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Chapter 1

"Mom, give me a break! I just got back from college two days ago. How about some time to relax?"
"If you don't want to work for your father, you'll stick to our bargain. I don't want you lying around the house all summer."
"All summer? I'm talking about a week off, mom. A week. Not a weekend. I'll start the handicrafts next Monday. I haven't seen any of my old friends or anything," I argued.
"Two days should be enough rest. Naomi Winters desperately needs pool help. I told her you would come over and see what you can do. Do you think you can find time for her in your full day?"
Naomi Winters? "Uh, when does she need me?"
***
"What's your decision, Xavier?"
She had followed me for the last lesson like a nervous child. The pool was a dark green swamp. I tried to get to the bottom of the problem, but she literally distracted me. I've always had a soft spot for Mrs. Winters and her current outfit reminded me why. She wore a bikini with a see-through girdle that revealed way too much of her MILF body for me to concentrate on the task at hand.
I took one look at her at every opportunity and took in every little detail of her body. Her bikini top was pressing against her skin, the flesh of her tits bulging on either side of her bikini top. The way her skin was glowing, damp with sweat, little drops of sweat running down her cleavage. The fine fluff of almost invisible hair on her forearms. The curved lips with the fine worry lines at the corners of her mouth as she listened to me explain each problem. I could hardly tear my eyes away from her.
She and Mom have been friends, good friends, since she and her husband moved into the neighborhood four years earlier. They were newly married - he was about the same age as my parents; she was much younger, just a few years out of college, and the perfect appendage a daredevil needed to advance in the business world. At least that's what Mom said when they first moved in.
"Mrs. Winters, how long has it been looking like this?"
"Since the end of the pool season last year. Money was tight and we put off work for as long as possible because we didn't want to use the pool," she admitted guiltily.
"The pump is broken, the filter lines are clogged and the floating sludge has settled too much on the floor to simply scrub it off. I have no idea whether the automatic cleaner is still working. I can imagine that the filter itself is completely in the bucket. It will probably take a couple of weeks to clean it up. I think you will need professional help. "
She wrung her hands; I thought people only do that in movies. "I've talked to the pool guys. They want more than $4,000 to fix it. And they took three weeks to get the parts and clean it. I was hoping we could do it this weekend. And four grand is way out of my budget. "
"This weekend? I don't think I would get it done that quickly if I worked on it day and night. And it would still cost thousands of dollars."
She sat down, her pretty head in her fine, long-fingered hands. "John is going to kill me. It took me two years to convince him to put the pool in and I promised to take care of it. Now we've got this huge party planned and if it's not perfect I'll never be Experience the end of it. " She looked at me with her big green eyes. "Is there nothing we can do? Please?"
I sighed. For Naomi Winters, I knew I would do whatever it took. "Let me take a look and I'll see what I can do. I make no promises."
She laughed, jumped up, and hugged me tightly. "Thanks, Xavier. I can't tell you how much I appreciate that. I promise you won't regret it."
The hug was definitely worth doing a little research. Four years ago she had been that sexy older woman, tall and beautiful, who regularly came to our house to cry on Mommy's shoulder. When I was younger, she had been my favorite fantasy. At nineteen, my first year of college behind me, she was sexier than ever, a dream body, with long brown hair and the biggest green eyes I had ever seen. I was taller than her now, a few inches, and she seemed smaller, more frail, someone to take care of.
It was almost noon so I went back to the street. Mom made me something to eat while I spent some time on the internet and made a few phone calls. When I finished I had a possible solution. "You're killing me mom. This pool job could ruin half my summer. It's a mess."
Mom laughed. "Don't be a drama queen. Just fix the pool, Xavier."
***
Mrs. Winters was working on her tan and she got up as soon as I opened the gate to the back yard. The same bikini, only without a cover. Wow.
"Xavier! Do you have an idea?"
"Maybe. Instead of cleaning the water, we could drain it. I could wash the inside with acid and refill it with clean water. I can probably clean the pool lines with a simple pull-cord, some acid, and a pressure hose. The pump is a bigger problem, but I can replace the motor instead of the whole pump. That could drive the price down. I will have to clean the filter and all the lines. It will take a while. But we won't know a lot until we get it are."
"How much are we talking about?" She asked.
I had finished my preliminary pricing and expected about $400 for the motor, $200 for chemicals, a few hundred for supplies, O-rings, baskets, and lubricants, and $300 to 400 more if I had to replace all 8 filter elements. If the automatic cleaner was still working and the saltwater to chlorine converter was working, it would still cost at least $1200 in materials, and of course something for 3-4 days of my time. I didn't work for nothing.
"I can probably keep it under $2000 and I have to work on it all week," I told her. "I should be able to get it ready in time."
I thought that was great news, but she still looked upset. "$2000? Can we do it for under $1000 somehow?" She pleaded.
"Thousand?" I asked in disbelief. "The new pump alone would cost over $1,000!"
She came closer and put her hand on my chest. "Xavier, please. As a personal favor? I owe you something." Her hand burned where it touched my chest.
A favor from Naomi Winters? Stay calm. Om-Mani-Padme ... "How am I supposed to buy at least $1200 in material for a thousand dollars, Mrs. Winters? As much as I want that."
"Call me Naomi, Xavier. You are a college man now." Her hand brushed my chest and came to rest on my belt buckle. "How about a barter? Maybe I can do something for you if you do this for me," she said. She looked me in the eye and I had a strong feeling that I knew what she was talking about.
And it wasn't milk and cookies.
That made me a little nervous. More precisely - very nervous. This woman was a few years older than me and a good friend of my mother's. On the other hand, she was my lifelong fantasy, and hot, really hot. On the other hand, she was married. But let's not forget hot. It was way above my league. And I dreamed of her more than any other woman in the world. Hot.
"What did you imagine, Naomi?" I asked, reaching out and bravely putting a hand on her waist.
"How about if I sunbathed topless while you were working? If you could do the job for $1,000, I think I might 'accidentally' forget to wear my bikini top when you're there."
Not quite the offer I was hoping for. $200 out of pocket and working 4 full days for free just to get a little peep show? Hopefully I could negotiate better. "I could go as low as $1500 for an offer like this," I countered.
She pouted cute. "What if I let you smear sunscreen on me? I would have to be moisturized several times a day."
I replied hesitantly, thinking of my hands caressing her perfect body, especially her large, round, firm breasts. So close to my fantasies and yet so far away.
She watched me and increased the offer. "You know, Xavier. I even thought about taking a bath in the sun completely naked. I'm sure a clean pool would get me in the right mood."
The offer was hard to refuse. After all, she was my fantasy. Moving a little closer, I put my other hand on her hip and ran both hands along her sides to feel her warm, smooth skin. "That's a damn good deal, Naomi. Really. I wish I could. Believe me. But the parts will cost at least twelve to fourteen hundred. And I don't have the money to make up the difference. At $1,200 I would work for free for a whole week. "
She thought hard, moved closer and pressed her chest to me. "$1,000 this week and $200 more in two weeks. If you say yes, we can start the lotion right away." She reached behind her neck and undid her top, quickly lowering her hands to hold the small piece of cloth against her big tits.
Father owned his own business. He was a general contractor, on several large government projects. He always raved about three things you need to be successful in business. First, have written goals and refer to them often. Second, if you are always honest and fair, you will be able to live on repeat assignments and referrals. Third, all of life is a matter of negotiation, every business owner must be his own best seller. Nothing is done until something is sold.
God, I wanted her. It was time to see if my negotiating skills were up to date.
I reached out my hand to her, put it on her cheek, my thumb stroking those luscious lips. "Let's say $200 in two weeks, plus a morning blowjob, an afternoon in bed when the job is done, and we have a deal." I don't know where I got the courage to spit it out, but I did and took the risk. I had it in my hand and maybe my dreams could come true.
She backed away abruptly. "Are you kidding? I can't do that!"
Oh God. Me and my big mouth. Time for the either-or conclusion. "Naomi, I really can't work for free. If you want, I'll fix the pump and filter for you for $900 and I'll tell you what to do to clean the pool. It'll only be about 3 days of hard work needed to clean it. Either that or I can do all the work for you and we can get a little creative about how to pay it off. What would you rather do? "
She turned her back on me and I watched as she tied her swimsuit top back on. "I don't think this will work, Xavier. I'm disappointed in you. I think you'd better go."
I suddenly felt more than lousy. Why did I make my mouth fuzzy? "I'm sorry I couldn't help you, Mrs. Winters." Fuck. For three hundred dollars I could have scratched it off right now. So close to my dream. And I would still have had a chance later. Now I had slammed the door. Bloody hell!
I still had to work a little on my sales technique. Or a lot.
***
"So? How did it go?" asked mom when I went into the kitchen to get myself a soda.
"It didn't go. She needs a lot of work, but she can't even afford the parts. I guess she'll look around, or maybe try to do it herself." I tried to keep the disappointment out of my voice.
"Really? That's a shame. Are you sure you can't negotiate a deal? Maybe she could pay you in installments."
"We checked the idea, but I can't afford to buy the parts on my own."
"You could charge them to my card. That would give you almost 30 days to pay it without interest. Maybe she can pay in installments."
I rummaged through the pantry looking for a snack. "I'll keep that in mind if she doesn't come up with a better solution on her own. In the meantime, I'll fix the board in the fence and you could tell your other friends that I'm available for casual work."
"Ok. But I would still appreciate it if you did what you can for Naomi. She's having a difficult time right now. She could use a little sunshine in her life."
"All right mom. I understand. I'll talk to her tomorrow to see what I can do."
***
It was vacation. I had stayed up late and was working hard not to get out of my warm bed when my mother knocked on the door. "Are you awake, Xavier?"
I turned and sat up. "Sure. What's wrong?"
"That was Naomi Winters on the phone. She wants to know if you can go over at the next opportunity."
I looked at the clock. 10:05 a.m. Bloody hell. "All right. Thanks. I'll go right after the freshening up."
"Good. And remember what I said. Do what you can and you can use my card to pay for all the parts if you need them. Please, Xavier."
"Ok mom. I'll do what I can."
***
Naomi Winters met me at the door, dressed a little more conservatively than the day before. Just a bit. She was wearing a black crochet top that was more holes than fabric, and I could see that she was wearing a white bikini underneath. That was maybe even sexier than the bikini alone.
"Hi Mrs. Winters. My mother said you called."
"I did. Then come in please," she turned and went into the kitchen. "Can I offer you a drink, Xavier?"
"A beer when you have it."
She didn't comment that I was under 21, or drank before noon, or any other such nonsense. She brought me my beer and I saw that she was working on a drink herself. "Sit down."
I sat on the couch and she sat next to me, turned to one side.
"I'm sorry about yesterday. It was just that your suggestion caught me off guard."
I turned to her too. "Me too. I don't know what came over me. I hope you will forgive my rudeness. I was totally wrong."
Her lips curled up in a bad imitation of a smile. "Of course. It was all just a little misunderstanding." She took a long swig from her glass and then put it back down. "I know it's my fault. I started all that nude bathing and lotion. It's easy enough to jump to conclusions. But I'm not like that, you need to know that. I see the way you look at me, Xavier. I've been doing that for years. And I understand it. I thought a little show would be enough, but I sometimes forget that you are a college student. "
"Please, Mrs. Winters. You don't have to defend yourself. I'd love to do this for you if I can. Let's just find out how. The way I see it, it'll cost at least $1200 in parts, maybe 1500, and only if we're lucky. "
"I know. I made a few more calls and I understand that you're really doing your best. I had a company here today and they wanted over $4,500 to get it done by the weekend. That just seems crazy ! So much to fix a pool! It only cost $25,000 to put it in. Your $2,000 estimate was more than fair, I'm sorry for the way I behaved. "
"No more 'apologies'," I reminded her. "How much money can you raise now?"
"A little more than a thousand."
I let out a sigh. "Can you make up the difference in the next 30 days?"
"Another $1,000?"
"No, the rest of the cost of the parts, maybe $300."
"I can get you at least $250 in the next few weeks and the rest after that."
"Ok. I can work with that. This secures the money for the parts. What can we do with the rest now? We have to come up with an answer quickly because if I'm supposed to do the job in the next three days, I will work non-stop until then and we don't have a minute to waste. " I hoped she was still ready to take part in the topless sunbathing.
I could see her blush. "Sunbathing and lotion is still on the agenda. If you like."
"It's a very nice start." Hell, I would be fine if it was what it took, but it was too early to tell her.
She looked at the floor, unable to meet my gaze. "I can't, I really can't give you a blow job every morning. Would a handjob be enough? Maybe on your lunch break? I am happy to take care of you while you work here."
Daily hand jobs? "Naomi, that would be wonderful."
She seemed pleased with my words and reached out and put her hand on my knee. "Really? Would you be satisfied with that?"
I wasn't a good seller. It was obvious that I could have pushed for more. "Naomi, if that's all you're okay with, I won't make you do anything."
Her smile was back. "Thanks Xavier. I figured if you wanted, after the job was done, you could come over once a week and take care of the pool. I could pay you $20 each time and another hand job to do that To make amends somehow. "
Jackpot. I hit the jackpot for horny teenagers. I took her hand in mine and gave it a squeeze. "I would love to be your pool boy, Naomi."
She turned away again, suddenly nervous. "I guess that takes care of the daily payments. What do you need for the final payment? An afternoon in bed is just out of the question."
"I'll tell you what. Let's get started. I have to get the pump motor as soon as possible, because nothing else can be done before it is repaired. If I somehow manage to get the pool clean in time for your party, I can." you decide what is fair as the final payment. I trust you. "
She kept looking at me. I wasn't sure what was on her mind right now. She took a long swig from her glass. "That sounds fair. We'll make it depend on how well you do your job. I'll do my best to make sure you don't get disappointed." She moved closer. "Do you need your first payment now?" She looked down at my crotch.
Pinch me. I dream
"I'd love to, but we really need to get the pump fixed. I'll take the cash now and we can save the rest of the payment for later. I should warn you I will need some help from you if we can get this done on time. "
"What kind of help?" She asked hesitantly.
"Some jobs require more than one person. Especially scrubbing the pool. You don't mind helping out a little, do you?"
"If that clears the pool, I'll do whatever I have to."
"Then we agree. Can you write a check? If so, I can be back with the parts I need in about an hour."
"Let me get my pen."
***
"Mom! Can you lend me your credit card? I have $1,000 from Mrs. Winters that you can deposit. She will pay the rest in the next few weeks."
"You negotiated a deal? That's great! Thank you very much! I owe you. I promise that I will make sure that you get paid better in the future. Not every job will be a charity case."
Better paid? That could take a while. "No problem. I have nothing planned for the next few days, and when we're done I'll have a permanent job where I take care of your pool every week."
"Great. Here's the card. And make sure you're doing a good job. And be respectful."
"I'll do my best mom. I promise."
***
Two hours later, I was back at the Winters, tool in hand, cursing the plumber for placing the pump in such an awkward position. Naomi stood nearby and watched me go about my efforts. She was still dressed in her bikini and throw, and I wanted to remind her about the nude sunbathing thing, but I didn't have the courage.
"Bloody hell!" I growled and gave up my current attempt. "I'll have to remove the surrounding pipe. Nothing is ever easy, is it?"
"Nothing worth doing," she said. "But I know you can do it." I felt her gentle hands come to rest on my shoulders.
"Damn it, I will. If someone brought it in here, I'll be sure to bring it out again." It was already after 1 p.m. and a sizzling 34 degrees outside. If the water was just a little less boggy, I might have taken a dip in it to cool off.
"Let's take a break," I suggested.
I saw her take a step back nervously. "Oh." She looked at me expectantly. "A break? Does that mean you want your pay now?"
I got up slowly and stretched. "You're killing me, my beauty. I want it more than you can imagine. But I have to do that, otherwise we can't empty the pool, can't work on the connections and the pump line, can't do much." I walked past her, toward the deck. "Do you have a powerful extension cord that we could use?"
"Sure, there's one in the garage."
"I'm going to get my dirty water pump to start draining. Plug in the extension cord and bring it here."
It took about 15 minutes but we had a thick hose draining the pool slowly and I was ready to tackle the main pump again. I looked over at my partner and I could see color on her cheeks from the sun. "Naomi, your face is all red already. You should put some sunscreen on yourself."
She reached for her face, then I saw the realization hit her. "I'm so sorry. I promised to protect myself, didn't I? And you should be the one putting the lotion on me."
I took her hand and pulled her into the shade. "Let's get you out of the sun first. I can't let you get burned on the first day, can I?"
"I can't help you from here," she argued weakly.
"Let's make a deal. I can pull the pump out on my own. I might need a little help disassembling and replacing the motor. Why don't you relax for a few minutes and get changed for me? If I can with the When you have finished removing the pump, I'll put some lotion on you. That should be the only stimulus I need. Once the motor is replaced, you can do something for me. And when it's back in, you let me reapply the lotion. How does that sound?"
