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Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in
the ‘Hardcore Erotica Vol. 8’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Witch vs Frat Guy, Window Cleaner vs
Housewife, Regular Guy vs Models 2, Regular Girl vs Male
Model.

 



The
‘Hardcore Erotica Vol.
8’ collection
can be found at any of your favorite e-stores.


Beginning: Window
Lover

 


I clean windows. My job is very
simple. Shiny, clean, glistening windows are what I am paid to
create. My customers are very specific in that need and it is my
job to service them as best as I can.

That is why my job is so difficult
sometimes. Sometimes the customers make it difficult for me to
service their needs. Take today as an example. She's gorgeous.
Maybe a little taller than me with gorgeous blue eyes but that are
absolutely to die for. Her body is curvy in all the right ways and
she reminds me of a girlfriend I had three years ago that was an
absolute master in bed. I wonder how this woman is in bed, but I'm
never going to know. Woman like this are not interested in window
washers. They like Porsches and money. I don't have either and I'm
not likely to have them ever.

"I've never met you before. Are you
new to the company?"

"No, I worked another area. I just
started working down this side of town recently."

She gives me a warm smile that tells
me so much about her. It's not just the gorgeous shape of her lips
that tells me all I need to know about her personality, but the
quality of her dental work. She has gorgeous white teeth and they
are perfectly straight. A woman like this is appearance focused and
it wouldn't surprise me if there wasn't anything more to her than a
bunch of sexy curves.

We stop in front of her large house
and she gives me directions. I know what to do already, but I let
her talk. It gives me the opportunity to stare at her sweet ass as
she unsuspectingly points and gestures in front of me. I always
take advantage when I can and she's just letting it happen. (It's
cute how rich people can be so unaware when they are giving
instructions to their 'lessers'.)

About 10 minutes later, I'm geared up
and ready to work. I'd like to slack off and waste some time in the
van or something, but she seems like she's in a hurry, so I'll have
to forgo being lazy to get this job done.

I walk over to the house and start
working on the windows. Time passes and I quickly forget about the
woman and start thinking about how I'm going to pay next week's
mortgage payment.

I recently broke up with a beautiful
woman that I made the mistake of marrying. That bitch turned out to
be a dud - big time: The fool wouldn't know how to keep a
relationship together if someone belted her in the head with the
information. Unfortunately, she thought she needed someone to belt
her around the head with just that kind of information and sought
out the services of a famous guru, who tried to teach her, which
lead to her leaving me for that idiot. That left me with a house
all to myself.

Thankfully, she wasn't smart enough to
get her name on the papers and I had photos, video and more (a
buddy of mine is a private investigator and I owe him my life). She
was smart enough to realize she didn't want me dragging out that
sort of evidence in front of a judge. It was probably the smartest
thing she did in our relationship. Personally, I'm sort of thankful
that she's gone. I'm not a big fan of morons.

I shrug my shoulders and try to get
that woman out of my head. I should have given her the house in
hindsight. Paying a mortgage on my own is actually sort of sucky.
It would have been a fitting punishment.

I come around the corner of the house
and, to my surprise, find something very interesting waiting for
me. The woman has taken to relaxing beside the pool in a ultra slim
bikini that shows way too much flesh to be decent. She has a bottle
of water and three colorful books beside her as she relaxes in the
warmth of the day.

Being wise to this game from more than
a few other jobs, I stop, slide up against the corner and glance
around. These women are like gazelles munching grass on the great
plains of Africa. I am the lion and I know, if I prowl around the
corner, she'll get skittish. I don't want her to go inside and
leave me without anything interesting to look at. That would be
troublesome for me and her and I want to enjoy the pleasure of
seeing her in this state for a little while longer if I can. It's
been awhile since I had something sexy to look at. Too
long.

I run my eyes from her gorgeously
formed feet over her spectacular legs and toned and slightly
muscular upper body. She clearly works out and regularly by the
looks of her muscle tone. Normally these women are skinny, but lack
any real athleticism. This woman is skinny and has that extra
special something. It matches well with her light brown hair and
gorgeous brown eyes. Looking at her makes me want to rub suntan
lotion on that gorgeous skin of hers. I bet that would be a ton of
fun.

Minutes pass as I watch her reading. I
don't feel bored. Most men have an attention span that is shorter
than the length of a Super Bowl advertisement. Me, on the other
hand, I can look at half naked women all day long and never get
bored. She's very sexy and that helps as well. I LOVE sexy
ladies.

