those things and fought a strong temptation to rub her pulsing little button and finish herself to answer his question, but she’d spent too many years trained to protect the male ego. She sighed deeply, with the hint of a moan at the end.

“Mmm, it was so good, Charlie,” she cooed.

“Good, you deserve my best. It was hard to control myself all night because you’re so sexy.”

“Thanks,” she replied, thinking, I hope that wasn’t your best.

Hannah considered pushing him down and sucking him back to hardness to give him an immediate second chance. He’d have to last longer the second time, right? But again, that was too slutty. Hannah couldn’t be that with a man she’d just met. She was restrained by what she felt she should be. If Charlie got a second chance, it wouldn’t be that night.
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Paige was at her door bright and early with coffee and pastries. At least, it felt bright and early. The clock said it was almost nine. Hannah ignored the knocking down at the front door as long as she could, but Paige was not going away. The pounding echoed in her aching head. She’d had too much wine the night before.

“I was about to let myself in to make sure that guy didn’t murder you,” Paige said, when Hannah finally answered the door.

Hannah was still yawning while her violet-haired friend pushed past her. She pulled her robe tighter and followed Paige back up to the living room. Paige set the two cups and box of pastries on the low coffee table, flashing Hannah a deep valley of cleavage, which she couldn’t miss, even in her hungover state. The artist wore a fuzzy lavender sweater and tight, white capri pants. Just above that cleavage was her now-familiar choker with the bent metal heart in the middle. The exposed cleavage reminded Hannah that she should probably dress.

“I’ll be right back. I need to throw something on,” she said.

“Don’t do that on my account. Just sit and have some caffeine. It’ll make you feel better. And I swear these danish are divine. You must try the cherry.”

The delicious scent of coffee already perked her up, and Hannah decided to join Paige on the couch. She wasn’t naked anyway. Her short, thin robe was pulled over the tank top and shorts set she’d worn to bed. She told herself her nipples weren’t too obvious through the robe, and even if they were, the living room was chilly. Hannah felt an immediate rush when she tasted the sweet, hot coffee.

“I’m hoping there’s a good reason you’re so tired this morning,” Paige enthused.

Hannah stifled a yawn and swallowed more coffee. She wanted to say Charlie completely wore her out, but she didn’t want to lie to her friend.

“We had a good time,” she diplomatically answered.

“A good time, or a good time? I know he wasn’t here all night, but some guys are just efficient, right? Maybe he got the job done and rolled. I don’t know about you, but when I was single that was all I wanted sometimes.”

“Are you tracking all of my comings and goings?” Hannah laughed.

“It’s dark here. Hard to miss two cars coming in and then one leaving about an hour later.”

“Charlie was more than an hour,” she replied defensively. Hannah wasn’t protecting Charlie’s manhood as much as wanting Paige to think she had a good time with him. She wasn’t sure why that mattered.

“I was just estimating, but okay. Good for you. And?”

“And?”

“Did he just come over for Scrabble, or did you guys find something more fun to do?”

“Wow, Paige. You just come right out with it, don’t you?”

“Nate did warn you that I don’t know when to keep my mouth shut, but it’s just us girls here. He’s not here to punish me, anyway. Besides, I kind of know the answer already.”

“What do you think you know? And why?”

Hannah perked up on the couch. Did Paige have some way to spy on her up there? She never considered that, but she realized her landlord had few boundaries. The prospect was creepy, but the possibility of being watched brought unexpected tingling to her core.

“Okay, I’ll be honest, and I probably should have warned you about this when you looked at the place, but sound kind of travels in an old house like this. Nate and I would never intentionally spy on you. We don’t try to listen, but we might overhear things from time to time. We only discovered it with our last tenant. Please don’t let that make you self-conscious. If I ever hear you, I just turn up some music. I want you to have your privacy.”

I’m sure you do, Hannah thought. She didn’t believe that for a second. She was also strangely proud that Paige overheard her with Charlie. The sex wasn’t so good that she thought she truly got loud, but apparently, she was loud enough. She was pleased Paige knew she wasn’t the only fun woman in the house.

Hannah wondered what the artist did when she heard the sex last night, but stopped because she knew what she did when she heard Paige and Nate. She didn’t want to go there. The tingle in her core was already growing. It was a problem that she couldn’t be around Paige without thinking about sex. The landlord brought out a side of Hannah she didn’t even know she had.

“We know you’ve probably heard us too if that makes you feel any better,” Paige finished.

“What do you think you heard?” Hannah ignored the last part. She would admit to nothing. She already felt a blush rising to her pale cheeks. The strong coffee wasn’t the only thing getting her blood pumping.

“I mostly heard you. He must be one of the quiet ones. A lot of guys are. I couldn’t hear a lot, it’s not like being in the room, but I heard you. It sounded like you had fun.”

Hannah wanted details from Paige but was not going to ask for them. Her hands trembled after the woman’s revelations, and she blamed it on the coffee. “We had a good time, like I said.”

“Are you really going to do me like that, Hannah? I’ll tell you anything you want to know.”

“Really? I think I believe that, but I’m not as open as you, Paige. My friends and I don’t usually talk about that sort of thing. Of course, we were all married for a long time, so I don’t know that there was much to talk about.”

“Ask me anything. You get a question and then I get one.”

Paige smiled, completely relaxed, while Hannah squirmed in her seat. This was a trap, but Hannah was curious exactly what her new friend would admit to, and she had so many questions. Her dirty imagination filled in the blanks when she listened to the neighbors having sex and it would be fun to know how accurate she was. She had much less to confess than Paige anyway. Hannah just needed to figure out how to ask questions without revealing what she already knew.

“Okay, but I reserve the right to take the fifth.”

“Fine. I promise I won’t,” Paige replied.

“I know it was probably all teasing,” Hannah lied, “but that night Nate kept saying he was going to punish you. That was teasing, right?”

“Yes, and no. Nate was teasing me for sure because he knows I love it, but he also knows I love being bad because I love being punished.”

A thrill rolled through Hannah. “You’re talking about some bedroom thing, right? Nate doesn’t really punish punish you, right?”

Paige laughed, delighted by the question. “Question for a question, remember? No cheating, or I’ll have to punish you. Did you fuck that guy last night?”

I’d like to see you try, Hannah thought, realizing a second later that maybe a dirty part of her actually might like that. She’d never minded a guy getting a bit rough, but she’d never considered being with another woman like that.

“Charlie and I had sex last night. Are you happy I admitted that?”

“I am because I’d love to see you loosen up, Hannah. Life is a lot more fun if you’re open to new experiences. To answer your question, Nate doesn’t do anything I haven’t asked for or consented to. He knows exactly what I like, and he gives it to me so good. Yes, he did punish me that night because I was bad.”

Hannah recalled the sound of Nate spanking his wife. Her cheeks turned as red as Paige’s probably were that night. She had so many follow-up questions and was so in her head that she wasn’t prepared for the woman’s next question.

“How many times did Charlie fuck you?” Paige asked.

“Just the once. It was quick.” She didn’t mean to add that last part. She wasn’t focused on her own sex. “Punish you how?”

“Quick, huh? That doesn’t sound fun. I mean, I love a quick, hard screw as much as the next girl, but you could have done that in the car.”

“Do adults still have sex in the car?”

“Fun adults do.” Paige laughed. “Anyway, Dadd— ahem, Nate spanked me. He told me I was a bad girl and gave me what I deserved. Do you like to be spanked, Hannah?”

“Tom wasn’t into that stuff,” she replied, knowing it didn’t truly answer the question. Paige doesn’t want to admit everything, she thought. Admitting she called her husband daddy would have kicked the door wide open.

“I didn’t ask what Tom was into. Or Charlie. I’ll just guess Charlie didn’t spank you, but then I’m sure you were a good girl.”

Hannah didn’t think good girls brought home men they hardly knew for sex, or drag them back to their bedrooms, but understood Paige wouldn’t find that behavior bad at all. Would Nate? “I was as bad as I needed to be. And I’ve been with a couple of aggressive guys, and I enjoyed it.”

Paige looked pleased as she chose a cherry danish from the box and took a sensual bite. She pressed the pastry to Hannah’s lips. “I told you. You have to try this.”

Hannah had no choice but to open her lips and accept what she was fed. She did her best to mimic her friend and add spice to her bite but felt silly. Paige was right. The danish was sweet and delicious. All their talk of punishment and aggression made the simple act of sharing a pastry feel charged.

“Does Nate tie you up too? Is he controlling in other ways?” she asked once she swallowed.

“Stop cheating, Hannah. That’s two questions again. I’ll answer, but then I get two questions too.”

“Or you’ll punish me?” Hannah smiled to show she was kidding.

“Only if you’d like me to.” Paige’s returned smile was predatory. “Being tied up can be a lot of fun, especially if I’m in the mood to be edged. Nate is so good at edging me. I might threaten violence if he doesn’t finish me, but he knows I love it. And no, Nate is not a bad, controlling guy. We just have an understanding, and he knows what I need. I don’t think you understand what it’s like, but I’m happy to help you understand, Hannah.”

Hannah didn’t know what edging was, let alone anything else her landlords did, but the mystery excited her in dangerous ways. It sounded like they had a BDSM set-up, but she didn’t understand much about that world besides the whips and chains clichés. Hannah was not going to admit her naivete. The internet was great for research. Paige’s offer to help her understand didn’t sound like an offer to explain it anyway, and that was scary.

“I think I get the picture,” Hannah replied. She didn’t like the tremor in her voice and took a fresh pastry from the box to chew for cover. She couldn’t talk if she was eating.

“Maybe you do.” Paige looked like she had decided something about Hannah. “So, I know you fucked Charlie. What else? Did you suck his dick, or did he go down on you?”

Hannah was glad chewing gave her time to compose herself before she answered. She hadn’t discussed blowjobs since college. She wasn’t shy about it back then, but as she told Paige, it just wasn’t a topic that came up with the other moms at the school bake sale.

“I did not—although maybe I would have.” She wouldn’t have made that admission before their morning coffee. “Charlie did.”

“Wow, Hannah, your lack of enthusiasm speaks volumes! I think I already know the answer to my second question.”

“Charlie was good. He was fine,” Hannah quickly replied. “The sex wasn’t bad. I know bad sex. I’ve been having it for years—when I had it at all. It just wasn’t howling, roll-your-eyes-in-the-back-of-your-head sex, that’s all. I don’t know what I was expecting. Charlie is a nice guy and he’s handsome. We probably just need to get to know each other’s bodies, that’s all.”