"Can we do all of this before 6pm? That's when John comes home."
"If not, I'll probably lose my pay."
"That wouldn't be fair!" She practically moaned. "You worked so hard already."
"Incentive. I think I'll be fine."
"You'd better get started then," she said, giving me a little nudge and the sweetest little smile.
***
Removing the line to the pump on the multi-way valve made the job a lot easier. It took me less than 20 minutes to remove the pump, including removing the wiring. I carried the heavy pump into the shade of the porch where I had set up a table and my tools. I also had my printout for replacing the engine with me. I was surprised and more than a little disappointed to find Naomi wasn't there.
I went over to where the simple faucet came out on the side of their house and washed my hands and face as best I could and gave myself a quick cool off. When I got back to the porch, Naomi was standing there, looking terribly nervous, next to a tray of drinks. She wasn't topless. She was naked like the day she was born.
"I didn't think you'd be done so quickly," she hastened to explain.
"Incentive." I looked at her slowly. "Damn you are a beautiful woman."
She smiled shyly and ran her hands over her crotch. "Thanks."
I took the beer from the tray and emptied half of it. "God, I needed that. It's so hot today."
She watched me in silence.
I saw that there were several different bottles of suntan lotion on the table. I started looking at them. I looked back at Naomi and her noticeable tan lines. "You don't often sunbathe naked, do you?"
"Never."
I chose a bottle of SPF 50 sunscreen for sensitive skin and a SPF 30 lotion from the Holiday Tropic brand. "Looks like you haven't burned yourself too bad this morning, that should be enough for the job. I'll apply it to you now, if that's okay."
"That's the deal," she said quietly.
I grabbed the SPF 30 and injected a generous amount into my hand. "I start with the areas that are already a little tanned, and then we protect the areas that are not used to being exposed to the sun." I followed her, grateful that her hair was tied up. I put my hands on her shoulders and started working in the lotion. God help me, I touched Naomi Winters's naked body. I took my time, carefully brushed each slender arm and entire back. I bypassed the places where her skin was the whitest, on her back and on her bum. She stood still for me, hardly moving.
"How hard will it be to replace the motor?" She asked.
I knelt behind her and worked on her well-toned legs. "Spread your legs a little, Naomi, please." She opened it a little more than shoulder width apart and I felt her trembling as I brushed the insides of her thighs up to the crotch. "I'm not sure. I've done it before, with a different model. It should be a little easier this time. Expect less than two hours."
"Before 4pm? That would be good."
I finished up to her ankles and rubbed the top of her feet with some lotion. Then I stood in front of her and watched her eyes follow me. "Take your hair off your face and close your eyes."
Her breath caught when my fingers touched her face and she lifted her chin. I carefully covered her face and neck, being careful not to catch her ears and the top of her cheeks. She looked so damn pretty that I forgot myself and pressed my lips to hers. She jerked back for a moment, then leaned back in me and let me kiss her, keeping her eyes tightly closed.
It was a soft, tender kiss, my tongue barely outlining her lips. Her mouth opened slightly and our tongues met briefly. "We should put some care stick on your lips, my pretty one."
"It's on the table."
Sure, of course. I held her chin and smeared the cherry red lip balm on her lips. I went in for another quick kiss and tasted the difference. She returned it tenderly, opening her lips faster for me, her tongue brushing my teeth.
I broke the kiss again, grabbed the tanning lotion, and ran it over her front, still avoiding the areas I wanted to rub. I worked hard, exploring every square inch of her tanned skin.
"Ready for the rest?" I asked her, put the 30s aside and picked up the 50s.
"I think so," she said nervously.
I dipped my finger in a puddle of lotion and drew a line down her back, just a little wider than the top of her existing bikini line. I filled my hands with more of the cool cream, dropped to my knees and put my hands on her nice round ass cheeks. They tensed nicely under my touch. It was incredible and my brain was in imminent danger of switching off from overstimulation. My hands cupped their white balls and squeezed them gently to get a feel for their flexibility, softness, and structure. I moved them in small, slow circles that gradually grew larger, exposing their most intimate parts to my hungry eyes.
I covered her completely, spending as much time on her bum as I did on her entire back and legs. I carefully ran my fingers down her crack, repeatedly stroking her sexy little crease.
"That's a bit much, Xavier," she said softly.
"I don't want you to burn your beautiful skin. Open your legs," I told her.
She shivered as she spread her legs and leaned forward, her hands resting on the table. I rubbed the lotion down the sides of her pussy over and over to slowly open it up a little. Her lips were swollen and I leaned close, my face only inches from her. I ran a finger up her slit, then into her, just enough to feel her silky moisture. She fought a losing battle to keep from moaning.
"Xavier, please," she gasped.
I still had three days and countless opportunities ahead of me. This memory of myself was enough to give me the patience and reluctance to finish it without overdoing it.
I got up and she slowly straightened up. I saw the hint of a smile. "Pretty thorough," she remarked.
"Always." I turned her away from the table, smeared my hands, and went to her remarkable tits.
Again I enjoyed feeling, kneading and caressing her full breasts, leaving no part of them untouched. Her nipples stood bravely in readiness and I played with them extensively. She was breathing hard when I finished.
I dropped to my knees, grabbed a load of sunscreen, and tended to the smooth white flesh below. I behaved better this time, covering her thoroughly, but only spent less than a minute on her pussy and lightly fingering her again before declaring my job done. I managed to stop before there were any more warnings.
I was hard as a rock, my cock just sticking out and stretching my swim shorts obscenely. Naomi was very aware of this and reached down to grab my shaft. "Are you sure you don't want your pay now? You look like you really could use it."
"I want it. Desperate. So let's change the engine quickly before I go mad."
She giggled. "Did we excite you a little, huh?"
"A little bit? You have the greatest body I've ever been close to. Touching you like that made my heart race like a Formula 1 racing driver."
"I guess we'd better start." She leaned closer. "I'm looking forward to paying you off," she whispered softly.
The difficulty was removing the pump assembly from the outer shell. Naomi leaned over the pump, her hands resting on it, all of her weight resting on it to keep her still. Her tits were squeezed out between her upper arms, driving me crazy. I tugged on the pump, pulling it from side to side, trying to wiggle it out and her tits responded to my actions by wiggling like crazy, causing me to toss everything to one side and devour them.
I kept looking up at her as the plastic loosened a few millimeters after the other.
"What?" She asked, catching my eye.
I was honest. "Your incredible tits are driving me crazy."
She giggled and made a little wobble. "Oh, those old things?"
"Damn you are hot, lady."
She smiled, then leaned forward, still pushing her weight down but about three feet closer. "Hot for my pool boy."
She was killing me. With a growl, I tugged hard and the two pieces parted, almost landing on my bum.
She laughed out loud. "I understand what you mean by incentive. If we get that done by 4pm, I'll let you play with my tits while I pay you off."
She left me with the excuse that she wanted to clean up. I started dismantling and watching her lay in the sun talking on the phone, completely naked. I wanted to throw the tool aside and pounce on her.
At 3:41 p.m. I tightened the last screws. "Done. Now I just have to see if I did it right," I called to her and watched in fascination as she walked towards me, her body glistening in the sun. She wiped herself with a towel and wrapped it casually around her waist.
I pulled out my test harness and plugged it in. With the flick of a switch, the pump came to life. "Ta-da! Three hundred and thirty-two dollars and three hours later we have the ignition."
She smiled at me. "The pool company wanted $1,600 in parts and labor to replace the pump."
"I guess you'll get your money's worth."
"And I can imagine that it is time you were rewarded for coming to my aid."
I didn't have a funny answer for her, and luckily I didn't need one. She dropped my shorts and released my aching erection. Within a few moments she had me lying on one of the couches, sat next to me and held my cock with her hand.
Her hand slid up and down my shaft, silky soft against my delicate skin. She grabbed a bottle of tanning oil and wet me, her hand slipping free. I closed my eyes, as close to heaven as I could be. "God please let me die now."
She giggled. "That would be a shame, because we haven't come to the good part yet." Her fingers gripped a little tighter, as if trying to pull me inside out. "I've felt so guilty for the past few hours to see you work so hard, that huge bulge in your shorts that never goes away. You've been tough on me since you came back from the store, haven't you?"
"Much longer than that," I confessed. "Years longer."
"Then it's time I did something about it, isn't it?"
I groaned and pressed against her hand. "That's incredible. Exactly like that."
"Hard to believe that I let you persuade me to do that for you every week for the rest of the summer. Can you even imagine something like that? Now every single week I am responsible for making this monster of yours first rev up and then milk dry. "
She moved the chair forward until she was seated next to my waist. "You always liked my tits, didn't you, Xavier?"
"Always," I managed to moan.
"You can touch her if you want."
I reached out and cupped her boob. So beautiful. So perfect. With a loud groan I came for her. She continued to stroke me and sucked out every single drop. "Wow, Xavier! You came a lot! Did you save yourself for me?"
I winced when her hand gripped my sensitive cockhead and gently twisted it. "Since last night."
She grabbed a towel and wiped me off before handing me the rest of my beer. "I hope I didn't let you down. But you'd better leave now if you want to be ready in time to give me another lotion treatment."
It took a fair bit longer to reinstall the pump. Almost an hour, including wiring and testing. I got up and called to Naomi, who was lying in the late afternoon sun watching me when she wasn't texting her friends. "Done. Time for the test."
She got up and walked towards me, her naked body still an impressive sight. She giggled as she got closer. "Hard again? Now already?"
"Still," I laughed with her.
I leaned forward and pressed the filter button. The pump turned on and I heard the tell-tale hum and rhythm of the suction before the water began to flow from the bottom of the basin into the pump.
"Phase 1 is done. You have a working pump again."
"Not a moment too soon. I'm overdue for another layer of suntan lotion." She went over to her cot, spread out her towel, and lay down on her stomach.
I took off my sweaty shirt and went to the tap to wash my hands and face. I splashed the water on my body a little to cool off, then got the sunscreen off the porch.
Again, I started the SPF 30 and applied it to most of her back and legs, enjoying the feel of her skin under my hands. She was calm, occasional little noises of satisfaction escaped her. Then I had the SPF 50 in my hand and got to work on that beautiful ass.
Her cheeks were full and soft and felt magical in my hands. After a minute or two when I started in her crack, she spread her legs for me and bent one knee outward to expose herself.
I rubbed her soft pussy, felt the light stubble on top, teased her, played with her. I opened it bit by bit, tugged at her fleshy lips, slowly pushed a finger into her. She groaned and I started pushing a second in with the first.
"Enough, Xavier," she managed to gasp and brought her legs together.
I pulled back and rubbed her cute ass cheeks one last time.
She rolled over on her side, her gaze intense. "Somehow I don't think the last part was really necessary. I don't see much of a chance of getting sunburned."
I grinned. "You know I like to be thorough."
She shook her head slightly, then leaned back so I could finish my work.
I started again at SPF 30 and worked the lotion into her skin, thoroughly as always. She was relaxed, had closed her eyes and let me caress and caress her. When I reached for the SPF 50, she opened one eye and watched me. "Not too crazy, okay?"
I leaned over and gave her a gentle kiss. "Maybe just a little?"
"A little, nothing more," she muttered and closed her eyes again.
I started with her breasts again, leaned over and played with them to my heart's content. Her nipples hardened almost instantly and I tugged at them lightly, which made her sexy lips wheeze. I tickled her nipple.
"Xavier," she warned softly.
I sucked the nipple into my mouth, ignoring the taste of the sunscreen.
"Xavier!" She barked, a little more sharply.
I heeded her warning and went to work downstairs. I made sure her pale white skin was well protected before moving between her legs. She opened it for me and I rubbed it gently before daring to insert my fingers back into it. I heard a low whimper escape her lips, which drove me crazy.
I climbed onto the cot next to her and stretched out next to her, my fingers never leaving their warm embrace. She turned and looked at me as I brought my face closer to her.
"You are very indecent, young man," she whispered.
"Kiss Me."
She closed her eyes and leaned her head even closer. I pressed my lips to hers and kissed her long and deep, my mouth claiming hers, my tongue exploring while my fingers worked their magic on her. "Xavier, that's bad," she said softly, writhing under my touch.
"I want to taste you, Naomi," I confessed.
"Down there?" She whispered hoarsely.
"I could live down there with my tongue buried in you."
She moaned, clutched her legs over my fingers and came to me so sweetly. I leaned back, stroked her lightly and poured kisses on her beautiful face.
"We can't, Xavier. Not now. John will be home soon."
"I know. Just keep that in mind as you figure out how to reward me when this is all over."
She gasped slightly as my fingers slid back into her. Then she chuckled. "Reward you? It's a reward I have to work hard for myself."
She reached out her hand and pushed me away, closing her cute legs. "Enough. That was very, very indecent of you. I think you'd better get back to work and I have to get ready for His Highness performance."
She sat up and put her swimsuit back on. "Oh. I guess I didn't use all of the lotion after all." She smiled her stunning smile and broke my heart for the thousandth time.
I had dismantled the big filter and the grilles were a mess. I made a quick trip to the pool shop to get 8 replacement filter elements, wasted another $180, and was in the process of installing them when John Winters came out to see what I was up to.
"Hey Xavier," he called and came up to me with an outstretched hand. I wiped my hand on my shorts and shook his. "How have you been at school?"
"Not bad. My grade point average is pretty good and I've made some new friends," I told him.
"Not to mention all the young girls who want to broaden their horizons, right?" He laughed. "God, I loved college. Freshman girls. Yummy."
I laughed with him. "There is nothing to complain about."
"I bet that. Do you really think you can clean up the mess in time for the party?"
"I think so. I'll do my best."
"If you need help from Naomi, please let me know. I'll make sure she does her part. I can't believe she let it get this far after all the promises to take care of it."
I felt an urge to defend it. "It's not that bad. The filter and the pump are in top condition again. I should have the water clean again by tomorrow evening."
"That would be a real miracle. I hope she pays you enough. That comes from her household money, but if she can't pay it, let me know. I'll settle the difference and settle it with her. If necessary, I'll take it from her sweet little ass if you know what i mean. "
The man was a pig. "I'm pretty sure we can do it, but I'll keep that in mind."
He patted my shoulder. "You do that. Nice work here. Keep it up, then I might find more work for you in this shop."
"Thank you. I appreciate it."
I was dipping the chlorinator in a dilute acid bath to cleanse the cells when Naomi showed up. She was dressed in shorts and a blouse, but I couldn't imagine what was underneath.
She came up briefly while I was rinsing the chlorinator. "Oh man. Now I know how a sheep feels when it goes into the lion's den. You look like you want to eat me alive."
"If you give me a fair chance," I told her with a big smile.
"Shhh. Behave yourself."
"You started with this."
She shook her head at me. "How far are we?"
"Pretty much done here. Tomorrow we'll clean the pipes, empty the pool and scrub it."
"What time are you coming?" She asked.
"I think about 9:00 am. I have a lot to do."
"Make yourself at home. I leave the gate unlocked. I have some more morning errands to run, but I'll be back to help you out as soon as I can, okay?"
"Perfect. I should be able to get a lot done without a goddess to distract me."
She rolled her eyes. "Anyway. I have to go in now. See you tomorrow, pool boy."




Chapter 2

I was standing waist-deep in terrible, green, slimy water, the pump working hard to empty the pool, when I heard it perform the next morning.
"Jesus, Xavier! How can you stand standing in this mud?"
I was in the process of pulling the fish tape out of the cleaning line after I had spent the morning clearing the inlets of the accumulated debris. "You do what you have to do, when you have to do it, so you can do what you want to do."
"And what do you want so badly that you would do that?"
"I'm pretty sure you know that, my goddess of the morning."
She laughed at me as I rolled up the last of the metal ribbon. "I'm going to get changed now, can I bring you something to eat or drink?"
I dug through the manure and went back to the inlet valves, which were half disassembled. "Before you go, can you turn the tap on for me if I tell you? Slowly at first, until I tell you something else."
I had my Drain King Bladder clamped in the tube, ready to go. "START!" I shouted and she turned it on. I watched the bladder fill and sit, preventing the water from coming back out of the tube. I got up and watched the pool end of the pipe. "MORE," I exclaimed. I watched the water begin to flow, slowly at first, then faster. Chunks came out, then a great mass of mysterious stuff blew out of the pipe and water gushed out under pressure. I looked over and Naomi watched the result. "That's it, you can turn it off."
She then came over to me while I pulled out the tube and removed the bladder. "Is that it?"
"That was the last of three. All right."
"A year ago the pool technician wanted $250 to clean these pipes."
"Didn't cost you a cent. I already had the fish tape and the bladder. You lucky guy."
