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The constant drip-drip of the kitchen faucet mocked me where I sat at my kitchen work table staring at my blank screen. Minutes dilated into hours. My empty life stretched out barren before me exposed and crusting over.
The cupboard was bare, the well was dry. I was never going to get an idea for even a title with that mental torture clocking my life, running like a train of snail-like drops down the drain.
Fuck that faucet, I thought. Just fuck it.
I bolted out of my chair, stormed out my apartment door, charged down the dingy hallway, and clomped down the steep narrow stairs. I hit the smeared front glass door with both palms and stumbled over the two-inch stair I always forget about, fuck you too! and fell into the sun-bleached street.
“Hardware store,” I murmured to myself, and I nodded and pointed with grim determination and turned right.
“Coffee first though,” thought I, because of course, and I ducked inside the Etruscan Cafe just two doors up.
So often had I ordered there, I barely needed to lift my chin for the young latino barista to purse her grin, widen her eyes, and nod at me with her sly “I got you” nod.
She seemed more delighted to see me slouch in than I should be to see her, so young, fresh, clean, and chipper. Her eyes flared with that kind of clarity that fades later with life’s inevitable setbacks, the stuff that hadn’t touched her yet, too youthful still, that one.
She knew what I wanted before I formed the concept in my mind, nodded to assure me of it, but also told me with her follow-up sympathetic smile that even I would have to wait for it until she finished the coffee she was already making someone else.
She turned down her bottom lip at me in a comical frown. I turned sideways and stared murderous daggers deep and twisting into the side of the head of the unawares guy. She laughed.
She flirted like that with me all the time. How real was it? You never want to be that guy who mistakes a girl hustling for tips with the other thing.
I didn’t mind waiting, really, of course, and I wouldn’t have minded either saying my order like any other regular person had to.
But this barista, it was getting to the point I was starting to pay attention to the hours in her day and compiling a dossier on her to avoid her, she was embarrassing me so much with her gushing attention. I didn’t know what to do with it. I didn’t know what it was for.
There’s always the chance you’re a fool too stupid to know it.
“Here you go,” she sang to me in her sweet, thick, and low voice, and she poked the corner of her lips with the tip of her tongue, turned my cup, and smiled demurely at me.
In the foam, she had dripped a line of chocolate syrup to form a heart. Fuck me for real. I didn’t know what was more chocolatey, the foam or her voice.
“That’s nice,” I said, and I wrapped my hand around the warm paper cup. I wasn’t sure if I should destroy her work in front of her with my first eager sip or let her see me stare into it and smile.
“Do you like it?” she said privately, but it wasn’t a question. It was a challenge. It was a dart thrown in front of my face and thudding into the board on the opposite wall, triple 20s.
I nodded at her and made careful note of the hands on the incongruous school-room clock above her head.
She looked at me with that tilted-head “yeah, yeah” look like we were already secret lovers, like I was always complaining I was too busy to make the love to her. We weren’t, of course, but anybody watching would have some reason for suspicion, the way she carried on. 
I headed out the far door and sipped my cup, dragging that foamy disintegrating heart into a warped series of lumps, and started up the street.
There, just a block up and inside the wedged-open door of the local small grocer’s check-out, stood that grocery girl, paused now a moment to wait for her next customer to unload their basket on the black rubber conveyer, still as a pose for some Dutch master’s brush stroke, and just as striking as the pearl girl too.
Disturbed out of her lost gaze, she caught sight of me. Her eyebrows shot up, she smiled and dazzled me with her eyes, and she motioned for me to come in, to visit her, tell her a funny story.
Everything we talked about while she fingered and weighed my food choices each week was to her a funny story. People in line tapped their feet and rolled their eyes. She grew breathless with me, her chest rose, her hips swiveled and pushed out. She smiled and she blushed, she twisted her fingers in her hair. Me, holding out my credit card, bag already hung around my arm.
I pointed at my wrist from across the street, mouthed “hardware store,” at her and pointed further up. She grimaced at me like she was mad for it, like she was angry at me for so callously denying her.