Hannah couldn’t tell her friend what she was expecting because it was what she’d heard through the heating vent from downstairs. What she was expecting—what she needed—was Charlie to fuck her the way Nate took Paige. She did not want a man she hardly knew—or any man—make her behave, but it would have been exciting if Charlie swatted her butt a few times. Hannah wanted his performance to inspire her to howl the way Paige howled.

“I guess. Everyone deserves a second chance, right? But don’t waste too much time on a guy who can’t deliver. You deserve better, Hannah, and it’s out there.”

“I just have to be open, right?”

Paige smiled cryptically. “Hey, you never know when it’s just going to drop into your lap.”
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Nate knew his wife had news the moment she came down from Hannah’s apartment. He was at the turntable dropping the needle on a tasty copy of Beggars Banquet he’d picked up in a record store while he was away.

He’d been working twelve-hour days on the road finishing an install at a new call center a couple of hours away in the Poconos and didn’t have the energy to drive home the night before like he usually did. Nate didn’t like being away from his wife for too long. He’d gotten up early to come home and see her, only to find a sticky note saying she’d gone up to see Hannah. He was disappointed but intrigued. Paige wouldn’t be punished for not greeting him if she had a good story.

“I’m so happy you’re home, sweetie!” Paige exclaimed, throwing herself into his arms.

Her warm curves felt good against his body after three days of video call sex. No other woman had ever affected him the way she did. Nate perked up just holding her. He only allowed himself to come on the first night of his work trip because he didn’t like wasting his seed, and Paige wasn’t there to receive it. Her wet lips were sweet, and her tongue eager. Nate should have fucked her right that moment, but he wanted to know if she had news.

“Not as happy as I am to be home, babe. How is your new best friend?”

Paige pouted. “Don’t focus too much on her. I might get jealous.”

“You know you have nothing to worry about. I love a new plaything, but you’ll always be my best baby.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Nate smiled. Paige didn’t always call him daddy, but she knew to slip into her role when he called her baby. He loved nothing more than when she was a good girl. Hannah would learn to be a good girl too, he hoped. Turning such a self-assured, professional, older mother into his baby girl would be quite the coup.

Her tongue was so insistent that Nate felt their kiss down to his balls. He summoned a reserve of willpower to stay on track. “Did Hannah enjoy her date?”

“I win the bet. Our little Sunday School teacher gave it up on the first date,” Paige said, beaming with pride.

“I’m surprised, but I know I shouldn’t be. Your instincts are always so spot on with these things.”

“Thank you, Daddy. Not always, but I’ve told you, the more normal-seeming the suburban MILF, the more likely she has an inner wildcat clawing to get out. Hannah’s husband sounds like a dud, so I’m sure her wildcat was starving for fresh meat. She could get all she wanted on those dating apps if she could just let go.”

“Not every woman is quite as slutty as you, baby girl. She probably wants more than just sex.”

“I’m sure you can give her whatever she needs, Daddy.”

Nate sat on the couch. “She didn’t get it last night?”

“Hannah is too nice to say, but it didn’t sound like she got what she needed. Her exact words were, he was fine. Sounds like she landed herself another dud.”

“Ouch. Fine? Damn, I might stop having sex if a woman told me I was fine.”

Paige slid onto his lap and played with his hair. He loved her nails tickling the back of his neck. “You’ll never have to worry about just being fine, Daddy, because you know how to treat a girl right.”

Nate caressed one of the big, round domes in his face. They were so nice and soft when she wore a fuzzy sweater. He just wanted to bury his face in them, but he needed to maintain control for both of them.

“So, Hannah let go and put out on a first date, but this guy let her down. She must be so frustrated.”

“She’s ripe for the picking. Hannah needs a real cock and she’s just not getting one. She wants what I have. I know she’s heard us.”

“She admitted that?” Nate purred when her nails swirled through his hair.

“Close enough. I mentioned that sound carries in the house, and she got all red and changed the subject.”

“It would be impossible to not hear you, baby girl.”

“Mmm, I can’t help myself. You’re such a generous daddy. I’m a very lucky girl to have a daddy who takes such good care of me.”

The cum he’d been holding back boiled in his balls. Nate was the daddy, and the daddy was in charge, but he was under no illusions about how the power was shared in their marriage. Paige knew exactly how to get what she wanted, and she was pushing all his buttons. He nestled his hand between her thighs and felt her damp heat through her capri pants. She needed it too.

“I know Hannah’s been listening because she was very interested in how you punish me,” Paige continued. “I told her that you only punish me when I deserve it.”

Nate chuckled. “Did she clutch her pearls?”

“Quite the opposite. She wanted details. I told her how good you give it to me, and I swear she looked jealous. I felt sorry for her. Hannah’s never had a daddy to take care of her.”

“This all might be too much for her.” Nate knew it was too much for most women. His Paige was special. Hannah’s inner wildcat may have wanted to come out and play, but the woman might not be ready for their kind of games.

Paige smiled. “You wouldn’t be saying that if you saw how her eyes lit up when I offered to punish her.”

Nate pressed his fingers deep into her V, squeezing her mound. Paige whimpered and closed her eyes. He was sure he felt a wet spot on her pants. “Sounds like you want a plaything of your own, baby girl. Would you like to punish sweet Hannah?”

“It would be so much fun teaching her the ropes, Daddy—but only if you allow it.”

“I’ll consider it, but that’s a very big reward. You’ll have to earn it.”

“I’ll be sooo good, Daddy. I’m doing a good job with her so far, aren’t I?”

“Yes, you are, baby girl. And you did win our little wager, which means I owe you a reward. Let’s go to the bedroom so Hannah can hear just how I reward a good girl.”

“Yay, Daddy!”

Nate chuckled when Paige hopped off his lap and took his hand to pull him to the bedroom. Sometimes she was so over the top that he wondered if she was rolling her eyes at him on the inside. Nate wasn’t above playing ironically, so long as they both enjoyed themselves. He understood how silly their dynamic might look to some people.

However, he also had a deep need to be in control, and he experienced no greater thrill than when he turned a woman into a trembling, begging, pet. The age play stuff was mostly Paige’s thing. He knew how to play the role, but it didn’t do much for him. Being called master or sir would have been just as good for him. Nate was all about control. Their kinks just happened to dovetail nicely.

Their king-sized bed was the centerpiece of the bedroom, and it was neatly made. Paige knew he liked things orderly. Nate knew she left it unmade sometimes because she wanted to be punished. She pushed him down to sit on the black storage bench at the foot of the bed that doubled as their toybox.

“How can I make my daddy happy?” she asked, standing between his legs, and raking her nails through his hair.

“Everything you do makes me happy, baby girl.”

Nate didn’t resist the urge that time and buried his face in her fuzzy sweater. Her big, soft tits were warm and inviting. He held the small of her back to draw her tight and crush her globes into his face. Paige hugged him tightly. Nate felt safe and comfortable and might have been tempted to stay like that all afternoon but for his raging hard-on. He couldn’t be that close to his wife without getting hard. He’d always been a horny bastard when around attractive women, but no one did it for him like his Paige.

“Come here,” he murmured, pulling her down to kiss him.

Nate was the aggressor in that kiss, but Paige returned it like he was her oxygen. He mauled her plump ass with both hands and gave it a sharp smack. She wiggled it to ask for more, but instead, he unsnapped her capri pants. They were painted on, and he struggled to get them past her hips, but he was motivated. Her sweet scent was his reward. He rolled her pink cotton panties down and kissed her perfectly smooth mound.

“Ohhh, Daddy…”

His tongue peeked between her folds. It dipped deeper to drink from her, and the upward strokes made Paige squirm. He peeled her thighs apart, but her legs were held in place by the capri pants around her knees. Her tangy taste tested his willpower. He wanted to go to town and make her come, but he rarely gave it to her that easily. Nate replaced his tongue with his thumb and teased it into her slit.

“You’ve earned a reward, baby girl.”

“Hannah’s going to beg you for it. I just know it,” she cooed.

“Only because you’re laying the groundwork.” His thumb focused on her slippery button and Paige jolted. He could have easily gotten her off flicking back and forth. She was primed. Where was the fun in that?”

“Strip and get on the bed,” he ordered.

Paige stripped off the sweater and her tits looked so great in her pink bra with hearts all over it that he was tempted to tell her to leave it on, but he wanted complete access to her body. Her full breasts dropped into view, and they looked even better unencumbered. Nate also undressed while she finished.

“How do you want me, Daddy?” she asked. She stretched with her arms over her head and arched her back like a kitty waking from a nap.

“That looks good,” he replied, flipping open the toybox.

“Do I need those?” she asked when he produced a pair of pale pink leather cuffs. “I promise I’ll be good.”

“I don’t want you to be tempted to take over, baby girl.”

The cuffs were joined by a single steel link, severely restricting the wearer’s movement. Nate leaned over Paige, fit them over her wrists, and kept Paige’s arms stretched over her head. He clipped the cuffs to a cord installed at the head of the bed. Cuffs were also permanently attached to the black, wrought-iron headboard, but he chose not to use those this time. She pulled against the cord, but her arms weren’t coming down.

A spreader bar followed. He attached the clipped-on cuffs to her ankles and set it to keep her legs spread wide apart. He put a pillow under her hips and the bar was attached to a cord at the foot of the bed. Paige was securely in place. Nate needed a minute to appreciate his handiwork.

Paige was a wet dream spread open and immobilized on their bed. Her tits quivered with anticipation. He imagined Hannah would look just as good there. It would be fun to introduce the sexy MILF to the pleasures of the tease. He doubted she’d ever been tied up at all.

They had a safe word, but Paige had never used it in their years together. Nate didn’t want to hurt her, and she knew it. He did like to test her with light pain, but it was just a spice to make her orgasms more powerful and prove his dominance. Nate was not a true BDSM guy like Mr. Grey from those books. Nate was aware of all the protocols and rituals of the BDSM community, but he and Paige never dove too deeply into that. Pushing a woman to dangerous limits wasn’t his thing. He just loved to tease and be in control.

Nate produced two more objects from the toybox. He loved how her eyes widened when he set them on the bed beside her. The first was a small pink silicone vibrator with a narrow tip that was great for directed teasing. He twisted it on low and touched it to her thigh. She jumped.

“Don’t tease me too much. I was good.”

“You love the tease.”

“I do, but I’m already so— ahhh…”

Paige didn’t need to tell him she was horny because the damp evidence was before his eyes. She couldn’t finish speaking when he touched the vibe to her mound. He didn’t press or slip it in. The toy rode its own vibrations and skidded across her smooth, pale flesh. She whimpered. Nate nudged it between her folds, and she was so soaked it slipped deeper than he intended. Paige pulled at her restraints. She tried to move her pussy to where she wanted the vibe since she couldn’t control the vibe.