"You are a magician, Xavier. Did I already mention that? You are really busy collecting plus points." She gave me a big grin. "So which swimsuit should I not wear today?"
"Boots, sweatpants, a long-sleeved shirt, and rubber gloves. And as much as I hate to say it, you'll actually have to wear them."
"For real?"
"Really. We're going to scrub the inside of the pool. And we're going to use hydrochloric acid, which we DO NOT allow a single inch of this heavenly body to touch."
She sighed loudly and then turned away from me. For my part, I was still shoveling leaves from the bottom of the pool with a shovel. The water level had dropped so far that it was only a few inches deep. I got out of the pool and started preparing for the acid wash.
I wanted to laugh when Naomi showed up, but I valued my life too much so I suppressed it. "You look hot," I teased.
"I'm hot."
"It shouldn't take too long," I told her. "Your job is pretty simple. While I wash the sides with acid, you'll go after and use the scrubber from the side on the wall. When we're done with an area, you hose it down while I scrub the inside . We use a strong acid and the fumes are really bad for you so you have to wear that breathing mask." I handed her the gas mask-looking thing and saw her eyes bulge.
"Are you serious?"
"100%. We'll be ready in an hour and your lungs will thank me for the precautions."
"How come you're allowed to wear shorts and a t-shirt?"
"My skin doesn't matter. Hell, some nice chemical scars might give me some character. Besides, I've done this before and I'll be careful. Make sure I also wear boots and a respirator. And I'll be wearing goggles." what you don't have to worry about when wearing your sunglasses. "
"Are we ready?" She asked.
"Not quite yet. I want to get as much out of the old water as possible first." The pump was still in the process of draining the bottom of the pool. She pushed all the rubbish onto the floor. "You can hose down the sides and bottom to clean them as best you can," I told her.
We worked on it and she made sure she hit me with the hose a couple of times. "Hey!" I barked at her as she hosed me down pretty thoroughly from a few meters away.
"I just wanted to make sure there was still a muscular pool boy under the slimy exterior."
It only took a few minutes before the water at the bottom was only a few inches deep. "Get ready to turn the filter off," I told her.
"How?"
"On the panel. Press the button that says 'Filter'."
She stood by the control panel of the pool and when the water began to gurp at the bottom I told her to turn it off.
A final few minutes of shoveling out all of the old leaves, dirt, and grime and we were ready.
"Time to start cleaning. We're working our way from the deep to the shallow end so I don't end up in a puddle of acid." I had a standard sprayer filled with a 1 to 1 dilution of the acid. I sprayed an area about three feet wide from top to bottom, starting at the deep end. The yellow liquid immediately started bubbling and while she was scrubbing the area, I watched for any stains that needed a second treatment. "Looks good, now the conditioner."
While she was rinsing the area, I picked up a long-handled scrub brush. A few seconds later we had a bright and shiny section of clean wall.
"That's amazing," she said through her ventilated breathing apparatus.
"Yes," and I was on the next section.
The walls only lasted about 20 minutes, but I was already overheated. I can imagine that she was even worse.
"Five minutes water pause and then we'll finish this."
She stumbled over to the porch, took off her breathing apparatus, and pulled off her shirt, which exposed a pink bikini top. She was definitely red in the face and sweating profusely. "I'm burning up," she said.
"I know, me too."
"Is it all really necessary?"
"If you want, you can skip the shirt for the next part. Just stay above the acid line and spray me. The long pants and the respirator have to stay."
“Little did I know it was so much work,” she admitted.
"One gram for prevention, one pound for cure," I reminded her. "With a little luck, you won't have to do this for a long time."
She had another beer with me before we got dressed and went back to the pool.
Another 30 minutes of applying acid and scrubbing the floor while Naomi hosed the surface behind me, and we were down at the 'beach' entrance, which was the most dangerous to me. The low angle of the spray made the acid splash on my legs if I wasn't careful. We managed to get through most of my skin unscathed, and from inside the basin we flushed all of the fluid down to the deep end, around the drains. "Please get me the big container of baking soda."
She left the pool while I was scrubbing the last area. She came back with the container in a minute. "What is it for?"
"To neutralize the acid before we pump it out of the system."
I dumped the mixture into the standing water, stirred it, and brushed the floor again. "All right. Turn the filter back on and we'll get rid of the mess."
It was nice that she did the running back and forth for me. My arms and back ached from the constant scrubbing. I heard the pump start and saw the water disappear quickly. I wiped the dwindling puddle in the direction of the two drains, then grabbed the hose and sprayed it off until the last of the water was gone. 
I heard the pump shut off.
"So what do you think?" I asked her.
She stood at the edge of the pool and took off her gloves and sweatpants. The respirator was long gone. "Looks like new."
"Aren't we? We're two-thirds through. It's clean. Now all that's left to do is fill it, open it, and test the cleaner."
"Why were we in such a hurry? It only took two days."
"We were lucky. We could have had a serious problem in the plumbing or the filtration system and that would have consumed another day. Also, the water has to circulate for 24 hours before people can use it, and we have to tomorrow and Saturday optimize the water chemistry. There is still a lot of small work to be done. "
"Can we take a break?"
"In a few minutes. Let's start filling the pool. It will take a long time."
Fortunately, she had set a sprinkler system to keep the water level high during the hot season. Between that and the two outside taps, the pool filled up as quickly as possible.
"Come on in, the water is fine," I said to her as I stood on the bottom of the pool.
She laughed and joined me just in time to get splashed by the hose. "Damn it, Xavier! It's cold!"
"I thought you were hot?" I teased.
She grabbed the second hose and sprayed me off pretty thoroughly. "I thought you liked me hot."
I went to her and took her in my arms. "I love you hot."
"That's nice to hear," she said softly, leaning against me.
I kissed her forehead. "What do you think of it if we tidy up a bit, have lunch and then I oil you up before I get on with the next task."
"Hm. Sounds like a plan."
We sprayed each other off. Naomi forced me to completely undress and showered like a kid, determined to get the last of the swamp water off my skin. She was particularly mischievous at cleaning between my legs, running the hose right down my crack while rubbing her hand behind it. Forcing me to sit on one of the built-in underwater benches, she stood in front of me, poured the cold water over my crotch and ran her hand through my pubic area and over my balls and cock. I was half hard and the freezing cold water made it a challenge to make the rest of the way.
She took a step back and looked at me. "Much better. There's my pretty pool boy. That thing from the swamp is finally gone."
She made us sandwiches while I put away the harsh chemicals and rinsed off the sprayers and brushes. When she came out of the kitchen she was topless and looked just amazing.
She grinned at me as I watched her. "Put it down. Lunch first."
While we were eating our sandwiches washed down with a Coke, she surprised me.
"I've been thinking. I can't stand the thought of you feeling uncomfortable all day. So I figured I'd take care of you when you get tough."
I almost spat out my coke. "It's a great offer, but I don't think it will work."
"Why not?"
"I wouldn't do anything."
"Why that?"
"You will take care of me non-stop."
She laughed. "No seriously."
"Seriously. You know, I jerked four times last night just thinking of you."
The look on her face was priceless. "Four? Four times?"
"And that was just because I was thinking of you. I hosed off pretty quickly yesterday, but about the fourth or fifth time it would have probably taken you half an hour or more to get me ready."
She just stared at me. Then she took a long swig from her mug. "I guess that's a risk we have to take. I bet you're tough now, aren't you?"
"Naturally."
She grinned. "Shall we go?"
"At least let me put some lotion on you first."
"What are we waiting for?" She got up and took off her bikini bottoms. "Do it to me standing up. You are far too indecent lying down."
I got up and went to her little basket of tan.
"I want to try 30 all over my body. I want to start working on an all-over tan," she said.
I stood behind her and rubbed her thoroughly, working her body from top to bottom. I didn't spend an inordinate amount of time on her ass, as much as I wanted to, but I ended up going back and working my way over her pussy and taking the opportunity to explore her a little. When she closed her legs, I knew it was time to go forward.
"Do I get a kiss?" I asked before I started.
"One. And only a small one."
Your idea of a little one was perfect for me. She sat down in my arms and kissed me back deeply and deeply. Then I started stroking her again on the pretext of putting on tanning lotion. I worked my way up from head to toe, making sure her breasts were well taken care of. When I got to her toes, I started my way back down the inside of her thigh.
"If you want to be thorough, wipe your hands first. I've already had enough of this stuff in me."
I wiped my hands on a towel, then reached between her legs. I pulled her close to me and she hugged me while I fingered her until I made her moan nicely.
"Do you really want to lick me down there?" She asked softly.
"Please."
"Just a little, okay?"
I took her in my arms, which made her squeak, and then let her sink onto the sofa. I spread her legs and moved between them, kissing the soft inner sides of her thighs. She winced as my tongue brushed her delicate opening. I held it down and sucked on its lips, pulled it out and parted it with my tongue. It seemed to merge with the sofa while I licked its warm slit.
"God, that's nice," she gasped, running her fingers through my hair.
I spent a long time playing with her. Nibbled on her little clit, sucked on her, licked her. I teased her with a few fingers and felt her arousal build up for me. The sweetest noises came from her, sighs, moans, squeaks, whimpers that spurred me on. Her sudden orgasm surprised me, but I persevered, my tongue caressing her clit during her intense arousal.
When she relaxed and was breathing heavily, I finished and took one last taste from my lovely boss.
She sat up and looked at me with obvious amazement. "God, a girl could get used to that."
"It's yours whenever you want," I assured her.
"Take off your shorts."
I obeyed and stood naked in front of her.
"Sit down."
I did, and no sooner had I touched the pillow than her hand was on my cock, caressing me. "Cum for me, Xavier. Spray your cum for me." She stroked me hard and fast, eager to make me cum.
All the warming up had had its effect. It couldn't be two minutes later when I was panting, trying to hold out, not wanting it to stop. "I'll come, my beauty. Where do you want it?"
"On my tits. Spray me off."
I got up and turned to where she was sitting. Her hand was blurry and was jerking me. "Now," I admonished her.
She slowed down and aimed my cock at her tits. Slow firm thrusts drained me and I squirted several strands over her firm alabaster breasts. When I was done, she rubbed my cock head with her perky nipples, squeezing out every last drop.
"Well, that should be enough for a while. Let me know if you need my help again." She got up and started cleaning up lunch, my sperm sticking to her skin.
I didn't have the heart to tell her I could use her help. I put my shorts back on, hiding the fact that I was still pretty tough.
I took out the pressure washer and cleaned the area around the edge of the pool, then worked on the tile edge. I spent a good portion of the time watching her read a book while she was getting some sun. Naomi looked good naked.
The pinging of her cell phone receiving text messages and her constant replies made me wonder who she was communicating with and if I was part of that conversation. "Pool boy, can you come over for a minute?"
I walked over and was surprised to see her holding up her cell phone, the back facing me. "That's all, thanks. And let me know if you need my help with anything."
I was about to put away the pressure washer when she came over to help me. "Looks like you could use some attention," she told me with a meaningful look below my waist.
"Put some lotion on first?"
"Sure, but do it quickly. Don't be bullshit, okay? And take off your shorts first."
"Understood." It only took me a few minutes to get it nice and supple again. I was still spending more time on her bum and tits than necessary, but she wasn't pushing me too hard about it.
This time she made me sit on a chair and pulled one of the pillows away so that she could kneel on it at my feet. I was only half hard, but the act of rubbing her all over and her sexy positioning had the expected effect.
"I'm sorry about the last time, you drove me crazy," she explained, taking my cock in her hand and slowly stroking me.
"I didn't complain."
"No. I don't think so. Still, I thought we could be a little more playful this time. Don't be in such a hurry."
"Sounds good."
"So I thought of something. I thought you might like it."
"I can imagine that whatever it is you're right."
"Good." She reached for the tanning lotion and splashed a lot on the top of her cleavage. She rubbed it in, then leaned over and wrapped her tits around my cock. She squeezed them together and moved them up and down, sometimes together, sometimes apart. "What do you think?"
I groaned, clutching her shoulders and thrusting between her soft mounds. "I think you are amazing," I moaned.
"You like it?" She whispered shyly.
"Unbelievable."
She looked at me, smiling sweetly, while her soft breasts spoiled me. I had never done anything like this before, but I swore by all that was sacred that I would do it again.
"Does it excite you? Can you come for me this way?"
"Definitely."
"Do you want to hold her? Fuck my tits with your big fat cock? Tell me what you want."
I couldn't utter a word. I grabbed her soft tits, squeezed them together, and thrust between them. I spread my legs as far as possible so she could come closer. She giggled as she applied a new layer of the lotion to her smooth canal. It was different, oily and slippery as hell.
"This stuff is good," I gasped.
"Fuck my tits, Xavier. Use me," she whispered hoarsely.
It only took me a minute or so more to reach the point of no return. "Where?" I gasped.
"Right there. Come on for me Xavier. Come on my tits."
With a groan, I obeyed her command.
She giggled and rubbed my cock all over the mess I had made with her and spread my cum all over her skin. "I like to feel it on me, to feel it harden under the sun, contract and cling to my skin." She blushed. "When you told me that you came five times when you thought of me, I could only imagine lying in the sun while you keep covering me with your sperm, my skin tingling wherever you take me covered. "
I laughed. "This is a fantasy I'd like to work on. I could save up a few days and see how many times I could come for you, again and again, to mark you as mine."
Her hands went up to her chest, fingers rubbing against my sticky sperm. "If you do this for me, I promise I will find something just as wild for you."
After our break, I walked around the inside of the pool removing each of the water outlets, which took some time, and putting each back in after I cleaned them. I raised it just enough for the water to break through the surface. I inspected the entire surface, brushed away the last remains of the stored algae and worked on the limescale deposits where the tiles met the concrete block. I took my brush to the outside of each of the pool lights and then decided to test them out.
Dead. Both.
"What are you doing?"
I looked around and Naomi looked at me. "Your pool lights are off."
"Oh. Yeah, they haven't worked in a while."
"Is there anything else I should know about not working?" I may have said it a little more harshly than I intended.
"Not really. I mean, nothing I can think of."
"It would help if you told me about everything. That would save a couple of trips to the store."
She pouted. "You're not mad at me, are you?"
"Not angry. But you have to start paying some attention to the pool if you want to enjoy it."
"I know. I'm sorry, but at least I have you to help me all summer, right?"
"Yes, of course. But if I see something is wrong, I might put you over my knee and give you a warning."
She giggled. "Would you like to do that? Spank my bum? I deserve it."
"Maybe I should."
"As long as you promise that you will kiss him properly afterwards," she said softly.
With her bent over my lap, the two of us naked, it only took me about a dozen strokes to get her bum nice and pink. I held her tightly in my lap and gave her a few more.
"Au, please Xavier, that's enough now, it's burning," she moaned.
"It should be too, you bad girl. How else are you supposed to remember doing what you're supposed to be doing. Bad girls need guidance."
She wriggled and struggled against me, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. Each new blow produced a small gasp as she twisted and turned to avoid the worst of each new blow. "Please! I'll be good, I promise. Let me be good for you."
I slipped my hand between her legs and patted her pussy, short firm little punches that got surprisingly wet. "I'm sorry!" She shouted, squirming with relish. I shoved my fingers into her soaked pussy, which made her scream. She opened her legs and I pounded her pussy, two fingers poking into her.
"Please, Xavier. Not this way. Don't let me come like this, it's embarrassing," she moaned.
I reached over her body with my other hand and started pressing my fingertip against her little brown rosebud. "No, Xavier, that's dirty, stop it, please."
"Who was that indecent little girl?" I asked as my fingertip worked slowly inside her.
"It was me."
"And what happens to naughty little girls?"
"You will be punished."
"That's right. They get spanked and fondled, and they come when you tell them to."
She couldn't hold still and moaned sweetly as my finger slid down her bum to the second knuckle. With my other hand, I added a third finger and pumped her pussy hard.
"You're very wet, aren't you? What kind of kinky girl gets so wet from playing with her bum? You're a dirty little girl, aren't you?"
She groaned. "Yeah. I'm a filthy, filthy, filthy girl."
"What do I have to do to make my dirty girl come for me?"
"Just don't stop," she whimpered, squirming under my touch.
I pushed my finger deeper into her ass, pumping it in and out while my other hand thrust, pump, twist in her pussy. I felt the tremor begin, then an uncontrollable tremor. Her legs were stretched out, her muscles rock hard. She screamed, her ass cheeks clenched, she came hard for me. I let my fingers out of her and gently rubbed her pink cheeks.
She slowly climbed off my lap and crawled over to the bed. She knelt on it, lifted her bottom and lowered her head onto the pillow. "Kiss me better now?" She asked pityingly.
I knelt behind her and kissed her soft cheeks before opening them. I stuck out my tongue and slowly licked her tight back hole, feeling it gently.