But she also grinned and nodded, okayed my priorities, reluctantly. She mouthed something back I couldn’t make out, but I smiled and waved anyway.
Did she just poke her tongue hard into the side of her cheek? Her eyes stayed on mine hard in their corners even as she began inattentively dragging some customer’s food over the bar reader in front of her.
I dribbled coffee down my chin, stained my t-shirt, said “fuck!” and hurried on. I can never walk one way and look another.
It was a busy day out there, which was an ordinary day for that street full of cafes and bookstores and laundromats and grocers.
Any one of them would be fine places to give it up and get a job at, their minimum wage surely more than I was making pounding out my shameful tales on my laptop up the top of those dreary stairs.
Give it up, man, give it up, I said to myself with clenched teeth, knowing I could not.
A few minutes later, I came to a stop standing deep down a tall narrow and dim aisle scanning my gaze across a surprisingly wide array of black rubber kitchen faucet washers of all differing diameters and thicknesses. Fuck me.
“You need some help there?” I heard a stirringly soft and feminine voice speak to my left.
I turned to find standing there a young woman, maybe 21 or so, nightclub waves of tinged blonde hair cascading down the sides of her face and over her chest, a bright red store smock tied around her waist and neck, blue cuffed shorts, white tennis shoes.
Her fists were tucked into the low pockets down the front of her smock, her shoulders were pushed up to her ears, she rocked back and forward on her heels. She bit the corner of her lip and rolled a foot over onto on its side.
She was sexual. She was a teen movie. A poster, the way they used to have poster shops.
I puffed out my cheeks and exhaled with defeat. When I brought my too-long lingering eyes back up the full height of that angelic apparition down the end of the aisle framed by the cathedral-like light pouring through the tall store windows, I found her face, pretty beyond words, eyebrows raised, shoulders pushing up with anticipation, and a grinning grimace stretching over pink frost-sparkling lips like it was finally her turn or something.
Her hands clasped together through her smock and in front of her groin, fingers twisting and straining. Was she blushing?
“Well I need to put a new washer in my kitchen faucet, but I didn’t take the old one out to see which size I need,” I explained. “I didn’t know there’d be so many.”
“Oh yeah, that can be a real problem,” she said with insincere seriousness, nodding, her brow furrowing, and she rolled her eyes, inhaled a sharp, deep breath, and came forward a step or two toward me.
I got the distinct impression she didn’t believe a word I said, that she suspected I’d concocted some excuse, was playing some game, was laying out some line on her. And she wanted to play.
“There’s just so many to choose from, isn’t there?” she said, still in that mocking tone, a grin, and she dragged the tip of her pointer finger over the lip of several of the grey metal trays fixed to the shelving unit, nails painted a fashionably matte brown finish.
“Just what are you going to do?” she said growling, coming closer, fingers dragging, breath drawn through teeth closed like mint in her mouth.
She pulled her finger back as though she noticed too she was now petting and fingering the bays of washers intimately, and she touched the corner of her lips with the tip of her pink tongue, tugged a strand of hair down the side of her face, curled her finger up in it.
“Huh?” she said low and long, and she leaned her near bare shoulder into the shelves, let a knee fold, sank a hip down. She was settling in for it.
“Well I guess I could go back and take it off,” I said.
“We do have all sorts of faucets in the back, you know,” she said. “Maybe you can find one like yours, then we can . . .” she trailed off, turning her gaze over her shoulder to the dark passage behind her and through to some back area marked “Staff Only.”
“Check the size?” I said, finishing her sentence.
She swallowed and blushed. “Check the size, yeah,” she said nearly out of breath. Her hands clasped together again now behind her back where they tugged and strained even harder, stretching her shoulders back, pushing her chest up and out. Her eyes landed fiercely on mine.
“Wouldn’t want one that’s too big,” she said, both whispering and emphasizing the word “big.”
I looked up and down the aisle over my shoulder and behind her back. She let her gaze follow mine, looking around even more furtively than I was.