“Ooooo Daddy…”

The hardest part about teasing Paige when he began so worked up was slowing himself down to do it right. All Nate wanted to do was shove his throbbing cock into one of her holes. She was ready to accept him. The dopamine hit he got from controlling Paige kept him in check.

Nate slowly swept the vibe up and down between her lips, stopping just short of where she wanted it. She’d feel the buzzing there anyway, which was the sweet part of the torture. Once the toy was properly slick with her excitement, he circled the tip around her puffy, pale tips, but ignored the barbells piercing them.

They were flushed now but were ordinarily so pale they were almost hard to pick out when Paige wasn’t aroused. Her low, panting moans crackled through him. Damn, he just wanted to fuck this sexy goddess. Paige was only focused on herself. She didn’t understand how hard it was to be the daddy sometimes.

“Ooooo Daddy please…” Paige cried, when he touched the vibe directly to one of the tiny barbell piercings in both of her nipples.

“Please what, baby girl?”

Nate tapped the vibe against each barbell and her body jerked each time. He centered it more on each of the tips because he loved watching Paige lose her mind.

“Please…oooo Daddy…please let me come…”

“I’ve only just started,” he laughed.

“Daddy…”

The vibe was returned to where she really needed it—almost. Nate turned up the power and pressed it directly above her sex, rubbing it right where the buzzing would penetrate to her button. Her moans were constant. Paige pulled hard at her restraints and jerked her hips like she could make him fuck her with the toy. Nate monitored the desperation in her eyes and waited for the perfect moment to slip the toy back between her folds and go right for her button. Paige shrieked, but he pulled it away just before she could get there.

“Daddy…noooo…ooooo please…Daddy…I…I…”

“You need to come, don’t you baby girl?” His voice was thick with lust. Nate needed to come as badly as she did.

“Yesss…Daddy please…I’ve been a good good girlll…”

Nate returned the vibe to her clit and brought her to the edge again, but still denied Paige what she wanted. He did it again and again. She begged and shrieked for release, but he still refused her. His self-control slipped. He pressed his fingers through her furrow and used her slickness to pump his cock. Paige watched jealously. She wanted her hand on it. He kept her on the edge for a good ten minutes and stopped completely.

“What?!? No, Daddy! That’s not fair. I didn’t…”

“It’s not time yet,” he taunted through a dry mouth.

Paige looked like she was about to curse him. It was fantastic when she was so frustrated that the role play slipped, and she asserted herself. A submissive he could roll over wouldn’t be fun at all. Nate roughly pinched a nipple and she squealed.

“Watch your mouth,” he warned. She glowered at him, which was exactly what he wanted. “I’ll be right back.”

“What? Daddy, no! Don’t you leave me like this!”
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Nate left her sputtering in the bedroom and fetched a glass of water. He needed a minute. His heart pounded in his chest, and he’d come too close to blasting in his own hand. Paige called for him from the bedroom and demanded he return and make her come. He smiled. That was the needy slut he loved. Nate hoped Hannah heard it upstairs. He wanted the woman to jealously want to take Paige’s place. Hannah couldn’t possibly imagine Paige’s place at that moment. She would need to be trained before she begged the way his wife did. Nate looked forward to that training.

Paige was flushed and sweaty when he returned to the bedroom. She’d been pulling against her restraints even though she couldn’t possibly free herself.

“Having fun?”

“Why do you love torturing me so much?” Paige whined.

“Because making you beg is so hot, baby girl.”

“Please let me come, Daddy.”

Nate smirked. That was fucking hot. Paige was whining and desperate for her orgasm, but she loved it when he edged her. Her climaxes were so much more powerful when she earned them. He swept his fingers over her slit and felt she was as soaked as when he left. It was time to find out how soaked she truly was.

The other item he’d taken from the toybox was a thick, purple gel dildo. It was as big around as her wrist and ten inches long. A man had to be secure to use that thing on his woman. Paige also had to be ready to take something that big. Nate hefted it and she watched wide-eyed when he pressed it between her pink lips.

“Ooooo Daddy…please…”

Nate pushed and after initial resistance, the toy pushed right inside her. He loved watching how she stretched around it—almost as much as he loved watching her take a real giant dick. Yes, sometimes he shared his baby girl, but it had been a while. Paige’s keening cry filled the bedroom when he pushed it deeper and deeper. She could handle an impressive amount of cock—real or fake.

“Ahhh…Daddy…ahhh god…I’m so full Daddy…”

“Are you gonna come on this big, fat cock, baby girl?”

“Yeah Daddy…fuck me…make me come with that cock…”

Her wish was his command. He’d edged her long enough. Paige had been waiting for her orgasm for a long time. He’d made her wait longer in the past, but Nate was merciful because he needed to get off as badly as she did. He got a good grip on the couple of inches that didn’t penetrate Paige and sawed the fat dildo in and out of her.

“Daddy…Daddy…it’s sooo big…ahhh so full…Daddy…”

Paige squished around the toy. Her pussy looked like it was going to turn inside out when he pulled it from her. She shrieked when he plunged it back in. Nate knew Hannah had to hear it all upstairs. He wanted their tenant to hear what she might expect from him.

“Do you want to come?” he growled.

“Yes! Daddy yesss…please…”

“You’re just a dirty little whore, aren’t you baby girl? All you want is to come.”

“I need to come Daddy…ahhh I need to come…Daddy’s whore needs to come…please…”

“Daddy needs to come too. Do you want Daddy’s cock?”

“Yess…please…fill me…”

“Where?”

“Anywhere…my holes are yours Daddy…”

Nate kept himself limber for these moments. He knelt by her head but stretched his arm to keep fucking Paige with the dildo. She turned her head and dutifully opened her mouth. She knew her role. He’d waited too long to be gentle with her and plunged his cock into her hungry mouth.

Paige knew how to worship a cock, but she was restrained and all she could be was a hole. Nate leaned over and fucked her mouth. She sucked like a needy whore and hardly gagged when he shoved it into her throat. Paige was well trained. Nate watched her taking it at both ends and thought he needed to invite a friend over soon. She loved taking two cocks and he loved watching her do it. Her moans grew louder even though her mouthful muffled them. The vibrations they caused made his balls draw tight. Nate couldn’t hold out.

Nate slammed her pussy with the thick toy, determined to make his wife come first. She made wild, animalistic noises with her mouth stuffed full of cock. Paige was there. He pulled out of her mouth so their upstairs tenant could hear her full-throated screams. She didn’t disappoint.

“Ahhh…Daddy…ahhh god…ahhh god yesss…YES! FUCK ME DADDY!”

Watching his red-faced, screaming wife’s orgasm was all Nate needed. He fisted his cock and blasted ropes of jizz across her full, quivering tits, painting those beautiful orbs. Paige only came harder when she felt his hot load on her.

“Yesss Daddy…come on me…ahhh yesss…”

Paige was such a good girl. Nate had never been so proud.
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Hannah jumped in the shower the moment Paige left. She’d showered the night before after sex with Charlie, but she needed something to relax her and push away all the thoughts Paige planted in her head. Hannah couldn’t endure a truly cold shower, but a lukewarm one would help her focus.

Paige pushed the envelope more every time they were together. Hannah was convinced her landlord was flirting with her, but why? The couple downstairs had a kinky setup, did they really want to involve her? The possibility was too hard to fathom in her conventional lifestyle. She couldn’t imagine having a threesome with Tom and another woman. Her husband hardly knew what to do with the one woman he’d had.

The cool shower didn’t calm her. Hannah couldn’t focus her thoughts on other things—only the Rawlings. She blamed Charlie. She’d been so excited, so ready when she brought her date home, but he just didn’t get her there and now all she could do was think about the things Paige told her about Nate. Hannah had never been so jealous. She needed a strong man to take charge of her in the bedroom.

Hannah leaned back against the cool wall tile and slid a finger slowly up and down her furrow. She spent more time on her enflamed button with every upstroke. Her eyes closed and she thought about Paige and Nate and the thrilling sounds she heard from their bedroom. Hannah had spent too much time picturing what went on down there. It was easy now to picture Paige on her hands and knees while Nate pounded her from behind. God, I need to be pounded, Hannah thought. Heat spiked through her when she pictured Nate swatting his wife’s butt while he took her.

A quick orgasm pulsed through Hannah with little effort. The dirty images in her mind were that potent. She shook when it moved through her body and giggled at the bliss. Something might be wrong with her for coming so easily, but Hannah enjoyed feeling kind of easy.

Hannah walked into the bedroom wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around her head and froze in her tracks. Those now-familiar sounds of ecstasy floated up from the heat register in her floor. She was beginning to think that Nate and Paige didn’t do anything down there but fuck. Her friend had only just gone back downstairs. She must have jumped all over Nate the moment she walked through the door.

“Daddy…Daddy…it’s sooo big…ahhh so full…Daddy…” Paige cried downstairs.

A shiver shot straight through Hannah and her core tightened. It was like she hadn’t come just a few minutes ago in the shower. Her moaning friend ignited her. She laid down on her bed without thinking and closed her eyes to better picture the scene below her. She didn’t even unwrap her wet hair.

“Do you want to come?” Nate growled. He was harder to hear than his begging wife, but Hannah strained to hear him. His control over Paige tickled the darkest parts of Hannah’s brain.

Hannah pulled her toy from the nightstand and switched it on. The special, clit-sucking vibrator always made her come so hard, but hearing Paige moan about how big Nate was made Hannah wish she had a nice, thick toy to slip up her needy canal. She hadn’t been so full in years—maybe ever.

“Yes! Daddy yesss…please…”

“You’re just a dirty little whore, aren’t you baby girl? All you want is to come.”

“I need to come Daddy…ahhh I need to come…Daddy’s whore needs to come…please…”

Paige was facedown again in Hannah’s mind. Nate was so dominant. She always pictured the curvy artist taking it from behind like she was presenting her sex to her powerful husband. It sounded like he was teasing Paige with his dick, which made Hannah tremble. She hated the idea of being teased and being forced to beg would be so dirty and wrong, but the very thought of it made her sizzle with need. Hannah didn’t know where that desire came from.

“Daddy needs to come too. Do you want Daddy’s cock?”

“Yess…please…fill me…” Paige wailed.

“Ahhh…fill me…” Hannah echoed in her own bedroom.

