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	Charlotte’s ex-husband was out of town with his new fling, putting her in charge of making sure her six-year-old son, Dustin, would make it to soccer practice by 5 pm. Usually he handled picking up Dustin from daycare and dropping him off for Friday night practice, but instead, he was lounging on some beach with a girl Charlotte had been suspicious of for months before their divorce six months ago. She knew better to hold onto grudges, but sometimes she couldn’t help to wallow. Charlotte is thirty-five years old and according to science was supposed to be in peak of her sexuality. She had straight brunette hair with larger than average breasts and a curving behind. She knew it too. Sure, her body had taken a toll after having a baby. And sure, her stomach was never as flat or as tight as it was when she was twenty-eight, but she still knew her well-formed behind, and her perky tits could attract a man or two. She had managed to lose some pounds after the divorce by hitting the gym three times a week. When Dustin was at his dad's, she always made it a priority. 

	"Look good, feel good," was her motto. Instead of talking out her problems she worked them out with a routine cardio, yoga, and some squats to keep her ass nice and toned -- half motivated by her ex-husband’s new fling and half motivated by just wanting to get laid. She hadn’t been with another guy in almost 8 years. The workouts were finally paying off and her body and her mind felt better than ever. But with all of life’s responsibilities Charlotte couldn’t seem to find a good enough suitor to spend her weekends with when her son was away at his dad’s.

 She did the whole online dating thing to no avail. The men that were up to her standards always got too clingy too soon. Once in awhile Charlotte just wanted some guilt-free sex, where she could get off, and go home to relax on the couch with a tub of ice cream and the newest episode of whichever show she was binging that weekend. The men her age either didn't have the drive to put the moves on her or sad to say, were just downright too gentlemanly. Expressing your guilt-free sexual desires to a doctor, physical therapist, or CEO from Manchester, was tough. She knew they would judge her. 

She often fantasized about her college days, of weekend drinking with alleyway and backseat romps with guys that’d pick her up in bars. Only the finest, best looking men could seduce Charlotte though. And right now, the finest she had was no man at all – her jackrabbit vibrator didn’t even cuddle after.

	To top it all off, with no man in her life, she was in charge of maintaining her three-bedroom ranch home with a wrap around deck and above ground pool. Luckily she got it in the divorce, and it was paid off by then. With her job as a receptionist at the law firm in town, a single mother, and now a homeowner, Charlotte struggled to balance it all with trying to get laid. As shuttling Dustin around filled more of her afternoons since her ex now with dating his new fling, things got busy fast. 

	So when Charlotte woke up that Friday morning in May, she had no idea it was all going to change. The snow had melted revealing a hole in her deck. A piece of wood had weathered away and fell into pieces. Termites? Mold? Who knows? She had fixed the leaking pipes and the running toilet. She mowed the lawn and cleaned the gutters out too. But woodwork was a whole another area of expertise she was clueless about. The following Sunday was Dustin’s birthday, and she planned on having family and a couple of his soccer buddies over for a grill out for the first warm weekend of the year.
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