She stepped one step closer to me.
“Come on,” she said quietly, and her hand half reached for my hand as though she considered taking it for a moment, but caught herself. She spun around and grinned widely at me as she pulled that strand of hair through her lips. “Quickly!” she nearly whispered. 
I put the two washers I’d been comparing back in their trays and came after her. It wasn’t a bad idea she had. I just wasn’t sure what was back there.
“Just through here,” she said, turning inside the entrance and scanning around again as though to ensure nobody saw where she was going, or taking me. I looked over my shoulder too. It did say staff only.
She continued tugging her fingers in each other low down behind her back even as she walked through the high storage corridors back there, finding me over her shoulder, pressing her tongue between her teeth, smiling and huffing breath through her nose. She seemed excited. Her eyes beamed.
“Just back here,” she said to reassure me now as we moved through a darker part of the back area. “You can follow my voice,” she said and she laughed in a light lilt.
The air was musty and close and the sound of our voices and footfalls were loud and muffled at the same time. It was as though we were in a sound studio back there. It smelled like sagging cardboard and oil-stained metal. We navigated around step ladders and coils of electrical wire and spools of chains and ropes before we arrived, would you look at that, at a wall of kitchen faucets hung on workshop pegboard panels.
She turned around and lifted her hand like a gameshow girl showing the products the contestants could bid on. “So do any of these look like yours?” she said. She narrowed her eyes daring me to make a joke.
I got trapped staring in her eyes, which she seemed to enjoy rather than become annoyed at. They softened at me, narrowed further, lashes batting. Her lips parted, the tip of her tongue touched the middle of her top lip. Her shoulders fell back, her chest widened and lifted.
“Take your time,” she said quietly and she rocked side to side swiveling her projecting hips at me.
“I guess that one,” I finally said, pointing to the plainest faucet behind her one hip.
She made as though to follow the line of my sight and reached out to touch with her finger tip the wrong one. “This one?” she said in a quiet voice, and she drew her finger down the length of the bowed and round chrome appendage. Her finger pressed nearly backward. She caressed it. Touched the tip of it with her fingertip.
“Yeah, no,” I said, and I wiggled my finger. “The one to the right of that one,” I said. I didn’t want to come to closer to her. I was afraid.
“This one?” she said, now half turning away from me and wrapping her hand around the thicker, flatter faucet to the left of the first one. Her eyes narrowed at me more, her lungs filled deeper. She seemed to grunt when she gripped its body fully in her palm.
Fuck me and all who look like me.
I chuckled unsure what she was meaning to do, and I took a step forward but stopped myself. “Two over to the right,” I said.
She continued handling the thick, flat one now in both her hands, turning fully into it, her feet spread on the floor, her finding me behind her back.
“Maybe you better show me,” she said in a groan.
Her back arched in, her hips pushed back. She drew all ten fingers up the length of the chrome pipe pointing at her body and curled all her fingers to scratch it with her nails.
I reached around her other side and touched the one I meant. “This one right here,” I said and I cleared my throat.
“Oh this one,” she said turning to me so that, for a moment, we stood too close. She was playing dumb. Her eyes dropped down to my lips.
I stepped back and she tugged her blonde strands. “Well let’s look and see then,” she said, and she turned back to the wall and slowly bent over at her waist.  She checked on me over her shoulder as she took the tip of the faucet in her finger and thumb and struggled to twist it off. She chuckled.
Further over she bent until she was folded like a pocket knife in front of me. Her back curved in and her ass pushed up at me. She rocked forward on her heels until the faucet was in front of her mouth as though she needed to be that close to it to watch her fingers move around and around the end of it, fussing with it, busy all over it, sliding like it was wet.
“Just need to . . . “ she said, and she licked her lips at me.
I stepped back. “Of course,” I said.
She held the body of the faucet in one hand as her other hand moved around the tip, trying to get a grip on it, trying to unscrew it. She rocked her hips side to side like that helped her with leverage.