She eventually get up after 30 minutes
to answer the phone inside. I stroll around to begin working on
windows, watching her through the glass as she bends over at the
counter and gives me a view the likes of which I haven't seen in
quite some time.

I lean into the window and wipe it
carefully with a cloth from my pocket so that it is ultra-clear. I
can see the way that her bikini bottoms are creasing inwards at the
rear center. I have her amazing ass poking out at me with a little
bit of butt crack popping out top, while the tightness of the
material is giving me a show. I can see the shape of something
rather gorgeous popping in and out and I know that if her pussy
could talk it would be saying to me, "I'm open, wet and ready. Take
me, big boy."

I casually bring up my tools and start
cleaning the window as she talks. I'm very careful not to disturb
her. I don't want to upset the customer by being caught in the
middle of checking out her ass. At the same time, I want to have an
excuse if she does catch me out. Washing this window is the perfect
excuse.

She abruptly finishes her conversation
and slams the phone down on the counter. She turns slightly and I
can see annoyance on her face and I wonder what's wrong. Was she
talking to a friend or, perhaps, her husband and things went bad?
It would be a very interesting situation and I would love to
provide a shoulder to cry on. That is if she will let me touch her
breasts while I'm at it.

She walks back outside and sees me.
She's clearly a little bit annoyed from how she is stomping her way
outside. There is a moment of eye contact and I watch as she puts
on a fake smile and gives me a wave as if nothing happened. It
doesn't reach her eyes and I know she's not really feeling
it.

I go back and hustle to catch up after
the long 'eye break' I just enjoyed. She sits back down and stares
at her book with the look of what could be anger or whatever shade
of that she is feeling.

After about 5 minutes, she does the
unexpected. The woman stands up and walks over to me. I'm not sure
what she wants from me, but her breasts are jiggling about in a way
that is making my eyes go around and around in little circles that
would be

perfect drawings of tiny smiling faces
if they were pens.

"Do you have a smoke? I really need
one."

Normally, we not supposed to admit to
smoking, but today I'm feeling a little bit generous and I figure
that it would be a great opportunity for me to have one as well -
I'm dying for a cigarette, to be honest.

I reach into my pocket and pull out my
pack. She glances at them and I give her an apologetic look. They
are cheapest brand available and she's probably never smoked
something this cheap before.

Pulling out a cigarette, I hand her
one and take one for myself. It takes me a second to find my
lighter as she pops the cigarette between her luscious lips. Her
tits are right in front of me and I have to REALLY try hard not to
look at her bikini body as I light our cigarettes.

This gorgeous hottie takes a few puffs
and sighs. I have to relate to how she feels. A cigarette solves
all ills. I have had my share of shit recently and I know how it
feels to be done over. It's probably a totally different level of
shit in her case, but that's just the difference between me and
her. Rich people just live differently.

We stand there silently for a little
while, each thinking our own thoughts.

"Have you ever been in a bad
relationship?" she asks.

"I think all of my relationships have
been bad in some way. I just got divorced."

"Ouch, sounds like you have had it
hard ."

"Not really. Life is difficult
sometimes and great other times. I've had to relearn that more than
a few times over the past few years."

"I wish I had the same attitude," she
says. "My husband has a habit of not coming home much and it's
certainly not what I expected when we got married."

I look at her with her face slightly
scrunched up and decide that I'm willing to play the open ear. At
least I get to look at her sweet body while I do it. I mean how
often do you get to talk to a gorgeous bikini babe while at work
and getting paid by the hour?

"Yeah, a lot of the people that I work
for have the same problem. Never home, always busy, and god knows
what he's up to. Guys are just like that sometimes, aren't they?
It's crazy, but you can handle that, right?"

"I hear you, but I don't know if I can
live with this forever. I just feel really stressed about him and
I'm worry that our love will fade away if things keep on like
this."

"Well, have you thought about getting
yourself a boyfriend? You know, on the side or something? A lot of
the ladies are doing it these days and they seem to be
happy."

"Adultery? I would never do something
like that. I love George."

"And so do they. They love their
husbands, but their husbands are so distant that there's just never
any time to be in love together anymore. You know one-on-one,
emotionally, and all that jazz."

She's giving me this look as if I'm
mad and I decide that it's best to leave off. My cigarette is
almost finished anyway and there is probably no point in educating
this woman if she doesn't want to be taught.

"And how do people go about getting
one of these boyfriends?" she asks after a short pause, surprising
me in the process.

"Well, how did you meet your
husband?"

"Our parents introduced
us."

I try not to look shocked, but she
clearly gets
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