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Part 1: Room for Rent


Carina
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I poured my tea and looked across the table at my mother. “Well my father was a miner, right?”

Mum frowned. “Technically.”

I raised my brows.

“Well yes he was a miner, but he was only technically your father.”

“Hmm, nevertheless,” I countered. My parents split when I was a baby. I hardly knew my father as he was always away with work out in the middle of a desert somewhere. He moved around a lot but was always on a remote mining site with little time for me. It was just the way it was. 

I liked my stepfather better. The current one. Mum went through them pretty regularly when I was growing up. 

Donald has been around for ten years now, since I was sixteen. He was an extremely tolerant guy, which he needed to be with my mother. He took good care of her and put up with her cheating on him more than once that I knew of.

My never-there father was an iron ore mining boss of some sort, my mother a very loving and caring parent but a bit of a floozy.

I was only visiting home. I normally lived with my wonderful banker husband out in the country. Lee had taken a three-year posting to accelerate his climb up the ladder. The bank had problems filling roles in their rural branches, so anyone willing to play the game and take one on would be promoted way faster than here in the city.

“I still think it’s a risk,” my mother went on as she refreshed her cup of tea. “Miners can be rough types. I don’t think Lee would be equipped to handle any situations.”

“What situations, Mum? We’re renting out a room in our house across the street from the local police station. If our tenants get too rowdy or whatever we call the police. Haha, we can scream at them from across the road. Cooooo-EEE,” I laughed and sang the calling sound.

“Yes but getting drunk and rowdy isn’t the only danger, sweetheart. They’re men and you’re a woman!”

I glared at her a little stunned. My mouth was open but I didn’t know what to say to that.

“I’m just saying, sweetheart. I know men!”

I frowned, pouting my confusion. “What do you mean, you know men Mum? I know you know them! What does that have to do with Lee and I renting our spare room out to a couple of miners?”

“It puts your marriage at risk, sweetie, having that kind of testosterone in your house. You don’t know how you’ll react to it and I fear for the way Lee might not be able to handle it. He’s a very gentle man darling. These miners could be gentlemen book readers too, but they might be alpha-males and dominate your household.”

I was blushing now. “And what do you mean you don’t know how I’ll react?” I challenged. That was the bit that had made me blush. I know Lee’s a gentleman book reader, I love that about him, and I get that dump truck driving miners might be a bit gruff.

“You’re an attractive girl, darling. These men will notice,” my mother went on. “Yes it’s a room to rent and you’re a married woman and they have to respect that. But men can be fresh out of the cave sometimes and forget the rules around an attractive young lady. Like yourself.”

My mother was smiling now, like what she was saying wasn’t all bad. I blushed again and frowned at her.

“Well, you’re only human, sweetheart. You’re a healthy young woman and can’t always be in full control of how you feel. Trust me. I know!”

“Hmm, well some of us have more willpower than others,” I challenged but couldn’t help smiling too. My mother was a floozy but a self-confessed one. She owned her indiscretions and weakness for alpha men. She still looks good for her age too, and takes great care in her appearance. Thankfully she’s not into lip-injectables but sometimes I wonder if she hasn’t dabbled in a little botox of the brow.

“I don’t know if your Lee would be as forgiving as Donald, sweetie!”

My jaw swung downwards again. “Mum!” I scolded.

“Well nature’s nature darling and she’s very powerful.”

“Yes but there is no way I would ever do that to Lee. No way ever!”

My mother shrugged and sipped her tea, a little smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. 

I watched as she dunked a TimTam into the hot liquid then quickly bit the melting half into her mouth. She’s always loved her chocolate, not that you’d ever know to look at her.

“My point is, darling...”she munched and swallowed some more, “that it wouldn’t be you doing it to him. It would be the alpha miners potentially taking you from him, in his own house.””

Another dunk, munch munch munch... “Can’t you find an older gentleman or better still a female to rent the room?” 

“No we can’t. Oh my god Mum, this is just silly. There’s no way anything like that will be happening I can assure you! And anyway, it’s all been arranged. Colin moves in on Tuesday and has his week then when he swings back to work for two weeks his friend Trevor takes the room for his week off. 

“It’s perfect with them swinging week about,” I continued. “There’s a full week between when the room’s empty and Lee and I get our privacy back. Although they both seem really nice guys and they’ll only be using the laundry and the back deck. The room has a kitchenette and bathroom of its own. They’re not going to be intruding on our privacy anyway.”

“Ooh, swinging are they? Haha,” she giggled conspiratorially. She made a hand gesture between her legs as she said that and yep, there swings my jaw! God, she must be a bit horny or something...   

My mother nodded but she still looked sceptical. I dropped the subject and we got to talking about the reason I was visiting, which was to see my doctor and get some advice on Lee and I still having trouble getting pregnant. 

We’d been trying for six months with no luck. My doctor had sent me for an examination and blood tests and so on. I was fine and perfectly healthy. She advised me to have Lee go and get checked out next, which he could do locally.

Our move to the country was to a mining town seven hours by train from the city. It was a good size town in a pretty area with all the facilities. I was just a bit precious about trusting my regular doctor, and I hadn’t seen Mum in six months so was overdue a visit.

I only had today left. I’d been here for a week but was booked on the train tonight. I went to my bedroom where I had my things sorted in piles on the bed ready for packing. I’d packed light but had been shopping for new summer clothes. 

Okay so the mining town has most facilities, not my usual department stores unfortunately. They’re the ones I like to shop at for clothing.