Nate asked where Paige wanted it. It was like he was asking them both.

“Anywhere…my holes are yours Daddy…”

“I’m yours, Daddy,” Hannah moaned, stuffing two fingers into her pussy. She needed to be filled like Paige. Would she offer him all her holes? Hannah couldn’t imagine that.

Where did Daddy come from? Hannah wondered. She’d never called a man daddy and never thought she would. Everything about calling a man daddy in bed felt wrong. Paige made it sound hot. Paige made Hannah want to say it. Calling a man daddy was hot exactly because it was so wrong. Hannah realized with shame that she wanted to call Nate daddy.

“Ahhh…fuck…I’m yours, Daddy…please fill me…” Hannah panted, adding a third finger to her throbbing sex. The toy buzzed her button, and her fingers steadily filled her.

Paige’s cries suddenly cut off, replaced by tortured, muffled grunting. Nate grunted, but those strange sounds didn’t come from him. Hannah’s mind whirled. The image in her mind dissolved and came back together. Nate was fucking Paige’s mouth. Hannah was sure those animal noises were Paige choking on her husband’s cock. Without thinking, she pulled her fingers from her pussy and shoved them into her mouth. Hannah tasted herself and sucked her fingers harder.

The toy ravaged her pulsing pussy. The sucking action made her clit feel like it was going to explode, and she ground the thicker vibrating portion hard between her lips. Hannah didn’t gag on her fingers, but they filled her mouth, and she pushed them deep. It was insane that she was sucking her fingers and listening to her neighbor’s fucking at all.

“Ahhh…Daddy…ahhh god…ahhh god yesss…YES! FUCK ME DADDY!” Paige shrieked.

Hannah was confused. Was Nate fucking Paige or using her mouth? The reality didn’t matter because in Hannah’s mind, he could easily shift between the two. One moment he was shoving himself down Paige’s throat, and then the next her legs were wrapped around him while he pounded her. Whatever he was doing, his wife loved it. Hannah needed a thick, powerful lover so badly.

“Ahhh…fuck me Daddy…ohhh god…ohhh fuck…yeah…” Hannah cried, joining her neighbors in coming. She ground against her toy so hard it hurt, but that only made her climax more intense.

“Yesss Daddy…come on me…ahhh yesss…” Paige begged.

Hannah very clearly pictured Nate standing over her and shooting thick blasts of cum across her face. He kept pumping an impossibly thick cock and kept coating her with his excitement. Hannah’s orgasm shifted into another gear.

Paige joined the fantasy. She was behind Hannah, spanking her hard. Hannah recalled asking Paige if she’d punish her. Only if you want me to, the girl said. Hannah imagined the violet-haired artist punishing her while Nate painted her face with his cum.

“You’re a dirty slutty for tempting my husband, aren’t you,” Paige taunted as she spanked Hannah.

“Yesss…I’m so dirty…ahhh fuck…” Hannah moaned.

Hannah had never had such a dark fantasy, and she’d never made herself come so hard. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She dropped the toy to the bed, and it buzzed angrily like it hated being abandoned. She balled up and hugged herself. Even as she glowed with pleasure, Hannah wondered what the hell was wrong with her.
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“Did you change your hair or something?” Tom asked.

Hannah self-consciously touched her hair, which was pulled up into a twist. When did he start noticing things about her appearance? She was still dressed for work. There was just enough time to walk in the door from work and walk back out to drop Tommy off at his dad’s. She hated how thrilled her son was to go home. He still didn’t think of her place as a home.

“No, it’s the same as it’s always been.”

“There’s something different about you.” Tom shrugged. “You look good.”

“I haven’t changed anything.”

“Okay.”

Tom irritated her, as he had for a long time. Before she left, Hannah could hardly stand to be in the same room with him sometimes. Even his attempt to compliment her was passive. If he was trying to tell Hannah she looked nice, he’d failed.

They were awkward with each other, but Hannah still felt an obligation to be nice every time she saw Tom. They’d been married for almost twenty years. She still saw the man she’d fallen in love with when she looked at him, but that man was buried very deep.

“Well, you look good. I guess single life agrees with you,” he said.

“Tom…”

“Hey, I’m not asking if you got laid. I just assume you’re dating anyway.”

“We’re not discussing that,” she replied, adding without thinking, “Would you even want to know anyway?”

Hannah’s stomach dropped like she was on a rollercoaster. She didn’t believe Tom could tell she’d had sex recently because the sex with Charlie was lackluster—marginally better than sex with her husband had been. He could be sensing something else. She was different. Her new landlords’ influence was an aura that always surrounded her now.

When she slipped into daydreams during the workday, they usually involved Nate fucking Paige very hard while she listened, which morphed into Nate fucking her. Increasingly, she’d had weird thoughts about Paige spanking her too. Hannah had a low level of arousal that could ignite at any time, like a dry prairie waiting for a spark. She even felt something being near Tom, which hadn’t happened in ages. That bothered her.

“I don’t want to fight, Hannah.” Tom only answered after a pause, as if he seriously considered her question. “I meant it as a compliment. Whatever it is, you have a different energy about you. It’s good.”

Hannah eyed him suspiciously. Was Tom flirting with her? He did sometimes. Whenever she saw him now, he had a wistful look like he realized what he’d lost too late. Worse, was she responding to it? Was she that horny? If so, she really needed to get laid again.

Tom wasn’t unattractive. He was tall and she’d always loved his blue eyes. He’d gotten thicker over the years, but his dad bod wasn’t out of hand like some of the other men in their neighborhood. His light hair was thinning, but he worked with what he had. Hannah would swipe right on the apps if she didn’t know him. Matching him on an app was one of her worst fears.

“You look good too, Tom. Listen, I should get going. I’m meeting Whitney for dinner.”

“Oh, that’s nice. Have fun.”

Hannah didn’t know what came over her, but she leaned in and hugged him. It was a friendly, minimal-body-contact hug, but it was not something they did anymore. Tom looked as surprised as she did. Hannah got out of there.
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Hannah used dropping Tommy at his dad’s as an opportunity to meet up with a friend for dinner and drinks. She’d only moved about forty minutes away from the suburb where she lived with her husband, but it was far enough away that she’d drifted apart from the friends she’d made through children’s activities and sports.

The truth was that Hannah had never been a great fit for that crew. Most of the things the other mothers discussed bored her. She liked to keep a nice house, but her sense of style was eclectic, and she didn’t watch the endless stream of HGTV shows the other women did. Hannah enjoyed wine-drinking book club favorites like Gone Girl and The Woman on the Train, but found true crime shows distasteful.

The world outside their neighborhood was not a scary place to her. She loved taking the train into the city for work every day and meeting different kinds of people and all the possibilities that came with it—even if she didn’t take as much opportunity of it as she could have. Inwardly, she laughed when the women at game night talked about how they were afraid to go downtown to see a show.

Finding her place had been a struggle all her life. People liked Hannah because she was pretty and clever, but she was always a little too edgy for the conventional crowd, and not nearly cool enough for people like Paige. She wished she could find her place with people like the Rawlings, but Hannah came from a certain kind of world, and it was safer to play her role and stay there. And then she woke up one day and realized she was bored with her life, her husband was a dud, and she wanted something else. The other moms in her group made the right noises when she separated from Tom but didn’t truly understand.

Whitney was the one mom from her group that Hannah had always connected with the most. She was smart and sarcastic. Funny, but not in a cheesy, suburban mom humor kind of way. Whitney always cut through the bullshit when all the other moms just wanted to gossip and complain about whoever wasn’t there. The women met at one of the chain restaurants that orbited the local mall.

“How was Tom?” Whitney asked before a bite of a spicy boneless wing.

“Tom was Tom, you know how he is. Pretty sure he was flirting with me again.” Hannah sipped her dirty martini to rinse away the thought.

Whitney washed down the wing with beer. “Can’t blame him. He’s never going to do better than you. I bet he’s getting nothing but left swipes.”

“That’s not fair. I might swipe right on him.”

“Really?”

“Well, if I didn’t know him. He’s still cute. I don’t think he’s on the apps anyway. I just can’t see him doing that—or dating at all.”

“Sounds to me like someone doesn’t want him moving on too quickly.”

Hannah chewed her bit of almond chicken salad before answering. “I want him to move on. I’ve moved on. I’m dating. I want him to be happy, just not with me.”

“Sure, but you don’t want him to move on too quickly. I see it all the time. Don’t feel bad about it. You don’t want him anymore, but you’re not ready to see him with someone else.”

“I don’t think I feel that way.” Did she?

Hannah hadn’t thought about it until that moment. She didn’t think about Tom much at all, except that she was happy she’d gotten out of her marriage. She hated it when it felt like Whitney was analyzing her. Her friend had always been easy to talk to because she was a therapist—except when she analyzed Hannah.

“I think it would be weird if you didn’t after so long together. If Tom moves on too fast, you’ll feel like you never meant that much to him.”

Hannah laughed. “I felt that way when I was with him. Now I feel like he really wants a second chance, but that is not going to happen. I know nothing would be different.”

“All that matters is that you’re moving on, Hannah. How is moving on going?”

“I had a date last weekend.”

Their waitress, a perky young thing with a nose piercing, reappeared to see how they were doing. Whitney said they’d need another round of drinks.

“I’m going to need to drink if I’m going to hear all about your fabulous single life,” she said.

“It’s not fabulous, and there’s nothing to be jealous about.”

“I’d kill to be taken on a real date.”

“Stop it, Whit. Cal is a great husband. I was always jealous of you.”

“Cal is great, but a girl can have her fantasies. We go on date nights, but it would be fun to feel that first blush of excitement again. Kissing a new man could be fun.”

Hannah smiled and blamed the slight coloring of her cheeks on the martini. “Kissing a new man is fun,” she agreed.

“Oh, it sounds like this was a good date. Good for you.”

“We had a lovely dinner. Lovely enough that I invited him back to my place afterward.”

“Okay, now I’m super jealous. Maybe I need to convince Cal to let me get on one of the apps.”

“You’d clean up. The guys would love you.”

Whitney would have her pick of men on the apps. The therapist was a tiny blonde in her early forties. Tiny except for her generous chest. Hannah would say Whitney was the sexiest one in their friend group if anyone asked. She always wore the cutest little dresses too. Whitney was in a belted, white shirt dress with suede riding boots. She made looking good effortless. Cal was just as attractive, which was why Hannah was surprised her friend thought about other men.

“I could have my cougar phase and get it all out of my system.”

“Younger guys don’t know what they’re doing,” Hannah replied, thinking except Nate. Not that her landlord was so much younger than her. “No thank you.”

