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Chapter One

“Grady Services, Rob speaking,” I said as I answered the phone.

“Hi, I got your number from a friend of mine that said you do great work. I need my bathroom remodeled and was wondering if you could give me an estimate?” she replied.

I had just finished a job and didn’t have anything lined up for a few days, so I agreed to meet her.

“I have some time tomorrow around ten in the morning.”

“That will be fine.”

“What’s your name?”

“Bella Hopkins.”

“Address?”

“32175 Brighton Way.”

“Phone?”

“515-555-9878.”

“Alright then, I’ll see you tomorrow at ten.”

“Thank you.”

I hung up the phone as the soft voice of this potential new client hung in the air. I was often fooled by the voices I heard on the other end of the line. The ones you thought were a sex goddess were usually the worst ones.

Most were overweight and not very attractive. The ones who sounded terrible on the phone were usually the sexiest. Once in a while though you did get the magic combination. I was hoping this one was one of those.

I had started my construction business after college. Nothing real heavy, just some remodeling and handyman work. My parents had died in a freak accident while on vacation in Alaska a couple years after that. I had inherited a lot of money but liked what I did. I wasn’t one of those who just jets around blowing money.

I knew the area where this house was located. Rich families bought in that area. A lot of spoiled women who thought they were god’s gift to man. I didn’t care for them, but they paid well for what I did. I wasn’t the cheapest by any means. I charged way more than others who did what I did. But I was also the best.

I had never married, mainly because I was afraid of getting a gold digger who would take me to the cleaners. I tried to live as if I had a modest income so I didn’t attract those sort of women. I was not a woman chaser at all, preferring to keep to myself.

But once in a while, I would find some tail that got my juices flowing and I would bang the shit of them. I made it clear up front that there was no serious relationship building going to happen. It was purely a sexual exchange for pleasure.

I closed up shop and headed home. Tonight was poker night with the guys and it was my turn to buy the pizza. I ordered the pizza before I left the shop so I could get my shower and pick it up without having to wait.

I got my shower and stood in front of the mirror. I was tall, standing six feet two inches. I had sandy blonde hair and blue eyes. I was muscular form the work I did, and by all accounts, I was a catch. But chasing women was not one of my hobbies. I wasn’t ready for anything serious or interested in settling down. I liked my life the way it was.

I picked up the pizza and headed over to Jeff’s house. As I arrived with the pizza, the guys grabbed the boxes and dove right in.

“Dude, what took you so long? I’m starving!” Matt said.

“Matt, you are starving twenty-four hours a day!” I replied, making the other guys laugh.

“Alright, who starts the dealing?” I asked.

“Greg gets first go tonight,” Matt said through a mouthful of food.

Greg dealt the cards and our games were underway. We normally talked, told jokes and just had a good time as we played cards and drank until late into the evening.

“Any good prospects?” Matt asked as we were getting close to the end of the night.

“Some chick called today for a bathroom remodel,” I replied.

“Where at?”

“Over on Brighton Way.”

“Rich bitches, huh?”

“Hey, they pay well, so don’t knock it.”

“Hey, just saying.”

We all laughed and a few more snide comments flew before we finally wrapped up the night. I said goodbye and headed home. It was a good night spending time with the guys, but all of them had wives to go home to. I had my bed. But it was just fine with me.

I got into bed and turned out the light. Another day of hard work in the books. I rolled over and fell asleep.


Chapter Two

I grabbed my coffee cup and headed to the shop. I had a few invoices I needed to send out before I went to my appointment. I stopped by the post office to mail them, then headed to Brighton Way.

As I pulled into the drive, I saw another of the elaborate homes that lined the street. I never understood flashing your wealth like that. What a waste. Most of them didn’t even have enough family or belongings to fill the damned things.

I rang the doorbell and waited for someone to answer the door. I was expecting a housemaid or someone like that to answer the door. But as the door opened, I saw a beautiful woman standing there. She had blonde hair and green eyes. I could tell she worked out by the toned and sexy figure she had.

I have to admit, my balls started tingling as I looked at the barely-there outfit she was wearing. I knew the type. Flirtatious and used her looks to get what she wanted. I would love to fuck her brains out just to make her walk funny.