She gave me a low, little moan.
"Dirty girl."
"Dirty," she whispered.
I spread her cheeks wider and painfully stretched them outward, while my bold tongue penetrated deeper and felt her tight hole slowly open for me. "Good heavens," she gasped as I pushed her in hard, moving her in the process.
I backed away and kissed her gently. "We have to play some more here," I teased. She shuddered and I saw her asshole twitch and widen. "Naughty little girl."
I moved deeper and kissed her battered pussy, licking it gently, and kissing it. I massaged her buttocks gently while my tongue apologized profusely to her for the punishment she had endured. She was trembling sweetly, her legs trembling while I worked her, determined to give her another release. She was practically crying when I felt a faint little shiver run through her. I gave her pussy a few final kisses before caressing those cute buttocks.
She sighed, "Thank you."
"Everything better?"
"Very."
She moved away from me and turned around. "That. Was. Intense."
"Not too much?"
"Oh my God! I don't know when I've ever gotten this hard. Please tell me you're tough."
"Like carbon steel."
"Lay down."
I did and saw her kneel between my legs. She started caressing me, then brought her face closer and closer. I watched in amazement as she began to rub my cock against her face, over her lips, even to her eyes. I groaned as she opened her eyes and stuck out her tongue to lick my entire length.
"I want you to come with my tongue."
I moaned when she started licking my whole body, her hand caressing me as she started licking my head. She licked all over the head, her tongue being gentle one moment and clicking against me the next. She kissed the head a few times, then ran her tongue around me while her hand slowly caressed me. She drove me crazy.
"God, that's good."
She sat up and looked at me, her hand caressing me tenderly. "Do you like that? To make me a slave of your beautiful cock? To make me lick and kiss it, fight the slut inside me who wants to devour you and make you suck your dirty load down my throat. Are you wondering how much longer I can resist these cravings? I know. It's so hard to hold me back. I want to give myself to you completely, become your total sex slave. Would you still want me if you knew what for a totally nasty slut I'm deep inside me? "
She went back to my cock, her tongue working hard on me, twisting and turning, licking and teasing. She was absolutely gorgeous and it got me down. I could feel the tell-tale pressure building at the base of my balls, and my body tensed in anticipation.
"Are you going to come for me, baby? Are you coming over my pretty face? If you do, I'll lick you clean."
I pulled away from her and got on my knees just in time. She leaned her head back and stuck her tongue out at me. It only took a few taps before I burst out over her beautiful forehead, nose and cheeks. She reached out and took my cock in her hand, licking me and pressing the last few drops onto her tongue. Then she took my cock and rubbed it all over her face, coating it with my cum before licking me clean again.
"I'm not too dirty for you, am I Xavier?" She asked softly.
"You're a dream come true Naomi. Literally."
She smiled and gave me one last long lick before lowering her mouth over the tip of my cock and sucking on it. She withdrew pouting: "Everything empty."
She sat up with a jerk. "So, pool boy. Don't you have another errand to run?"
I got up on shaky legs and looked for my shorts. She lay back on the couch and grinned at me. "Hurry up, baby. It's already after four. If you are quick, maybe we can play one last time before the Lord and Master comes home."
It only took me about 5 minutes to open the lamps and pull out the old lightbulbs. I was back in less than an hour with two new pool lights in hand.
I entered the back yard in search of my pool goddess. I was about to call for her when she opened the back door. She was dressed in her bikini with a clear cover over it. She opened her eyes wide when she saw me and quickly shook her head. Right behind her, Mrs. Johnson came into the back yard, holding a drink. She was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt.
"You are sure that I'm not bothering you?" Asked the new girl and looked over at me.
"You know Xavier - Roxanne's son. He cleans the pool for the barbecue on Saturday." Naomi turned to me. "How did the errand go?"
"Great. You had the lights in stock. I'll install them now."
"You know Claire, right?" She asked.
"Yes, of course. Good to see you, Mrs. Johnson."
"Please, call me Claire. I didn't know you were doing pool work, Xavier. I might have to invite you over to our place. Our hot tub isn't working. Do you work on hot tubs?"
"Sure. If you want, I can have a look at it on Monday."
"That would be wonderful. Don't be bothered and pretend we're not here." As she said this, she put down her drink and peeled off her shirt, revealing an almost non-existent bikini top. "You have the best garden, Naomi. The west orientation is perfect. And so private."
I tried to ignore them as politely as possible. I took off my shoes and shirt and climbed into the pool. The new water was still only knee high in the deep end. I carefully inserted the new lightbulb with a rag and closed the case, carefully aligning the lens, gasket, and case. I didn't want to have to do it again. Two more screws and it was firmly attached to the pool wall again.
I walked to the shallow end of the pool and peered over the ledge where I could see the ladies lying on the lounger with their legs facing me, both open enough to give me a nice look. I could hear her talking. I sat down to work on the light while listening.
"You withheld something from me," said Claire teasingly.
"In what way?"
"You got yourself a nice feast for the eyes, a handsome young pool boy. Is he a full service?"
"Psst! Behave yourself," Naomi whispered.
"Come on. I know I couldn't keep my hands off him. Please tell me he's getting something. A little afternoon treat?"
"God! He's just a boy, Claire," said Naomi softly.
"Hardly. Did you see the package on him? I would like to invite the thing to play. Tell me, do you think he would get it for me from behind?"
Naomi giggled. "He also makes lotion if you ask nicely."
Apparently that was all she needed to hear. "Xavier? Are you finished with the lights soon?"
I moved back away from the wall towards the deep end to hide my eavesdropping. "Just a few more minutes."
"When you're done, could you be sweetheart and put some lotion on my back? I don't want to get burned."
"Of course. Give me another minute to make sure everything works." I went back and finished installing the second light, went back to the breakers and turned on the fuse, then briefly tested each light. It worked like clockwork. Things went really smoothly.
Claire meant trouble. There was no doubt about that. When I turned to the ladies, I saw that she was topless. Big round fake tits that sat on her chest like ripe melons. Not that I have any problems with soft, tasty melons.
She had sunglasses on, but her head turned to me as I approached. She stretched to make sure I could keep an eye on her and then rolled over on her side. "Thank you, Xavier."
She had a bottle of tanning lotion beside her. I took it in my hand and splashed it into my hands. "You got a great tan for this early season."
"Tanning booth. That gave me a head start. I tried to get Naomi to go there."
Naomi's tan, although not that dark, was much better. A beautiful smooth gold tone, the bikini lines showed the sharp contraction of her hidden white skin.
I started on Claire's shoulders and let the oil soak into her skin, giving her a nice little massage at the same time by squeezing and kneading her muscles. I continued down her arms and started rubbing her back.
"Be careful you get the sides, honey. The tanning beds are lousy for the sides and I'd hate to get burned."
I added some more oil and slowly ran my hands down her sides. Her breasts were pushed outward by the pressure of lying down and I ran my fingers down and around them, feeling their softness.
"That's perfect, honey, be as thorough as you can."
I kept reaching, rubbing her tits from the sides, over the top, and down the bottom. She lifted her body a little, which invited me to do more. I put my hands under her and felt the roughness of her nipples against my fingers. "Mmm, you're good at it," she sighed.
I squeezed her a few more times and even pinched her nipple between my fingers before returning to her back. She settled back down when I covered her lower back. When I got to the swelling of her hips, I rolled her panties halfway down her bum before rubbing in the oil. She sighed contentedly. I let my hands wander under the fabric and massaged her tight little ass thoroughly. My movements pushed the fabric even lower and she lifted her hips and let it slide down. With her firm little bottom completely exposed, I sat down next to her on the sofa and played to my heart's content while she cooed contentedly.
I rolled the fabric back into place and started with her thighs. She reached back and pulled the fabric tightly into her crack. I picked up the hint and continued massaging her ass, even reaching into her crack and teasing her a little.
"Remind me to wear a thong next time I'm here," giggled Claire.
"Claire!" Naomi tried to look shocked.
Claire opened her legs and I oiled both of them from top to bottom and then back up again, working along the insides of her legs on the way back. When I got to the top, I pulled the fabric back into place on her bum, then reached between her legs and yanked the fabric aside so I could rub the oil over her bald pussy. She opened a knee wide and I slid my fingers along her moist opening and inserted my middle finger into her. "God, Naomi. This is a direct hit."
I probed her for a few seconds until I feared Naomi could hear the squishy noises of her wet pussy as two fingers worked her diligently. I started to withdraw.
"Just a little more, please, baby?" She pleaded.
I moved up on her body, my fingers still playing inside her, taking a few moments out every now and then to tease her swollen clit while my other hand rested on her upper back and shoulders, caressing her gently .
"Oh," she gasped softly and I felt her pussy cramp around my wet fingers. I felt her relax completely and I carefully straightened her bottom.
I leaned over her and pressed my lips to her neck. "Let me know if there is anything else I can do for you, Claire."
"Monday," she said softly. "Promise me you'll come by on Monday."
"Of course," I told her and gave her a gentle pat on the bottom. "What about you, Naomi? Can I do your back for you?"
"Would you?"
"You're welcome." I moved next to her, got the lotion and started on her shoulders. I took the time to carefully cream her back, rub the sides of her breasts, make sure I took good care of her nice round buttocks, and work her legs thoroughly. I also took some liberties between her legs, but she was much better at hiding it.
I leaned forward and whispered in her ear, "God, I want you now."
She whimpered slightly as I pushed my fingers deep into her. "Later, I promise," she breathed into my ear.
I just wanted to excite her, not give her any relief. When I made her squirm, I pulled myself out of her and adjusted her suit as well.
"I better get back to work," I said finally, wiping my hands clean. "The boss here is a real ass."
That made them both giggle.
I had barely started disassembling the machine when I heard the car pull into the driveway. "The asshole is at home," complained Claire.
"Claire, stop it."
"However." She got up and put on her top while I watched her. Then she put on her shorts and shirt, then stopped at the table where I was working. "Don't forget me, honey. Come by on Monday, there is so much I have to do for you." She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. "Thanks for the O," she whispered.
Naomi was covered again and came over to get her friend. "Let's go, troublemaker."
"Who I?"
"Yes, you."
They disappeared into the house, leaving me alone to take care of the cleaner and try to ignore the painful boner in my shorts.
I've been alone for a good while. I disassembled the cleaner and went to the store to pay $60 for parts. I finished cleaning the parts, greased up, and reassembled the floor vacuum. I wouldn't know if it would work until tomorrow, but I had a pretty good feeling about it. It was pretty scruffy inside, but everything appeared to be in good shape.
John showed up just as I was putting the final screws in. He went over to the pool and looked inside. "I wouldn't believe it if I didn't see it with my own eyes. It practically looks like new."
"It's moving forward. Tomorrow we'll add the chemicals, set up the skimmers and cleaners, and label all of the filter lines. I think everything will be fine for your party."
"Damn, you're a hard worker, Xavier. Naomi didn't get in your way often, did she?"
"Not at all. She even helped with the acid wash and sprayed the pages for me."
"Good for you that you let her go to work. I should have let you take photos. Nice to see that she does something other than shopping and lying around. I saw that Claire was there. She didn't close to you made a lot of trouble? "
"No sir. She hasn't been here that long and I was getting some supplies when she came by."
"Be careful of her. She will eat you alive. But that's not a bad way, especially if you can keep her in check. Stay away from her when she drinks, or you'll end up turning out to be one." Have a lot to explain, believe me. "
"Thanks for the warning. I'll take care of your hot tub next week."
"Good for you. Just remember, she's lousy at keeping secrets." He put his hand back on my shoulder and squeezed it. "It may be tempting, but you're much better off sticking to freshmen." He laughed at his own joke before disappearing back into the house.
I think Claire was right. Asshole.
After my work was done, I was putting the tools away when Naomi came out. "How's it going?" She asked.
"Ready for the day. You need to keep the pool filled all night. You may want to turn off one of the hoses before you go to bed and check the level first thing in the morning."
"Understood. Before you go, can you show me how to turn on the pool light?"
I figured she knew, but she probably wanted to get away from the house and prying ears. "Sure, it's on the pool table."
The pool area was behind a privacy wall at the end of the courtyard. As soon as we were around the corner, she sank to her knees and tugged at my shorts. "I'm so sorry, Xavier. I had no idea she would come over." Her hand was already around my cock and caressed me until hard.
"She's a little wild, isn't she?" I asked.
Naomi licked my cock for a long time. "A little out of control. Be careful with her. And when you fuck her, use protection. You don't know where she's been. You should know that anything you do to her is likely to be known to half the neighborhood before the week is over. "
"Your husband told me that."
"Don't remind me. I can't believe I'm still friends with her; she has fucked him at least twice as far as I know."
"I am sorry." I didn't know what else to say.
"Doesn't have to. Claire is right, he's an asshole. Even she wouldn't fuck him if she weren't very tight."
She got me hard and pumped me like there was no tomorrow. "Can you come for me, Xavier? I don't have much time."
"Will you lick me again?"
"I think I can do better than that." She moved her mouth over my cock and pushed her head between her lips.
I hated the fact that it was almost pitch black where we were. I wanted to see this beautiful face full of my cock. I held her head and let my cock slide in and out of her mouth as her tongue did wonders in that sexy mouth.
She held me in her hand and stroked me as she bobbed her head up and down on my cock, taking up most of my length, and bouncing me off the back of her throat. I groaned my pleasure.
She withdrew for a moment. "Man, you got tough quickly, Xavier. You like my mouth, I suppose."
"Don't stop," I moaned, pulling her face back to my aching cock.
She sucked me with devotion, her hand caressed me, her mouth drove me crazy. I thought I was going to cum immediately after she first recorded me, but the first urge subsided and I was enjoying that unimaginable first blowjob. I leaned back against the screen and poked my hips out so she could continue her brazen game.
She found a rhythm to which I responded and worked me evenly. I felt like I was at one of those carnival games where you splash water on the clown's face and let a bar go up until a balloon bursts. She had found the target and the bar was rising rapidly. I would burst any moment.
"I'm almost there," I warned her.
She stroked me faster, keeping her head in her mouth, her tongue working on my delicate crown. I couldn't hold back any longer, even if I wanted to. I suppressed a moan and let go, filling her devilish mouth. She kept sucking on me, swallowing my semen and sticking with it until I softened in her mouth.
"I'm sorry," she said, getting up and brushing off her knees. "I wanted to save that for the end, but I couldn't stand the thought of you leaving here tonight."
I lifted her chin and kissed her. "The best day of my life, Naomi. Incomparable."
"Good. Let's see if we can make tomorrow even better."
I turned to walk away, but she pulled me back. "Are you touching me? Just a little."
She wore shorts, but their legs were wide open. I reached inside and found that she wasn't wearing panties. I held her in my arms as I slipped two fingers into her. "God I love your tight little pussy."
"If I let you go, I won't stay tight for long."
"I guess we'll see," I told her, digging deep into it.
"I guess we will," she said quietly, pulling my head down for a long, hard kiss.




Chapter 3

Papa and Mama were in the kitchen cleaning up after dinner. "How is the project going?" asked my mother.
"Wonderful. The pool looks almost brand new and we are in the process of refilling it."
"Have you already been able to eat something?"
Just one of your best friends. "I had a sandwich for lunch, but I'm starving."
"You'd think she'd at least feed you whatever you do for her. Well. There's enough spaghetti in the fridge. There's meat sauce and meatballs. Leave some of the meatballs for daddy's lunch."
It looked like my father was in a talkative mood. "Make sure you do a good job. Even if the pay isn't the best, you do your best. You never know where your next referral will come from."
"I don't think we'll hear any complaints from you. You seem excited so far."
"That's good. But still finish it well. Anyone can start strong. Ending strong makes winners."
This is my father to you. A never-ending source of inspiration and work ethic hocus-pocus.
With the last sentence he had shot his powder and parked his bum in front of the television. Baseball time.
Mama hovered over me while I ate. "Are you sure everything is going well? I haven't heard from Naomi since she called. I thought I heard something by now."
"I guess she was busy with the party. She's in and out running errands. And Mrs. Johnson was over here this afternoon."
"Still, it's surprising. We talk to each other almost every day."
I shrugged my shoulders. "What do I know? I'm just the underpaid help."
Mama sighed. "Don't act like that. We need to get you a cell phone. We had a couple of calls about work, but I didn't want to call you on their phone. The Bales over on the street want to replace their fence. They want a quote. "
I sighed and pushed away the empty plate that Mama hurried to the sink for a quick rinse before putting it in the dishwasher. Heaven save us from having dirty dishes in your kitchen for more than 30 seconds.
"Tell them I can come over on Sunday and take my measurements. I'll go upstairs and take a shower. I feel grubby."
"All right. And thanks for doing this for me. I appreciate that and I'm sure Naomi does too."