“Training them would be the fun part.”

“I don’t know if Cal is going to agree to an open marriage.”

Whitney smiled. “How do you know we don’t already have an arrangement? Haven’t you heard? Polyamory is all the rage these days. The kids think monogamy is a boring Boomer thing.”

“We’re not Boomers!”

“There’s no difference to my kids.”

“Are you and Cal in a…” Hannah couldn’t even finish the sentence. Even with everything she knew about Paige and Nate, one of her real life friends having a kinky arrangement was unthinkable. Those things didn’t touch her old life.

“No, we’re not now. We were never poly.”

“What does that mean?”

“When Cal and I were young, we were curious and open to new things. I wouldn’t say I’m exactly solidly hetero, but really, is anyone?”

Hannah’s dirty thoughts about Paige flared. Maybe she wasn’t solidly hetero either.

“Were you guys swingers? I didn’t think that was even a real thing anymore.”

“We went to some clubs, we did some things, everyone had a good time. I believe we got it out of our systems, but I believe that you never say never.”

“I can’t imagine you and Cal dating other people and being married.”

“Honestly, I can’t imagine it either. The fantasy of a new man is hot but dating sounds exhausting. I’m much too busy with real life stuff for that.”

Hannah thought about what Paige said that night. No one is being held hostage here. We’re together because we chose to be. I don’t own Nate. Part of the reason I’m with him is because he’s hot, so why would I get mad that other people notice him? Paige didn’t say they were in an open marriage, just that she wasn’t jealous. She seemed fine that Nate openly flirted with Hannah. Paige flirted too. Hannah wanted to believe Paige was messing with her because she was so square, but what if it wasn’t just that?

“Did you guys get jealous when you, uh, did whatever you did?” Hannah asked.

“Sometimes. We’re only human. But we have great communication skills and we talked through it. Besides,” Whitney said, leaning closer and dropping her voice, “we both found it hot when we swapped with another couple in the same room. Seeing Cal get some other woman off was so sexy.”

“Really? I don’t think I could have done that with Tom.”

“Maybe with this new guy?”

“I don’t think so.” Hannah laughed. Charlie couldn’t get her off. She couldn’t imagine watching him make another woman come. He didn’t have Nate’s skills. And there was Nate, popping into her head again.

“You don’t seem shocked by my confession. Why aren’t you shocked, Hannah? Any of the other girls would be doing the rosary right now. I don’t even know why I told you any of it.”

“Your secrets are safe with me, Whit. Trust me, I’m surprised. I didn’t think anyone in our group was this interesting. Sorry if that sounds mean. Anyway, I’ve made some intriguing new friends who’ve expanded my horizons. My landlords are, uhm, different.”

“Different? Different how? Are they swingers? Have they propositioned you? What’s going on, Hannah?”

“Whoa, slow down. No one’s propositioned me. I don’t know if Paige and Nate are swingers. They just aren’t like anyone else I know. They’re very affectionate and…enthusiastic.”

They paused when their waitress brought their second round of drinks. Hannah knew she shouldn’t start a second martini, but her first had magically disappeared.

“You make it sound like they go at it right in front of you.” Whitney drained her first beer and started on her second.

Hannah laughed. “I thought they might that first night after I moved in. They live right below me and invited me down for pizza. If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear they were hitting on me.”

“Maybe they were. You’re a catch, Hannah. Both of them?”

“I think so. Maybe? I don’t know. I don’t have any experience in this stuff.” She smiled at her friend’s compliment.

“Have they done anything? People in the poly community make their intentions clear so there aren’t any misunderstandings.”

“They haven’t done anything to me, but they do a lot of stuff to each other, and very loudly.”

“This isn’t a rooming house, is it? Don’t you have your own apartment?”

“I do, but it’s a converted Victorian, which means a lot of it is still connected. The heating vents are all on one system and their bedroom is right below mine. I hear everything.”

“Oh? That must be interesting.”

“That’s a word for it.”

“Ohhh… I wouldn’t have pegged you for a voyeur, Hannah.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” she lied. Listening to her landlords having sex was officially her new favorite pastime.

“Don’t ever play poker, Hannah. You’ll lose your shirt—unless you’re playing poker with this couple and that’s the point.”

Hannah laughed. “Grown adults don’t play strip poker.”

“Grown adults do all kinds of things you can’t imagine. Okay, so you think this couple might be trying to rope you into some kind of threesome, and you can hear them having sex, and it must be pretty good sex based on the look on your face.”

“What look is on my face?”

“Like you’re thinking about what you’ve heard right now and wish you were alone.”

“Whit!”

“Hannah! I don’t judge. It’s perfectly normal for a woman in your position to explore her sexually. In fact, I encourage it.”

“They’re into some wild stuff. I know he spanks her, and she likes it.”

“That’s not unusual at all. You need to get out more, Hannah.”

“She calls him daddy.”

Hannah was pleased something finally gave her friend pause. Whitney might have heard it all from her patients, but she wasn’t expecting that.

“A little weirder. Age play isn’t uncommon if that’s what it is. I imagine it’s just more about power and dominance if he’s disciplining her.”

“How can you be so clinical about that?”

Whitney smirked. “Sorry, did I take the sexiness out of it for you?”

“I’d never call someone daddy.” Hannah laughed.

“Sounds like this guy knows what he’s doing. Never say never.”

“Nate is not doing anything to me. I’m sure this is all in my head. Everything’s different now and I haven’t found my footing yet.”

“It’s possible you’re reading into things because listening to them having sex is so hot that your imagination runs wild.”

“Exactly.”

“It could be wishful thinking.”

“I’m not wishing for anything, Whit.”

“What exactly are you doing while you’re listening to the couple downstairs doing it? Knitting?”

Hannah sipped her martini in lieu of answering.

“Right. So, your hands are busy with something.”

“Oh my god, Whit. Since when do we have these kinds of conversations?”

“I wonder why we’ve never had one before. I had no idea you had this side of you, Hannah.”

“I had no idea you and Cal were swingers.”

“Were, and I wouldn’t call it that. But we’re not talking about me.”

“We don’t need to talk about me—about this—anymore.”

“Hannah, I think you should give yourself room to explore whatever you like.”

“I’m not saying I want to do anything. But if I did—go exploring—what would that make me?

Whitney smiled. “The most interesting and exciting person I know. And if you do, go exploring, you’d better give me every juicy detail. Who knows? You might inspire me.”

Both women laughed.
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Charlie was persistent. A good morning text greeted Hannah every day and he sent several more when he had a free moment. She didn’t exactly ghost him but dodged when he asked when she was free again. Everyone deserved a second chance. Hannah firmly believed that. Charlie wouldn’t be the first guy she granted a second date to after a lukewarm first encounter. He was, however, one of the few guys she slept with on the first date, and uninspired sex was worse than stale conversation.

Hannah chose to believe that he finished so quickly because she was too much for him. She was just so hot that he couldn’t control himself. Didn’t everyone have an off night? She might have let him drift off into the aether if she wasn’t so horny all the time. After she felt something being around Tom, she realized she needed to get laid. Hannah turned the charm back on.

The date was planned close to her place again. Torture wouldn’t get the truth out of her, but Hannah had something to prove to Paige. Her landlord would be listening, and she was determined to prove that she could have just as wild a time as she heard from downstairs. Aural erotica drifted up from the heating vent almost every night that week when Nate wasn’t on the road. She was disappointed on the couple of nights she didn’t hear the Rawlings going at it.

Paige was insatiable, making Hannah wonder if she’d caught the horny bug from her friend. Nate’s stamina made Hannah long for a man who knew how to handle her body. Charlie needed to step up to the plate, or there would be no third date.

Dinner was ruled out because she didn’t want a heavy meal to weigh Charlie down. She suggested a fun activity and they landed on one of the hip bowling places. The place was as much a nightclub as a bowling alley, but Hannah still struggled to figure out how to dress hot for a place like that. She didn’t want to look like she was trying too hard for a fun date. Tearing through her closet made her realize she needed more fun dating outfits. Hannah had plenty of work clothes and a lot of suburban mom clothes, but there wasn’t much flirty in her wardrobe.

Hannah landed on a casual, cream-colored knit dress that hugged her figure nicely but hopefully wasn’t too short for bowling. The dress was similar to the one she’d worn on their first date, and she realized she needed more variety in her wardrobe. It was the type of thing she might have worn for dinner with her husband in her old life if they were going to a nicer chain restaurant and she wanted to look cute. She had the perfect brown suede booties to go with it. Her hair was pulled back into a cute ponytail, and she wore more makeup than she’d ever worn to go bowling.

She second-guessed the outfit and texted a photo to Whitney and Paige. Whitney replied with a thumbs up and said the dress should inspire Charlie to up his game. Paige was more direct: You’re a hot momma. He’s going to be thinking about peeling that off you all night. Come down and see me later if he doesn’t! Hannah chose not to take the text as a come-on.

Charlie insisted on picking her up now that he knew where she lived. Hannah liked it. Getting picked up made the evening feel more like a date. He greeted her with a kiss on the cheek, which felt chaste after their last date. Hannah wore a coat when she came down and didn’t get his full reaction until they arrived at the Rock N’ Bowl.

The bowling alleys were in a sunken section of the large complex, which also had a giant bar, dance floor, lounge, pool tables, and an arcade. The whole thing came off like an adult version of a Dave and Buster’s. The place was crowded, and Hannah expected to wait at the bar, but they had a reservation and were able to jump onto a lane right after picking up their shoes.

Hannah watched Charlie without watching him when she dropped her coat. A girl likes to know she’s appreciated. His eyes poured over her in that dress. He approved. She grinned. He was so busy staring at her legs when she sat to change into her bowling shoes that he needed several tries to tie his own. Their date was off to a fine start, but she didn’t want Charlie to get too excited. Hannah couldn’t have him going off so quickly again. She wondered if he knew he was probably getting laid. It had been so long since she’d dated that she didn’t know if people her age had sex on every date. Hannah happily did when she was younger.

A waitress took their order of drinks and appetizers. Rock N’ Bowl lived up to its reputation of being a cross between a club and a bowling alley. Rock and pop hits from the 60s through the current day blasted loudly enough to make conversation difficult without getting very close. The lighting scheme was funky and fun. Hannah thought the combination of noise and changing colored lights would make it impossible for someone to bowl if they were serious about their game.

