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Book Description:

In this playful and humorous erotic romance, find out what happens when a handsome 50-year-old husband catches his sexy 25-year-old wife flirting with the guys in their condos’ communal Jacuzzi. He has a special treat waiting for her when she comes home: something that will teach her an important lesson she’ll never forget.

Reviews:

“Sugar Daddy was a fun, quick read, and the first story I have read from Maggie May. I enjoyed the fun banter between the lead female character and the men she came into contact with. Moreover, that lesson her older hubby had in store for her as a "punishment" for her flirting? I think she enjoyed it a bit too much and may end up doing more "naughty" things to get more of that kind of response from her handsome "Sugar Daddy."

“If you are looking for a hot, fast read, then you would most likely enjoy this one from Maggie May. Especially her references to older classic books.”

“Nothing like a punishment from a Sugar Daddy.”

“This was a good short story to read. It was sexy and relatable.”
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Chapter One
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The usual suspects—myself included—were gathered in my condos’ community hot tub and there was an older guy who’d been acting interested in me for about a month.  He never said anything, but he liked to check me out, up and down and very slowly.  I was wearing a new bathing suit and wondered if he would say anything. It was kind of skimpy, and I wasn’t sure how well it would hold up in water.  It was a crocheted bikini, and the weave was very loose.  It felt like my breasts were too big for it and they were stretching it out.

I’d always been attracted to older guys.  Maybe Freud would’ve found some deep meaning in it—but I think it’s because I liked my dad so much.  Don’t get me wrong, there was never any incest involved: this isn’t that kind of story.  My dad was my best friend and we spent a lot of time together.  He had movie-star good looks and was always tan and muscular due to his work as a carpenter.  He had the most gorgeous green eyes you’d ever seen.  His smile just lit up his face.  I felt sorry for my mom: it must have been difficult to have such a good-looking husband.

But that’s enough about my dad, already—back to the Jacuzzi.  My secret admirer finally talked to me.  He said, “I like your new bikini.”

Good, he noticed.  “Thanks.  I just got it.  I’m not sure if I should get it wet or not.”

He really came to attention when I said the word “wet”—at least that was my impression.  I laughed at my double-entendre and smiled demurely.

He asked, “Would you like to come up to my apartment for a drink?”

“I don’t think I should,” I teased.  “My Sugar Daddy wouldn’t like it.”

He smiled and said, “Okay.  But let me know if you ever change your mind.”

I sighed and sincerely told him, “You’re the first person I would choose if it wasn’t for him.”  Suddenly, I felt really guilty, thinking about my husband.  Why did I call him my “Sugar Daddy”?  What was I doing out here flirting with this guy?  I had a wonderful man at home.  Time to split this scene, I told myself and grabbed my towel.
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It was a beautiful spring day when I first met my future husband.  The jacaranda trees were in their lavender splendor and their petals softly drifted down blanketing the streets and sidewalks as I walked to work.  I lived in the Washington Square District of Santa Ana, an oasis of beautiful homes, many built in the 1940s, which were often showcased on home and garden tours.  I’m a librarian at the Santa Ana Public Library in the civic center complex next to the county courthouse.

As I walked, I could feel my thigh-high black nylons—the ones I’d just bought at Victoria’s Secret—slipping down my legs.  These are supposed to stay up on their own without having to use a garter belt, I told myself in frustration, as I awkwardly tried to hike them up while walking.  When I got to the intersection of Flower and Civic Center and waited for the traffic light to change, I overheard unhappy and confused jurors reporting to the courthouse for their first day of jury service.  They were all complaining about having to show up for it.  I told myself, I don’t know what their big problem is.  I love it.  The whole process of jury selection was fascinating.  When I was a juror, I tried to match wits with the prosecutor and public defender and played a guessing game in my mind as to which jurors would stay in the jury box and which would be booted out.

Waiting at the streetlight, I reached down to my left leg and tried once again to hitch up my thigh-high.  One of the ladies next to me asked, “Wardrobe malfunction?”

“Yes!” I told her.  “I can’t wait until I get to my office and take these damn things off.”

