
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Hottest Day Ever:

Hot MILF Sex with the AC Repair Guy

by Kaylee Jones

All rights reserved. Copyright 2016 by DigiSmith Press

FREE GIFT!

Click here to get a free Erotica Audio book.


I kicked the window unit and yelled another string of cuss words at the nonfunctioning appliance.  It was mid-August and I was sweating up a storm.  Not only had my main air conditioning stopped working, but now my back up system, the window unit, had also died.  It may have been 88 degrees outside but inside it felt closer to 800 degrees.

I had already stripped down to a tiny little tank top and cut off shorts, and was tempted to lose the rest of my clothing except for the fact that the repairman would be there in a few hours.  I was not sure I would survive until he got here, but I guess I had no choice.

My townhouse was nice.  I had decorated it myself after my divorce and was very pleased with the outcome.  I had been sorely tempted to just rent forever so that I did not have to worry about things such as the air conditioning, but I guess regardless, I would have to face these things.  At least when I owned the place, I could get faster service than waiting on the maintenance guy from the complex to stop by, tell me the air conditioner is broken, and then he would call for the repair guy and I could wait indefinitely.  As the homeowner, I think I got higher priority.

Anyway, so here I am sweltering away in my townhouse waiting on the repair guy.  I am not looking forward to the visit.  These guys are usually around fifty and overweight with pants that sag in the back when they bend over.  Not attractive when you are already in a bad mood!

I am so glad that children have not entered my life just yet.  That would just be unbelievable to deal with at this point.  I am enjoying my single life immensely, and have no plans to settle back down in the near future.  Sure, I am on the backside of forty, but I still look damn good for my age.  I take care of myself at the gym, and for the most part, I make the right decisions about what I eat.  And I do still get the drooling stares whenever my friends and I frequent the bars.  But overall, I do not have a significant other.  I’m significant to myself!

I decided to run to the store while I wait.  It is only up the street and the company has my cell phone number should they need to reach me during the ten minutes I will be gone.  I may just go hide in one of the freezer cabinets but we will see when I get there.

I did not even bother to put on more clothing; I just grabbed my purse and cranked the A/C on in the car while I drove.  I did not end up climbing into the freezer section, but I did hold the door open longer than necessary while I was choosing my flavor of ice cream.  I ended up with the same one I pick every time, but I like to browse.  I grabbed the mint chocolate chip and clutched it to my chest as I carried it to the checkout counter.

I guess I did not look too bad, even in my state, because the young man at the register was definitely raking his eyes over my figure.  I grinned at him and placed the ice cream down, not realizing until it was too late that the cold container had caused my nipples to tighten up under the thin cotton tank top.

I blushed slightly and tried to slide behind the credit card machine in an effort to maintain some dignity.  It was too late, the teenager was already grinning goofily.  I paid for my ice cream and made a quick exit to the car.  By the time I got home, there was a repair van parking outside my unit and I breathed a sigh of relief as I pulled into the garage.

I hurried around to the front door and whipped it open, still clutching the bag with the ice cream.  I almost dropped my frozen treat when I found myself staring at a well-built young man.  He had to be several inches over six feet tall, not quite thirty with curly dark hair and sparkling brown eyes.  His white muscle shirt clung perfectly to his damp skin so that it outlined his flat pecs and his bulging biceps.  His jeans were just loose enough to sit low on his hip bones.  And while he looked a little nervous, he did seem to be looking back at me with the same appreciation so I grinned and held up the grocery sack.

“Ice cream?  It’s a little warm outside, and even warmer in here.”

“Ms. Andrews?” he stammered.

“Oh, you can call me Brooke.”

“Oh, ok.  Brooke, I’m here about the air conditioning?”

“Well come on in before the ice cream and I both melt right here!” I laughed and stepped aside.

When he brushed past me, he smelled of ivory soap and fresh cut grass.  I felt a warm thread tickle its way through my lower belly and I shivered slightly as I watched the muscles of his back bunch and twitch as he carried his tool box.

“I’m just going to stick this in the freezer, I’ll be right back.”

I sauntered off to the kitchen, making sure to put an extra little wiggle in my slim hips.