“It’s stuck I think,” she said. “You’re stronger than me.”
“I can try,” I said, but I didn’t step forward.
She remained in place bent over in front of me. “Maybe we have to do it together,” she said.
When I tried to step around her to her right, but she swung her body over that way. I stepped to her left and she swung her body back in front of me that way.
“Confusing,” she said and she laughed. “Maybe I can hold it if you reach around me and twist off the end,” she said.
I looked down at her body bent over in front of me, at her blue cuffed shorts, her long and bare legs, her gleaming white tennis shoes. Her smock hung from her back and her sleeveless tee under that billowed from her stomach.
Stepping back would have given me a clear view up under her loose hanging top. I licked my lips the way a man does facing a boulder he intends to lift.
Reaching over her was out of the question for I would have bumped my groin into her ass. So I came up behind her and reached around both sides of her waist. My head came up over her shoulder. Our faces drew up side to side up to the faucet gripped in her hands. Our cheeks touched.
“I’ll hold it tight, you screw it,” she said in an intimate voice right next to my ear.
“Unscrew it, you mean,” I said.
“Oops,” she said, turning her face to mine so close that our eyes searched each other’s eyes and our lips nearly touched. “Maybe that’s been my problem all along. I never know which it is.”
It was hard to tell if she meant the whole time she’d been trying to loosen the tip off the faucet, or if she meant the direction in her life.
I gripped the tip and tried to twist it. She wrapped both her hands around the shaft of the faucet tighter. She grunted lightly next to my ear.
Her body strained and her hips pushed up and back. The back of her shorts pressed into my groin behind her. I looked down and saw through the neck of her tee down the front of her body, and saw her white scallop-edged bra beneath.
Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, I thought.
“Harder,” she whispered and she grunted lightly with effort, her hands twisting around the polished chrome shaft tighter.
I held the faucet in my left hand and twisted the tip with my right. She covered my hand with her two hands.
“So slippery,” she said with a groan as our hands slid up the body of the faucet, and we pulled them back down together, but we slipped back up nonetheless.
Like that, we slid our hands up and down the length of round chrome while my fingers played with the tip, gripping and twisting it.
She turned her face to mine far over her shoulder and licked her lips. “Maybe it needs lubrication, do you think?” she said.
Her mouth was touching my jaw. She pressed her hips harder back.
I had nowhere to go, hanging onto the faucet with her hands covering mine, trapping me there. There was no doubt in my mind she could feel clearly what she was doing to me down there with her ass. She was as much as massaging me there her cheeks.
“Should just come off,” I said, and I twisted harder. The thing finally loosened and I unscrewed it the rest of the way until it dropped into my hand. I remained bent over and gripping the faucet even as she straightened up and turned around inside my arms still around her waist.
“Let’s see,” she said, and I finally realized I was pressing my face into her chest.
I stood up and she took the tip from me and brought it up to her face. She used her pointed and filed nail to poke at and loosen the rubber washer inside.
I looked down to watch. She leaned against the other display faucets behind her, pulled up one foot to place it flat against the pegboard behind her, pushed her knee up between my legs.
As she fished around the open end of the faucet  tip attempting to pry loose the rubber circle inside, she pressed the top of her knee further up into my groin, seemingly unaware.
“There’s the little rascal you want,” she said, and she finally pulled it free and held it out until I unrolled my clenched fist under her fingers and took possession of the washer.
“Don’t lose that now,” she said, and she gripped her hand around my hand to close my fist over the washer. “Come on,” she said, and she pulled me with her eyes to follow her down the corridor and back out into the store, back to the aisle with the washers.
“See what you want yet?” she said when we got to the shelves. She placed herself directly between me and the washers, blocking my view.
“I think yeah,” I said, and I bent awkwardly to reach around her and pull up the correct washer.
“There you are,” an older male voice said from the end of the aisle, and I stepped quickly back from the girl and spun around. “Lunch break, Kelli,” he said, and he tapped the watch on his wrist, nodded at her, and left.
