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Jimmy was sitting in a lawn chair smoking a
cigarette and gazing up at the stars when Amanda wandered over. “I
thought you were leaving?” she said.

“Oh, no . . . um . . . I had a few questions
for your dad. I was gonna ask him about places to rent.”

“Oh,” she responded, taking a seat in a chair
beside him. “What’s in the bucket?” she asked, pointing to the
bucket resting beside Jimmy’s chair.

“Oh, I’m not sure,” shrugged Jimmy. “Your dad
wanted me to hang on to it for him . . . said he’d be out in a few
minutes.”

She smiled and looked out at the party. There
was a pause between them. “Jimmy, I had fun earlier. But I hope you
don’t think I’m some kinda slut or anything,” she said.

“Oh, no. I would never think that. It was
fun. I mean, we should try it again sometime.”

She laughed out loud. “That might be nice,”
she smiled. “I guess we’ll see what happens. Maybe you can make the
trip to campus sometime. I hear there are a lot of great places to
party.”

“Yeah. I might like that. Make a weekend out
of it or something.” He scanned the crowd quietly for a moment,
took a long drag from his cigarette, and then looked back in
Amanda’s direction. “So,” he started, “what’s all this about a
rumor?”

He watched as a big grin went across her
face. “Well,” she started with a chuckle, “you know how things get
around.”

“Yeah?” he responded, watching her
closely.

“Yeah. It just seems that word has gotten
around about you . . . about your size. That’s all. Didn’t
think you could keep that a secret, did you?”

Jimmy laughed, nearly choking as he expelled
a long line of smoke. “I guess not,” he said.

“I mean, I personally know a lot of girls who
might like to get what you gave me tonight,” she whispered.

“Get out of here,” he gasped.

“You never know,” she responded.

He’d never really thought about it until now.
Sure, he had a pretty big package. But could there be other girls
like Amanda, girls who just wanted to try him out because he had so
much cock? He felt a smile creep across his face as he thought
about it.

“So the words out?” he asked, peering over at
Amanda.

“Yes,” she smiled. “And after tonight it will
be out even more.”

He felt himself burst into laughter at her
admission. “You wouldn’t?” he muttered.

He watched as she started to get up, a
devilish grin on her face. “Sometimes a girl likes to share with
her friends,” she chuckled.

He felt his eyes go wide at her
proclamation.

“Anyway,” she said, “I’m glad you came to the
party.

“Me too!” he exclaimed, watching helplessly
as she walked away.

****

By the time Bill got free the party had
started to wind down. Sherri Lynn was hanging out with a group of
girls eating pizza, giggling and laughing in a huddle on a blanket
on the far side of the lawn. He could tell she’d forgotten about of
him. Most of the partygoers were finished swimming and had gotten
dressed, including Sherri. Fuck! he thought to himself. What a
fuckin’ way to blow it. It would have taken no energy at all to
slide those bikini bottoms off to the side, he thought.

“Hey, Mr. Sprite,” he heard Jimmy call out.
“Here’s your bucket,” he said. “I gotta get going, it’s really late
and I gotta get up early. Maybe I can stop by in a couple of days
and we can talk some more?”

“No problem,” replied Bill, accepting the
bucket. He could tell that most of the ice had melted, same as his
chances with Sherri Lynn.

“Well, okay, I’ll see ya later, then,” said
Jimmy. Bill watched as Jimmy disappeared. His gaze went back to the
girls wrestling around on the blanket. Fuck! he thought to himself
again, and then turned for the house.

****

He pulled out the bottle of liquor, the sour
mix, and the glasses and set them on the counter. He then turned
the bucket over in the kitchen sink. He watched mournfully as the
water went down the drain. At the same time he could feel his balls
aching. That little red head was the only thing he could think
about. He stretched his neck back, his eyes going closed, imagining
for a moment what her pussy might taste like. His cock thumped in
his shorts. “Fuck!” he whispered to himself.