Hannah was there to have fun, but she still wanted to win. Beating Charlie would tell her a lot about his personality. She moved her body to the music while he was bowling and was pleased when the distraction seemed to work. The extra wiggle in her hips that swished her dress recklessly high didn’t help her deliver the ball, but Charlie appreciated it. He wasn’t the only one. Hannah was more attuned to how men noticed her since she met Paige, and the interest made her buzz.

Charlie took the first game, and she upped her efforts for the second. The attention and two drinks—she was working on her third—made that easier. Hannah was in full flirty mode like she hadn’t been in years. Charlie responded in a way Tom hadn’t, which only made her happier and flirtier. Hannah dropped into his lap and wrapped her arms around him to make out. The responsible professional woman and mother she’d become never did things like that. His hand tentatively slid to her butt. Hannah only wished he was more assertive.

Hannah just managed to edge him out in their second game. She took time to admire Charlie’s form while she munched on the bruschetta they’d ordered during the third game. His butt looked good too, nicely tucked into a pair of snug chinos. He moved with the smooth physicality of a man who kept active. The more she watched him, she became sure their first night together had been an aberration for him.

Their third game went to Hannah, and he took it like a gentleman. She insisted they dance since she was the victor. Charlie reluctantly followed her to the dance floor. He danced stiffly like the middle-aged accountant he was, but she still had a good time, especially when the DJ hit a stretch of fun 80s hair metal music.

Hannah put on a show when Cherry Pie was pumped through the sound system. She threw all caution to the wind and worked Charlie like he was a stripper pole. He was game but surprised when she gave him a full-body grind. Hannah kissed him deeply to wipe the questioning look from his face. The kiss perked him up, and he held her hips when she turned around and worked her ass against him. She was rewarded with his excited bulge grinding back into her.

Charlie insisted they visit the arcade when they finished dancing. Hannah was ready to go home and play some dirtier games. He didn’t take the hint, so she got a large water and used it to cool down while they wandered the arcade floor. She beat him on one of those basketball shooting games, but he handled her at foosball, despite being totally distracted by the way her boobs jiggled when she bent forward and vigorously worked the handles. Hannah was pleased when he intentionally stood behind her while she played Skee-Ball.

The couple made a final stop in a photo booth before leaving the Rock N’ Bowl. Hannah pulled Charlie into it on an impulse. His arms went around her when she jumped on his lap. She moved his hands up to her chest for the second photo and he hesitated before he began squeezing. She turned sideways to make out with him for the third photo and massaged his lap for the final snap. Charlie eagerly accepted her invitation to get out of there after that. They were so eager to leave that they almost left their fun photos in the machine.
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The nerves that possessed Hannah on her last date were replaced with unfettered excitement the second time around. They chatted on the ride back to her place, but she was content to let Charlie do most of the talking because she was preoccupied with filthy thoughts. She wasn’t ashamed to be pleased to see both of the Rawlings’ cars there. Hannah wanted the landlords to hear her. She thought it was cute when Charlie acted surprised that she invited him up to her apartment.

They didn’t pretend he was there for any other reason like before. Hannah shrugged out of her coat and dropped her purse and grabbed Charlie. She pushed his jacket off his shoulders while they kissed. He held her waist and pulled her tight against him and she nearly leapt up and wrapped her legs around him. She thought he was strong enough to handle it.

Hannah instead turned them and pushed him down onto her couch. She let him stare up and admire her before she straddled him. She would have preferred that he took the lead but was determined to do what it took to get what she wanted. He reached under her dress and grabbed her ass, but she was still in the power position, being on top. Hannah towered over him and forced her tongue down into his mouth. Charlie sucked her tongue hungrily. He seemed to like her being the aggressor.

Charlie put his hands over hers when she reached for his belt. “Hannah, you don’t have to.”

“What makes you think I don’t want to? I guess the women you’ve dated haven’t been very much fun.” She smiled and shook off his hands.

Hannah channeled her inner Paige as she knelt in front of her date and pulled down his chinos. She couldn’t get them past his hiking boots—he was so outdoorsy—but didn’t need to. His pants and underwear were bunched at his ankles and his warm cock filled her hands.

“Uhnn…Jesus…Hannah…”

Their first encounter had been rushed in her darkened bedroom and she didn’t have a chance to really see his cock. Hannah wasn’t into the aesthetic beauty of penises, but she had been with Tom for so long that holding another man’s dick still felt a little strange—and thrilling.

Charlie was bigger than her husband, but not massive. He was neatly trimmed down there, while Tom made very little effort. She liked the effort and rewarded it by swirling her tongue over his flared, red tip while she slowly pumped him. Tasting his salty excitement encouraged Hannah to pull the head between her pink-painted lips and suckle it. She massaged his trimmed balls while she did the rest. Charlie trembled.

“Hannah…jeez…uhnn…”

Hannah took him deeper into her mouth, thinking, Don’t get too excited and finish here in my mouth. She wasn’t against swallowing. She just didn’t want him to come before she got what she needed again. Charlie stared down at her with wonder like he couldn’t quite believe she was on her knees sucking his cock. She liked being surprising.

Charlie seemed too close to coming, so she returned to just pumping him. It was easier now that he was wet from her mouth. Hannah stared up at him and flicked her tongue over his head, which turned into licking up and down his shaft. She sucked on the base right above his balls. A deep groan rumbled from his chest. Hannah was sure he was going to blast his load into her ponytail. All she could think as she covered him with her mouth again was, You’d better be able to get it up more than once in a night. Hannah took him to the back of her throat and prepared herself, but he didn’t lose it.

Part of her was disappointed. She felt his hand by her ponytail and forbidden excitement blazed through her when she thought Charlie was going to force himself into her throat. He just gently stroked her hair and moaned her name while she suckled him. Hannah didn’t think she wanted to gag on a cock, but she would have happily done it if he was assertive enough to make her do it. Instead, he pulled her mouth off his cock.

“What’s wrong?” she panted, licking her wet lips.

“Nothing, I just didn’t want to be rude and…”

“I don’t mind, if you warn me first,” she replied, hoping to sound fun and a little slutty. She kept stroking him as she said it. Hannah should have been thrilled she found a respectful man in a sea of scumbags, but a sweet man wasn’t what she needed.

Hannah used his knees to push to her feet and swiftly pulled her dress over her head. She’d inspire him to give her the fucking she needed yet. Charlie had the appropriate awestruck reaction to seeing her in the lacy, ivory bra and cheeky panty set. He couldn’t look away from how beautifully the bra sculpted her tits.

“Follow me,” she said.

Hannah walked off with as much confidence as she could muster and didn’t look back. He would follow. She dropped her bra and panties in the hallway on her way to the bedroom. Charlie was on her by the time she reached the bed. His arms wrapped around her from behind and he cupped her breasts. She was thrilled with the strength in his hands. The tiger in Charlie was finally coming out. He kneaded her soft, pale orbs, but his fingers were gentle with her excitement-plumped tips. Hannah purred in his arms, loving the contrast of attack and gentleness.

“You’re too damn hot, Hannah,” he breathed in her ear. He’d nuzzled past her hair to kiss the nape of her neck. The sensation made her shiver.

Charlie pulled her back against him. She was pleased that he felt naked. Hannah reached back for him, fingers closing around his meat. He grunted so forcefully she was afraid he’d come all over her back. Hannah couldn’t handle that. Charlie didn’t finish prematurely, but dipped a hand between her legs and pressed his fingers into her slick furrow. She moaned and rubbed her butt back, growing louder when those digits curled up inside her.

“I want you, Charlie,” she moaned. The slow fingering drove her crazy. She did not need to be teased.

“I want you too, Hannah.”

Hannah waited and he didn’t push further. She pulled away from him and bent over with her elbows on the bed. The brazen move was exhilarating. She imagined Paige submissively bending over for Nate just like that. For a moment, she imagined she was bent over for Nate too—not Charlie.

Charlie hesitated. Nate would not have. She worried he wasn’t going to take her offer. She was literally presenting herself to him. What kind of man didn’t just pounce on that? Feelings of shame from Tom ignoring her crept back in and she was about to stand straight and ask Charlie to leave, but then he was there.

Hannah gasped when he pushed it into her. He did not stop to ask if he needed a condom this time. Charlie fumbled with his cock before he was lined up correctly, but the added height of her boots helped. She was so ready that he just slipped right into her canal. He grunted when he bottomed out and grabbed her hips. It felt so good to be filled after wanting it every day that she almost thanked him for his dick. That was how badly she needed to be fucked.

“Ahhh yeah…fuck me…ahhh Charlie…”

Charlie grunted and his fingers tightened on her hips, and he did as he was told. He found a steady rhythm that felt so good. Hannah lifted her ass in the air and pressed her face to the mattress. She wanted it faster. The cock filling her felt good, but she wanted it harder. Hannah wanted Charlie to fuck her.

“Yeah…fuck me Charlie…ahhh feels so good…”

“Uhnnn…Hannah…”

Hannah thrusted back at him harder. She was building to a climax, but she wanted to see stars. She wanted Charlie to pull her hair and rail her but couldn’t ask him for that because that would kill the thrill. Nate wouldn’t need to be asked. He just knew what to do. She’d heard it. Nate would wrap her ponytail around his fist and ride her like a colt that needed to be broken. Raw sexual energy spiked through Hannah when she realized that was exactly what she wanted. She wanted Nate to break her. Charlie just couldn’t do that.

“Yeah…fuck me…fuck me…fuck me Nnnaa…ahhh Charlie…”

“Uhnnn…Hannahhh…uhnn…Jesus…”

Charlie moved like a jackrabbit. It was good enough. Hannah tightened around him as she got close. In her mind, it was Nate back there pounding her pussy. Nate pounded her much harder in her fantasy. She grew louder and louder, crying out Charlie’s name—she was glad she didn’t quite slip before—and fuck me over and over again. She needed her landlords to hear her.

“Yeah…yeah…yeahyeahyeah…fuck me…oh god…fuck me…yeah…YES!”

Hannah wailed and got there right before Charlie. Nate was just as responsible for making her come as the man inside her. Her orgasm was sizzling through her when Charlie hit his peak too. She felt a blast of his load inside her, but he pulled out as quickly as he could and pumped the rest of his delivery all over her ass. It didn’t matter that he pulled out to be polite. Hannah still felt slutty that he was coming on her ass and that made her climax burn brighter. She slumped to the bed, content.

“That was so good, Hannah.”

Charlie came around to the side of the bed and stroked her hair. It was a sweet gesture, and she appreciated it, but Hannah didn’t want sweet. She thought of what Paige would do. She turned and grabbed his slick cock. Charlie was startled, but before he could react, she smothered his cock with her mouth. Tasting her pussy on his flaccid meat was so hot. Hannah took him right to the back of her throat and sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed.

