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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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“Ugh! He’s so fucking annoying!” Janice shouts as she resists the temptation to throw her phone across the room to get away from the text messages polluting it. “He’s a slimy bastard! I can’t wait until this is fucking final,” she mutters. Anger boils inside her to a max point. She seethes, pressing her tongue to her teeth while baring them. A hiss slips out.

Laura comes into the room, dragging her blanket behind her. “You okay, Mommy?” Her expression is so sweet, it immediately calms Janice down.

She pulls Laura into a big hug. She needs to tone it down for her sake. She cringes as she recalls the kids will be going to his place next weekend, and she fears how they will fare. Will he feed them properly? Pay attention to them? Will they get hurt and scarred for life by spending the weekend with him? He’s a selfish narcissist, she’d come to realize. And the thoughts of them alone with him really hurts.

Thoughts of Lenny flit into her brain. Maybe she could use Lenny to help her out. Plus, it would really make him furious, so that’s almost enough reason on its own. She smiles as a plan starts to formulate in her head.

She pulls Laura into the kitchen and fixes her breakfast. “Got to get you ready for school, baby.”

She busies herself with the morning duties, getting the girls ready for school. She keeps glaring at her phone, refusing to check it for fear he left more vile messages. She will wait until the kids are off to school so she doesn’t lose her cool when she reads them, because she knows she will.

“Bye, my loves!” Janice calls as her two kids walk up the bus stairs.

They wave to her as the bus starts to move.

As she walks back toward her house, she allows herself to focus on her plan again. Lenny. He always used to undress her with his eyes, which she found arousing and sexy, even though she disliked him. She knows he’s a Star Wars lover. Targeting her soon-to-be ex’s best friend sounds like the perfect solution.

She pulls out her phone with a bold grin and selects Lenny’s phone number.

“Hello?” says Lenny.

“Hi, Lenny. It’s Janice. I was wondering if you are home right now.” She loves the deviousness of taking the first step into her scheme.

He asks, “Why?”

She says in a sweet voice, “I need something.”

“Like?” He sounds surprised and confused.

Perfect. She loves the sneak attack.

“Support.”

“Like, moral support?” He sounds even more confused.

She grins deeper as she waves at her neighbor, who is taking her dog out for potty.

“Yeah, kinda.”

He asks, “What about the kids?”

She says, “They are being taken care of.” Doesn’t this dolt know it’s a school day, for fuck’s sake?

“Okay, you can come over now.”

“Great!” Janice says in a perky tone. Now, to find that costume, then Lenny won’t be able to resist her.

She changes into a low-cut tank top and tight jean shorts. After loading her beach bag with the costume and an extra pair of slutty clothes, she hops in the car and zips right over to Lenny’s house.

He eyes up her curvy body at the door. His leering doesn’t feel gross this time, but right on point for what she needs. He allows her inside and asks, “How can I help you?”

“I need a loan.”

“For?”

“Food and bills.”

“I don’t know.” He stares at the beach bag she has slung over her shoulder. “Your ex would be pissed that you’re here.”

“I don’t care what he thinks. And he’s not my ex. Not yet anyway. But almost. It’s imminent.” She quickly changes her disgusted expression and smiles seductively. “So, I was just watching Star Wars the other night.”

He lights up. “Really?” He’s wearing a t-shirt and jeans, and his beard needs a trim, but otherwise he looks mostly not too repulsive.

“Yes, and I was enjoying it.” She pauses and drags her eyes around the room. “Can I use the bathroom?”

“Okay.”

“I need to change. Then I’d love to talk with you about the movie.” She loves how easy this is already.

“I don’t know. Mitch would be mad if he knew you were here with me.”

She grins like a devil has percolated up in her. “I promise you will like it.”

“Okay.”

She hurries to the bathroom. She takes her sweet time getting into the Princess Leia slave costume, overly fussing over and fixing her makeup, checking her phone and social media DM’s for messages before she decides to return to him.

As she enters the room, he freezes in place with his jaw dropped. It pleases her immensely to see she is having a big impact on him.

“I don’t, don’t, don’t know,” he stammers, his eyes big as saucers and loaded to the brim with lust as he eyes up her large breasts and deep cleavage. “Wow,” he mutters under his breath.

She grabs his hand and pulls him to the couch. She doesn’t stop moving, savoring the swish of the fabric between her legs tickling her bare thighs as she sashays along. Walking in the heels is a bit of a challenge, but she’s proud of her performance thus far. She recalls wearing this costume with Mitch to an adult Halloween party, back when she believed he was a nice guy. What a fool she was back then. She didn’t see his abuse because she was a victim of it. But no more.

“Mitch is my best friend,” he states dumbly.

“Yes,” she parrots. “That’s okay. I’m not with him anymore and I don’t desire to be.”

“But still, he is my best friend.” Pings of guilt flood his eyes. “We have been best friends for years.”

She’s annoyed he keeps stating the obvious, but it strengthens her resolve. “I won’t tell.”

“But, I would know.” His face is further overcome with guilt.

“It will be our little secret.” His resistance will make this conquest even more delicious when she wins.

“Besides, I wouldn’t want to be Jabba.”

She laughs in a boisterous way. “You are much better than Jabba.” She shakes her head. “You are in no way like Jabba! That’s ridiculous, Lenny.”

“You know, I’ve actually dreamt of this. You being my slave.” His look switches to salacious, which she relishes.

“I will be your sex slave. You tell me what to do.” She traces the bikini top hem with her fingers.

He watches every movement she makes without deviation.

“Besides, I’m much more fun to hang out with than Mitch. I have large breasts.” She fondles them as he watches with deep desire. “I have a nice round curvy ass, a lusty demeanor, and lots of passion.”

She gives him a direct, flirty gaze.

He moans. “Yes, he doesn’t have any of those.”

“He was silent during sex. Boring as fuck and I always hated sex with him. He’d hush me when I’d moan because he didn’t want the kids to hear.” She feels her face cloud over. “He was a terrible buzzkill in bed.”

He’s practically drooling as she plays with her boobs. “How much do you need?”

“One thousand dollars.”

He scrambles to the kitchen, flings open a drawer, and pulls out his checkbook. He writes out a check and hands it to her.

Her eyes go wide. “Wow! I can’t believe you can just write out a big check like this!”

“Now, let’s move to the bedroom,” he says with zero hesitation and fantastically horny eyes.

“Yes, I want to please you.” Her pussy lips are slick, sliding against each other in slippery strokes as she follows him into his bedroom. This is turning out to be even easier than she had thought it would be.

“Yessss,” he slurs as they approach the bed.

“I want to show you my naked body, but not yet.”

“Why?”

“Because you are in charge of this. I’m your slave, remember? Tell me what to do.”

“Take it off,” he says without delay.

She removes her top and her large breasts bounce free.

He groans deeply. “Oh, God yes.” He looks totally overcome. “I’ve waited so long...”

She parts her lips as she manipulates her breasts, caressing her nipples to tease him.

“Oh, fuck yes.” He seems in a sort of trance.

She loves how turned on and wanton he looks as he gazes at her naked boobies. “Mitch was bored with my body. Besides, I want a lust-filled man like you to spend time with.”

His expression transforms into one of
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