"No problem, mom. I'm glad I was able to help."
I was exhausted. Physically, mentally and sexually. After my shower, I went to bed. I thought about what tomorrow might bring, but when I started getting tough I pushed the thoughts aside. Not tonight I saved myself for the right thing. I had high hopes for Friday.
***
I was standing over the pool at 9:00 a.m. sharp. I went to bed so early that I woke up at 7:00 am and couldn't get back to sleep. A McDonald's McMuffin oozed in my stomach, feeling refreshed and renewed.
The pool was full and the hoses were still running. I quickly turned them off and rolled up the hoses again. Then I let the filter run. The sun was already warm. It was going to be hot. I took off my shirt, tossed it aside, and took some of Naomi's sunscreen to cover my shoulders and face.
I went out to my car and got the chemicals out. Time for the magic. I walked the edge of the pool and added stabilizer, algae control, clarifier, and finally chlorine. I took out four 50-pound sacks of salt and began to pour the fine salt into the water, one sack at a time. I was working on the last sack when I happened to look out on the porch and saw Naomi leaning against the door, watching me. She was wearing a bathrobe and a strange smile.
I emptied the bag and walked over to her. "Good morning my beautiful."
Her smile looked forced. "Morning pool boy."
"What's up?" I asked and stepped closer to her.
"Nothing. Everything. I don't know."
"You're breaking my heart, morning goddess," I teased.
"Please. Enough of the goddess. I'm nobody's goddess. Slut, it's more likely to be."
"Don't do that," I said firmly.
"It's true!"
"Not."
She covered her face with her hands. "How can you even look at me after how I acted yesterday?"
I pulled her close and held her tight. At first she was stiff, then she slowly melted into my arms and cried, tears running down my bare chest.
"Have you seen your pool yet?" I asked when the sobbing was almost gone.
She shook her head.
"Come on then. It's time to see the fruits of your labor." I took her hand in mine and walked over to the pool. "What do you think?"
She smiled. "A miracle. You saved my ass, Xavier."
"A pretty nice ass to save, if I may say so."
She snorted, very unladylike. "You should know. You saw more of it than anyone outside of my doctor."
"Are you mad at me, Naomi?" I asked.
"Angry with you? Hardly."
"What is it then?"
She leaned her head back with a sigh. "I ... I'm not who I thought I was. Naomi Benson would never have acted like she did yesterday. I never thought I could be such a slut." She crossed her arms over her chest and turned to face the pool. "How desperate am I to have to drag you into my garden and give you a blow job while my husband is fifty paces away in front of the television? That I would let you finger me while lying next to my girlfriend, and almost more would beg if you let me go. "
She turned to me. "I'm such a whore. I'll let you do whatever you want to me just so I can get my pool cleaned cheaply. Hell, I practically begged you to spank my bum and came back as hard as." I've never come in my life with your finger buried in my ass, God help me. Should a married woman behave like this? My mother would be so proud. "
I was speechless. What should i say to her
I took her hand in mine and led her out onto the covered porch. "Sit down," I asked, to the end of our favorite lounge chair.
She sat down stiffly and I moved behind her and sat with her between my legs. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. "I have no answers, Naomi. I don't know your situation. I hardly know you. You have been a mysterious fantasy to me since I was old enough to appreciate a woman. And in the last few days you have seemed a happy girl who is looking for a little excitement in his life and is willing to work for it. There is a wild, playful, and extremely sexy woman in you who wants to go outside. I've seen her. And I adore her. "
Naomi sniffed loudly. "She's a dirty little slut."
I slipped my hand into her robe and found nothing but soft meat. I cupped her bare chest in my hand. "She's my naughty little slut and she's amazing."
"How can you say that? I should disgust you."
I hugged her tightly. "You are every man's dream come true. An angel in public and a devil in the bedroom."
"Sure. I'm not a devil in the bedroom. I'm a boring girl who can't even hold her husband."
"This is crazy talk, miss."
"It's true. My sex life is miserable. I mean, we do it, more than most of what I hear. But it's a few minutes of sweaty poking a few times a week and that's it. If I don't have the shower massage, I would not come more than once a year. "
"This is perhaps the saddest thing I have ever heard. If you keep going like this, you will see a grown man cry."
"It's true!" She snapped.
I held it tight and rocked it back and forth a little. "What do you want from life, Naomi? You are young, you are beautiful, and your whole life is still ahead of you. What do you want?"
"I wish you would stop saying that I am beautiful."
"That won't happen. You are without a doubt the most beautiful woman I've ever seen in person. Let's face it. Teenagers fantasize about movie stars and TV icons. I've always dreamed of you. So much better than any celebrity, prettier and truer. I've gotten in a dirty sock at least a thousand times and mumbled your name, probably. God will kill me if I lie. "
"And I'm not young. I'm 26 years old."
My hand caressed her soft breast, playing with her hardening nipple. "Oh my God, 26! I thought you were 25. You ARE old! Hell, you probably only have 70 or 80 years to go. When I'm 91 years old, you'll be 98! What do I have for me?"
She nudged my leg. "Don't make fun of me, Xavier." She turned and stared at me.
I lay back on the bed and opened my arms for her. "Come here and let's talk. Let's really talk."
"No way. I lie down with you, the slut takes over and I walk away with my head down."
"Not this time. Come here."
She sighed dramatically before turning and crawling over me. I reached up and opened her robe and saw that she wasn't completely naked. She wore plain white panties.
She caught me looking. "One word about panties and you go as a eunuch."
"Let me hold you," I urged her, my hands in her robe, and pulled her down.
She reached up against me and leaned her head on my shoulder. I felt her legs move and her hips pressed against me. "What? No boner? Have you had enough of me?"
"Silly. One look from you, one touch and I would burst my shorts and you know that damn well."
"For real?" She nibbled my shoulder and pressed her hips against me. I grabbed her ass and pressed against her, pressing her soft buttocks together. It only took a few seconds before she felt my hardness pressing against her stomach.
She giggled. "That's strangely comforting."
"Do you think I've had enough of you?"
She hugged me in her arms. "No."
"We're going to play a game now, you and me, a variant of truth or dare. I ask a question and you tell me the absolute truth."
"And?"
"And nothing. That's it. Ready?"
"This is not a game!" She contradicted.
My hand brushed the soft skin of her back. "Ok, how do you want to play it?"
"Normal truth or dare, only that the first three rounds can only be truth."
"Alright. Are you ready now?"
"Who says you can start?"
"Do you want to go first?"
She gave me a nudge. "Damn right. Truth or Truth?"
"Truth."
"When you came by on the second day and agreed to do the work, what was the bare minimum that I could have offered?"
"Expenses. When you agreed to pay for the materials, it was a 'go.' When you asked for it as a personal favor, I couldn't say no. The only real problem was that I didn't have the money to make it Pay for parts. When my mom said I could use her credit card and pay it off in 30 days, it was a done deal. "
She leaned over and bit my shoulder. "Ouch!"
"You little bastard! You left me out there worried you'd turn me away and I'd have to crawl over to John to get some contractors over here. That was mean."
"I'm sorry. I didn't see it that way. You were the one who sent me away on the first day. A counter offer that would have covered the costs would have closed the deal."
"Good. But one day you will pay for it."
"Ok, truth or truth?"
She giggled. "Just ask the question."
"What is the absolute highest thing that I could wish for."
"All."
"Everything? Everything what?"
She sighed. "Everything you asked for the first day and more. I couldn't sleep all night thinking of doing these things to you. Meeting you at the door every morning, on my knees. That you lean over a table and use me for your pleasure whenever you need a break. To be your game thing. " She giggled. "I mean, it takes a lot of courage to tell a woman that you want her to give her a blowjob every morning. I got my panties soaked the moment those words left your lips."
"Who's the nasty now?" I teased.
"You. You could have pushed the topic forward and completely surrendered me to you, but no. Scoundrel."
She lifted her head and gave me a sweet little kiss. "Thank you for getting tough on me." She pressed her hips against me for emphasis.
I smiled. "At any time."
"Truth or Truth."
"Truth." As if I had a choice.
"Why do you care? Why do you care anything other than that I will willingly serve you?"
It took me a moment to formulate my answer. It was a tough question. "I'm not sure I know. I want you to be happy. I don't know why, but it's as true as everything else in my life. It has to be the Neanderthal in me, or maybe my grandfather's southern- Gentleman upbringing. I want to protect you, defend you and make sure you are as happy as you can be. All I can do to make this come true is a small price for a smile from you. I want your heart to practically burst with joy. "
"Funny. Whipping my ass until it's red doesn't seem like it," she teased.
"Really? Remember how hard you got for me?"
"You are a beast, sir, and hardly a gentleman to ask me such a personal question."
"Beast or gentleman, whatever it takes to make you happy, I'll be happy to fill the role."
After that she was quiet and held me tight while my hands caressed her cute ass cheeks. "That is too much, Xavier. You cannot blame yourself for my luck. It doesn't work that way."
"Too late, my beautiful. I am a slave to your joy. Accept it."
When she didn't answer, I continued our game. "Truth or truth, my morning goddess."
"Truth, beast."
"What do you want out of life, honey? What does it take to make you happy?"
I could feel her body shaking and I could tell she was laughing.
"Was that such a stupid question?" I asked, slapping her on the bottom.
"Spank my bum again, beast," she giggled.
"Answer the question, beautiful," I growled, taking turns pounding her ass.
She giggled a little more, then turned and pushed her panties down her legs to slide them off. "Again, with feeling. Beast."
I gave her a nice firm slap, the sound of my hand on her bare ass cracking loudly. "Ouch!" She moaned.
"Answer me!" I demanded sternly and let a stream of blows rain on her delicate skin. Her bathrobe, which was still in place, made sure that the blow wasn't too strong.
"Ok enough, I'll answer," she moaned.
I put my hands on her bum and gently rubbed her cheeks.
"What do I want? Damn it, that's the $100,000 thousand question, isn't it?" She wobbled to a more comfortable position and leaned on me. "Meaning. I need a purpose in my life."
"What kind of one?" I asked.
"I don't know. I'm an enduring woman, Xavier. I'm a college dropout who's never had an honest day at work in my life. My parents spoiled me and my husband looks after me. I don't do anything that matters. If I died tomorrow what would they say about me? She had a nice tan? The only purpose of my life is to be polite in public, to look good at parties, to spread my legs for my husband and to have a clean house. Hell, I don't even do the housekeeping, Giselle does it. I couldn't even keep the pool clean. I need more. I need meaning. "
"What do you want 'them' to say about you?" I asked, all jokes aside.
"I don't know. That I made a difference? That I saved lives? That a child didn't go to bed hungry, that a genius wasn't wasted, that a girl didn't throw her life away. Anything other than 'beautiful Bronson'."
"To live is the rarest thing in the world, most people just exist," I quoted Oscar Wilde. "What do you think if you live and do not exist."
She snorted. "Easier said than done."
I picked her up from me and placed her on my lap. "Naomi, today, as clichéd as it sounds, is the first day of the rest of your life."
"Why, because you're going to screw my brains out?" She asked disparagingly.
"No. Today we begin with the path to find and fulfill your destiny."
"Sure, why not. We might as well proclaim world peace while we're at it."
I shook it a little. "I'm serious. You'll see. It's not as hard as you want to believe." I got up and wrapped her robe around her, even tying the ribbon in a pretty little bow. "I'd love to spend the whole day taking advantage of you, as nice as that would be, but it's time to start making the change."
"You are strange, do you know that?"
"I am. A bit obsessive, and damn goal-oriented. And absolutely crazy about a woman I'm only now getting to know as something other than a teenage fantasy." I gave her a quick kiss on the lips. "I'm going to get a few things now and I'll be right back. Put on a nice swimsuit and make us a brunch."
I left her, surprised that I could forego sex with my dream woman to help her find meaning in her life.
Lots of people would think I was an idiot. Part of me agreed to that.




Chapter 4

She had dressed up, no sign of crying, sliced fruit and cold cuts on the table, a sexy little gold bikini with a black border adorned her amazing body, a see-through black cloth completed her ensemble.
It had taken me almost thirty minutes to put together what I needed.
I went over to her and gave her a quick kiss. "You look amazing."
She smiled. "Thanks. I hope you are hungry."
"I can have a snack while we work." I opened my backpack and pulled out a notebook. "Here are 20 pages of quotes about life. Fine words from bright people. Read them all through, then go back and mark a few of the ones that really appeal to you. No more than half a dozen."
She looked shocked. "Homework? At this time? Isn't there something you'd rather do on our last day together?"
I shook my head. "Nothing that would bring me anywhere near as much joy and satisfaction as helping you find your purpose in life. Pamper me while I do a few more pool jobs. Let me know when you're done."
Most of the salt in the pool had been absorbed, which allowed me to work on the floor cleaner, find the correct suction settings, adjust the movement screws and adjust the suction hose to the correct length. It was harder to adjust all the inputs, the skimmers, the cleaner, the floor drains, but once it was balanced, the pump cavitation stopped, the suction pressure peaked and the cleaner set off to clean the pool floor. I had a pen in my hand and was writing the maze of PVC lines when Naomi showed up.
"I'm done. That was actually pretty interesting."
I put the marker away. "Great, let me get a drink and I'll put some lotion on you while you tell me what you found."
She looked doubtful. "I'm not sure how well I can talk about it once you start using the lotion."
"Trust me, sun goddess. It'll be tame, I promise. I want to hear what you have to say. As beautiful as the packaging is, at the moment I'm much more interested in the contents."
Naomi still looked uncertain, but she took off her handkerchief and lay down on her stomach, the notebook in front of her. I pulled the cord of her bikini top and got a brief reproachful look. A few drops of suntan lotion in my hand and I rubbed her back as she read the list.
"No particular order," she said as my hands covered her back and arms.
"We must dare to be ourselves, however scary or alien that self may be. May Sarton."
I rubbed her sides and the middle of her back and combined the treatment with a gentle massage. "What does that mean to you?"
"It's no longer an easy path. Take risks, live life the way you want it, even if it bothers your family and friends. Even if it scares me."
"Continue?" I asked, moving lower onto her back.
"Sometimes I can hear my bones tighten under the weight of all the lives I don't live. Jonathan Safran Foer."
"And?" My hands pushed down her bikini bottoms so I could rub her flawless bum.
"I know this is not right for me, there are so many possible paths, but my life now is not one of them. And knowing that my life is being wasted while all these other options are out there is overwhelming. "
I focused on her cute ass but didn't want to overdo it. I pushed the pants back up and started tampering with her legs. "I like that. Another one?"
"I'm selfish, impatient and a little insecure. I make mistakes, I'm uncontrollable and sometimes difficult to manage. But if you can't deal with me in my worst time, then you certainly don't deserve me in my best time. Marilyn Monroe. "
I laughed, "Who would have thought that? And yes, I already know that in your best times I don't deserve you. What's in it for you?"
"It's not who I am now, it's who I should be. I don't take risks and stay in control, but it wears me down. I try to be a good and decent trophy woman, but I do hate it. I want to let go. Take these risks, be more impatient, make mistakes, lose control. And I need someone who understands that and loves me anyway. "
I closed her legs and urged her to turn over, taking a moment to examine her mesmerizing tits. "Every time I see you I have to pinch myself. Your beauty is breathtaking."
She smiled. "I'm glad you think that way." She waved the notebook. "I have two more."
"Tell me." I sat down next to her and applied the lotion from my shoulders and then down over the tits of my dreams.
"Don't let your fire go out, spark by spark in the hopeless barter of the not-whole, the not-yet and the not-at-all. Don't let the hero in your soul perish in lonely frustration for the life you have and never deserved The world you want can be won. It exists ... it is real ... it is possible ... it is yours. Ayn Rand."
I had her breasts in my hands and massaged them to my heart's content. "Atlas Shrugged."
She nodded and twisted a little under my touch. I didn't want to distract her too much and after one last tug on her hard little nipples, I wandered down to her stomach. "Why this?" I asked.
"This phrase, 'hopeless exchanges of the not-whole, the not-yet-and the not-at-all," is like speaking directly to me about unused opportunities and unfulfilled opportunities. The life I deserve. It exists and it is possible and it is mine if I just go out and take it."
Her legs were lovely to touch. I was almost sad that she ran out of quotes. "The last?"
"We're taught to blame your father, your sisters, your brothers, the school, the teachers - but never blame yourself. It's never your fault. But it's always your fault, because if you do wanted to change you are the one who has to change. Katharine Hepburn. "
"Wow," I said quietly. "What's up with your quote?"