“Wait…Hannah…you don’t have to…I’m good…”

Hannah fought him, but he wrestled his cock away from her. The only other man who’d ever turned down a blowjob from her was her husband, Tom. And she knew she was good, even if she was out of practice. She held onto him, but he was slippery, and she couldn’t keep him.

“That was so hot Hannah, but…”

Charlie kept talking, but she stopped listening. Hannah was happy she came, but he just couldn’t give her what she truly needed. She could keep seeing him and keep fucking him, but Hannah needed a man who could handle her properly. If only the one who was right downstairs wasn’t taken.

Whitney suggested she should take advantage if the Rawlings were offering, but Hannah didn’t think she could do such a thing. She just wasn’t that kind of girl. That was before. After another night with Charlie, Hannah thought maybe she needed to become a different kind of girl. A very dirty girl.
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Hannah felt bad that she wasn’t more into Charlie. Wasn’t he the kind of guy women wanted? He was a handsome professional with a good job, always treated her with respect, and was clearly into her. Charlie was all the things she thought she wanted when she daydreamed about other men while she was still with her husband.

The physical part wasn’t terrible. Charlie was a good kisser. He knew how to use his hands. Her lover made her feel more than her husband had in years, but he didn’t make her feel enough. Charlie was safe, and Hannah realized she didn’t want safe. She’d been playing it safe her entire adult life. After putting everyone else first, she had the opportunity to truly think about herself. Hannah didn’t have to do what everyone expected of her. She could be who she wanted to be.

All of that was easier said than done. Hannah didn’t even know what she wanted. She had dark fantasies spurred by her new landlords, but she was smart enough to know that what seemed hot and perfect in fantasy was often terrible in real life. Could she actually handle someone treating her the way Nate seemed to treat Paige? Hannah was headstrong. Did she just escape a stifling marriage to hand any degree of power back to another man? And then there was the fear. She could insist all she liked that she didn’t care what other people thought, but she would be mortified if anyone from her real life knew about her dirty, forbidden fantasies.

Hannah had all of that swirling around in her head for days after her date with Charlie. She went back to semi-ghosting him and tried to not feel guilty about it. She had Tommy through Wednesday and used that as a distraction to avoid thinking about all of it. Her son finally started thawing toward her and they had a good time eating takeout and watching movies. But Paige and Nate still loudly fucked right below her every night. Hannah thanked her stars that the finished attic, where Tommy had his rooms, was not connected to the vent system for the rest of the house. He couldn’t overhear the landlords.

Hannah lay in bed and listened to the Rawlings and fantasized about being included in some way. She didn’t even know what that could mean. Paige suggested they were open, but never explicitly invited Hannah to join them. For all she knew, the Rawlings could be getting off on teasing their strait-laced tenant and had no intention of doing anything more. She had so many questions and finally worked up the nerve to talk to Paige at the end of the week when she thought Nate was out of town for work again.

“I’m so happy to see you,” Paige said, greeting Hannah with a huge hug and another kiss on the lips rather than her cheek. She ushered her tenant inside.

“I’ve been pretty busy, but I wanted to stop by and just say hi. It’s been a while since we caught up. Is now a good time?”

“I was working on a collage, but I’m overdue for a break. Sometimes I get so lost in working on a piece that I lose all track of time. I’m glad you came down. I was going to come see you if you didn’t. We haven’t chatted since your first morning after.”

Paige looked like she’d been working on her art. Her violet hair was piled up on her head in a messy bun and she wore stained denim overalls with a cropped tank top. She was messy, but still looked sexier than Hannah ever felt all dressed up.

“My first?”

“Come on, Hannah. I know Charlie was back last weekend. Sit. Can I get you something? A beer? Wine?

It was a Thursday night after work and Hannah often had a glass of wine while making dinner, so she accepted. Paige returned from the kitchen with two big glasses of merlot and joined her on the couch.

“That picture you texted me was cute. Charlie must have thought so too.”

“He did, but you can never be sure. Nate seems way into you, but in my experience, guys don’t always appreciate your efforts.”

“I am lucky to have Nate. I know that’s true. But we heard how much Charlie seemed to appreciate it, or at least we overheard how much you appreciated his appreciation.”

Being overheard had been her intention, but Hannah’s cheeks still reddened when Paige confirmed that she had been. She simply replied, “He upped his game.”

“I hope so! And if he hadn’t, I’m sure you could have gone out in that dress and easily found another man who would have done what he couldn’t.”

“Stop it. You make it sound like I was dressed like a stripper or something. I’ve worn that dress to Appleby’s. I’ve seen you look sexier just hanging around the house.” Hannah laughed.

“First of all, thank you. Tell me I’m sexy anytime you like. And secondly, it’s the woman, not the dress. You’re a hot momma right now.”

“You’re crazy. I just throw on whatever’s comfortable when I come home. I like dressing up for work, but I’m ready to relax when the day is over.” Hannah knew the last thing her olive Henley, leggings, and Uggs were was sexy.

“Like I said, Hannah. It’s the woman, not the outfit.”

“Well then, as you said, feel free to compliment me anytime you like.”

Paige raised her glass, and they toasted each other.

“So tell me, Hannah, how much did Charlie appreciate you Saturday night?”

Hannah laughed. “You really don’t have a filter, do you?”

“It’s one of my charms, or so I tell myself. Nate says it just gets me in trouble.”

“Is that why he has to keep you in line?”

“He doesn’t have to. I want him to.” Paige smiled. “But don’t dodge the question.”

Hannah closed her eyes and recalled being bent over her bed. It felt good but would have felt better if Charlie had bent her over on his own. She felt strange admitting that she had to take the lead when Paige had such a strong man in Nate.

“Didn’t you say you heard everything? Don’t you know?”

“I know we heard you begging him to fuck you, and it sounded like he was doing it, but that’s not the whole story. It’s not like we were there watching.”

“God, did I sound terrible? I’m sorry if I disturbed you guys.” Hannah wanted to be heard but retreated to embarrassment rather than admit it. She wasn’t ready to ask Paige the hard questions.

Paige put her hand on Hannah’s. “We were anything but disturbed, honey. We were inspired. Hearing the passion in your voice was so hot. Nate loved hearing you.”

The heat trickled down from Hannah’s cheeks to her center. “It wasn’t too much?”

“Can you get too much of a good thing?” She squeezed Hannah’s hand. Her thumb caressed. “I told Nate it wasn’t fair that you were having such a good time, and I wasn’t. He didn’t think it was fair either and took care of that. I only wish Charlie had stayed longer. It felt like we were all coming together.”

Hannah was paralyzed. Paige’s dark eyes smoldered into her, and her smile was a naughty promise. She’d put Hannah off balance before, but her directness filled Hannah with nervous tingles. She felt them everywhere. It was difficult to breathe.

“I don’t think Charlie could match Nate all night,” Hannah replied. The quiet voice didn’t sound like her own. She didn’t believe she said it.

Paige raised an eyebrow. “Sounds like you’ve thought about this, Hannah.”

“You’re not the only one who overhears things.”

“Are we too loud?”

“I don’t mind.” Hannah hated how passive that reply sounded. She added, “As you said, can you get too much of a good thing?” Paige was moving closer on the couch like a predator closing on its prey. They were on the edge of something. Hannah felt it.

“How good is it for you?”

Hannah stammered, but no words came out. Paige was nearly on top of her.

“Is it like we’re all coming together when you listen, Hannah?”

Paige touched her. She brushed a strand of dark hair back from Hannah’s cheek and caressed her arm, fingertips trailing over the swell of her breast. The tight Henly accentuated her chest.

“Yes…” The single word slipped out on a breath.

“Can I confess a secret?”

Hannah nodded as Paige’s dark blue painted nails traced around the outline of a nipple that swelled through Hannah’s top.

“I wanted you to hear. I want you to hear how good Nate takes care of me. He’s such a good daddy.”

Paige pressed a hand between Hannah’s thighs and squeezed through her leggings. She took the intimate action without asking, like she knew her friend wanted it. The pressure made Hannah’s core throb.

“Why?” Hannah moaned, closing her eyes.

Hannah felt like she was trapped in one of her fantasies. She was having a dirty dream while wide awake. Paige freely touched her body, and she allowed it. Hannah moved her hips, pressing back. Her landlord took the cue and pressed harder. Something between a whimper and moan escaped Hannah.

“I want you to be jealous, Hannah. I see you, and I know what you need, honey. I know you need what I have. I want you to crave it.”

“That’s not…ahhh…fair… He’s yours.”

Hannah tightened her thighs around Paige’s hand to trap it. She felt so wanton because her friend had to feel she’d soaked through her panties and leggings.

“But you can have it too, now that you know you need it, Hannah.”

Paige was right in her face. She sensed it and opened her eyes. The pretty artist was close enough to kiss. Hannah licked her lips.

“Can I?” Hannah gasped.

“Of course, if you can be a good girl. Can you be a good girl, Hannah?”

Paige’s smile was almost evil. The artist was definitely the predator and Hannah was the prey. Hannah’s heart pounded so hard she felt faint.

“Oh god, Paige…”

Hannah didn’t get her yes out because she kissed Paige instead. The impulse to kiss her friend was irresistible. Her paralysis broken, she held the artist’s head, nails tickling the back of her neck. Paige purred as she slipped her tongue past Hannah’s lips. Charlie was a good kisser, if nothing else, but the kiss she shared with Paige was hotter than any she’d exchanged with her lover.

Paige forced her hand inside Hannah’s tight leggings and panties, while the tenant fumbled with the buckles on the landlord’s overalls. They were desperate to get at each other’s bodies. Hannah moaned into their kiss when Paige’s slender fingers pressed between her slick lips. A wave of pleasure rolled through her, and she had to pause to get her bearings. She panted when Paige pulled away from the kiss and moved to nibble on her neck. The desire for her landlord was overwhelming.

Hannah pulled herself together and finished unbuckling the overalls. The straps slipped backward, and the bib fell forward, exposing Paige’s top. Her breasts looked huge in the tight cropped tank top. The artist wasn’t wearing a bra. Two barbell piercings stood out clearly with her plump tips. Hannah mashed those globes with both hands, eager as a horny teenage boy. Groping soft, feminine flesh was such a change from what she was used to. Hannah loved the difference. She understood why men were so obsessed with tits.