There was a coffee cart called “Legal Grounds” parked in front of the courthouse, and I stopped to order one of their delicious Café Lattes.

The barista saw me and said, “Hello, sweetie.  Do you want your usual?”

“Yes, Joshua.  But you’d better make it a small.  I’ve already had a lot of coffee at home.”

“Got it,” he said and started brewing.  “You’re looking very beautiful today, Desiree.”

“Oh, thanks.  I just kind of threw this outfit together.”

“It looks good on you.”

“Well, I’ve put on a few pounds lately,” I said, adjusting my skirt.

“You look great the way you are.  I like your curves.”

“Thanks,” I answered, feeling a little embarrassed.

He continued, “I like that you’ve finally let your hair down.  You usually have it tied up in that bun, like you’re ashamed of it or something.”

“Always the charmer.  Aren’t you, Joshua?”

“Oh, Desiree,” he complained.  “You are breaking my heart.  When are you finally going to say that you’ll go out with me?”

“Joshua, you know I’m about seven years older than you are.  I’m twenty-five, for heaven’s sake.  We have nothing in common.”

A man in line in back of me said, “Would you two hurry it up?  I’m already late for court.”

Embarrassed, I turned around and said, “I’m sorry.  I’m late, too.”  I paid for my coffee and walked away, hoping that Joshua wouldn’t see that one of my thigh highs had fallen down around my ankles.

There was a line of people in front of the library, waiting until the doors opened at 9:00.  I walked up toward the entrance and could see my coworker, Nicole, unlocking the front door, and letting everyone inside.  The crowd surged forward, trying to get first dibs on the computers.  I practically got knocked down in their mad rush.  Homeless people came inside and set up shop for the day and night, until closing time.

Around lunchtime, the man of my dreams walked into my life: it was my future husband, Don.  He’s a very handsome man who just turned 50.  I’m half his age. His looks remind me of Nick Nolte—the early years—when the young actor was in Rich Man, Poor Man and Prince of Tides—back before the wild mug shot for which he later got so ridiculed. Don was on jury duty at the courthouse next door.  He came into the library and, upon seeing him, I let out a big sigh.  He was drop-dead gorgeous.  He was wearing a long-sleeved white shirt with a button-down collar, black dress pants, and soft leather shoes.  The arms of his shirt were rolled partway up, showing off an expensive-looking watch on one of his muscular forearms.  He smiled at me as he walked by the circulation desk where I was helping a young mom who wanted to check out a stack of children’s books.

After about five minutes, he came up to me with three novels to check out.  They were Vox, Lady Chatterley’s Lover, and The Story of O.  I blushed as I touched each book.  Somebody sure is thinking about sex besides me today, I thought. 

I told him, “I’ve read these books.  I like all three of them.”

He replied, “You’re pretty sexy for a librarian.”

I laughed, feeling slightly embarrassed.  Man, was he cheeky.  

“I mean it,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said, hoping no one was listening.  Feeling bold, I told him, “You’ll have to let me know how you like these books.  I especially like Vox.”

“I heard it’s about phone sex,” he almost whispered.

In a low voice, I told him, “You’re right.  It is.  My copy has underlines all over it.”

He winked at me and said, “Maybe you can show me sometime.”

“I’d like that.”  I looked around, hoping that no one I worked with overheard my shameless flirting, or they’d never let me live it down.

He told me, “I’ll see you in a week or two and we can have our own private book club.”

“That sounds great.  Happy reading,” I told him and tried to get my mind off of sex.  As he walked away, I thought that he was the best-looking, best-dressed man I’d ever seen show up for jury service.  Wouldn’t it be great if they all looked that classy?

Another person wanted to check out books, so I put on my Miriam the Librarian persona and asked, “May I help you?”

After she left, I got to thinking about those books he checked out. I was lost in revelry as I recalled my favorite scenes from each of them.  I shook my head and scolded myself—Get your mind out of the gutter and focus on your job!  There’d be plenty of time to think about them tonight when I’ll be having my lonely little date with my vibrator.
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