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Jimmy popped out of the shower, wrapped a
towel around his waist, and headed straightaway for his bedroom. It
was his first day at a new job and he didn’t want to be late. When
he got into his room he glanced over at the clock on his dresser.
He had an hour and a half before he had to be there. He took in a
deep breath to force himself to relax. Plenty of time, he thought
to himself, feeling the nerves in his stomach start to flutter up.
No need to rush. He didn’t want to be too early, come across as too
eager. He was eighteen now, had just graduated high school, and was
starting his first real job. It was a full-time gig working down at
the Adamston Warehouse, loading up the big trucks with paper
products for distribution across the country. It wasn’t anything
glamorous, but it paid more than he’d ever made. Most of his other
friends would be off to college in the fall. But not him. He’d
decided against it. He wanted to work and make some money. College
could wait as far as he was concerned—if he ever decided to go at
all. In a couple of months he’d have enough saved to get his own
apartment, get out from under his father and start living his own
life.

He tossed his towel onto the bed and moved
over to the full-length mirror attached to the backside of his
closet door. He gazed at his reflection. There he was, a nearly
fully grown man, six feet tall, a hundred and ninety pounds. His
chest was solid, his arms muscular. He peered down at his abs—they
were like a washboard. He was in the best shape of his life. He
flexed his chest and watched as his pecks swelled, his dark nipples
standing at attention. He spread his legs slightly and allowed his
arms to fall to his sides. He could feel his balls hanging heavily
between his legs. He stood mesmerized by the image.

And then there was his cock, dangling like a
mighty pendulum, slightly engorged from the hot shower. It looked
huge in the mirror, even though it was still soft, his head as
round as a plum. Maybe it had grown since he’d last measured it,
last summer when Mary Beth had forced him down on the bed and held
a ruler to it. It was nine and a half inches back then, fully
erect. He remembered the look of astonishment on her face, how
she’d claimed it was too huge and that she’d never let him fuck her
with it. Sure, she’d suck it all he wanted, but there was no way he
was going inside of her.

She wasn’t lying either. No matter how hard
he’d tried after that, he never did get full penetration. Sure,
he’d rubbed it all over her pussy, even gotten the head right to
the opening, but she never did let him go all the way inside. It
was one of his biggest regrets, having dated her for eight months
without getting to bang her full on. But she wasn’t ready, too
inexperienced. He understood that. It was part of the reason they’d
split.

He found his thoughts shifting to Michelle,
the neighbor lady who lived next door. She was thirty-eight and had
a body that was out of sight. He’d been thinking about her every
day for the last three years, ever since she and her husband and
daughter first moved in. Just two days ago he’d caught her working
out back. He’d gone into the spare bedroom to retrieve a magazine
he’d left stashed beneath the mattress. From the window he had a
perfect view of her backyard. And there she was, working in the
flower garden, wearing a pair of cutoffs and a bikini top. He could
remember watching her rise up from the ground to stretch her back,
her hefty titties bouncing as she threw her shoulders back, her
stomach all bronzed and soft—it wasn’t perfectly flat, but that was
okay with him.

His gaze returned to the mirror to find his
cock jetting out before him, his thick rod straining toward the
mirror. He could see it throbbing, the veins pulsating there in the
reflection. He reached down to cup his head and gave out a slight
gasp as his palm made contact with the bottom of his helmet. He
rubbed it slowly, just the head at first, the thickness of his
organ resting weightily in his soft palm, thinking about Michelle
in the backyard, her big tits hanging softly in that bikini
top.

He imagined himself next to her in the
shadows of the yard, pulling her down into the grass and peeling
off her clothes ever so slowly. His cock throbbed at the thought of
the bikini top sliding off to reveal what he imagined would be
enormous brown nipples. He stroked it faster. He could even smell
her skin, coconut tanning lotion, her hair flittering against his
face. He imagined his hand on her titties, his fingers grazing
lightly against her nipples, rubbing her stomach slowly, going down
to her soft pubic hair—the little bit he was sure she hadn’t
shaved.

His dick was full on now, and he could feel
his wad building as he stroked the head harder and faster. He
thought about her mouth going to it, her tongue sliding along his
shaft, slurping on it like a Popsicle. He couldn’t hold it back. He
stroked faster, the entire length of his rod. He opened his eyes to
see himself in the mirror, his hand working his dick, thinking
about Michelle. It was all he could stand, his massive member
stretched as far as he could get it, the tip brushing against the
cool glass every so often. He gave a slight thrust with his hips,
released a moan, and then watched as cum began to spray from the
tip of his head. It poured out in a thick stream and he gasped as
the jizz coated the silver glass. He thrust his hips again and
again as the stream began to taper off into a series of
intermittent, alabaster spurts. He let out a long, low moan,
continuing to milk his bone until all the juice was gone, until the
spasms had subsided. After a few moments he released his grip and
let his arm fall to his side.

That had been just what he needed to get the
day started, to help calm the nerves, he thought.