I returned quickly, offering him a cold bottle of water as I twisted the top off of my bottle.

“Thank you ma’am,” he smiled sheepishly.

“Oh don’t start ma’am-ing me.  I’m not that old yet!” I chuckled.

He nodded, “Got it.  Brooke.”

“Unit is this way,” I pointed down the hall to the utility closet, “and I would love it if you could take a look at my window unit while you’re here.”

As he followed me hurriedly, I could feel his eyes on the swell of my ass since the shorts barely covered the curves.  I bent over more than necessary to unlock the utility closet and I could have sworn I heard him inhale sharply as I did.

****

I took my sweet time, slightly swaying my hips back and forth in front of him.  When I finally got the door unlocked and turned around with a proud flourish, I found him shuffling anxiously and trying to look casual as he stared at the carpet.

“There you go, all open and ready,” I smiled at the nervous young man.

The little hallway was narrow and I made only the slightest effort to move out of his way, and he ended up grazing my full perky breasts with the side of his arm as he squeezed past me.  The nervous young man looked appropriately embarrassed but all it did for me was increase the temptation for more teasing.

As he bent over the air conditioning unit, I admired the firmness of his round little ass before I pressed tightly to his side as though I was actually interested in this antique piece of broken machinery.  As my breasts crushed against his bicep, I heard him inhale sharply and I grinned to myself.

“By the way,” I whispered in his ear, “I didn’t catch your name.”

He twitched as my breath tickled his skin, “Andy, ma’am.”

“Now what did I tell you about calling me ma’am?”

I straightened up quickly, making my breasts bounce under my thin tank top and put my hands on my hips.  He looked up at me and happened to be exactly at eye level with the swells of my cleavage.

He stared and stuttered, “Sorry.  Brooke.”

“That’s better, Andy.”  I cocked one hip out and smiled at him.

“So what seems to be the problem with this old thing?” I asked as though I would understand his answer.

“I think it’s just out of Freon.  I have some in my van.”  He had stood upright and was trying to stare over my shoulder to avoid looking at what I was so clearly offering him, but his eyes kept drifting down to the curve of my cleavage.

I nodded, “Sounds good.  I’ll be right here.”

He scurried off to collect whatever it was he had just mentioned.  I dashed to the kitchen and snatched an ice cube from the freezer.  I ran it over my flushed skin, leaving my collarbone glistening with moisture and my nipples taut under my thin cotton top.  I was becoming more and more convinced that I had to seduce this young man.

When he came back, I thought at first he was going to drop the sloshing container.  He gathered his focus and continued toward the hall closet.  I grinned and followed him again, running the ice cube over my cleavage until it melted completely.

It seemed a simple job of just filling some part of the air conditioning unit with the liquid.  He was finished in short order, and was able to crank the infernal device back on.

“You seem a little warm.  Can I offer you some of that ice cream I just picked up?”

He paused and gave me a long hard look.  I leaned back against the door frame, making sure all of my curves were revealed through my skimpy clothing.  My breasts were thrust out with their perky nipples clearly visible, my waist nice and trim, and the shorts barely covered my ass.  I was angled just perfectly for him to see every last inch of damp skin in my hot townhouse.  His eyes moved slowly from my neck, over my collarbone, down my breasts and stomach, and then all the way down my legs to my pink toenails.

Andy shoved his hands into his jeans pockets, causing them to sink lower on his slim hips.  The tee shirt was now untucked and I could just barely see the hint of his defined abs peeking out.  The shirt still clung to the flat hard planes of his chest and his biceps still threatened to split his sleeves in two.  The entire scene made me want to run my tongue over the definition of every muscle.

He cocked his head to the side and finally grinned at me.

“Sure thing, ma’am.” He emphasized the word ma’am.

I crossed my arms over my chest, accentuating my generous cleavage even further, and feigned anger.

“Now Andy, we talked about that.  Bad boys don’t get ice cream you know.”

He took a step closer and crossed his arms over his own chest.

“What do bad boys get instead?”

I wagged my finger at him and chuckled, “Now there’s the question of the hour.”

He flashed me a cocky grin and closed the gap between us.

