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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


Daniel walked into the house half suspecting what he was going to find Megan doing. The lawn guy’s truck was parked at the curb but he didn’t recognize the young, shirtless man walking behind the mower. 
He dropped his keys in the tray, shrugged off his jacket and hung it on the coat rack. He walked over to the kitchen and pulled a cold one out of the fridge. Cracked the cap and wandered into the living room.
“That should have been taken care of a few weeks ago actually.” Megan had her earbuds in and was holding a tablet in front of her but staring out the window. “Yeah we had Susan on it but she got that thing going around so it kind of got put on hold. Could you? That would be so helpful.”
He walked a wide circle around her so as not to startle her and waved when he though he was in her peripheral view.
She turned her head, flashed a smile and waggled her fingers at him.
He sank into the couch. The house was strangely quiet.
“That would be great, Loren. I really appreciate this. No, I know it’s not your wheelhouse but it’ll really help the team if you can do it. Amazing. You’re awesome. Really. I mean it. Okay, talk soon.” Megan tapped her ear bud and pulled it out of her ear. “How was work?” she asked.
“It’s Friday. Doesn’t matter,” he replied, taking a slow swig of his beer. “You spend the whole day in front of that window?” he asked, flashing her a knowing smile.
She raised an eyebrow and one corner of her mouth came up. “Just the last hour or so.”
Daniel felt a very welcome feeling stir inside him. He set his beer on the coffee table and got up from the couch, then walked over to where Megan was standing and looked over her shoulder out the window.
The young man was just her type. Fit and athletic but not overly muscular. Probably six feet and a couple inches. Nice broad shoulders and a handsome face with a strong jaw. Serious-looking. 
“That’s quite the view,” Daniel murmured right next to her ear.
“Hmm,” Megan said, her eyes following the guy as he did a one eighty and started walking the other way with the mower.
“Must be new,” Daniel said.
“Must be,” Megan agreed.
“Where are the boys?” Daniel asked.
“Kyle’s at a sleepover and Logan’s at his girlfriends.”
Daniel’s brow arched. “For the night?”
“Obviously.”
“So…both of them. Gone?”
Megan turned and flashed a flirty little smirk.
Daniel shook his head. “How quickly they grow up,” he said.
Megan chuckled.
He leaned in and nuzzled her neck and his manhood began to rouse. She had on her usual collection of scents. Deodorant. A very delicate perfume she wore even though she worked from home. But beneath those, hidden to the unacquainted nose, was a more pungent odour.
Something very organic and very female. Something he had come to know in the preludes to their more intimate moments and, lately, in the preludes to their newly discovered, naughty hobby.
He called it the stink of want, but only to himself. Megan might have slapped him if he said that out loud.
He put his hands on her shoulders and rubbed them, then let them drift down her arms and gently kissed her neck again. “Is there something that you had in mind for the evening?” he asked.
“It was pizza and a movie until about an hour or so ago.”
“Is that so? And what happened an hour or so ago?” he asked, kissing the other side of her neck.
“Well, that very polite and officious-looking young man showed up to mow our lawn,” she replied.
“Did he disturb your work?” Daniel asked.
“He most certainly did,” she said. “It was adorable.”
“Really?” That was a surprise. Not a word she normally used to describe the handsome young men who showed up to mow their lawn.
“He rang the doorbell and very carefully explained that he was here to mow the lawn.”
“That…is adorable,” Daniel said, smiling.
“I felt bad because it made me laugh a little. I told him that normally he can just get started and he seemed very sheepish. So of course I told him to come and ring the doorbell when he was done and maybe I’d have a little something for him.”
Daniel felt his girth engorge. “And what little something would that be?” he whispered. He glanced sideways to see her bite down on the corner of her mouth.
“I think I’ll go change out of these work clothes into something a little more comfortable,” Megan said. She set the tablet down on the console table in front of the window and started walking towards the hall.
He watched her go. She wore black denim pants and a white sweater, the usual sort of work from home getup. He wondered what would be more comfortable than that and smiled to himself.
Outside the whirring of the lawnmower stopped. He glanced out the window to see Mr. Adorable pushing the mower up the collapsible ramp onto the back of the pickup truck.
He walked to the coffee table and picked up his beer and took a swig. It was already warming. He walked to the kitchen and pulled out a frosted glass from the freezer and poured the contents of the bottle into it.
He undid the buttons at his cuffs and rolled his sleeves halfway up his arms.
The doorbell rang.
He took another swig of beer and set the glass down, then walked to the front door.
* * *
Megan stood in front of the mirror in just her bra and jeans. The white sweater was folded on the dresser and she had the drawer with her t-shirts open.
The arrival of the young man with the lawn mower had been a very pleasant Friday afternoon surprise. She wouldn’t have noticed him if he hadn’t rung the doorbell and, for that, she was grateful.
She thumbed through a few of the t-shirts in the drawer, trying to find something inviting but not too slutty. Not that she had that many slutty items of wardrobe left.