"I have a lot of anger with my family and with John and some of my old friends, college professors and others. I keep it closed. I hardly speak to my parents anymore, except to exchange holiday greetings. But it is not their fault. Not really. My life is my own, not what you shape and shape. I have to stand up for what I want and start living a life that I can be proud of. "
I pulled her up to a sitting position and carefully applied the suntan lotion to her face. "Interesting selection. Not what I would have chosen for the most part. But that's a good thing. It's very personal. Overall, what does it say to you?"
She looked stunning and focused on her answer. "Above all, that there is a life I should live. A loud, boisterous, combative life that can make the world a better place. And if I ever want to experience real happiness, I have to," she reached for that Notebook and flipped back a few pages, "Take hold of the world. Life is a slut. You have to go out and kick ass."
"Maya Angelou," I said with a grin.
"She's right. Take life by the balls."
I laughed. "Okay. Imagine I am life. What would you do?"
She got a wicked, playful smile on her face. "Very simple. First of all, I face life, no blinkers, nothing between me and life and the things I want to achieve." She reached up and pulled my shorts down. "Remove the superfluous until there is only me and life, mano-y-mano." She took off her bikini bottoms so that we were both wonderfully naked.
"I decide what I want and how best to get it. For example, what if I wanted to sip the sweet nectar of life?" She reached out and took my semi-soft cock in her hands. "I know what I want. I know where it is. I know how to get it. Now all it takes is the will and determination to get it." She brought her mouth to my cock and licked me. "I will not wait for good things to come to me, I will go after them." She took my cock in her mouth, sucked on me and made me hard in a few moments. "Well, the preparation is done, now we just have to make an effort to make it come true."
She pushed me back on the couch and began to suck me with complete devotion, caressed my hardness, took me deep, pulled back and licked me off completely. "It may not happen immediately. Nothing worth having is easy, they say. But I won't give up."
She climbed on top of me and spread herself over me. "I'll be tempted to take short cuts, do things that challenge my morals and values." She leaned down and took my shaft in her hand, rubbing it against her wet mouth. "Take the easy way, where the ends justify the means." It lowered itself almost imperceptibly, the tip of my cock pressed into it. "A little compromise, and I know I'll reach my goal easily."
I looked at her. "Don't do it. No compromises. No short cuts."
She nodded. "You're right. If it's worth doing, it's worth doing well. I know if I follow my original plan I'll make it, it just might take a little longer." She straightened up, turned around and let her beautiful pussy down over my face. I felt her lips take me in again and forced a groan out of me.
I licked her, sucked on her swollen lips, my tongue gently teasing her clit. It was hard to focus, she did a great job down there, getting me closer and closer to my own end.
"Don't hold back," she said, quickly stroking me with her hand. "Give it to me. You know what I need. Give it to me."
She was right. I wanted her to have it. I focused on what she was doing, my efforts to please her were far less than they should have been. But I understood. For now, the goal wasn't to make her cum. She was unstoppable, her hand and mouth working in tandem, steadily, caressing me over and over, bringing me closer and closer, without a break. "Give it to me," she gasped before taking me in her mouth and starting again.
I was there, right on the threshold. She did it to me. "You are about to get it." I groaned.
I came for her. Hard. She moaned as she ingested my juice, swallowed and sucked me out. I could feel her reacting, her pink lips trembling over my tongue, her legs tightening around my head. She kept sucking on me until the sensitivity made me involuntarily squirm against her touch. Finally she pulled back, turned and looked at me. "I'll get what I want, and I'll do it on my terms. I'll grab life by the balls and suck the sweet, juicy goodness out of it."
I chuckled. "Life is going to be one hell of a surprise. There's a new player in this game."
She grinned. "God, that was so intense. I can't believe I came when I jerked you off!"
"It's a mental thing. So much of everything we do is mental. Like life, I think. You knew what you wanted and you took it. You took what you wanted and how you did. You did it." wanted it. "
"Not too weird for you? The teasing wasn't too much?"
"Are you crazy? You are perfect. Absolutely perfect."
"I'm not."
"You are. At least for me."
"Was that our lesson for the day? Love life and get what you want out of it?"
"Lesson 1. You're not done yet."
"Good. I liked this lesson. Can I have a refresher?"
"Later. Next you have to write down 100 things you want in life. It can be things, places you want to visit, things you want to learn, experiences, financial, spiritual, professional, mental, educational. Whatever. Whatever. Write down at least 100 things. " I got up and kissed her heavenly lips. "I still have to do my job. Let me know when you're done."
"100? Isn't that too much?"
"I think this won't be difficult for you. You might get rolling and even write down 200. I don't know. Don't think too much. Just write."
I turned back to my pool chores, sated for the moment. I finished labeling the pipes, then I flushed the filter and added new material to the skimmers. I added markings on the valves showing their settings for balanced cleaning. It would take some adjustment over time, but the basic settings would help.
I cleaned the skimmers and rinsed them with acid, when I saw they were still green, I skimmed the surface and stood again looking at the pristine basin, so different from a few days earlier. Naomi was still working on her list, so I put all my supplies away and checked the water chemistry. Everything looked pretty good. The chlorine level was a little low, but I knew that would change if the filter ran overnight and the chlorinator did its job.
I was just in the process of making all the settings for the pool panel, such as the morning and night cleaning intervals, the strength of the chlorinator, etc., when Naomi showed up. "I'm done. I've overdone it a little." She was still topless, but had put her bikini bottoms back on.
"Perfect timing. I'm done too. What do you think?" I went over to the pool with her.
"It looks great! Almost brand new. I still can't believe you made it in time. And for so little money."
"Motivation is everything." I told her and put my arm around her. "The water is still a little cloudy, but that will improve overnight. What time is your party tomorrow?"
"It doesn't start until 3pm."
"Sometime before noon you should clamp the hose on the side of the pool and take out the cleaner. You should also put three packets of shockers in the pool. I'll leave them outside. Does that sound like something you can do?"
She pouted contemptuously. "I thought you'd come over tomorrow to finish?"
"There's not much left for me to do," I confessed.
"John goes golfing at eight o'clock. I thought I could give you your final payment then. He won't be home until noon."
I looked at my watch. "It's only a little after four now. When we've completed the next stage of your enlightenment, I thought I might get a little reward."
She grinned, turned and hugged me. "You will get a lot of rewards. Tomorrow it will just be different."
I tilted her head up and kissed her gently. "All right. You persuaded me. I'll be with you at around 8:30 in the morning." I melted in the hot sun. "I could really use a dip in the pool. To swim in, so to speak. Would you like to come with me?"
She smiled. "With pleasure. I think we at least deserve it, right?"
I took her hand in mine and we walked over to the bath entrance, where we could slowly get into the pool. The water was still quite cool as it hadn't had much time to warm up on the previous day. I dove under the water because I wanted to get used to the water all at once while Naomi walked slowly lower, standing on tiptoe and squeaking as the cold water reached her breasts. "It's getting warm again, isn't it?"
"It will be ten degrees warmer by tomorrow afternoon. Another reason to fill it up as early as possible." I went to her and she wrapped her legs around me, her arms around my neck. I held her tight and slowly went lower until the water was up to her neck. I took a few steps back towards the shallower water until the water was only armpit depth.
"It's not that bad now," she admitted.
"I wish this didn't have to end," I told her. "I can't imagine not being around you every day."
She nodded and pulled me close to her. "I know. Back to the boring, dull everyday life."
"No. Not that. A new life, chasing your dreams, right?"
She nodded. "I hope so."
I pressed my lips to hers and we kissed deeply, lovingly, deeply. I had my hands on her bum, stroking her, reaching into her swimming trunks to feel her flesh.
I walked her to the flat end and set her down. "Wait here. I'll be right back."
I went out on the porch and got her work back after drying my hands thoroughly. I grabbed the towels and put the papers and their notes on the towels, along with a pen and notebook. Then I got back in the pool and joined her on the edge as she worked.
"Did you find out something while making your dream list?"
"I already have. There are so many things I still want to do. I could probably have put 100 more on the list."
"For example, what? What is it that stuck in your head?"
“I like doing new and unusual things, but I don't. Not anymore. Not since I was in high school. I want to dive on a sunken boat, I want to hang gliding. I want to parachute jumping off a plane. I want to spend an afternoon on jet skis. I want to drive around the country in the backseat of a motorcycle and use the back roads. I want to go on a safari. I want to climb Kilimanjaro. I want to hike the Great Wall. I ... "
I laughed. "I understand. There are a lot of things you want to do. How about education, career, finances. Do you have any ideas?"
She nodded eagerly. "I want to get a degree in Marketing and a Masters of Business Administration. I want to learn all about running and running a nonprofit. I will work for one of the medium sized nonprofits and see how things are really done , as opposed to what they teach you in school. And then I'll find out who in the world I want to help the most and dedicate my life to that. I'm not sure what it will be yet, but I know that I want to help people, not endangered animals, not the environment, not politics. People who need my help and whose lives can change dramatically for the better. "
She leaned over the edge of the pool and flipped through her pages, which were so vivid that I was speechless. Such a difference.
I leaned against her body and looked over her shoulder. "Do you know what I love about what you just told me?"
"No what?"
"How, from all the things you said you wanted to do, moved on to telling me what you're going to do. You're going to work for a nonprofit. You're going to find out who you're going to help and how you will dedicate your life to it. That is wonderful. You know it. You have a job. "
My hands seemed to have a will of their own and were busy wandering over her body.
"Did I say that? I didn't even notice."
"Yes, you've gotten from a list of things you wanted to do that interested you but weren't absolute to the core of what you want to do with your life."
I turned it over so it was facing me. "Tonight you take this list and make a new one with it. You are going to list five things that you want to do, that you want to have, that you want to learn and that you want to be. Then you make a plan for how to do each of those things with small goals that will take you to your final destination. For example, if you decide to climb Kilimanjaro, you think about what you need to know, how to prepare, when to go, how much money you need for it, etc. "
"You're a slave driver, you know?" She said with a grin.
"Yes. You will thank me one day. But I'm not finished yet. By Monday, I want you to take a first step towards each of your goals. You will write these goals down and read them first thing in the morning when you get up."
"How do you know all this, Xavier?"
“My dad made me do the same when I turned 16. So my last years of high school would prepare me for what I wanted in life. Make sure I go to the right college. The right degree  to strive for. Things like that. "
"So you have a list?"
"I have. Let's get out of the pool and I'll show you."
We went out on the porch and dried off. "Lie down. Time to put one last time on you," I told her. I went to my wallet and took out my list. It was laminated, folded in half, and labeled on both sides. I update them once a month. Rewriting my goals, removing things I've done, and adding new tasks is a powerful thing."
I held it in front of her nose. "It's a very private thing. I've never shown this list to anyone. Some of the points are very personal." I put it in her hand.
"You let me read it?"
"Of course. You're the only one I would consider letting them read. You like it."
She turned her head and looked at me in surprise. "I?"
"Since I first saw you."
"You are joking."
"Not at all. At least one of my goals in each category is what I call 'achieve'. It probably won't happen, but it's something I can dream of. You've always been in that category."
She scanned the list and found herself. "Making love with Naomi Winters. In italics."
"My goals are written in italics."
"How long have you had my name on your list?"
I grabbed the lotion and started on her back. "Since I made my first list. I've made a new list every month for the past three years, rewrote it from scratch, and you've always been a part of it. I knew I didn't stand a chance, but you can dream, right? "
"That's pretty incredible," she said quietly.
"I know. It's one of those goals I didn't know how to go about. A lot of people talk about this whole idea of 'The Secret' that if you believe enough in something and want it enough, and you Open up to possibilities, the law of attraction makes it come true. I don't really believe in it. I believe that hard work and persistence have a lot more to do with achieving your goals. But after this week I start to doubt. "
I reached down, pulled off her bikini bottoms, and applied the suntan lotion to her pretty pale cheeks.
"God, is that worrying," she said. "My name on your list, a goal of yours that you've been thinking about for years. If you'd asked me a week ago if it would ever happen, I would have laughed. And now the dream is yours, if you want to. "
I put cream on her legs. "What do you think? Do I want it?"
She was trembling. "I can't imagine wanting something so badly. And thinking that I am the object of that desire. My God, I don't know what to think."
"Does that make you think of the power of written goals?"
"And a lot more. How many of your goals did you achieve?"
"Hundreds. Every month I manage several of the small ones. You would be the first high-level goal or goal achieved. I think after that I'll retire. It can only go downhill."
I made her turn around, but she still had her nose buried in my list. "$2 million in 8 years?"
"It started with 1 million in 10 years. Now I know that it will easily be two. Soon I'll probably make 2.5 million out of it."
"Create something that will make it on the front page of the newspaper?"
"Pretty cool, huh?"
"Climb the seven peaks? What is that?"
"The highest mountain on every continent. Kilimanjaro is one of them. It looks like we have something in common." I massaged her breasts. "None of these peaks can match this. You'll be a disappointment after I get to your top." I pulled up her nipples and felt the tips harden.
"And you look at it every day and base your actions on these goals?"
"So it is. Anything on this list that isn't in italics, I'll do. No question about it."
"I wish I had your confidence, Xavier."
"You will. Make your list. Read it daily. Let it guide your actions. And in a year when you see the incredible progress you've made, you will know with absolute certainty that you can do it too." "
I was working on her legs. I had passed her pretty little pussy, which she noticed. "Not paying attention to the kitten?" She asked teasingly.
"Not yet. I don't like the taste of this sun lotion." I spread her legs and moved between them, kissing the soft, freshly shaved skin around her magical opening. "Smooth," I muttered.
"Fresh, just for you," she said softly. She was still reading my list, obviously transfixed. "Four categories, one per page, three big goals on each page, smaller tasks under each. Should I do that?"
"You can. It works for me. I have a bigger list, but that's the one I carry in my pocket and think about."
She dropped the list and ran her fingers through my hair. "You are so good at that, Xavier," she said gently.
"Talk to me, Naomi. Tell me what I'm doing wrong, what you'd rather me do whatever you think is right. Help me do what is best for you."
She moaned a little. "Less poking your fingers, more pressing around the inside, up and down," she whispered.
I turned my fingers over and pressed the top of her pussy, massaging her.
"God, yes, just like that. Above and below. Flat above, deep below," she gasped.
I switched between the two, taking time with each of them. I could feel their reactions and soon learned where and how much pressure to apply. I could feel her pussy reacting and pulsing around my fingers.
"Lick less, suck more," she pleaded.
I moved my mouth over the top, sucked on her lips, felt her clit move under the skin. I didn't have a lot of experience with it, and to feel that movement was enlightening. I moved my tongue against it, press and release, press and release, the pressure pulsating.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God don't stop!" she moaned sweetly.
I twisted my fingers up, pushed in and pulled them out, feeling the uneven texture of her G-spot, stroking it directly.
She screamed and my mouth was flooded with a light liquid, slightly sweet and salty. I pulled back a little, surprised. It had never happened to me before. I was hit on the chin with another heavy splash. Naomi groaned and emitted a third, smaller jet. My hand caressed the outside of her pussy, which was soaked almost to the elbow. It was more than amazing.
She gasped, her whole body spinning. I stopped touching her, but I could see her pussy shaking and a small trickle of liquid oozing out. I brought my mouth down over her, licked up her juices, and tried to be gentle.
Suddenly she straightened up. "My God, Xavier! I'm sorry, did I piss on you?"
I laughed. "Not really. I'm pretty sure you injected. This is my first time, but it's way too sweet to be urine. You taste fantastic."
She blushed, "God, that was amazing! I've never felt anything like this before."
"Do you want to feel it again?" I asked and licked her gently.
"Do you think that we can do that, that it can be like that again?"
"We can only try if you're ready."
"Isn't that gross? Splashing all over you like that?"
"I loved it. I loved letting you come for me. Letting you lose control. Let me do it again."
She leaned back and opened her legs again.
I learned something new. At least as far as Naomi was concerned. Once you've opened the locks, it doesn't take nearly as long to open them again. She squirted twice more, but not nearly as much, the second time she lost control, her whole body writhing and twisting, unable to come for a long time.
I sat next to her and stroked her reassuringly. She looked startled by her own reaction, gasping, writhing under my touch. As I ran my hand over the inside of her thigh, she seemed to come back, moaning and writhing. I moved higher and brushed her hair back. "Shh," I whispered, "it's ok."
Naomi rolled over on her side, clutched my leg, and curled up protectively. I gently stroked her back and waited for her to calm down.
She buried her head in my knee, and when she began to breathe normally again, she pressed her lips to my skin. Slowly she rolled onto her back and crossed her arms over her chest. "Not anymore," she whispered.
She sat up, turned, and put her feet on the floor. I helped her to her feet and caught her as she stumbled, her legs still shaking. She clung to me. "I have to go to the bathroom," she said.
I escorted her to the door and let her regain control of her legs. She turned and kissed me on the door. "I'm fine, Xavier. I've got it under control."
I watched her walk slowly through the door, still surprised at how badly it had bothered her.