“Maybe we can save the ice cream…” he whispered, only inches from my face.

My heart raced at the nearness of this sexy young man and the fact that he seemed willing to play whatever game I had started made my body tingle for his touch.  I rested my palm against his pec and looked up at him.  His body was firm and warm under my hand and I fought the urge to touch more of him.

“Are you old enough to handle me, Andy?” my voice sounded throaty to my own ears.

“Are you young enough to handle me, Brooke?” he retorted.

I burst out laughing at his brilliant response, and he cut my laughter short with a rough demanding kiss, pulling my hips firmly to his swelling cock.  I moaned softly and threaded one arm around his neck as I gyrated against him.
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I slipped my hand down between our bodies and slowly ran my nails up the fly of his jeans.  Andy’s body shivered at the light tease so I kept at it.  I tickled and kneaded him through his clothing until the poor boy was panting hard enough to break the kiss.

“Geezus,” he breathed, taking a step back, “you’re gonna give me a heart attack or something.”

I grinned, “There is something to be said for experience, you know.”

He laughed, “So I’m learning.”

I winked and cocked my head to the side, “You want to challenge young blood against experience?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I wonder if your muscular young body can withstand the tormenting of an experienced woman?”

His desire for sexual pleasure outweighed his good sense and he nodded eagerly.

“Whatever you can dish out, I can take.”

I grinned because he had no idea just how devilish I could be.

“What are the stakes?” he asked, looking a little nervous.

“Thirty minutes of whatever I want to do and you do not cum.  If you do cum before the timer goes off, you will be my naked handyman every Saturday for a month.”

He barked a surprised laugh, “Wow!  Ok then.  And what if I make it the thirty minutes?”

I knew he wouldn’t make it so I offered a similar prize, “Then I’ll be your naked maid every Saturday for a month.”

His eyes drank in my luscious curves and he nodded as eagerly as a little boy at Christmas.  I led him by the hand to the couch and pushed him down firmly.

“Wait here,” I instructed him and dashed off to the kitchen for the timer.

When I returned I set it for thirty minutes and grinned at him like a wolf who had found her first baby bunny.

“Anything I want to do?” I double-checked, just to make everything seem fair.

He nodded again, “Anything.”

I hooked my fingers into the hem of my tank top and slowly pulled it over my head.  I felt my breasts bounce free of the garment and I heard him gasp already.  I started to get excited at the prospect of my naked handyman.  I leaned over and brushed my nipples against his lips and pulled back just as he parted them to taste.

I slowly started to unzip my cutoff denim shorts and just as the top of my G-string peeked out, I turned around to finish.  By the time the shorts and G-string were around my ankles, I was bent over, giving him a perfect view of the firm curves of my ass and just a glimpse of my pussy.

I whirled back around to face him and slowly straddled his lap, rolling my hips against the bulge that was already pressing against the inside of his fly.  He moaned softly and slowly moved his hands to my hips.

“Uh, uh, uh, no touching.  Sit on your hands,” I ordered him.

He groaned but did as he was told.

I laughed, “C’mon, if you start touching, you’ll lose the game for yourself before I have a chance to have any fun.”

His cheeks flushed pink and he nodded.

I kept grinding and rubbing myself against him until I could wait no longer to see what I was feeling underneath me.  I slid my body down against his until I was kneeling between his parted thighs, and I unfastened the button and slowly unzipped his fly.  He squirmed at the tiny vibrations it sent rippling through his cock.

As soon as the zipper had cleared his cock, it bobbed out to greet me.  He was long and thick and hard already.  And he wasn’t wearing underwear!  No wonder I couldn’t see the waistband when his jeans rode low on his hips!

I tickled his shaft with my fingernails again, letting them drift slowly up and down, dancing back and forth.  He grunted and tried to thrust upwards but I pulled away so that he did not get the satisfaction of a good hard stroke.

When he sat still again, I reached underneath him and tickled his sensitive balls.  They felt weighty and full against my fingers.

“Hmm, how long has it been?” I mused out loud.

“Huh?  What?” he mumbled, completely distracted by the sensations on his aching parts.

