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It’s been over an hour already and I can still hear Max, my best friend’s husband banging away downstairs in the kitchen as he tries to fix the leaking water pipe under the sink. Why am I upstairs hiding in my room and not downstairs in the kitchen helping him? Because I know that my best friend, Jane, will be mad as hell at me for letting him into the house. Jane and her husband separated a couple of months back after several months or arguing and shouting at each other. As I live with Jane it was impossible not to hear them rowing every second of the day and night. So, I was kind of relieved when Max eventually moved out into his own place—although I’ve missed him ever since. 

I moved in with Jane and her husband about six months ago when I lost my job and could no longer pay the rent on my apartment. Jane offered me the spare room in her house until I got myself sorted out. Although Jane is twenty-five like me, Max is in his mid-forties, and he, like Jane, has been there for me, until Jane kicked him out a couple of months back. 

I have no idea why Jane told Max to get out, she hasn’t told me and when I’ve tried to ask, she always changes the subject. All I know for sure is that Jane has forbidden me to let Max back into the house. But Jane is away for the weekend and when the pipe downstairs sprang a leak a couple of hours ago and started to flood the kitchen with water, I didn’t know who else to call for help. Like I’ve already said, Max was always someone to rely on. He was always fixing stuff when things broke. So, what choice did I have? Call Max for help or let the kitchen flood or get ripped off by some overpriced plumber I might find online. And besides, Jane might not ever find out the kitchen flooded if Max could fix the problem. Even better if she was never to find out that Max had been here at all while she was away. 

So, I’m trying to keep my distance from Max as I don’t want to get involved in his and my best friend’s problems. And I tell myself that if I stay hidden upstairs in my room and out of his way, then I won’t have to lie too much to Jane if she should ask me if I’ve seen or spoken to Max while she has been away for the weekend. I can’t lie to save my life, and I kind of resent Jane for making me piggy-in-the-middle between them. Max has been a big part of my life for the last six months or so, like I’ve already said, I miss him being around.

And if I’m being totally honest, I’ve had a secret crush on him for a while. Nothing big but I did used to find my eyes straying whenever he got out of the shower and headed along the landing with just a towel wrapped about his waist—his muscular chest, stomach and arms covered in beads of water. I hated myself for feeling a needy throb between my thighs when my eyes strayed to what the towel was hiding, like his tight, firm ass and that huge bulge sticking out front. But I must stay loyal to Jane, she is my best friend after all, so I pushed those feelings away and kept my distance just like I am today, while he’s fixing the leaking pipe, even if it’s hard for me to do so.

But an hour has passed and even though I’m wearing a low-cut tank top and a skimpy pair of denim shorts, I’m hot sitting in my bedroom on such a warm summers afternoon. I could really do with taking a dip in the pool to cool off. So, needing to know how much longer Max might be before he has fixed the leak, I creep from my bedroom and tiptoe downstairs. I can hear banging still coming from the kitchen as I peer along the hallway. I move a little closer to the kitchen door and stop dead in my tracks when I see Max kneeling on the kitchen floor by the sink, a large metal spanner in his hand.

He must be feeling the heat too, as he has removed his t-shirt and is now only wearing his faded blue denim jeans that hug his ass and the huge bulge at the front. As I stand and secretly watch him from the hallway, I can see the muscles across his chest and stomach are hard and taut as he holds the spanner in his huge fist and fixes the pipe, which I can see has now stopped leaking. In fact, there is no longer a pool of water on the kitchen floor, and it looks like Max has not only fixed the pipe but cleaned-up, too. Seeing that Max has finished the job, I know that I should step from my hiding place, thank him for fixing the leak then as politely as possible ask him to leave so as not to break Jane’s rule about not having him in the house while she is away.

But I don’t do any of those things and stay hidden for a little while longer, unable to tear my eyes from him. However hard I try, I can’t help but let my eyes drift over his muscular chest, abs, bulging biceps and forearms, which are covered in a fine sheen of sweat which he has worked-up while fixing the leak. Despite knowing that he’s still married to my best friend, I can’t help but feel a needy throb begin to pulse between my thighs. Although I hate myself for it, I can’t deny that secretly watching my best friend’s husband is making my pussy feel hot and wet as I begin to imagine him working on me with his large, rough-looking hands. 

What the fuck am I doing? What am I thinking? I scold myself. I shouldn’t be fantasizing like this over Max. He’s still married to my best friend. 

I shake my head angrily with myself and take a step away but before I have the chance to make a retreat and silence the needy throb pounding between my thighs, I hear Max speak to me, like he’s known I’ve been watching him the whole time.

“Huh?” I gasp, spinning around as he gets to his feet, placing the spanner down onto the kitchen table and then brushing grime from his dirty hands. 

“I said the leak is fixed,” he says again. “You won’t have any more problems with it.”

“Thanks Max...” I mumble as my eyes betray me once more and drift back to his hard, bulging muscles.

“Do you wanna come and take a closer look?” he says, eyes dark and brooding but a playful smile covering the lower half of his ruggedly handsome face.

“Sure,” I say, stepping into the kitchen and looking past his hulking frame and under the kitchen sink at the pipe. “It looks all fixed-up to me.” 

“When I asked if you wanted to take a closer look, I wasn’t talking about the pipe,” he says, his eyes fixed on me. 

“Huh? I don’t know what you mean?” I mumble, begging my eyes not to betray me again by roaming over his perfectly sculptured chest, arms and stomach—and the bulge filling out the front of his faded denim jeans.  

“I know you’ve been secretly watching me from the hallway,” he says self-assured, taking a step closer and narrowing the gap between us. 

“I was just watching to see how much longer you were going to take, that’s all,” I say with a shrug, feeling my cheeks flush as I try and lie to him. “I’m desperate to take a dip in the pool and cool off.” 

“This isn’t the first time I’ve caught you watching me,” he says, taking another step closer as my heart leaps up into my throat.

“I’m not sure I know what you mean,” I lie again, knowing perfectly well that he’s talking about all the times I used to stand with one eye pressed to the gap in my bedroom door and watch him leave the bathroom wearing nothing more than a towel wrapped tight about his waist. 

“Sure, you know what I’m talking about, Carly,” he smiles knowingly at me. “You can’t lie to save your life. You never have been able to.”

“Why would I watch my best friend’s husband,” I laugh out, trying
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