He collapsed back to his bed, closing his
eyes to watch the vision of Michelle fade in his mind’s eye, and
then peered up to find a line of semen dripping down his engorged
wand. Suddenly there was a tap at the door. “Jimmy?” he heard his
stepmother, call out.

He reached for the towel and popped to his
feet, wrapping it around his waist in one singular motion before
the door flung open. Christ! This is why I need my own
apartment! he thought. He watched as she pushed into the room.
“There you are,” she smiled. “First day of the big job,” she
grinned, moving closer to him. She reached up to caress his cheek.
“I sure am proud of you.”

She was a small woman—probably only
five-four, thought Jimmy. She was forty-three, eight years younger
than his father, mildly pretty with big blue eyes and short brown
hair. She’d been big into yoga for the last ten years, so there
wasn’t an ounce of fat on her firm frame. She and Jimmy’s father
had only been married two years. She’d always been nice to Jimmy,
more like a friend than a mother.

She pulled in tight and gripped his
shoulders. Jimmy could feel his cock hanging there, partially
erect, pushing back against the towel. He felt her firm midsection
push against it. He was certain she would feel it throbbing against
her stomach.

“I want you to know that I really respect
your decision to go to work,” she said. “College isn’t for
everyone,” she added, releasing her embrace and backing away.
Instantly Jimmy felt the towel pop free as she did. He stood there
stunned, his half-hard cock waving at his stepmom. He watched her
eyes go wide as she glanced down at his monster shaft. He scrambled
to retrieve the towel, looking up to find her covering her eyes and
backing away.

“Sorry,” he murmured, fumbling to get the
towel into place.

“Oh!” she squealed, backing out into the
hallway. “No problem . . . my fault,” she whimpered. “By the way,
breakfast is ready,” he heard her mumble as she started down the
stairs.

****

He sipped his coffee slowly as he watched
Becky slap a stack of pancakes atop his plate. “Sorry about that up
there in my room,” he whispered to his stepmom.

“It’s okay,” she reassured him. “Let’s just
pretend it didn’t happen. I won’t tell anyone if you don’t,” she
smiled.

“Thanks,” he gasped, relieved.

“So, are you excited to get started today?”
she asked, quickly changing the subject.

“Nervous,” he answered, wiping at his lips
with a crinkled napkin.

She paused before him with a smile. “Nothing
like starting a new job to get the nerves up,” she said.

“Yeah, I just wanna get in there and get
started . . . get the money flowing in.”

“I bet,” she said, the same time turning back
toward the stove. “Your father seems to think you’ll be leaving us
soon,” she said.

“It may be a while. I gotta save up the
cash,” he said, rising from his seat. “Apartments don’t come
cheap.”

“No they don’t,” she smiled.

“Anyway, I’d better be going. Don’t wanna be
late my first day.”

“No you don’t,” she said. “Wait a sec,” she
said, moving to the fridge. “Here, take this,” she said, handing
him a brown-bag lunch.

“Aw, you shouldn’t have,” Jimmy said.

“It’s your first day,” she giggled.

He reached in and pecked her on the cheek.
“Thanks, Becky.”

“Have a great day,” she said, watching as he
headed out the door.

****

It was noon by the time Becky had returned
from running errands around town. She pulled her BMW into the
garage, exited the car, and then went around to the trunk. She
gathered up several bags and headed inside.

Once inside she went straight for the
kitchen, dropped the bags on the counter, and then moved over to
the fridge. She retrieved a pitcher of lemonade and then poured a
tall glass. It was sweltering outside, and she was relieved to be
in the air conditioned house. She pulled the glass to her lips and
sipped slowly, then lifted it to her forehead to rub condensation
gently across her skin. The coolness felt nice.

For a moment she thought about her husband,
Tom. He was out of town on business, working a major acquisition
for his employer, Majestic Tech. He was a senior staff lawyer for
the agency. He’d been gone a week and was due back tomorrow
evening. She’d been planning a dinner to celebrate Jimmy’s new job.
It was a special time for him, even though Tom didn’t necessarily
see it the same way. Tom was frustrated that his son had elected to
skip college. It had been Tom’s intention that Jimmy follow in his
own footsteps, maybe even go into law. But Jimmy wanted nothing to
do with it, and so Becky found herself with the unenviable task of
trying to smooth things over between the two. Just then the
doorbell rang.

Becky moved over to a monitor and could see
Michelle smiling gleefully. Becky smiled back and then moved
through the house to the front door.

“Hello,” she giggled at Michelle.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt,” Michelle
started, “but I just wanted to stop by and see if you folks were
coming to the party this evening.”

“Don’t be silly,” said Becky, “you’re not
interrupting anything. Why don’t you come on in for a few
minutes?”

Becky guided Michelle through the doorway and
they moved into the living room. “Let me get you some lemonade,”
said Becky. She moved back into the kitchen and poured another tall
glass for Michelle, and then returned to the living room.

“I do believe this is the hottest day on
record,” said Michelle as Becky handed her the glass.

“I think I would agree,” said Becky. “So tell
me,” she started, the same time taking a seat across from Michelle

































































































Too be continued . . .
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