“Oh good, I can maybe help you install it,” she said with delight in her voice.
“I should be fine with that,” I said.
“Never know, these things can be tricky. I have a full hour, you know,” she said with a sly grin.
“You really want to do that for your break?” I said.
She leaned into me with her body touching me all over, front to front. She brought her mouth to my ear, draped her hands into my chest. “Don’t you want me to?”
“I mean, yeah, of course,” I said, and I stumbled backward a step.
She pushed her face into the side of my head. Her blonde waves fell over my neck. Her scent filled my nose. “Wait for me out front,” she said. “Just have to tell dad.”
I staggered further backward. “Your dad?” I said with alarm.
“He’s the manager, silly,” she said, and she pinched my ass, turned, and strode out the aisle while her hands thrusted up and over her head, untying the smock’s  knot at her neck and then her back.
“The washer,” I said.
She spun around and pushed it deep down into the tight front pocket of her tighter blue shorts. “You’ll have to fight me for it,” she said and she laughed and ran and disappeared.
I went toward the front.
“Find everything you need?” the manager said, who I realized now was her father.
“Uh, yeah, just need to go back and measure something,” I said.
“We’re always here at your service,” he said.
I smiled and nodded and went out the front doo. I leaned against the wall between stores and exhaled deeply. So Kelli was her name, it would seem. Was this really going to happen, her coming over to my place?
“Miss me?” she said, and she threw her head back and laughed, even while she hooked her arm through my arm and pulled me up the sidewalk with her.
I glanced into the bookstore as we passed, caught a glimpse of the girl in there, arms crossed over her chest, jaw jutting crookedly, glaring back at me. The girl at the grocery checkout did a slow turn away too, giving me the dead-inside face. The barista narrowed her eyes at me, frowned, and shook her head like she had murder on her mind.
I brought the hardware girl to my dingy glass front door. She interlaced her fingers with mine where we held hands between our hips. The tip of her thumb reached out and rubbed the side my leg.
“Hurry,” she groaned close to my ear. “I only get an hour, you know,” she said, her voice shaking with impatience.
We got half way up the narrow steep stairs before, leading the way, she stopped, let me come up beside her, and dropped her arms over my shoulders. She thrusted her hips into mine.
“So hot,” she breathed, and she sank her lips over mine, invaded my mouth with her tongue, filled me.
We completed the steps moving sideways, each of us dragging our backs along the opposing walls, necking all the way. I walked backward down the hallway and she hauled my t-shirt up and over my head, temporarily trapping my arms behind my head, and she laughed.
As I twisted around to fit my key unsteadily into the door knob of my place, she fussed at the waist of my jeans and kicked her heel into the floor, flustered and impatient with the button. I barely got inside before she drove my jeans down my legs. I needed to step out of them to get inside and close the door. She locked it.
“Where’s your bedroom?” she groaned, but she was already steering me backward toward the only doorway in the place, down the hallway. It wasn’t a big apartment. She was breathing audibly deeply and rapidly.
She trapped my socks under her toes and I stumbled backward into my unmade bedroom in only my shorts. She sucked breath through her teeth, dropped her mouth wide open, flicked her tongue at me.
She pushed me, her splayed hand in my bare chest, until I tripped over the edge of my bed and fell onto my back into it in front of her.
She twisted the button in her shorts, growled at me, and pushed them down her legs, stepping out of them where they crumpled at her stockinged feet.
She had already kicked her shoes off, sent them flying down the hallway outside the bedroom. She tore her tight t-shirt up and over her head and crawled up onto the edge of the bed on her knees.
I scrambled back on my elbows and heels under her as she walked on her knees over me. She crouched down over my hips, gathered her hair around her neck, and came down to me to kiss me surprisingly gently.
“Why?” I finally managed to say.
She pressed her forehead into my forehead, breathed hard over my face, reached her hand down between our bodies. She cupped her hand around the front of my shorts.
“You’re kidding, right?” she groaned.