I returned to the lounge chair and tidied up behind her, a puddle on the pillow testifying to her pleasure. I cleaned up, went back to the pool and tested the water. I added some saline solution and tried to ignore my cock until Naomi came back. There wasn't much more I could do with the pool. It was as good as it could be.
I looked at it and was proud of what we had achieved.
"It's a miracle, Xavier." said Naomi, who was walking next to me.
"Just hard work, we did well." I turned and took her in my arms. "Do you feel better now?"
She grinned. "Very. That was pretty crazy, wasn't it?"
"You could say that. You're a little bang, aren't you?"
"I guess I am. I was very surprised." She took my hand and pulled me back into the shade of the porch. "We're running out of time," she said. "I'll feel awful if I can't do something for you before you go."
It was a very nice thing, a long, extended blow job. I watched her stretching out between my legs and lovingly, playfully, licking, kissing, teasing, taking me into her mouth. I couldn't help but think that I was hoping for more. Above all, the access to the space between her legs, the fulfillment of my dream.
Instead, I contented myself with letting her suck my mouth and giving her a mouthful of appreciation. She didn't stay long, but quickly pulled herself up and grabbed what little clothes she had outside. She gave me a quick kiss.
"It's getting late. I have to get dressed. I'll come over and say goodnight as soon as John gets home and is comfortable.
I got dressed and checked the water quality one last time, cleaned the skimmers and the pump screen. I checked the pool control settings and started putting my things away. Naomi tidied up around the porch and went back inside just a few minutes before John showed up.
I didn't have much to do other than load up my gear. I passed the time by removing a few stray leaves and waiting to see if Naomi would show up and say goodbye.
She came out with her husband in tow. She had put on a light summer dress that hugged her great figure and looked stunning. I avoided staring at her as I was afraid my feelings would be obvious. My childhood fantasy had turned into full-blown adoration.
"I wouldn't believe it if I didn't see it with my own eyes," said John from the edge. "It hasn't looked this good since it was first put on."
"He said he could come over once a week and take care of it for the summer," said Naomi.
"As long as it comes out of your household budget," John told her. He turned to me. "Great work, Xavier. You can count on us if you need references. We will continue to spread the miracle you have done here."
"I appreciate that. I would not have made it without your wife. She was a great help to me."
He laughed. "Nice of you to say that. I can imagine that lying around in her bikini, if not very helpful, was very annoying."
"No, really. She did a great job scrubbing the interior and helping with the acid wash."
"That's good to hear. If not more than a little surprising." He gave her a pat on the bum. "We should let you help out more often, then you will soon actually be contributing something here."
She didn't look pleased with him. "I contribute. I do a lot."
"Of course you do, dear," he said condescendingly. "I hope you showed her how to do basic maintenance?" He asked.
"Quite a few. I thought I could go over a few final things tonight and brush things up when I come over for regular maintenance."
"Good. Don't let me stop you from finishing, I can imagine that you are tired of this place by now." He held out his hand, and as disgusting as I found it, I shook it. He turned back to the house.
"I'll come in as soon as we're done," Naomi told him, watching his back as he left us. She turned to me. "You wanted to show me something?" She asked and grinned wickedly.
"With the pool equipment?"
"Go ahead."
I turned on the light behind the privacy fence that surrounded the facility. "Everything is set to work automatically. The only thing you need to know is this button. If you want to go swimming and the filter is running, you can turn off the pump here."
She moved close to me and grabbed my legs. "Is there something back here that I can turn on?"
I put my arms around her. "Not more than you already have."
"Good." She pulled down my shorts, crouched down and took my cock in her mouth, sucking me until hard.
I switched my gaze between watching her pretty face licking me and looking back at the house. I could see through the slats of the blinds John sitting in a chair watching TV.
Within a few moments I was hard as a stone and enjoyed the pleasure of her wonderful mouth. I grabbed her head and held it in my hands, moving it back and forth on my cock. She put her hands on her back and let me fuck her warm mouth.
I pulled her hard on my cock and felt the resistance as I slid down her throat. She moaned sweetly and gasped as I pulled her away.
"Fuck my face, Xavier," she pleaded with me.
I thrust back into her mouth, hard, deep into her throat. I moved her head back and forth, getting closer by the second.
She kept moaning as I moved faster and felt the end coming. Saliva gushed around her lips and dripped down her chin. She choked a few times, but each time she took me deep inside her playfully. I pulled her back and left her panting. "This time," I said to her.
She nodded, knelt submissively, opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue, her eyes looking up at me eagerly.
I shoved my cock back into her mouth and roughly fucked her face. Her lips closed around my shaft and sucked. I only fucked her mouth lightly, but she pushed forward and took me down her throat again. I groaned and slid in and out of her narrow esophagus. I pushed it all the way in, her nose pressed against my crotch and broke out.
When I finished, Naomi pulled me out of her throat and sucked me gently. She pulled my cock out of her mouth and kissed the tip tenderly. "So. That should last until morning."
"God, girl! How is it possible that every time with you is even more incredible than the last time?"
She smiled. "You liked that, didn't you?"
"Fallen is not the right word. That was more than incredible."
She straightened up for a kiss. "Good. I always want to be incredible to you.
"I wasn't too rude to you?" I asked nervously.
"Very coarse. That'll have to be an occasional thing. Besides, I couldn't even taste you."
I reached under her dress and ran my hand over her thigh to her bare pussy. I rubbed her gently while she leaned against me. "Tomorrow it's all yours, baby. As much as you want."
She gently pushed my hand away. "I have to go in now. Don't come tonight. Save all of this for me."
"Don't forget your homework," I reminded her.
"Homework?"
"The five things you want to do, that you want to have, that you want to learn and that you want to be. And your plan for how you want to achieve each of them."
"You're a slave driver," she said, playfully sticking her tongue out at me.
"You will thank me."
She laughed softly. "I'm going to have to 'thank' you a lot tomorrow. You'd better eat your cornflakes."
"I'm going to eat a lot tomorrow," I told her and kissed her gently.
"I really have to go," she said sadly.
"Tomorrow morning at half past eight."
She nodded. "I'll call if something comes up."




Chapter 5

"How's your pool work going?" asked my mother over dinner.
"Almost done. Just a little fine-tuning tomorrow."
"That wasn't that bad, was it?" She teased. "Working with your childhood crush every day. I hope she dressed up nicely for you."
"Mom!"
"Don't raise the boy, Roxanne," said my father.
"Did you call Selena Ramirez?" asked mother. "She wants you to put two ceiling fans for her."
"Yes, mom. I called. I'll do it on Friday."
"Friday? Why so late in the week?"
"Mrs. Johnson's hot tub on Monday. Mrs. Tyson's fence Tuesday through Thursday," I explained.
"Good. You should give me a schedule so I can keep an eye on you."
After dinner, father gave me a financial lecture. How much should I charge, how should I open a business account with the bank, how should I keep the money for taxes, how should I get a business account with the hardware stores and the timber trade, how should I label the material. He insisted that if I worked hard I should be able to save over $5,000. All good stuff, but not much that I didn't already know.
I listened patiently, even though my mind wandered. I couldn't get Naomi Winters out of my head. After a while, I broke up and went to my room and played a little, hoping to distract myself. I went to bed early and resisted the temptation to enjoy myself. Naomi asked me to keep it for her. How could I say no to that?
***
I was up early 7:30 on a Saturday. The first to be awake in the house. I had breakfast and cleaned myself up, shaved really smooth, and did the usual. At 8:30 am I drove into the Winters’ driveway. John's car was gone, which was a nice start. I went into her back yard.
Naomi was sitting on the porch, nibbling on a bowl of fruit. She was dressed casually, with loose cream shorts and a simple sleeveless button-up shirt. I was hoping for less.
She got up and came over to meet me, wrapping her arms around my waist. "Good morning, Xavier," she said.
"That's it now." I tilted her head up and gave her a kiss.
"Sit down, please. We need to talk."
That sounded threatening. Again not what I was hoping for.
She poured me a glass of juice from a jug on the table and pushed it in front of me. "I've done my homework."
I breathed a sigh of relief. That was a conversation I'd love to hear. "And ...?"
"It was good. Eye-opening. I really had to think about some things and make some tough decisions."
"Do you want to share your list with me?"
She shook her head once. "Not yet, okay?" She looked up at me and I could see she was getting emotional. I reached out and took her hand.
"What's the matter, Naomi?"
"You're going to hate me," she said, her voice barely a whisper.
"No, I don't. Tell me what's going on."
"I can't make love to you," she blurted out. "I know I made a promise, but I have to give my marriage a fair chance before I end it. There is so much I want and have to do and if I can do that while I stay married to John and if he and I can solve some problems, I'll try that first. "
"It's good."
"Good? That's good? You should be mad at me for turning on you and then attacking you with this."
"It's what you need. You said it. I would be lying if I said I was excited about it. I've wanted this for so long, and grabbing it from under my nose at the last second is." hard. But your luck comes first. "
"My luck? That won't make me happy. It would be happy if I took you upstairs and made you fuck me to the limit."
"Then why don't we do this?" I asked.
She leaned back and sighed. "I don't think I could ever get back to John's bed after being with you. The way it is when he touches me, all I can think of is you. Last night we did. And everything that I did thought was that it should be you. "
I nodded. "You're right. I should be."
She started crying again. "I know. But I want to give it another chance. I don't think it'll work, but I want to be loyal until I decide it's over. I don't want to cheat. This is not the way to go to end it. "
I had to wonder at her idea of cheating when all the oral sex we had didn't count. Still, I got it. I didn't like it, but I understood.
I squeezed her hand. "We had a great thing. I will never forget it. Now I want you to do what you have to do. Do your best, and if it doesn't work, hold your head high. I'll be waiting for you."
She shook her head vehemently. "No, don't wait for me. It's not fair to you. It might work, but even if it doesn't, it won't happen overnight. I have no idea how long it will take."
I got up and took her hand. "Come on morning goddess. Let's check out the pool for your party."
She struggled and pulled me over to our favorite sun lounger. "One more time, Xavier," she said softly.
She took her time to strip me naked, then unbuttoned her top and took it off for me. She wasn't wearing a bra. "I'll keep my shorts on. Otherwise I don't dare."
I pulled her close and kissed her stomach. "Trust me for both of us," I told her, unbuttoning her shorts.
"May I?" She asked hesitantly.
I let them slide over her hips and pulled down her simple black panties. "Definitely. Always."
She pushed me back down and knelt between my legs. I softened and saw her smile. "I don't think I've ever seen you so small before."
"It's been a tough morning." I told her with a wry smile. "Better do it, Naomi."
She took me in her mouth, sucked and tugged on my cock. Disappointed or not, getting this gorgeous woman suckled on me got results pretty quickly. After just a minute or two, I was back as hard as ever.
She grinned again. "This is Xavier again, whom I know and love."
"I love you too my angel."
She gave me a small, sad smile. "I know." She teasingly licked my cock. "No more talk of love, okay? That's difficult enough."
"As long as you know."
"I do."
She stopped speaking and started blowing. It was different, loving and adoring, she seemed to worship my cock. She kept looking up at me and I could see the need in her eyes. It was too much. To know that she wanted me, maybe even loved me, and that this might be our last time. I wanted it to last forever, but fate had given me another hand. We had only been in a few minutes before I knew I couldn't hold back any longer.
"I'll come for you, my beautiful."
She pulled back and licked me again, staring into my eyes and smiling. She sucked me hard, stroking my cock with her hand and using her tongue to tease my sensitive cockhead. I groaned, struggled until the last moment, and fired in her loving mouth. She sucked me to completion, then sat up. She opened her mouth, showed me my load and closed her eyes before swallowing. She went back down on me, cleaned me, sucked gently and held me hard.
After a while she lay on top of me, her head on my shoulder, her legs open, soft thighs outside mine. "Xavier," she whispered softly.
I hugged her and kissed the top of her head. "Naomi," I replied.
She reached down between us and I felt her hand on my cock. She rubbed it on her wet labia.
"Don't, Naomi."
"I want to feel it."
"I promised you we wouldn't. Don't make me a liar."
She straightened up on her hands and lifted off me, her amazing breasts drooping. "Can you be strong for us? Let me feel it inside me for once. That's all. Can we do that?"
"We should not."
"I know. Please, for me. Just once. Just slide it in and let me feel how it should be. But that's all, okay?"
"Could you stop that?" I asked her.
"Maybe not. That's why I want you to be strong for both of us. Don't let me do it anymore, no matter what. No matter how much I beg you."
"You ask a lot."
She kissed me gently. "I know. And you've already done so much for me. You changed my life in the last few days. Now I need you all over again."
"Put it in," I told her.
She sat up, lifted her hips and leaned forward, watching my cock slowly slide into her. She lowered herself and slid down my shaft and watched the whole thing disappear inside her.
She sat down, resting all her weight on my cock, and sighed. "Damn it," she moaned. "I knew it."
I grabbed her and pulled her to my chest, holding her in my arms, my cock buried deep in the tightness of my dream woman. We stayed like that, kissed warmly and lovingly, my hands caressed her body, their tightness pulsed around my cock.
She started lifting her hips and I grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled her down hard again. "No."
"Just a little, baby?" She pleaded.
"No. Relax. Let's stay like this a little longer."
She pressed her hips against me and I gave her a hard pat on the bum. "Don't, Naomi, or I swear I'll retire."
She whimpered softly and sat down again. She buried her head in my shoulder while I caressed this amazing body. I was rubbing her back when I felt the sobs begin.
"Shhh," I whispered and hugged her.
She started to cry, violently, the sobs echoing through her body around my cock. I grabbed her ass again, holding her tight to me, my cock pounding inside her as she let it out.
When she had calmed down, I let go of her ass and felt her settle back on my cock. I took her in my arms, kissed her pretty face, tasted the salt of her tears, which I kissed away.
She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me again. A long, passionate kiss of despair. She ended it by nibbling my lip and pulling away from me. "Thank you," she said.
"I love you" was all I could answer.
She nodded, then turned and lowered her pussy over my face before taking me in her mouth.
It was wonderful. Magical. Just as she adored my cock, I did the same for her delicious little pussy. I teased, kissed, tasted, memorized every little wrinkle and bump, knowing that this might take a lifetime. I could gently make her cum for me, then again, with my cock all the way down her throat, she came hard. My own need suddenly struck me and I thrust my hips up and shot my load down her throat.
She withdrew in the middle of my climax, sucked her head and sucked the last drop out of me. I kissed her perfect pussy goodbye and my heart trembled in my chest.
She lay down on top of me, my softening cock in her mouth, my lips glued to her clit, she sucked gently and wouldn't stop. I felt her head rest on my thigh, her lips still holding me gently. She held me in her mouth, her tongue slowly stroking my sensitive head. I licked it gently, lovingly, along each side crease and then up the middle and into it. I relaxed, my mouth clung to her pussy, my tongue made one last gentle journey until I rested, the tip barely in her.
We stayed that way for a few minutes until she slowly got up and turned around. I held her in silence for a while longer until she kissed me and stood up. She wore a forced smile. "Let's go, pool boy. We still have a lot to do, don't we?"
She got up and pulled on her panties while I pulled up my shorts. She took my hand, still showing off her beautiful tits, and we went to the pool.
We took a few minutes to check the water, add the shocker, and check the skimmers. I showed her how to switch the saltwater chlorinator from the super chlorine setting to the normal level.
I wanted to do more, but the pool was spotless and our job was done. We stood on the edge of the pool and looked at it.
"We did a good job, didn't we?" She asked.
"We have. I have some good news. All of the material cost less than $900. We're even. No second payment required."
"I want to pay you the rest," she said.
"I won't take it."
She held my hand and gave me a squeeze. "We're done, aren't we?"
"As good as it gets."
She turned and hugged me. "I ... I don't want you to come and clean the pool. I couldn't take it."
"I see. I'll write you instructions on what to do and email them to you."
"Thank you," she said softly.
We went back out on the porch and both got dressed. She escorted me back to my vehicle and gave me one last kiss, out in the driveway where everyone could see her. Then she turned in silence and ran back into her garden, closing the gate behind her.
I hoped that she would find happiness.
***
I buried myself in work and in wild MILFs hanging out at home. I didn't care that Claire Johnson had a reputation for being a gossip. I fixed her hot tub and then spent the afternoon forgetting Naomi by fucking the buxom housewife. She was fun and I had a great time. For a few minutes I was able to put the thoughts of Naomi out of my head.
I did the work on the fence and my schedule was starting to fill up.
"You are as good as booked out for the next few weeks," my mother told me over breakfast on Friday.
"Great."
"Naomi called and raved about the job you did for her. And she wanted to thank you for the detailed guide on maintaining the pool. That was really nice of you. I know it was a lot of work, but they seem Appreciate it. At least two of the jobs you have came through her recommendation. "
Naomi. Why did she have to remind me?