“Hi, I’m Rob. I have an appointment this morning?” I said after taking in her body.

“Hi, Bella, come in.”

I entered the grand foyer and waited for her to start the conversation. She closed the door then walked in front of me.

“I hope you can do this. Follow me, please.”

I followed her up the stairs, taking note of her form ass cheeks hanging out of her shorts. We topped the stairs and she led me to the bathroom that was situated in her master suite. I saw nothing wrong with it.

It was large with a big shower on one side, and a garden tub on the other. In between, there were cabinets and two sinks. A door to the right had the toilet.

“I hate this bathroom,” she said with a sigh. “I want something modern and updated.”

I looked over the room and took some measurements. Then I turned to her to get her ideas.

“Did you have anything particular in mind? A color scheme or finish?” I asked.

“I want it white with stone in the shower and a jacuzzi tub. I’d like a marble floor as well as marble sinks. Maybe Corinthian.”

I jotted down some notes and listened as she laid out her vision. This was going to be an expensive job, but I was up for the challenge.

“So, can you do it?” she asked.

“Sure, no problem,” I replied. “I’ll do some 3D mockups and bring them by sometime tomorrow afternoon if you are available.”

“I should be here by three if that works for you.”

“That will work.”

“Excellent. I can’t wait to see what you come up with.”

She showed me back to the front door and let me out. I said goodbye and headed back to the office to do some renderings. She was definitely one of the women whose phone voice matched her looks. She was hot, and she knew it.

I had seen her type before. They were nothing more than spoiled bitches who never really had any enjoyment in life. Their idea of fun was to fuck with men’s heads making them think they have a shot with them just so they could shoot them down.

But she was sexy as hell. All afternoon as I worked on her template, the sight of her body kept coming back into my mind. Her large tits and tight ass had my cock twitching all afternoon. Why couldn’t I find someone like that to fuck?

Most of the women I managed to fuck were just average. Not that there is anything wrong with that, but just once I wanted to fuck the beauty queen. I often felt bad for thinking like that, but I guess all guys think like that.

I finished up my renderings and closed up shop. This job was going to be a long one if she went for my design. I was going to be there for at least three weeks. I just hoped I wasn’t letting myself in for trouble dealing with the likes of her. I wondered if her husband even knew what she was doing.

I had that happen once. I was right in the middle of a kitchen remodel when the husband returned home early from a European business trip. All hell broke loose and I had to leave for a few days until things calmed down. He wasn’t keen on her having the work done without his input, but since I was almost finished he let me continue.

I didn’t ever want to get into another one of those situations. Nothing is worse than a domestic confrontation. It’s best to remove yourself from those and let the parties involved hash it out. Otherwise, you tend to become the target of their wrath.


Chapter Three

I rolled up to the house ready to give Bella my proposal. When she answered the door, she was wearing a bikini that was probably two sizes too small. Her tits billowed out of the top, and the bottoms showed a very well defined camel toe.

“Can we do this by the pool?” she asked. “I want to get some sun today.”

“Sure, wherever you want,” I replied.

She led me to the pool area behind the house as I watched her ass jiggle along the way. I was feeling aroused yet again by her nearly naked body. We left through the sliding glass door and out onto the concrete.

As I came to the table, I saw some guy sitting there looking like he belonged on a runway rather than by a pool. I assumed it was her husband. It pissed me off to see this douche with someone as beautiful and sexy as she was. She needed a real man to fuck her, not some pretty boy.

“This is my friend Paul,” she said motioning to pretty boy.

I nodded then slid out a chair.

“Paul helps me make these kinds of design decisions. He really has an eye for design.”

She smiled at him then sat down beside me waiting for a look at my renderings. Pretty boy sort of smiled and looked on from across the table. I pulled out my iPad and set it on the table, then opened my app to show her what I had envisioned for her.

As I went over the design concept, she kept ooing and awing over every detail. I could tell she liked what I was showing her. Paul just kind of grinned when I looked his way. I could tell this wasn’t something he liked, and frankly, I didn’t care.

“So, do you think this is something your husband would approve of?” I asked as I finished up my presentation.

“Husband?” she said just before she burst out laughing. “I’m not married!”

I swear my cock jumped when she said that. I may just have a shot at fucking this bitch!

