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Cathy had never before done anything like what she’d done with Coach Hanlon in the changing-rooms.  She was starting to feel like a new woman and that old sense of adventure was returning with vigor.  Her friend Jan can’t believe what’s gotten into her, but there’s one more thing that Cathy is looking to get into her!

Hanlon drops round at Cathy’s house again and now there are no time constraints.  It doesn’t take long before their hands are all over each other.  Hanlon introduces Cathy to some light BDSM that leaves her more satisfied than she could ever imagine as she finally gets what she wanted most of all.

*** Game Day is the third 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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Cathy sucked a breath and closed her eyes, feeling Hanlon’s tongue dance dangerously close to that most sinful spot of all.

He tickled close enough to intrigue but went no further, pulling his face away from her and smiling up at Cathy as she looked over her shoulder and grinned.

“Maybe next time?” she dared.

Hanlon rained a smack down on her ass again and Cathy hissed a breath.  She felt the heat of the spank arrive at the surface of her skin and then a tingle went up her spine that made her think she might wet herself.

“On your back,” Hanlon said, and he grabbed Cathy’s robe and rolled it into a stretch of fabric.

Cathy turned over and lay on her back.  She let her knee fall across her to protect her modesty, but there was little left to be modest about.  Hanlon had explored more of her than anyone ever had.

“Give me your hands,” he said, and he knelt close to her at the top of the bed.

Cathy put both her hands in the air and Hanlon gripped them, tying the fabric hard around them.

“Ooh,” Cathy cooed, feeling the bind at her wrists.  “I think I like that.”

“We’ve not even started,” Hanlon said.

His naked cock swung close to Cathy’s face, but now she didn’t have the hands to claim it.  They were being pulled above her by Hanlon who was wrapping the fabric through the wooden bars on the headboard.

He pulled the fabric through and then back on itself.  Cathy’s arms stretched out up the bed, and she found herself in almost complete submission.
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