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Part 1: A Young Man’s Fantasies


Penelope
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Oh my god it was so hard to get the darn grass stains out. 

I was doing my usual Monday morning wash for my husband’s soccer team. Andrew coached and our son Timmy had been playing since he was five and had graduated this year to the big boys’ team, the 18 to 20-year-olds. It was an amateur league run on community support. 

My bit to help was washing the jerseys, shorts and socks each week. Andrew had fastened lengths of wire cable between our garage and the back fence so I could hang the clothing to dry. 

I used the huge industrial-sized washing machines at the laundromat, of course, wasn’t going to wreck my good machine. 

I’d used mine once when I first took over the job and it took five loads and all morning. No thanks!

The worst of it now was the fact most of the jerseys and the shorts were white. 

Whose stupid idea was that? They clearly never did the washing!

It took a couple of bottles of pre-wash stain remover every week and my hand was sore from squeezing the trigger so much.

I was done, though, and took the washing to the laundromat, set the two machines on their 40-minute cycle and went and did my grocery shopping.

That was the next soccer-related problem I had. This coming weekend was the regional representative games. Four of the boys, including our Timmy, had made the cut. 

We were going to camp for the weekend near the venue and I’d be camp cook for five growing young men. 

There was our four and one boy from a country team who would be coming with us. He was also staying with us for the week leading up to it so he could train with Andrew and get some intensive coaching.

So I had an extra young man’s stomach to fill all week then five of them for a whole weekend. It was a good thing I had Andrew’s credit card from the soccer club because my shopping cart was overflowing.

That’s going to cost a bit!

I got the groceries and three wash baskets home. Lucky I had the soccer club van too.

I packed my fridge to overfilling then lugged all three wash baskets down the back yard. I lined them up ready to hang. 

“Hi Mr Wetherby!” I called over the fence. My widowed older neighbour was there in his garden as usual. He’s always in his garden.

Probably not a weed in sight!

“Morning Penny! Ah wash day again, is it?”

“Yes, only a few to go before the end of season. It’s lovely how the weather’s warming now, isn’t it? Your garden’s looking so beautiful. Oh, look at your Petunia’s going crazy. Goodness, they’re so colourful aren’t they,” I cried, quite envious of the old guy’s green thumb.”

I started pegging the washing. Mr Wetherby returned to his gardening. We have a tall wire mesh fence separating our yards so it was only his rose bushes that formed a barrier. 

I faced away from him to bend and pick up each item to hang. I had my short skirts out now that we’re into spring and I could feel my old neighbour’s eyes on the back of my legs.

I kept my legs straight as I bent over. I hadn’t done this in a while but felt like it today. I wore pretty panties and was excited for Mr Weatherby to get a look.

I bent for another jersey and blushed to myself as I felt how much I was showing. I dared to glance back at the man as I stood but he quickly lowered his head and his straw garden hat covered his sharp old eyes. 

Oh god I’d been in such a mood lately. My biological ticking clock was getting louder making me feel like I was running out of time.

I tugged at my skirt, inching it up a tiny bit to make sure this time. Then I bent for another soccer jersey and knew I was flashing the crotch of my panties this time. 

I wore white briefs, cut high on my hips but they covered my mid-thirties butt, although I was in good shape and didn’t mind old Mr Wetherby getting a look.

I could feel his eyes again and knew he was getting a look at my upper inner thighs and the soft elastic edge of my panties just covering my tingling pussy.

I bent for another jersey then another before glancing over my shoulder again, making my neighbour quickly avert his gaze. He hadn’t moved from the rose bush he was pruning a few minutes ago.

Haha, they say they need hard pruning but that’s ridiculous. He’s probably cut a hole right through the middle of the poor thing.

I didn’t challenge him watching me. I just bent again and gave him another look at me in position for a man to mount and enjoy – the way I hoped he would be imagining.

Mr Wetherby was in his late 50s but was probably still virile and capable of getting a woman pregnant. My husband wasn’t. Oh, he was still active of course, but he’d had a vasectomy before we met.

We met five years ago when I was 30. I had assured him I was happy to be child-free and would never want a baby. 

Timmy is my stepson. He had just turned 13 when Andrew and I got together, but he’s like a son to me and treats me like his second mother. 