Paige pulled up her tank top. Her round flesh bounced into view and was even more impressive than Hannah anticipated. Slender, colorful rose vine tattoos curved under her breasts. She was amazed by just how pale the puffy caps of those mounds were. They were both pierced by silver barbells. Hannah was so sensitive there. She couldn’t imagine the pain.

Her hands went right to those pierced tips, but Paige wanted more. She pulled Hannah’s face into her chest. Hannah frantically covered the smothering tits with kisses. The warm flesh pressed to her face was weirdly comforting. The silver barbells clicked against her teeth when she popped the swollen tips into her mouth.

“Mmmm...feels so good Hannah…oooo…”

Hannah was proud her efforts were good. She hadn’t done anything with another woman in over twenty years, and she didn’t remember it being like this. Everything was so different than being with Tom or Charlie. The smooth pliant flesh pressed to her face, the nails racking through her hair, Paige’s feminine moans. Hannah loved all of it. She was dying to peel off the rest of the artist’s clothes and explore her entire body.

“Suck them harder,” Paige moaningly demanded.

Taking orders felt good after Charlie’s passivity. Hannah sucked hard, pulling the nipple into her mouth. Paige groaned and dug her nails into Hannah’s scalp. The harder her tongue flicked the metal barbells, the more Paige trembled. Hannah wildly wondered if she should ignore the pain and get pierced. Would she if Nate demanded it?

Paige ripped her tenant’s face from her tits and rapaciously rammed her tongue into Hannah’s mouth. The younger woman shifted while dominating her older friend with that kiss, pushing a knee between Hannah’s legs. The brunette shamelessly grinded into that knee. Their kiss only broke for a moment when Paige tore the Henly over Hannah’s head. Hannah grabbed Paige’s hanging tits again when her hands came down. Paige moaned into their kiss and pushed her knee harder against Hannah’s mound.

“Come with me.” Paige stood and her overalls dropped to the floor. Her tank top and panties joined them, leaving her nude.

Hannah was happy to follow the command. She was the one led back to the bedroom this time. Paige’s ornate tramp stamp was not a surprise, nor did Hannah judge it. She had her own, which was much smaller. Hannah couldn’t take her eyes off Paige’s round, swaying butt. The Rawlings’ bedroom was much larger than her own, but the entire downstairs was laid out differently than her apartment. There was room for a padded bench at the foot of the bed and a large, cushy chair off in the corner. Hannah was surprised by how normal it looked. She expected some form of dungeon based on the sounds she’d heard coming from there.

The black and white duvet covering the bed was smooth and inviting and matched the black, wrought-iron headboard. Hannah felt her first tinge of hesitation when she spied the cuffs attached to the headboard. She was excited enough to fuck Paige but didn’t know her well enough to be restrained.

Hannah had her first chance to truly look at Paige in all her naked glory and wasn’t shy about staring. The woman was built like a fertility goddess, all sultry curves that promised a warm embrace. Did Paige choose to dress like a 1950s pinup because she was built like one? Hannah was proud of her own athletic body but still envied the artist’s curves. Would Charlie have pounced if she was built like Paige?

“Have you ever done this before?” Paige asked.

“Done what?” Hannah felt dumb for asking, but being in the Rawlings’ bedroom offered the promise of so many things she’d never done.

“Been with another girl?”

“Not in a long time.” The answer made her feel naïve and inexperienced, which was silly for a married woman in her forties with a child. Hannah had been around the block in her younger days.

“Have you missed it?”

“I don’t know. I don’t really think about it.”

Paige smiled. “Mmm, it’s like I’ll be your first all over again.”

Yes, please, Hannah thought, glad she kept from speaking it aloud.

“That’s a cute bra,” Paige said, caressing Hannah’s breasts. It was white satin with little Vs all over it. “But I need to see you without it, honey.”

Paige reached around and unhooked the bra with a skill few of Hannah’s male lovers had ever possessed. Their bare tits pressed together, and they were making out again. Hannah loved grabbing a soft, hairless ass and how it jiggled in her hands. Paige pushed her leggings down, dragging her panties with them, and Hannah tried to not trip and tumble to the floor. Paige turned them and pushed Hannah backward onto the bed.

Hannah scooted backward as Paige knelt between her legs. The artist’s breasts swayed as she towered over her friend. Hannah ached to know what came next. Paige pushed Hannah’s legs wider apart and slipped two—then three—fingers inside her. The slender fingers filled Hannah and she tightened around them.

“Ahhh…yeah…”

“Oh my, you’re so wet, Hannah. You really need to come, don’t you?” Her fingers slowly teased in and out of the prone tenant.

“Yeahhh…I do…”

“Are you always so horny, honey?”

“I am…ahhh…now…”

“Why is that Hannah?”

“I…ahhh…don’t…ahhh…know…”

Paige took her pussy-slicked fingers and teased Hannah’s inflamed button. She looked thrilled to be in control.

“Ahhh…god…”

“I don’t believe you, but I’ll let it slide for now.”

Hannah stared up at Paige toying with her pussy and was filled with something she’d never before experienced, a deep desire to please. She always wanted to make her lovers feel good, but this was something different. Hannah wanted approval. She wanted to be…a good girl. The fingers teasing her dripping slit had her trembling and ready to beg to come. A dark part of her wanted Paige to make her beg. She couldn’t look away from her tormentor.

“Ahhh…god…Paige…yeah…”

“Should I let you come before I do, Hannah?”

Paige began touching herself too. Hannah was fascinated watching the contrast of the artist’s dark-painted nails sliding over her creamy skin and smooth, bare mound, before disappearing into her pink folds. She wasn’t much of a porn watcher—she’d done it a few times with Tom early in their marriage—and had never seen such a thing. Paige’s pussy was so much prettier than a dick. Hannah just laughed when Tom asked her to fully shave but seeing how good Paige looked inspired her to try it. Would Charlie like her pussy shaved? Did that even matter now?

“Please…ahhh…” The word just slipped out, but it felt right.

“Not yet.”

Hannah groaned with deep disappointment when Paige took her fingers away. Paige pushed Hannah’s legs together and knee-walked right beside her. The wet fingers from Paige’s pussy were pressed to Hannah’s lips. The suburban wife kissed those fingers and started sucking them like a cock. Her first taste of another pussy was sweet and tangy. Hannah liked the naughty feeling when a guy made her taste herself, but sucking the juices from Paige’s fingers was so much dirtier. She stared up submissively at her landlord while she sucked.

“That’s a good girl,” the artist told her.

Paige swung a leg over Hannah and straddled her face. The prone woman was inundated with the tangy scent of Paige’s excitement. The swollen pink sex hovered right above her face and Hannah wondered if she could really do it. She knew Paige wouldn’t give her a choice.

“Let’s see you earn your orgasm, Hannah.”

“Please, wait…”

Paige did not wait. She was on top and in control. The pussy descended onto Hannah’s face, and she started kissing. She didn’t have the faintest idea what to do. Oral sex had been non-existent over the last several years, except for Charlie’s attempt. She’d also never gotten it like that anyway. It had never occurred to Hannah to sit on someone’s face. She just made out with the pussy over her face and hoped it felt good for Paige.

Hannah feared she would be smothered, but her friend was expert at keeping just above her like she was hovering. The taste she got on Paige’s fingers didn’t quite prepare her for full immersion. The thighs on either side of her head cut Hannah off from everything except her task. Her face smeared with juices, more and more as she licked and kissed. The flood of arousal was intoxicating. The more excited Paige became, the more Hannah wanted to please her. She filled her hands with the soft globes of Paige’s ass, pulling her into the perfect position. Hannah knew where to focus her efforts.

“Ooooo…yesss honey…eat that pussy…oooo so good…” Paige cried. Hannah barely heard it between her muffling thighs.

Paige grabbed the back of Hannah’s head, just above her ponytail, and pulled it up, demanding her all. Hannah was threatened with a smothering then, but she sucked and licked Paige’s clit like it was her oxygen. The artist grinded into her face. Hannah felt helpless, spreading arousal through her like wildfire.

Hannah peaked higher when thick fingers entered her. The digits spiked deep and curved to hit her sweet spot. She shouted into her mouthful of pussy and pushed at the fingers. Hannah wasn’t thinking, but finally realized something.

We’re not alone here!

Who has joined Hannah and Paige in the bedroom? I think we can all guess. What will this suburban mom surrender to her landlords? What does it mean for her real life if Hannah fully belongs to the Rawlings? Hannah’s adventure continues in Hannah Surrenders to the Landlords: Book Two, coming in May!

CLICK HERE TO PRE-ORDER HANNAH SURRENDERS TO THE LANDLORDS: BOOK TWO NOW!
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sasha’s vacation surrender


[image: Book cover]


The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

Buy the series today!


sam surrenders to the neighbors
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

Purchase now!


hot dates: the complete trilogy
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Most women would throw something at their husband if he asked them to sleep with other men. But Dana Richardson is NOT most women. After a history of adventurous, kinky fun, Dana isn’t intimidated when Dave confesses his long-held secret fantasy. After some careful thought, she agrees to give it a try, with no promises on how far she’ll go. Discovering the thrill of meeting new men and their attraction to her proves an incredible aphrodisiac, so Dana throws caution to the wind as her husband drives her to abandon all limits.

But when a dangerous new lover emerges to push Dana to her sensual extremes, can their marriage survive her new cravings and Dave’s powerful obsession?

Read In Kindle Unlimited


magic hands
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Cori Lynch spent the last decade raising her children and is ready to return to the workforce; working as a massage therapist is the perfect fit for her schedule and her desire to help people. Cori knows she can make a difference, improving her clients’ well-being by using her skilled hands.

Cori quickly learns that many of her coworkers are using their talents for much more than working out kinks and treating sore, strained muscles. Cori’s shock turns to curiosity and then to temptation as she peppers her new work friend Mayde with questions.

Cori’s husband Dylan was already enduring happy ending jokes from his best friend Baines when Cori became a massage therapist, putting the possibility of “extras” front of mind even before his wife shared the news of her coworkers’ special services. It’s not something Cori would ever do, of course, but the revelation propels Dylan’s mind to consider outlandish and forbidden fantasies.

Magic Hands is the story of a couple tempted to explore dark possibilities and suppressed desires. Can a typical suburban couple resist such temptations? Can their marriage survive if they give in?

Purchase now!


sexy tumbles
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Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

Purchase now!


gentrified
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Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband, Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an up-and-coming neighborhood in the city. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets about seducing the pretty young mom and making sure he has her husband’s blessing when he does it.

But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an unexpected ally?

Purchase now!

These and other titles are available at online booksellers


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran on Twitter or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.
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