"It all worked out. The materials cost less than I expected and I was still able to make some money. I can't complain."
Selena Ramirez had spoken to Claire. I installed two ceiling fans and spent most of two hours eating them. She didn't want to do more, and that was fine with me. She was a cute, chubby little Latina who certainly enjoyed what I did for her as I expanded my knowledge in this area. I got a $100 tip. Unbelievable.
It turned out that the suburbs are full of wild mothers looking for a little fantasy escape from their everyday world. About one in four of my jobs ended up needing 'extra' attention. Word of that must have got around. Linda Pearson wanted me to play with myself and come on her face. Over and over again, all day long. She wore it like a badge of honor. Cindy Harts loved to suck cock. I replaced a garbage chute and got blown four times, twice before and twice after.
Not everyone was ready to push all boundaries. I guess I had a reputation as a pool expert and by the end of the first month I had a makeshift half-dozen of them. A couple of these women wanted me to put some lotion on them and massage them on the edge of the pool. Two wanted me to finish the job by pleasuring them with my fingers. Not such a terrible job. I charged $20 for 15 minutes of work and maybe another 20-30 minutes of messing around. I usually walked away with an extra $20 for my trouble.
But there were also some more daring jobs.
Cammie Logan wanted me to fuck her in her wedding dress. How weird was that? She was a very wild one, completely dressed up for the altar, including white stockings and a veil. She was the first black woman I was ever with, and the contrast between the crisp white fabric and her dark skin was mesmerizing. She wanted me to replace all of the lightbulbs in her house with the new low-energy lamps, including some very hard-to-reach lamps in her high ceilings. She insisted that every time she walked in the room, I should grab her roughly, pick up her skirt and panties, and fuck her. I didn't even have to finish, I just had to fuck her for a while. In the afternoon I did whatever I wanted with her. I got her to give me a blowjob, leaned over a table and pounded her, even fucking her luscious ass. I stood on a ladder and switched out the four lights in a ceiling fan while she sucked my cock between the rungs of the ladder. I fucked her in every room of the house, including the garage, and came for her at least half a dozen times. She thanked me fervently at the end of the afternoon, and once again I was grateful to be able to forget Naomi, if only for a few short hours.
I went to Marie Close to replace a dishwasher and came back from the department store to find a note in the kitchen. "I'm in the bedroom," was all it said.
I went and found her naked, gagged and tied up. I used her hard right there on the bed, tossing her around like a rag doll and fucking her tight little pussy like there's no tomorrow. She was petite, not the prettiest around, but a sexy little package. When I finished my first mission and my sperm was running out of her, I picked her up and carried her into the kitchen, where I set her on the floor. I pulled out the existing dishwasher and fucked it on the cold tiles. When I was done on her face I took the time to put the new dishwasher in and took a break to fuck her helpless pussy for a while. I cleaned her up and put her back on her bed, still handcuffed. I finished the installation, loaded the old dishwasher on my truck, then went to her bathroom and took a shower. I searched her bedside drawer while she watched me anxiously and found some toys to use on her. I played with her bonds, tried different ways of tying her up, pulling the ropes, replacing her with her husband's ties, and tying her to the bed. Before the afternoon was over I had fucked her ass twice and shagged her pussy for half an hour while she had a vibrator up her bum and it was turned on. She must have come a dozen or more times. I finished it off by gagging her, roughly peeling off the tape over her lips and getting her to blow me before I came in her mouth.
"Should I leave you like that?" I asked teasingly.
She stared at me with admiring eyes. "You should take me home and lock me up in your closet and use me whenever you want."
I untied her, rubbed the marks on her skin and held her in her bed and told her what an amazing fuck she was. She thanked me by blowing one last time, even if it took forever, and paid me $200 for the day's work. More than three times what I had estimated her.
Marissa Appleton wanted me to rape her. I swear. I couldn't make this shit up even if I tried. She gave me a slip of paper when I came to her house to install a new garage door opener. Tough job. "Come inside when you're done and rape me. Hard. Abuse me. Then take all the money out of my wallet."
It took me a couple of hours but I got the opener installed. I secretly entered the house through the back door. She was fully dressed, vacuuming the living room floor, wearing headphones, and listening to music on her iPhone. I crept up behind her, grabbed her neck and pulled her to the ground. She struggled against me and I used the vacuum cleaner cord to tie her hands together before ripping off her clothes. She struggled and fidgeted and screamed until I took a loop of the string and put it around her neck and pulled it tight. "Keep screaming, then I'll be just as happy to fuck your cold corpse."
After that, she was calmer and tried to talk to me. Begged me to stop, offered me her money, her jewelry. "Take what you want. I swear I won't give anything away," she pleaded as I pulled down her pants and ripped off her panties.
I am ashamed to say that I had more fun with it than I should. I fucked her over and over and told her I was going to get her pregnant. I got her to give me a blowjob, then pulled back at the last moment to shove my cock into her sloppy cunt and dump another load there. "How many are there? Three? I'm far from done with you, you little slut. I'll fill your pussy to the brim."
When she started screaming, I hit her around a little. Nothing hard, just enough to shock her. "Keep it up and I'll hit you until you have something to cry about." I was rude to her, crushing and biting her tiny tits, shoving my fingers up her tight dry ass, shoving my cock down her throat until she choked. I choked her while fucking her, her face blushed, and she came explosively.
When I couldn't get it up, I picked her up and left her at the foot of her bed, naked, my sperm dripping from her abused pussy. I found her purse and was surprised to see three hundred dollar bills in her wallet, along with a thick pile of smaller bills. Almost $500 in all.
I peeled off a twenty and knelt beside her. She winced and covered herself up. I pushed her hands out of the way and stuffed the worn-out twenties into her dripping cunt. "That will make sure that nothing spills out. If you say a word about it, I'll come back and take care of you and your whole family forever. Do you understand?"
She nodded slowly.
"Good. Leave the door to the garage unlocked from now on. I have the code for the opener. We'll do that again."
Her eyes widened and she nodded.
"You're a damn good fuck, miss. Make sure you name our child after me." I kissed her hard, half stuck my tongue in her throat, and left her.
In fact, Marissa found two more jobs for me to do for her this summer. One was a two-minute repair of a leaky toilet, followed by about three hours of rough play. She was my most generous customer, paying me over $400 each time. I have to say that RPG was a lot of fun with her and I never thought about Naomi when I was with her.
Most of the women who needed additional services became repeat customers. My fuckable bride let me swap out most of the wall switch panels for beautiful decoration panels. And again I fucked her in every room in the house, this time while she was wearing her high school cheerleading outfit. She asked me to wear a football jersey and I didn't mind going. Claire from the jacuzzi became a weekly regular with me taking care of her pool and jacuzzi for 15 minutes and then casual fucking the rest of the morning. My bondage queen Marie checked in every few weeks. The third time she had a friend with her. They were handcuffed back to back, naked. The two made me pretty beaten. I tied them face to face and let them kiss each other while I took turns fucking them in all holes. Cindy Harts must have sucked me thirty times between June and August. She wasn't the best ever, but had to be given an A+ for her commitment and willingness. I even met her at the grocery store one day and we ended up in her minivan. She gave me two blowjobs, depending on the almost black panes to protect her privacy. She tried to give me some money but I wouldn't let her. I was a little proud.
And still, after all that, I was fantasizing about Naomi the whole time.
She became a ghost. I never saw her. She never spoke to mom again after that one phone call. There were many rumors about her and her husband. Finally I heard from Claire that she had moved out and was living with her parents again. We took a break between fuck sessions and she had a hell of a time making me hard again after this news.
I made a lot of money that summer break. I contacted all of my regular customers and offered them one last free "job" the week before I went back to school. Not one refused. I did two a day, starting at 8:00 a.m. and not finishing until late.
Marie of the Ropes let me know that her husband was out of town on Wednesday. I spent the night with her and her friend Walker. We took turns tying one and then the other of the women while the one who was free worked with me on the one who was tied up. They didn't seem to mind that they were very friendly to each other. Eventually I tied her up in 69 and enjoyed moving from one end of the couple to the other, fucking a pussy and mouth on each end. I even went from Walker's ass to Marie's mouth and I was amazed at how hot the three of us thought it was. I finished it up in Walker's tight little bum and let Marie clean me up, holding her by the hair. Around 1:00 a.m. we dropped the ropes and climbed into bed together, completely exhausted. I held both of them while we talked about what we all liked most and least. I drifted to sleep with two cute little well-fucked heads on my shoulders, my arms around both, their thighs draped over my thighs. I woke up to blow jobs several times during the night which resulted in more fucking. I was fucked up when I stopped by Selena for a couple of hours of oral sex that morning. Thank God it was Selena. I don't think I could have gotten another boner, not even for Naomi.
I ended my debauchery summer with Claire on Friday afternoon. She was always a nice change of pace, she wanted simple good sex with a little oral sex for fun. She was chatty as always and asked me if I would go back to school.
"Do you already know where you will live?" She asked.
"In the same dorm as last year. I've already looked at it. It's a nice room, second floor, at the end, away from the noise of the elevators and toilets."
"Are you even thinking of coming back? Your college is only a few hours away."
"Only during the holidays. Maybe a couple of weekends. Especially when the laundry jams," I told her while we were in bed together and cuddled. It was nice to be with her. And it was fun to hold. I loved the wildness, but having it once a week was probably my favorite in terms of relaxing old fashioned fun. The fact that she had the biggest tits of all of my girls, and that she gave me unlimited access and even let me fuck, didn't hurt. I realized that I would miss Claire.
"If you are ever in town, you can call me. I would be happy if we meet," she told me. "You made this summer wonderful."
"I'll keep that in mind. I love being with you."
She grinned. "Do we want to meet again?"
I did, and we did, and it was good. Very well. But it wasn't Naomi.
***
I went back to school that Saturday. Mom was all tearful and Dad was proud of my successful summer making almost $24,000. I had worked six days a week, eight to ten hours a day, for nearly three full months. I still had the chance to hang out with old friends most evenings, go out, have a beer, watch a movie. Just the usual. I didn't like sitting around at home; I kept getting depressed because I lost Naomi. So I stayed very busy. And it had paid off. I managed to save over $19,000.
I met my roommate and we worked out the details of the room, selected beds and cabinet sides, and rearranged our furniture. He was also a sophomore, reserve officer, and had dated a girl the year before. They hadn't kept in touch over the summer and he was worried about coming back in contact with her. He seemed like a pretty decent guy and I was hoping we could become friends.
I was just unpacking the last of my clothes when I got a strange feeling. You know that. As if someone were watching you, a cold chill runs down your spine, a strange little twitch at the back of your head. I turned to find Naomi Winters standing in my doorway. She was a vision in shorts and a tight T-shirt, her long dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. I was stunned. I stood and stared at her, completely speechless. My mind was empty.
"Should I go?" She asked nervously when I said nothing.
I rushed to the door, grabbed her hands, and pulled her inside. "No never."
She smiled at me and slipped easily into my arms, her body was familiar to me. I could smell her shampoo, the same one she'd used over the summer, anything fruity. One good breath and I was transported back to the time she was on top of me, my cock was in her and holding her while she cried. I didn't say anything, I just hugged her. I felt the tears run down my face and she looked up and wiped them away, ignoring the ones that were running down her own cheeks.
"What are you doing here?" I finally asked.
"I'm going back to school. It takes me about two full years to graduate. My divorce is final and I'm working on my list." She pulled my head down for a gentle kiss. "I would like to share it with you now, if you let me."
I'm sure this was all a shock to my roommate, who was sitting at his desk. Finally he got up. "I'm going to get something to eat. I'll be gone for a while." He stopped at the door. "Leave something on the doorknob if you need some privacy."
All in all, not a bad guy, it seemed.
I got up and closed the door, then undressed Naomi while she undressed me. We lay down in my little single bed and I put her on her back. She opened her legs for me and I pressed my painfully hard cock against her wet lips and thrust. In until it stops.
"God," she moaned softly. "Even better than I remember."
I stayed on my knees and looked down at her and took it all in. Her heavenly beauty, her incredible body, her cover girl face. "Take off the ponytail." I told her. I wanted to see her long hair untied as I loved it. It only took her a few moments to free her hair and shake it loose.
"Better?"
"Perfect. Down to the smallest detail."
I kissed her gently, then more passionately as I started to fuck my dream. I fucked her hard and fast, unable to hold back until those first minutes of desperate need were behind us. Then I took on the task of researching them. I tried different things, long, slow strokes, rubbing against her, aroused her insides, pounded her hard, took her slowly and easily. It wasn't long before she told me she was coming and I was fucking her faster, striving to cum with her, filling her the moment she came from her first orgasm and letting her cum with me again .
We made love for a few hours and didn't talk about what had happened or what the future would bring. We closed our last deal, the morning we missed. She rode me for a long time and obviously enjoyed playing with me, trying out different positions and actions. We did it on the side, then in the doggy style, which I absolutely loved with Naomi. The look at her wonderful ass, the narrow waist, the smooth skin, the tiny dimples that appeared and disappeared while I fucked her. To see my cock pierce her over and over again, the view of her tiny little fuck hole between her cheeks. Incredibly sexy. And it was so easy, so comfortable, it seemed like I could fuck her like this forever. She seemed to be enjoying it too, she came this way for me several times until she got weak and collapsed onto the bed. I rode her down and fucked her limp body until I came back as I couldn't count my orgasms by now.
When we were thoroughly fucked, she hugged me. "Did you get everything paid off, pool boy?"
"And a lot more."
"Are you feeding me? I'm starving. My poor little body is not used to that."
We drove to a fast food place and feasted while I finally got her story. She'd given it a chance, but John didn't want to hear about her newfound need for independence and refused to let her go back to school. He wanted her to be home, take care of him, and be available in the evenings and weekends and not have to compete with homework. In his opinion, she didn't need a job, he made enough money, and her work would be selfish.
She had moved home and filed for divorce over the next few weeks, dealing with any old problems with her parents and siblings. She said it was difficult but rewarding. She swore that she was closer to her mother and youngest sister than she had ever been in her life. Apparently they have money and were 100% okay with her going back to school at their own expense. The divorce was the icing on the cake. Turns out I wasn't the only one who didn't like the guy.
She had been working on her list, which she took out and shared with me. It was a small folded sheet of paper, two front and back, four pages in all, almost identical to mine. It was a lot of what we'd talked about, including finishing her bachelor's degree, doing a master's, working for a nonprofit, helping children. She still wanted to climb Kilimanjaro. She also wanted to see the pyramids and the great wall. She wanted to swim in the Red Sea. She wanted to learn to waltz in Vienna and tango in Buenos Aires. The last page surprised me.
1. Make love with Xavier Bronson.
2. Live with Xavier.
3. Marry Xavier.
4. Have four children with Xavier.
5. Spend the rest of my life with Xavier.
I looked up and she was looking at me. "My lucky side."
"Have four children?" Was all I could answer.
She grinned. "The number is negotiable. I have a small apartment off campus. Would you like to help me cross another item off my list?"
I smiled, leaned across the table, and kissed her. "I'll make sure we take care of every item on your list. I promise."
She smiled back. "I know. And I'll help you with yours."
And we did.
The End.
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“Student Tyler meets Dr. Shania Wilson. Shania was left by her husband some time ago - for a younger woman. Throughout her career, she lost sight of marriage and her sex life. Meanwhile she would like to experience more pleasure again, but the right man is still a long way off. Now she meets Tyler at a party. She is flattered that Tyler takes a liking to her. But the son of a business partner is out of the question for the attractive woman ... Or is he?”
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“In order to leave her past and her problems behind, Nicole moves from the country to the big, noisy city. Finally finding a great apartment, she has to share her new place with her roommate Mackenzie. Who is Mackenzie anyway? Both work at different times of the day and don't even see each other. Nicole lives with a total stranger. To get to know her roommate, Nicole leaves messages on an old blackboard. Texting the old-fashioned way. Somehow the two of them get closer. In the new apartment, Nicole experiences unprecedented emotional chaos. Mackenzie is a lesbian... and Nicole realizes what has been missing from her life.”
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Let's face it... We all want the most dickgirl action for our money. If you want the most futa-bang for your buck, check out my biggest collection to date- Big, Thick, and Hard! Together, these 24 stories of girls with thighslappers total over 400 pages of the hottest, naughtiest, futa-on-female action! Going deep is what futa love is all about, and this bundle is offered at a deep discount from what it would normally cost to buy these stories individually. Now's your chance to save some money while loading up on stories of girls with the meatiest, thickest dicks doing stuff to tight, innocent young ladies that only futas can do! Grab your copy now! You know you want to, so what are you waiting for?
Click here to check it out now!
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