Everything is fine with our little family but lately my thoughts about the ticking clock had come out of nowhere. 

I don’t even have girlfriends with new babies or anything and my sister’s children are little brats. I can’t wait for them to go home when she brings them around to visit.

No, I had no idea where this came from or what I was thinking with all this. 

I just kept bending over for each article of clothing in my wash baskets giving my voyeur neighbour more looks at me in the servicing position. 

My naughty wet pussy tingled wildly at the thought of him hopping on and fixing me up.
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I started out in furniture restoration as a young fellow, then began specialising in automotive and marine upholstery.

Business grew then I took on a franchise replacing car roof linings. Now I employ three young guys and had a pretty good market share of work this side of the city.

My lovely wife Penelope looked after the office, took the bookings, organised the guys, did the invoicing and pays and kept the financial records. 

She also did some online book narration, of all things. But her lovely voice was well suited to a good romance story, even erotic ones. She’s got a great range of expression that well suits a bit of intrigue or even horror, especially when there’s a tinge of humour in it.

We’re both flat out working and had decided to treat ourselves and have a break this week. Penelope wasn’t doing any narrating and I was only doing a roof lining here and there if we couldn’t get one of the guys to the job. 

I’d done two jobs today and finished up with plenty of time to get to training. 

I was running the four rep-team boys through their drills, dribbling and passing, heading and goal shooting. The rest of the team were sitting out next weekend before the finals and I’d given them the week off. 

My boy Timmy was one of the four who had been selected but that had nothing to do with me. He was here on merit and rewarded for hard work.

They made a good bunch of young men and it was shaping to be a fun long weekend camping with them. 

We had a large tent for the boys and a separate one for Penelope and I. Penelope wasn’t into camping but was making the effort. You know, smile and nod, grin and bear it stuff haha.

She’s a good girl. Didn’t I fluke it finding her?!

The boy from the country had arrived and was there when we got home. Jaxon was his name. He was the only player from his district to qualify and I’d volunteered to look after him. 

He was billeting with us for the week. Penelope had collected him from his bus and had him settled into the spare room.

“Hello Jaxon, nice to meet you,” I greeted the guy. He was no boy. He was only just twenty but looked at least twenty-five. He was tall and muscular with a full face of stubble and dark features. 

He looked every bit a young man and with a firm handshake to boot.

“Pleased to meet you too sir. Thanks for having me.”

Timmy introduced himself. We talked soccer and the upcoming rep games whilst Penelope served our late dinners. She and Jaxon had eaten an hour ago. Jaxon sat with Timmy and I whilst we ate. 

Penelope was busy in the kitchen. I suddenly noticed Jaxon’s eyes were all over her, but that was nothing unusual for my son’s mates. Actually, and men in general.

My wife is in her prime and is a very attractive woman. She looks after herself, always with her hair and makeup done and she favours shortish skirts and tight-fitting tops that accentuate her firm and natural D-cups.

She had on her denim mini skirt and a white tank top tonight, a lacy pink bra showing a little through the tank. 

She bent over to put something in the dishwasher and I got a flash of light pink panties that matched her bra. Timmy was facing away but I noticed young Jaxon glanced too. 

I watched for another flash and when Penelope bent over to rearrange the almost-full dishwasher our young guest drifted out of the conversation and just stared with his mouth hanging open.

I kept talking. Timmy was busy eating. And Penelope remained bent over for a long minute or two. The full crotch of her panties were showing and our houseguest’s eyes were riveted to them.

She seemed oblivious but it wasn’t all that unusual. Penelope’s skirts are always quite short and you’ll get a flash sometimes around the house. 

She was bent over for quite a long time clattering the plates and a couple of pots. But I couldn’t be sure. Was her skirt shorter than usual? Or pulled up a bit higher on her hips?

I felt like I was watching in slow motion but she finally stood and seemed to be blushing, as if she knew. 

Naa, it was probably just blood rushing to her face as she bent over. 

I had looked away and glanced at Jaxon and noticed he was still staring. He kept watching her there in the kitchen whilst Timmy and I finished our dinner. I didn’t see him get another flash though. 