She’d thought those days were well behind her. But something had happened as she approached the big five-oh. A renaissance of sorts. Freed from the daily grind of cooking and the constant laundering of clothes, a carefree lightness had returned to her moods.
Daniel’s advances in the bedroom, less frequent now but still persistent, were a little more welcome. She’d bought a few t-shirts that were almost a size too tight. She liked the way her breasts looked.
She’d even worn them out without a bra a few times.
She’d stopped minding when men looked at her.
She looked up at her reflection in the mirror. She heard the doorbell ring downstairs.
She trusted Daniel would invite their unexpected guest inside and engage him in some light banter. He’d become so good at setting the stage for these little extra-marital excursions.
He took pride in the way he made the young men she selected feel at ease. The way he could insinuate that she didn’t mind some extra attention.
She plucked a t-shirt out of the drawer, unrolled it and held it up in front of herself. A smile crept across her lips. It was white and tight and had the word unicorn emblazoned across the chest in blocky, black letters.
She was about to pull it on over her head when a pang of excitement got the better of her. She tossed it onto the dresser, reached behind her back, undid her bra and let it slip off of her shoulders.
She stood up straight and regarded her reflection. Her assets had always been generous. They were heavier now than in her youth but still shapely. She grabbed the t-shirt and pulled it on over her head and down over her tummy.
Along with the carefree lightness had come a renewed interest in hitting the gym. She went four times a week now, three full-body and one leg day. Her arms had more definition than they ever had. Her tummy was trim save for the tiniest little Venus belly.
Somehow the young men she played with didn’t seem to mind.
She turned to look at her profile, smoothed a hand over her stomach, then walked towards the door.
Daniel and the mowing fellow were still at the door, though the young man had disappointingly donned his t-shirt.
She moved through the hallway and watched his back stiffen and his chin rise as he struggled to keep his eyes from indecently dipping towards her chest.
There wasn’t the hint of a smile on his mouth. She didn’t know when the last time she’d met a young guy who was so serious. Coaxing him into bed was going to be delicious.
She walked up behind Daniel and put her hands on his shoulders and leaned her chin on them, keeping half her body in view.
“You’ve already met my wife, haven’t you? Megan this is Owen. He just started with TerraTrends last week.”
“I didn’t actually properly introduce myself,” she said, stepping out from behind Daniel and putting the bursting t-shirt directly in Owen’s view. “I’m Megan, Owen. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Formally, that is,” she added, chuckling. She stretched out her hand.
She watched Owen’s Adam’s apple bob as he reached out, took her hand and shook it. His jaw tightened as he struggled to keep his eyes from sinking towards her t-shirt. His grip was very pleasantly strong and he smelled of cologne and motor oil.
“I promised you a little something when you were done,” she said.
“Yes ma’am,” Owen said, nodding. “Not necessary though, ma’am. Just happy to do the job right.”
Adorable.
Not over-parented but not spoiled, either.
“Well I’m happy to hear that but I like to keep my promises. Would you join us for a drink?”
His eyes widened and his nostrils flared in a way that made it look like he sensed danger.
She pursed her lips to keep herself from laughing. This was really going to be a treat. Serious and uptight. She could see his conflicting instincts clashing behind his eyes.
A large-breasted MILF had just warmly invited him into her home for a drink with her husband. His rational mind was probably racing to explain to his testosterone-addled reptile brain that this was nothing more than a friendly invitation.
His young man nervous system had probably already increased his heart rate and began directing blood flow to his penis.
She allowed herself a glance that way but his heavy cargo pants obscured any evidence of an erection.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I should have asked first. Do you have another job to go to?”
He swallowed again. There was a hint of panic in his eyes. “No ma’am.”
She smiled her warmest smile at him. “Then please, come join us. We’d love some company. It’s just the two of us here.” She held out her hand, hopefully making the invitation irresistible for him.
He looked down at it and now she saw his eyes scamper oh so quickly over the heave of her breasts as she breathed. “Yes ma’am,” he said. His voice sounded tighter than a few seconds earlier.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


Watching her work a new boy toy had become an unexpected pleasure in Daniel’s life. 
Their marriage had followed what was probably a usual trajectory. They’d fallen in love, married then had their honeymoon phase. The kids had come along and life got too busy to really work on their relationship. His mid-life crisis had hit with a wallop and they’d teetered on the edge of divorce for a year or so.
He’d almost had an affair.
Then something had changed in Megan. She’d lost the hard edge of resentment that had come between them. She’d started initiating intimacy every once in a while, something that had usually come from him. She became playful in the bedroom.
Even as the frequency of sex had declined the quality had shot up. She’d started sharing her fantasies and invited him to share his. They started letting some sunlight into their marriage again.
One tipsy night she’d come home from a night out with her girlfriends and confessed that a younger man had been checking her out at the bar. And that she’d liked it.
That had set his libido on fire. They’d made the kind of love that night they hadn’t had since their late twenties.
And then the playing had started. Careful at first, just testing the waters. Chatting up guys at the bar or out on the street. Then she’d downloaded a hookup app and they’d taken
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