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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Openness in sexuality should be celebrated and is a blessing. Try new stuff! Fulfill your fantasies! 

Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in. 

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Chapter 1

Finally Got My Neighbor’s Cock
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I drove past slowly. Cal looked up and waved at me. My loins stirred and began to thicken. He was so fucking sexy. His hair was dark, grayed at the temples, his body was slender and toned. He always had a smile and few nice words for me when we met at the store or out walking our dogs.

If I was being honest, his sex appeal wasn’t just from his appearance or kind approachable demeanor, but the way he had taken care of his wife too. He was a caretaker, a doer, and it shone in his eyes that he loved it. I could only surmise how amazing he likely was in the bedroom with a body like that and the interest in his eyes that I assumed an attentive lover would have. Likely he’d made her come so many times she was spent like an overcooked spaghetti noodle, hot, wet, and ready to be slurped up.

He took immaculate care of his yard, his house, and his family. All that was hot as fuck. I’d get with him in a heartbeat, if he were single, but all I could do was smile at him.

When I drove back home after my store run, he was still outside. It had been a while since we had chatted socially, so I pulled my car to the curb and got out for a quick exchange of words. I didn’t want to interrupt his yard work, but he was pulling weeds, so that seemed like a boring job that could use some conversation to help the time pass.

“Hi Cal,” I said as I slammed my car door shut. “Beautiful day.”

He smiled up at me, his scrumptious frame bent over. “Hi Melissa, indeed it is. What are you up to today?”

“Just out getting some groceries. My kids eat so much that I can’t keep up.” I smiled at him as pleasantly as I could. Even though I wanted to fuck his brains out, I could reign that back and have small talk. I was used to not getting what I wanted.

He nodded with a knowing glint in his eyes. “Don’t I know it. Mine too. It’s like I plan a meal and then go to get the ingredients, and they’ve been eaten, so I have to run out to the store for one thing, but then I buy twenty.”

He clearly got it. And this told me he was the cook and shopper in his family as I had been. This made him even more appealing. “Oh, dang do I know exactly how that goes. I’ve gone as far as to label or even flat out hide things, so I didn’t have to find it missing when I went to make the dish.”

“Oh, yeah. Done that too.” He grasped the big weed in his fingers and gave it a yank.

All I could think about was wishing that was my hip he was grasping as he fucked me from behind, making my tits swing in circles as he pounded me.

I tried not to let the lust for him show in my eyes.

He gazed at me, then cocked his head as a giant smile spread across his face. He took in a deep breath, then released it. “I don’t suppose you’ve heard.”

Instantly intrigued, I asked, “About what?”

He had an air of masculinity about his movements and an easy way of creating a facial expression that seemed without any manipulation or ill intent. Maybe that was just my brain stalling on wishful thinking because my ex had always worn a pleasant face socially, but his vile monster would come out when he drank too much or when he was angry with me for not agreeing with him. One would think that would have taught me to not trust a happy face, but with Cal, there was just something different about him, even if I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

“She left me.” He stood up and brushed his dirt covered hands together, then raised them up. “Said she’s in love with someone else.” His tone was stoic.

The sentence hit me like a shock wave, and I steadied myself. I searched his face for any shred of sadness about this, but I saw none. “Seriously? Holy fuck.” I didn’t usually swear in front of Cal, but this was definitely ‘holy fuck’ worthy.

My eyes fell to the flowers he was weeding. They were rose bushes. It struck me at that moment that any man who could take care of rose bushes and make them flourish the way he did was most certainly a desirable man. He was willing to do what it took.

“Yup. Left me and the kids. Though we’ve just barely started the proceedings. It will be shared custody.” He tilted his head then stared off in the distance as if searching for something. “Maybe he will please her better than I ever could.”

I scoffed. “Well, that’s doubtful.” I knew exactly what kind of woman she was. The kind who said she wanted onions when she ordered, then changed her mind and told the waiter to take it back because she wanted zero onions in her omelet.

He laughed heartily as his eyes twinkled.

I had always sensed a major spark between us, maybe I’d imagined it but if put to a lie detector test, I think I’d have passed the question with flying colors.

I let my shoulders relax and tried to convey my empathy via my eyes. “Are you okay? That’s quite a blow.”

“Yeah, honestly, we’ve just been going through the motions for years. We’d really become transactional.” He flicked at the caked dirt on his hands.

I nodded. “Yup, I get it. Mine had become that way too. Plus, we just grew apart and no longer meshed as a couple.” I yearned to tell him it all, but that would likely be a huge turn off, and an avalanche. My ex had been well liked by the neighbors, including Cal. Some things needed to stay hidden for the sake of small talk. But then again, we’d surpassed small talk on a big-time level.

It was a slow realization that we were both now single. My smile threatened to beam. My heart fluttered as I imagined holding his hand as we walked into a restaurant for dinner on a legit date. He’d pay attention to what I said and not in a way that just was to get me to suck his dick. But the thought of that too raged my lust further as I continued to search his face for any sort of clue that he might be interested in me. It was too soon, they’d all say. But ... knowing a relationship is over for years yet staying, doesn’t apply.

I gulped and made a decision to not pussy foot. “You don’t seem that upset.”

Relief flooded his face. “I’m that easy to read, huh?” He smirked and doubled over to aggressively grab a weed. “I’d been feeling it’d been over for years, but you know, the obligation of taking care of my family. But once I realized she didn’t want me, it was like I was free.” He succeeded in pulling the thick dandelion root
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