“What do you think, Paul,” she said looking over at him.

All I could think of was for him to keep his mouth shut. I didn’t need some weirdo trying to change what she already loved. I think he saw the look of “I’ll kill you if you don’t agree” look on my face.

“I think it fits you well,” he said glancing over at me.

I think my jawline relaxed a bit after that as I felt relieved at not having to fuck his face up.

“Oh, goodie! I was afraid you wouldn’t like it,” she said. “So, when can you start?”

I opened up my calendar and checked the dates. I would need to order some of the stuff and that would take several days to get in. I decided on a week out.

“I can start about eight days from now. That should give me enough time to get most of the material in and not have to stop and wait for it to arrive.”

She pouted a bit as she looked at me.

“Isn’t there any way you can start sooner?
“No, sorry. I don’t start jobs unless I know at least 50% of the materials are in my shop.”

“Fine,” she said in a disappointed voice.

“All I need is for you to sign the contract and pay the deposit. Then I can get you on the schedule.”

She signed the contract, then went inside and grabbed her checkbook. She wrote me a check for 1/3rd of the total and handed the check over to me.

“What you’ll need to do is to prepare the bathroom for demolition. The night before, remove everything in there. No towels, no soap, no razors, nothing. I come in hard and fast so I can get the space ready as quickly as possible.”

“Okay, I’ll make sure nothing is in the bathroom. Anything else?”

“Nope, just make sure you are ready for the noise and inconvenience until I am finished.”

We shook hands and she led me back to the front door. I said bye to Paul, who gave me a limp-wristed wave. To be honest, the dude gave me the willies. I’d bet he had never lifted anything heavier than his overnight bag in his life. His fingers would probably melt if dirt got on them.

I said goodbye and left her house. Something in the back of my mind told me this was going to much worse than I had thought. I just couldn’t shake the feeling that this was one job that was going to be a tough one to take.

I hoped I was wrong, but I just couldn’t shake that feeling. Bella seemed nice enough, but I figured Paul was going to bend her ear after I left. If that little prick got her to change anything I was going to kick his pansy ass all over that house!


Chapter Four

I called Bella the day before I was to start work to remind her to clean out the bathroom. I also informed her that a dumpster would be delivered the next morning for me to put the debris in.

“A dumpster?” she replied. “I have to have that ugly thing in my yard? For how long?”

“Probably the full three weeks,” I replied.

“Ugh. I guess. But make sure you get it out of there as quick as possible.”

“I will, no problem.”

I hung up the phone and laughed just a bit. Snooty bitch. Oh my god, something odd will be in my yard while I have a contractor redo my bathroom. I could just hear her telling Paul how ugly that was going to look. It was going to be a pleasure turning her world upside down for three weeks.

The next morning I headed over to her house at about seven. After ringing the doorbell several times, she finally answered the door. She was wearing a long t-shirt that pretty much was see through. I could see her nipples against the thin material. She had that ‘I got drunk last night and overslept’ look about her.

She motioned me in and left me standing in the foyer.

“Please try to be quiet,” she said.

I headed to the bathroom to begin demolition. Trying to play nice, I started with the towel rods and fixtures to be as quiet as possible before getting into the big stuff. I knew once the power tools started she was going to be beside herself with that hangover. To be honest, I was looking forward to ringing her bell.

I had just removed the mirror when Paul came into the bathroom.

“Oh, forgot today was the start of this, sorry.” He said.

He turned around and left the room. I couldn’t believe she was sleeping with that guy. I got angry knowing she was wasting herself on some pansy ass candy boy. She needed a real man, one that would treat her right and fuck her properly. That was the first time I felt something.

It wasn’t much, but a tinge of jealousy that he could fuck her and not me. He needed to go. It was at that moment that I made up my mind that she was going to belong to me. For some reason, I knew she was going to be mine.

As I started the heavy work, she came into the bathroom and had me stop what I was doing.

“Do you really have to be that loud?” she asked.

“No, I can be louder,” I replied.

“You construction guys are all the same.”

“Oh? And how is that?”

“First, you undress women with your eyes, and don’t tell me you don’t, then you take pleasure in driving us crazy with noise and dirt.”