“How long have you been storing this up?”  I bounced them lightly in my palm.

He looked sheepish, “A few days.  I haven’t had a chance to um, you know…”

“To what?” I fluttered my eyelashes at him innocently.

“You know… jerk off.”

“Ohhh, so no girlfriend in the picture?”

“No ma’am,” he admitted.

“Now I told you not to call me that,” I warned him, “this time there is a penalty for it.  You were warned.”

I released his aching balls and reached behind me to add five minutes to the timer.

“Ah c’mon,” he whined.

“You’ve been warned young man, and now there is a penalty to disobeying.  Five extra minutes to our game.”

His cock bobbed at me in mid-air and I wrapped my fingers around the base.  He groaned for me and tried to stroke himself with my hand by using his hips.  I loosened my grip so that all he got was a light little tickle stroke.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“Give up yet?” I winked at him as I ran my tongue up the throbbing shaft.

He pounded the couch with his fist and shook his head, “No, fuck, no.”

Just as he managed to collect himself, I enveloped his entire cock with my mouth and stroked downwards with my lips.

“Ohhh damn….” he groaned loudly.

With my fingers rolling and massaging his full balls, I sucked and stroked his cock with my mouth.  My tongue danced lightly over the sensitive ridges until he was panting in time with my strokes.  I pulled off to give him a break, and just wrapped my lips around the head.  My tongue flicked against that most sensitive spot just under the tip while I sucked and his head fell back.

I suddenly released him and sat up straighter.  With his cock slick from my mouth, I guided the length between my full breasts and stroked him with my cleavage.  His eyes flew open to watch as the head peeked out again and again, over the top of my tits.  Every time it poked out, I flicked my tongue over it.

Out of the corner of my eye, I checked on the timer.  I still had fifteen minutes left; I had this in the bag.  I released his cock from my tits and buried it in my mouth.  With my hand and mouth moving in unison as one long tight wet tunnel, I stroked him.  My other hand rolled and tickled his balls until his hips could not sit still.

I slid my mouth down the underside to the base of his cock and slowly ran my lips over the tight skin that covered his aching sack.  He was hot and damp as I sucked them each in turn, letting my tongue flick and tickle lightly until his hips bucked hard.

I loosely draped my fingers around his cock again and looked him dead in the eye while I stroked lightly.

“Well big boy, what do we think of experience over youth?”

He panted and stared at me wild-eyed and pleading, “Oh fuck.”

I wrapped my mouth around the head of his throbbing cock and stroked him hard and fast, jerking him off quickly as my lips and tongue urged his climax forward.  I saw his balls tighten up towards his body and felt his cock surge thicker.  I pulled my mouth off just in time and as I stroked his thick hard cock, he growled and painted my tits with white jets of cum.  As his body rigidly shuddered against me, I stroked him thoroughly, squeezing firmly to make sure I milked out every drop.  He finally collapsed backwards, his limp cock sliding from my grasp.

His eyes slid over to the timer to find that there were still ten minutes remaining.  Even without the penalty I inflicted, he would have lost.

“Fuck,” he swore with a goofy grin.

“Your punishment starts now, Andy.  As my new naked handyman, you have your first task.”

“Wh-What’s that?”

“To give as good as you got.”

I rose off the floor, and lay back on the couch with my own thighs spread.

“Give me just a minute,” he chuckled.

“Oh no, no need to wait.  Your tongue is nicely warmed up I think.”

He grinned and fell to his knees between my smooth tanned thighs.  His nails raked up my skin until I could feel his warm breath against my wet pussy.  He kissed his way over my mound and down my inner thighs, giving just a little of the teasing I had subjected him too.  I suppose it was only fair but after playing with him for so long, I was ready for my own satisfaction.

He finally grazed my pussy with his mouth and my eyes fell shut.  When his tongue parted my outer lips and found the hard little button waiting for him, I groaned and buried my hand in his disheveled hair.  His tongue drew fast circles and flicked back and forth.  He slid two fingers inside my tight wetness just as he caught my clit in his lips.  As his fingers curled and his tongue flicked, I cried out and came as the stars in my eyes exploded.  He eased me down slowly and finally fell forward, resting his forehead on my thigh.

