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After claiming Coach Hanlon briefly on her bed, Cathy Monroe is keen for more.  At soccer practice she tells her friend Jan the juicy details, and Jan insists that Cathy should strike while the iron is hot.  After the session is over Coach Hanlon tells Cathy that he’d very much like to return the favor she gave him, dangling a key and showing her the block of changing-rooms that stand empty on the sports field.

In there, Cathy gets the treat of her life as Coach Hanlon gives her a taste of what she gave him.  They haven’t yet gone all the way, but both Cathy and Hanlon have every intention ...

*** A Game Of Two Halves is the second book of a three-part HFN tryst between an older woman and a younger man that doesn’t pull any punches. ***
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Read An Excerpt
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“Oh, Ms. Monroe,” Hanlon said, gently easing open her knees.

Cathy melted at those words.  Whenever he called her that she felt herself surrender.  Hanlon could get away with anything while calling her Ms. Monroe, Cathy was sure of that.

She bit her finger and let Hanlon open her legs.  He pushed her skirt up over her thighs and revealed the patch of underwear, beneath which sat Cathy’s aching, soaked groove.

“You spoil me,” Cathy said.  She tried to recline but didn’t have much support.  Instead, she reached out for the metal bars either side of her that held the clothes pegs above her.

Hanlon kissed at her knees and then started to move upwards slowly, leaving wet pecks along his route as he moved his head underneath her dress.

“Hanlon,” she hushed, throwing back her head and looking to the ceiling.

Hanlon started to kiss at the mound of flesh in her panties.  He bit at the fabric and Cathy damn-near lost control.

“Eat my pussy, baby,” she urged, looking down.

Hanlon emerged from beneath her dress with a smirk.  He looked into her eyes.

“I thought you’d never ask,” he said, then he reached his hands under her dress and gripped at her panties.

Cathy gripped the metal bars either side of her.  It was like she was riding one of the naughtiest swing-sets on the planet.  She didn’t want to get off this crazy ride.
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