“Lady, you don’t know a damned thing about me. Did I look you over? Sure, and why wouldn’t I? The way you dress just invites it.”

“You’re a real ass, you now that?”

“You figured me out, congratulations. Now if you don’t mind, I have a job to finish.”

I turned around and continued to demo the cabinets, taking harder swings with my sledgehammer just to dig at her. She huffed and left the room. I knew I was getting under her skin, and I sort of liked it.

All I could think of was putting her in her place. She needed me to take her and make her suck my cock, then take it up the ass. She needed someone to take charge of her and show her who was really the boss. And that someone was me. I was going to give her what she needed whether she wanted it or not.

I was going to make sure she knew who was in charge. I was going to fuck her brains out until she begged for me to stop. She was going to crave my cock forever after I was done with her. No other man was going to give her what I was going to give her.

Chapter Five

Things were going along smoothly and I was about halfway done with the remodel. She made snide remarks when she could, and I just poked right back. She was not going to get the upper hand on me. I would rather walk away from this job than to let her have the last word.

I had stopped for lunch one day and was sitting in the bathroom listening to the radio. Bella walked in and rolled her eyes. I know some snide comment was forthcoming.

“How can you eat that?” she said pointing to my burger. “That stuff will kill you.”

“Just like this,” I replied as I took a huge bite out of it.

Catsup and mayonnaise dripped from the burger down onto the takeout bag that was stained from the grease.

“Oh! Disgusting!”

“You wouldn’t know a good meal if it was given to you on a golden platter.”

“Oh, and you know good food? I beg to differ I know good food.”

She walked over towards me with a defiant strut that just got under my skin. I had taken her crap for far too long. I stood up as she walked right up to me, standing about six inches from me.

“Your problem is you hate women, especially women with money.”

“Seriously? Your daddy probably set up a trust fund for you so you wouldn’t have to dirty your nails. Poor baby might get dirty.”

That was the first time I saw a crack in her fake expressions. I had hit the nail on the head and it was eating at her.

“You don’t know anything about me.” She said angrily.

“I know your type. But normally they are married to some boring husband who couldn’t fuck his way out of a wet paper bag.”

“Is that supposed to be a dig at Paul? He happens to be a gentle soul who knows how to make love to a woman.”

“And therein lies the problem.” I retorted.

“What problem? There is no problem except for you.”

“I’ll show you what the problem is.”

I took her by the shoulders and pulled her to me as she protested. No amount of squirming was going to deny me this. I bent down and kissed her right on the lips. She struggled and tried to pull away, but soon began to relax. Her struggles melted away as she returned my kiss.

I knew this was what she needed. I let go of her arms and she promptly threw them around my neck, kissing me deeply. She was going to be mine now.

I ripped her shirt off and began to kiss my way down to her tits as she moaned and pulled my head down to her chest. I lifted her tit to my mouth and sucked a nipple in. I felt her shudder as I sucked and nibbled on each nub, one by one. Now it was time.

I pulled back and looked into her eyes for just a moment.

“Suck my dick,” I commanded her.

“What? You can’t say that to me.” She protested.

“I can, and I just did. Suck my dick!”

She swallowed hard, then slowly got down on her knees. Her tiny hands grabbed onto my zipper as she started to pull it down. Her soft hands slid into my pants and grabbed onto my cock. Pulling it out, she was now face to face with my meat.

“Suck it now,” I told her.

She opened her mouth and slid my rod into her mouth all the way down. I was completely inside her mouth as I moaned and put my hands on the back of her head. I began to move my hips back and forth as I fucked her soft mouth.

“Yeah, you know how to suck cock, don’t you?” I asked.

“Mhm,” was all she could mumble.

My dick was now as rigid as could be, but I didn’t want to cum just yet. I still had more for her. I pulled her up by her arms and kissed her again. I then lifted her up onto the new countertop and pulled her shorts off her body with one quick tug.

I could see her pulse racing through her jugular vein as I took my hands and pressed her legs apart as wide as I could. It was my turn to show her exactly what a man was supposed to do with a  woman.


Chapter Six

I got down between her legs and put her feet up on the counter to make sure her pussy was spread wide for me. I began by kissing and licking the insides of her thighs. She moaned and leaned back into the wall.

“Oh god, oh my god!” she moaned.