The boys played games on the big screen in the family room all evening. Penelope did some bookwork in the office and I watched TV in the bedroom until she came from her shower. She was wearing her short summer pyjamas and got under the covers.

I had already showered. I turned off the TV and got under the blankets with her.

“Oh hello,” she said as I immediately rolled on top and started kissing her. “And what’s gotten into you tonight?”

I was erect. I’d been thinking about young Jaxon’s eyes on her and was feeling quite territorial.

“You looked good in that skirt earlier,” I muttered into her hair as she guided my cock.

We had both pushed down our pyjama shorts. Penelope was as wet as I was erect. She wrapped her legs around me and I humped her. She went off fast and orgasmed when I lost it and came damned hard myself.

That had been our first sexual encounter in about a month.

It had been a bit infrequent lately, for no particular reason. Five years into marriage I still found my wife attractive and enjoyed sex with her. Life just got busy and sometimes weeks would slip by without either of us having any energy left by bedtime.

“What do you mean I looked good in my skirt? I’ve had that one for years and you’ve never said.”

We were lying on our backs catching our breaths.

“We were getting a good look up it when you were in the kitchen, Pen. I found that quite arousing. I don’t know why.”

My wife looked at me.

“I mean I do know why of course! I meant, I don’t know why I found it arousing that young Jaxon was looking. Which he certainly was.”

“Oh, was he now?”

I swallowed and took a breath. “Did you notice him staring?”

“Um yes, a bit actually,” Penelope said sheepishly. “He’s certainly got eyes on him, hasn’t he!”

“Haha he certainly has. Harmless though, and typical of young men that age.”

“Yes of course, but perhaps I should be more careful how I dress while he’s here?” Penelope suggested, lifting to meet my kiss. 

“I’ve just gotten out all my summer clothes. I could avoid wearing such short skirts this week though, if you think it’s best.”

“No darling! There’s no need. He’s obviously a healthy young man and Timmy’s well used to it and doesn’t even seem to notice when your panties are showing. I think you should be relaxed in your own home and dress however you like.”

I had a little chuckle remembering something from my own youth.

“It could be quite the experience for the boy, as a matter of fact. It reminds me of a summer holiday I spent at a friend’s house when I was about 18 or so and his single mother was your age now.”

“Oh! Do tell?”

“Haha yeah Mrs Jones. Debbie. Skirts even shorter than yours back then and she had cute little boobs and never wore a bra under her tops. That was quite the summer awakening for this young man, I can tell you.”

“Oh my god, did she... I mean did you um..?”

“Haha no, no such luck. But that certainly fed my fantasies for years after, and I think it was an entirely positive experience. I don’t have any qualms about boys with wandering eyes, darling. I think it’s perfectly natural and healthy.”       

“Yes well, I don’t have any qualms either, Andrew. I’ve been feeling this young man’s eyes on me all afternoon and I’m nothing other than flattered.”

I smiled and kissed my wife again. “Nothing other than flattered? Not a little excited too?”

“Um. I don’t know, should I be?”

“I don’t see why not darling. How many times have I told you I’m not the jealous type.”

“Well yes I know you’re not but isn’t it a little bit wrong to be excited by this, Andrew?”

“I don’t see why. We’re talking about a young man here. One who is of age and looks even more mature. He’s naturally going to be curious.” I took a big breath and expelled. “No, I say everything is positive and perfectly healthy. And I can tell you that Mrs Jones definitely seemed to enjoy me watching her around the house back then.”

“Hmm alright then. I guess if Debbie Jones from the eighties thought it was alright for a horny young you to perv on her it must be okay.”

A flush of excitement filled me as an idea occurred. I shared it with my wife before thinking it through.

“So what if you actually played up to young Jaxon’s attention, darling? Why not even initiate things a little since we both find it so exciting. Obviously!”

I was referring to the fact that I was worked up for sex tonight and Penelope was wet and ready. It was obvious that what we were talking about had caused that. No doubt Penelope had realised it too. 

She took a moment to respond.

“So how far do you think you’d want me to go with attracting his attention, Andrew? I was already a little concerned that I’m going to be home alone with him quite often through the week while Timmy’s at school and if you have to do any call-outs.”

I hadn’t reasoned this as
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