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Steve adjusted the pillow against the couch’s armrest and slumped back against it, retrieving the book from the table, and opening it where he’d left off. Before long, his eyes were glazing over the words on the page, and he was losing interest again.

The weather outside was so hot it was practically tropical. The only thing keeping the house from turning into a sauna was the new AC. It was much cooler in the bedroom, and he would rather go back to bed and sleep for the whole weekend.

His eyes turned to the clock on the wall. It was nearly midday. The cleaning lady should be here soon. All he was doing was passing the time until she got here.

His eyes turned to the surrounding mess. The empty food and drink containers were sitting in a pile on the kitchen top and in the sink. Party hats and bits of confetti were strewn across the carpeted floor along with other stray signs of the raucous birthday party yesterday.

It wasn’t that bad, if he was being honest. If he could only muster the energy and motivation, he could easily get it done himself – exactly what he’d been told to do – but on a Saturday, no such thing was possible. Better to hire someone else to do it.

The clock hands aligned. It was now midday, and the woman he’d hired to do the job he didn’t want to do was now officially late. Would she be a no-show, after all?

Steve gritted his teeth at the prospect of having to do all the work himself and wrangle a refund out of the agency. Then again, waiting a few more minutes wouldn’t be so bad.

He tried to read more of the book, but he just couldn’t focus. He tossed the book away and lay back, his mind wandering towards his female neighbors.

Mrs. Winkelmann across the street always seemed to be wearing slutty athleisure. Mrs. Scott next door had a pair of delicious double-Ds. There were quite a few hot pieces of ass living on their block – all of them already spoken for, of course.

Steve felt his penis start to grow, feeling trapped by the fabric of his boxers. Just thinking about the busty milfs he had for neighbors was getting him excited – a lot more excited than the book.

He loosened the straps on his summer shorts and slipped his hand into his underwear, grasping his stiffening length and giving it a few idle tugs. He closed his eyes and saw Mrs. Winkelmann in her revealing athleisure smiling at him, and then Mrs. Scott jiggling her chest at him.

Steve began jerking himself off at a steady pace, his imagination conjuring up Mrs. Pollack in her underwear. Their respective bedroom windows actually faced one another, giving him the best, clichéd opportunity to catch her changing through the glass.

Steve tugged shamelessly on his dick as the procession of these and other married women made their way through his mind. Most of them had children, and he wondered how tight they were down there after squeezing several babies out of their pussies.

A loud jangling startled him. He bolted upright on the couch with his hand still down his shorts, looking around in a panic as if he’d been caught. As his boner shrank in his pants, it took him a moment to realize that the long-awaited cleaning lady was finally here.

Clambering off the couch, Steve negotiated the minefield of party detritus and strode quickly to the front door. He saw the outline of a woman through the frosted glass, and he removed the chain from the door and pulled it open.

“Hi!” said the young woman on the threshold, “Sorry I’m late, I’m from the agency.”

Steve stood there speechless, his erection reinvigorated by the sight of the cleaning lady, who was young enough to be his daughter.

She stood there nervously, wearing short shorts leaving most of her slender legs bare, and a tank top with an exposed midriff. She had a dangling navel piercing which drew his attention for longer than appropriate, and her top covered a busty chest that was at least a C-cup.

And she was Asian. Her dark brown hair flowed over her shoulders, and her cute features made her look so innocent, more so than her outfit would imply.

“Um...” the young woman asked awkwardly.

“Oh, of course!” Steve said, snapping out of it, “Come on in.”

Steve opened the front door wider, and the young woman wiped her feet on the mat and hurried inside. He watched her slender legs and taut ass move all the way through the front hall before shutting the door and following her into the living room.

The young woman didn’t seem fazed by the detritus. Either she was used to cleaning up other people’s messes or she was expecting to be well paid for this job.

“Must have been quite a party,” she remarked.

“Birthday party,” Steve explained, then he turned to her, “I forgot to ask your name.”

“Sadie,” the young woman replied, “Sadie Kim.”

“You can call me Steve,” he said to her with a friendly smile.