I kissed just above her clit then down her clean shaven and swollen labia. Her hands were going through her hair as my tongue teased her. I slid my tongue to her hole and slid it in making her jump. I could see the goosebumps traveling down her legs.

I moved my tongue slowly up her slit until I hit her clit. She grabbed my head and pushed me into her pussy. I began to lick her clit as fast as I could. It didn’t take her long to cum. He body convulsed as she came hard, her juices dribbling down onto the new countertop.

“Oh shit! Oh my god! Oh shit,” she wailed.

When her orgasm was almost over, I stood up, grabbed her by the waist and pulled her to me. I grabbed my cock and put it right at her hole, then let her drop onto my stiff rod. Her legs were slung over my arms as I started to fuck her as hard and deep as I could.

She was moaning and screaming as I fucked her. I don’t think she had ever been fucked like this before. Her nails dug into my back as I felt her pussy starting to tighten up in anticipation of another orgasm.

“Oh fuck! I’m coming again! Holy shit! Yes, yes, yes!” she screamed.

Once she finished coming, I lifted her off of me and spun her around so that she was leaning on the counter. I got into position and pressed my cock against her asshole.

“No! Please, don’t!” she begged.

But I wasn’t taking no for an answer. She needed this. I reached around her legs and began to rub her clit as I pushed the head of my dick into her anus. She moaned and lifted onto her tiptoes before relaxing and pressing back into me.

I knew she was going to enjoy this. I kept rubbing her clit as my cock went deeper and deeper inside of her anus. Once I was fully inside of her I began to pump her hard and fast. She was panting and meeting my thrusts with her hips.

Fuck was her ass tight! I could feel her anus squeezing my shaft with each thrust as I worked her clit towards another orgasm. She reached behind her and pulled her ass cheeks apart ensuring I went in as deep as possible.

I was coming close to my orgasm just as hers hit again.

“Oh my fucking god! Oh shit! Fuck yeah! Fuck my ass, baby, fuck my ass!” she screamed. “Cum in my ass! I want to feel your cum shooting into my ass!”

Not one to disappoint, I thrust my rod as deep into her ass as I could and began to cum. My spunk was shooting into her ass as she came. She had her hands pressed against the wall as she pushed back into me as hard as she could.

Sweat was dripping from me as I went limp. I bent over and kissed her back as I slipped out of her ass. She turned to face me and stumbled a bit from being so weak. I grabbed a hold of her and pulled her close.

We stood there in a lover’s embrace as she cooed in my ear. I knew I had just given her sex like she had never experienced. From this moment on, she was mine. I knew she was meant to be with me and nothing was going to stand in my way.

We kissed and she stepped back to get her clothes. I had just put my dick back in my pants when I heard Paul at the door.

“You little slut!” he yelled.

He walked over to her as if he was going to hit her. I stepped in front of him and clenched my fists, ready for anything he thought he could bring.

“You got a problem?” I asked.

“How could you do this to me?” he said to Bella.

“I’m sorry, Paul, but we are done.” She replied.

“You fucking whore!” he yelled.

I reached out and grabbed him by the throat and threw him across the room.

“Don’t ever fucking talk to her like that again, you got me?” I yelled.

Paul looked up with a terrified look on his face. He stood up and left the room in a hurry. I turned and looked at Bella. I could tell she was shaken up by the ordeal. I went to her and pulled her to me.

“No one is ever going to talk to you like that again,” I told her.

She snuggled into my chest as we stood there with my arms around her.

“So, where do we go from here?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I am a rich kid and you’re a construction guy. Not exactly the bring home to mother type.”

I laughed out loud at her perception.

“Baby, I have more money than your daddy probably has.”

“How?”

“It’s a long story, but I do this work to keep myself busy and because I like it. I don’t do it because I need the money.”

She smiled and hugged me back.

“Are you going to take care of me?” she asked in her soft voice.

“Baby, I will take care of you for the rest of my life. Just remember who is in charge.”

“You can command me any time you want.”

We spent the rest of the day in her bed fucking and having all sorts of nasty sex. I had never imagined meeting someone who would be compatible with me. But Bella fit the mold perfectly. She was in need of someone strong who could take charge and she finally found that in me.
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