“At least you can give as good as you get,” I giggled.

“Now that I know I can deliver,” he lightly swatted the side of my ass.

The air conditioning was back on in force and I felt the cool air chilling my damp skin.

“So, how about that ice cream?” I offered.

He laughed in return, “Sure.  I forgot all about it.”

“Next time I may choose to lick mine off your body,” I hinted.

“Bring it on,” he boasted.

I returned from the kitchen, still naked, with two bowls and two spoons.

“You sure?” I challenged him.

I yanked his tee shirt up and found his muscles to be even more lick-able in full view.  I dripped just a few drops of melted ice cream onto his defined abs and he squealed.  I licked them off slowly and could see his cock starting to swell again.  I kept dripping and licking, watching him buck from the cold and then squirm from my tongue.  I dropped the cold liquid lower and lower until my mouth just barely grazed the side of his cock when I licked them off.  Within just a few moments, he was surging again.  Ah, the advantages of the younger man…

I set the bowls aside, and made quick work of removing the rest of his clothing.  He whipped his tee shirt off and shifted on the couch until I was able to slide his jeans off completely.  With a grin, I climbed on top of him and straddled his lap.

I teased him just a little, stroking him lightly with my fingers until he was rock hard and nudging at my wet pussy.  I eased down the length of him, and we both groaned at the snug fit.  I paused just a moment to let my body adjust to his sizeable girth but his eagerness did not allow me to wait long.  He was soon thrusting urgently with his hips and it spurred my body on.  I dug my nails into his shoulders for balance as my stiff nipples grazed his chest.  His hands dug into the smoothness of my ass as he repeatedly pulled me down on top of his cock.

“Oh God,” he groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

I slowed my speed and slid slowly, letting my entire pussy stroke and caress him.

“Fuck,” he blurted out and tried to pump faster.

I felt the heat building in my lower belly and my toes started tingling as he stretched me in ways I had not felt in years.  As his fingers rolled and pulled my aching nipples, the heat exploded and I came as my pussy clenched his cock.

He dug his fingers into the couch until I was finished and then flashed an urgent plea at me with his eyes.  I slipped off him quickly, and pumped my hand over his throbbing cock until he again painted my tits and my stomach with his white creamy jets.

As he panted for breath, I slipped delicately off to the kitchen to clean up and returned with two bottles of water and a great big grin.

“So, next Saturday good for you, my naked handyman?”

He nodded, “I’ll need that long to recover.”

I laughed as the cool air wafted over our damp skin.  It was so nice to have air conditioning again that we just laid there naked for the rest of the afternoon.

****

That afternoon, Andy did eventually get around to fixing my window unit as well after a nice cooling off period on the couch.  And we ordered in pizza for dinner that night.  He did follow through with his promise of being a naked handyman every Saturday for a month.  On the last Saturday of the month, I challenged him to another contest and I won yet again.  He succumbed to my striptease and blowjob in less than twenty minutes.  After two months of Saturday nakedness, we started officially dating and he became my full-time handyman.  He is planning to move in with me in the near future, but we have not made specific plans.

He still loves to make bets with me, but he almost always loses.  I guess he likes walking around my townhouse naked while I tease and harass him.  By the end of his visit, his cock is always hard and bobbing in the air.  And I am more than happy to take care of it for him.  But I do get a little housework out of it!  I’m trying to remember the last time he won a bet between us, and I honestly don’t know.  Maybe he just likes me getting him off as quick as I can.  But he is always the gentleman, and returns the favor.

As we’ve gotten to know each other, it turns out that he is a sweet young man in addition to his beautiful muscles and loveable cock.  Sometimes he will fix an entire picnic and surprise me, or I will take us out to dinner.  Someday he even wants to start his own business as a handyman instead of working for someone else.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m totally supportive of that goal, but I’ll admit that I did give him a hard time when he first told me.  Something about horny ladies in hot houses…  He just laughed, threw me over his shoulder, and carried me off to bed.

I was not looking for a relationship when I called the air conditioning repair company, but we never know what will fall into our laps.  Or more specifically, whose lap we will fall onto!
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