Sadie bit her lip and glanced up and down Steve’s own body. Despite being in his late thirties, regular trips to the gym kept his body decently athletic. His solid jawline and a layer of stubble on his face didn’t hurt his looks, either.

“I guess I’ll get to work, then,” said Sadie.
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Watching a sexy Asian teenager bend and stretch for an hour was one of the best ways to spend a Saturday afternoon. Steve parked himself back on the couch and picked up the book again while Sadie started with the filthy dishes.

He couldn’t care less about the book. It was just a prop for him while he passed the time eyeing Sadie from a distance. The agency was just a temp-job arranger, so having them send a piece of eye candy like Sadie was a stroke of sheer luck.

Before long, Sadie was done with the dishes and collecting stray party items strewn across the floor. Every time she bent over to pick something up, Steve gritted his teeth at the gorgeous sight of her tight ass sticking into the air.

Those slender legs were sexy, too. Despite the scorching sun, her skin tone was almost milky, and there was so much of it on display. Not quite the strong thighs of one of his already married neighbors, but she clearly worked out enough to keep herself thin.

Sadie finished with the bigger pieces of trash and stuffed them all in one of several big bags. Then she came strutting over to his position on the couch.

Steve’s eyes were drawn to her bare midriff and the belly piercing that dangled from her navel, holding his attention like a magpie. He also noticed her slender waist and the gentle curve of her hips. Once she’d pushed a baby out of her, she’d look like a guitar.

“Mr....I mean, Steve?” she asked.

Steve looked up from her waistline to address her eyes – those gorgeous, deep-brown eyes and the cute little nose set in an exotic Asian face.

“Could you...tell me where the hoover is?” she requested.

“Sure,” said Steve, putting the book down.

As he climbed off the couch, he noticed Sadie’s eyes flitting across his body and down to his crotch. He’d gotten hard just from watching her bend and flex in front of him, and the bulge in his pants was clearly noticeable.

He led her to the cupboard under the stairwell and opened the door for her.

“It’s pretty powerful,” he told her, talking as if he were showing off, “it’ll do the job.”

“Good to know,” said Sadie.

“Do you mind if I ask what your background is?” Steve asked suddenly.

“In cleaning houses or...?” Sadie prompted him.

“I meant your ancestry,” he clarified.

“Oh, my dad’s Korean American and my mom was born in Thailand,” she replied, “if you look carefully, you can see a bit of both.”

They were staring into each other’s eyes, and the distance between them had shrunk to only a few inches. Steve had a look of hunger on his face – and not for lunch – while Sadie seemed intrigued by the attention from this man old enough to be her father.

“Let me quickly get the hoover out,” she said.

She bent over in order to retrieve the machine, groping around the tiny space for the light switch while Steve stood directly behind her. Looking at her from the back, he could see her bra strap through her tank top and just about managed to keep his hands off her hips.

As she pulled the hoover out of the cupboard, she backed into him. Her ass brushed against his crotch and the tent protruding through the fabric. She didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed by the contact and looked back at him while still bent over.

“I think it’s big enough to do the job,” she remarked innocently.
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Sadie methodically hoovered the entire floor of the living room and the kitchen area, as well as the front hall for good measure. Steve hardly noticed the whirring of the hoover as his attention was held captive by the teenage girl working up a sweat all over the front room.

He also noticed that she kept glancing over at him, noting his interest, and clearly reciprocating it. Steve had enough self-control to keep his hands away from the very obvious tent in his shorts. The sexual tension was powerful, but he wasn’t about to jerk off in front of her.

It was past one in the afternoon. She must be hungry. Maybe he should fetch her something. It would give him an excuse to get close to her again.

Sadie finished the last corner of the carpet and switched off the hoover. She stood up straight and stretched her exhausted muscles, giving Steve a tantalizing display of her half-naked body and the juicy, dangling belly piercing.

“All finished?” Steve asked her.

“Yep,” Sadie confirmed, “every nook and cranny.”

“You must be starving,” said Steve as he stood up, “feel free to help yourself to some lunch.”

“That’d be
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