He placed the stuff back in the bucket and
headed for the bar. He put everything back in its place and decided
he’d head down to the basement, maybe watch some tv while the party
was finishing up. It would be better that way. There was no reason
to go outside anymore. Michelle was out there mingling with the
guests, wrapping things up, making sure they all had rides and that
no one was inebriated and trying to drive—they hadn’t allowed
alcohol at the party, but you know how these kids can be, he
remembered her saying.

He started for the hallway when a figure
popped out of the bathroom at the end. Holy shit! It was
her, he thought to himself.

“Oh, hey, Mr. Sprite,” he heard her say.

“Um . . . hey . . . uh . . . how are you,
Sherrri?” he heard himself stutter.

“Oh, you know . . . on my way out,” she
grinned.

“Uh . . . sorry about earlier,” he heard
himself apologize.

“No biggie,” she said, smiling warmly at him.
“Guess I didn’t need any whisky anyway.” Suddenly she leaned in and
planted a wet kiss on his lips; after that she moved her mouth
close to his ear: “Maybe next time,” she whispered, pulled back to
gaze into his eyes, and then slid passed him to continue down the
hall. He watched her disappear around the corner and into the
kitchen, listened for the door to close as she went outside.

He stood, nearly in shock, her scent
lingering before him, her wetness on his lips. “Fuck!” he shouted,
slapping himself in the head in three or for quick pops. “Fuck!” he
shouted again, and then moped toward the basement door.

****

Two weeks had passed before Jimmy got the
call from Bill Sprite to start work on the irrigation project. It
was a hot Saturday in July when he showed up to begin the work. He
walked through the gate to find Bill in the backyard with a couple
shovels lying in the grass and a schematic spread out across his
picnic table.

“There you are!” he exclaimed as Jimmy came
into view. Jimmy nodded with a smile. “Looks like it’s gonna be a
hot one.”

“Especially for digging,” responded
Jimmy.

“Don’t worry,” Bill smiled, “Michelle
promises to keep us hydrated.”

Jimmy smiled. “Anything good?” he
grinned.

“I think we’ll probably just keep it at about
the speed of lemonade,” Bill chuckled.

“Darn!” responded Jimmy.

“Sorry,” Bill laughed.

“Oh, well. I guess a person can’t expect his
employer to advocate drinking on the job.”

“Yeah. Especially when the employee isn’t yet
twenty-one,” smiled Bill. “Anyway,” he started, changing the
subject. “Fortunately for us I have this handy-dandy schematic to
show us where the waterlines are. Today we’re going to be replacing
the line on the eastern side of the lot,” he said, pointing at a
large swath of grass behind them to their left, just beyond the
pool. “The line splits off there by the corner of the pool . . .
we’ll start there.”

They moved over to the spot Bill had pointed
out and Bill stabbed his shovel into the ground. “The line’s maybe
eight inches down . . . goes out all the way to the corner of the
lot,” he said, pointing in the direction of the sprinkler
system.

“So why are we replacing it?” asked
Jimmy.

“I gotta leak somewhere in the line,”
answered Bill, the same time rubbing at his forehead—it was hot
enough that he had already started to sweat. “I figure it’s past
time for an upgrade.”

Jimmy shrugged and they went to work.

****

They’d made their way to the first
sprinkler-head before taking a break. They moved to a table on the
back patio where Michelle had supplied glasses and a pitcher of
lemonade. They sat in the shade enjoying their drinks when Amanda
appeared at the back door.

Jimmy watched as she walked out and stood
before them. She was wearing a skimpy chartreuse bikini that
struggled to hold back her titties and ass. Jimmy could easily see
the outline of her pussy lips. “Hi Jimmy,” she smiled. Her hair was
pulled up atop her head and she was wearing dark sunglasses. “It’s
good to see you again.”

“It’s good to see you,” he replied, glancing



















































Too be continued . . .
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