“Not really,” I wanted to say, but she didn’t give me a chance.
“I just want to suck you off so bad,” she said in a hoarse groaning whisper close to my ear.
She maneuvered herself to crouch between my spread legs that she forced wider open with her knees. She flicked her mane of hair up over her head with her arm so that it fell over my neck and chest. She curled lower and kissed my stomach, my abdomen, and lower, too, before she bit the waist of my shorts and pulled on them with her clenched teeth.
Defeated, I sank back into my pillow. Holy fuck, I thought.
She curled her fingers around the elastic band of my shorts and pulled them until my cock sprang up free and clear, slapping her under her chin. She rolled on her side to clear the way to pull my shorts down and off me.
Now completely naked under her only in her bra, panties, and tiny socks, she came back down over me, stood me up in front of her face, wrapped her hand around me, and kissed me there.
“But how do you know me?” I managed to say, though my vision darkened and blood rushed from my head.
“Of course I do, everybody does, silly,” she said breathlessly, and she pressed her pursed lips hard down against the tip of the head of my cock, and snickered. “Those other bitches,” she groaned.
“But how?” I managed to groan back at her.
“You’re that guy, dummy,” she said, and she pressed harder down until I popped completely inside her, filling her. She moaned out loud as through it was her overcome with a sudden wave of pleasure.
I managed to strain at my neck and lift my head from the pillow to look down and see that it was in fact a girl, blonde, about 21, cute as anything, bobbing in my lap, hair flying around my waist, shoulders pushing up and elbows out with her hand gripping around my shaft. She pulled and pushed me in time with her mouth, hot, wet, and loose around me. Her moans vibrated me down to the soles of my feet. Her muffled cries made me twist up inside like a piece of paper on fire.
She came off me, laughed at me pretending to hide behind my cock like it was a lamppost, and she lashed at my shaft with her tongue, rubbed the saliva-wet head all around her face, and causally, randomly, took me down to the back of her throat.
“Would you like to lick my pussy?” she said.
“Do you want me to?” I said.
“Oh my god, like duh!” she said with a wide smile, and she spun herself around over top of me like a helicopter blade, and came back down on me full of even greater greed and renewed impatience.
I touched the edge of her panties where they hovered over my face. She reached down to curl her thumb inside the waist and pushed them half way down her thighs.
I barely touched her there with the mere tip of my tongue, and she squeezed my cock in her hand nearly too tight, drove her mouth down hard over the length of my cock, and sucked me hard enough to sink her cheeks in. She moaned loudly all around me.
I took her hips in my hands to hold her steady she was shaking so badly, and I lifted my face to kiss her muff, to draw my tongue down through her frothing hot seam.
She writhed like a snake on a hot noon rock and pumped her mouth up my shaft like a 442 piston. When I pulled her clit up with my pursed lips, her body shivered and snapped and she screamed with her face thrusted up from my groin. I felt her pebble there hard and hot under my tongue, and kissed it, sucked on it, and she drove her face in corkscrew motion hard down my entire length.
She was wild for it, she was crazy about it. She might have looked like a Sunday School tutor coming up the sidewalk, but in bed, she was a crazed lunatic.
I kissed her there again and she inhaled sharply, strained throughout her body, and seemed to stop breathing. I licked her and she cried out loud at the opposite wall and collapsed as boneless as an octopus all over me.
She’d already got there.
She came to and swam on my body and twisted herself around over me, before she wrapped her hand around my cock, lifted her hips, and poked herself with me where my tongue had been.
Just as she whispered against my ear, “You made me cum so hard!” I felt the tight, boiling hot insides of her envelope around me, and she sank down over me, taking me all the way inside her.
She let go and smiled, her hands fitting around my shoulders. I felt her squeeze me inside, caress me, massage me. She bit her lip and I felt contractions flow up her grip on me in waves, and milk me.
What followed was a battle more than anything, each of us winning the upper hand momentarily and thrashing the other’s body under ourselves before, huffing and puffing and sweating and unable to talk, we’d clash again and send up another loud clapping of bodies to echo off the walls and ceiling, one or the other on top and thrusting madly at the other.