I was ready to pack but looked at what I was wearing in the mirror. I had on my favourite old cut-off denim jump suit. It was short-shorts with a bib front and braces. I’d been helping mum in her garden this morning and it was my go-to for getting dirty in the yard. I really needed to get busy with our yard and fix the gardens so I decided my denim jump suit had to come with me. That would be my inspiration!

I undid the braces and let the bib front drop. I modelled my boobs in the thin white tank top I was wearing as I contemplated what my mother had said about cavemen and the fact I’d be getting noticed by these miners around the house if I wasn’t careful. 

I’ve always gotten looks from boys and now, of course, from men. Mum is stunning and I was lucky enough to get her looks, plus I look after my body and have stayed slender. I like my boobs, they’re  a natural C-cup that I’m proud of in a bikini.

I stripped my tank top and modelled them in my mirror bare. I reached back and pushed the door to all but close it since my stepdad and 22-year-old stepbrother were both home.

I modelled one of my new sundresses thinking it would be comfy to sleep in on the train. I decided on it and put it aside then remembered I had clean washing in the laundry. I lifted the bib on my jumpsuit and did up the braces. It covered my nipples well enough but not much else. I peeped out my door and saw the coast was clear for a quick dash along the hallway to the laundry.

I grimaced excitedly as I was on my way, daring to make the dash like this when suddenly the bathroom door opened and I was sprung! 

My stepbrother had been in the bathroom and as he noticed me his eyes popped open. He clearly couldn’t tear his eyes from my chest as he didn’t look at my face once. Oh shit!

I just glared defiantly and walked past him with my arms clenched to stop him getting a look from the sides. He turned and watched me and I glared back at him and rolled my eyes.

“Aw jeez Carina!”

“Oh shut up Paul. Put your eyes back in their sockets, would you?”

I grabbed my wash basket from the laundry and tried to keep my arms pressed to my sides again as I walked back past the guy. “Do you have to stare?” I scolded.

He nodded as his eyes remained focused on my boobs. “Yep,” he said and smiled.

I shook my head and rolled my eyes at him again. I continued on past and pushed my door, leaving it ajar slightly behind me as I entered my room.

It had been fun though. Paul is hopeless the way he tries to perv on me around the house. He lives on his computer online and has never had a real-life girlfriend. I guess I deliberately try to look a bit sexy for him and don’t mind my stepdad’s eyes popping out of his head too. 

I felt sorry for both of them actually. Donald had to put up with my mother and Paul had zero social skills. That and the fact they’d both do anything for you, like one time Paul even saved me from being harassed by this loser pervert from across the street. 

Paul is overweight and so softly spoken but he’s no pushover. He wasn’t having any of this man calling Mum and I the names he was calling us.

My door hadn’t clicked shut and I could see an eye through the sliver. I was facing away but could see in the mirror. I blushed to myself as I lowered the bib on my jump suit and let my stepbrother have a better look at me. I knew I was being disloyal to Lee in doing this but only disloyal, not unfaithful. There’s a big difference.

I breathed and kept my boobs thrust forward whilst brushing my hair. After a moment there was a gentle knock on my door. “Hey Carina?”

I covered my boobs with one arm and went to the door. “Yes?”

“Um, I was just wondering if you wanted me to drive you to the train station tonight?”

“Yes, I was hoping you would,” I told my blushing stepbrother, his eyes boggling again as he looked at my chest. He couldn’t tear his eyes upward again.

“Aw shit,” he said and swallowed hard. “Jeez Carina, you’re so fucking hot.”

“Hmm, and what happened to that girl you were talking to online. The one from here somewhere?”

“Oh yeah, Andrea you mean. Yeah she’s cool. We chat all the time.”

“Yes and are you going to meet her? Why don’t you ask to meet up for a coffee or something?”

“Aw yeah, I’ve been thinking about it. I don’t know...”

I backed away from the door still with my arm across my breasts. I’d left the door open enough and Paul leant against it watching me. I turned away and faced the mirror again. I lowered my arm and deliberately showed him my breasts, taking a long few seconds to fiddle with the bib on my jump suit before I lifted it and did up the braces.

I giggled at my stepbrother gawking. “You really need to get yourself a girlfriend, Paul.”

“Aw shit I know. Damn they’re hot when they’re real.”

“I imagine you see lots of female avatars online with huge tits poking out from just under their chins?” I giggled at my own joke again as I pictured them.  

I plucked at the bib of my jump suit again and started sorting from my clean wash basket. I was showing full side-boob now and probably nipple when I bent over. “So you watch a lot of porn online, do you Paul?”

He gulped and nodded. He looked at my boobs again after spending the briefest second looking at my face.

“Well there’s nothing wrong with that, but there’s nothing wrong with you either and any girl would be lucky if you asked her out.”

“Yeah I’ve got even more followers now, watching me gaming. I’m making megabucks.”

I stared incredulously and shrugged. “See? A nice guy making a good income. Call Andrea, don’t text her.”

“What, like on the phone?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, like on the phone! Or facetime or whatever, anything but text.”

“Yeah I guess. We facetime all the time. I suppose I could ask if she wants to meet up.”

I opened my bag and set it on the end of the bed for filling. “Does she have nice boobs?” I asked my stepbrother and faced him whilst adjusting the bib to cover mine properly again. “Having a guy want to see and touch them is way better in real-life too you know. Have you guys exchanged any sexy pics?”

“Um...” Paul was blushing guiltily. Clearly... 

I glanced down at where he looked a bit swollen in the crotch and had his hand over the bulge. “Did you send her a dick pic?”

“Uh
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