The window was open. People in the street fetching lunch could not have missed hearing her sexualized cries.
At one point I rose up behind her on my knees and hauled her hips back against mine to bury myself into her from behind.
Her hands curled into the sheets, her knuckles went white, and she chewed on the corner of my pillow and cried like a torture victim.
A moment later, she pushed me until my head hung backward over the edge of the bed so that I faced the mirror on the closet door upside down, and she danced on my lap for my inverse viewing pleasure, pushing her hands in her hair, curling her body back, cupping her palms over her breasts, and riding me until she came again and again and again.
She collapsed and chewed on my ear. “I’m sorry,” she said, nearly out of breath, our bodies flaccid and spent.
“What about?” I managed to say, still barely alive.
“I cum too much and too hard, don’t I,” she said.
I hugged her hard enough to hold her as I rolled her onto her back and rose up between her legs high enough to drill her down into my bed.
I fucked her with whatever strength I had left, and she writhed under me.
We ran hand in hand to the kitchen to get water for our parched throats. I picked her up, put her on the edge of the counter, and fucked her standing up.
She lead me to the couch, sat me down to slump under her, and fed me drinks, riding me with moves like waves of a lake lapping a shore at night.
“Is this where you work?” she said delirious and out of breath as we wondered naked and randomly around my place, regaining our strength. I looked at the kitchen table strewn with laptop, dictionary, scratch-pad and pencils.
“Uh huh,” I said, just as out of breath as her.
“Fuck me all over it,” she said, and she sat on the edge, trapped me between her legs with her feet on my chair, and leaned back first onto her elbows, and then onto her deeply arching back.
I grasped her knees and spread them open. She reached for my cock, caught it, pulled it, steered it into her until the head sank between her worn-out pussy lips. I flooded myself into her and she arched in her back, gasped at the ceiling, and locked her ankles around my back.
I pulled nearly out of her and she inhaled like she’d been stabbed. I plunged back into her and she shook and exploded under me yet again, this time harder than before.
Her pussy milked me inside, it sucked on me so hard. It stroked me even as she shivered and held herself still laying back over my table.
Her contractions made me lose my balance and give up all hope. I exploded inside her and she rolled her eyes back in her head and seemed to die.
Panting in my chair with her toes in my mouth, her rug-beaten body strewn over my work, we heard her phone ring in the other room. She sprang up surprisingly fleet of foot and I followed her stumbling and lost down the hallway. I could see my cum dribble down the inside of her leg.
“Oh my god, it’s dad,” she said. “It’s ten after 1!”
I helped her locate her panties and bra and socks. She dressed quickly, but still took time to kiss me slowly at my door. “I’m so glad I finally got to . . . “ she said, and she turned her suddenly shy face down.
“Yeah me too,” I said, and she laughed, rolled her eyes, and flew down the stairs, an angel with blonde hair flying up behind her like spread wings.
I pulled on some clothes, straightened up the table, and opened the lid to my laptop. I stared at the screen a moment with fingers poised above the keyboard, before I typed “Plumb Wet.”
I saw the washer on the counter where I fucked her and unscrewed the faucet tip, replaced the washer inside, put it back in place. The drips stopped.
I smirked to myself and went back to my table. “Plumb Wet,” I read, and I dropped down two lines. “She was already soaking when I walked in the door,” I began. “Her faucet was leaking, and so was she.” I nodded with quiet satisfaction.
“That’ll do pig,” I murmured to myself. “That’ll do.”
“I ripped my tank top off it was so hot, and my shredded muscles bulged. But I knew I wouldn’t be needing my pipe wrench on this call,” I wrote. I sat back and looked it over so far, and I nodded, I smirked.
“She gasped when she saw the size of my . . . tool,” I wrote, and I smirked even harder. “Bestseller coming right up,” I said to myself and I leaned forward over the keyboard, and I dug the fuck in.
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