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When people ask me if I have
kids, I tell them no. And that's true, at least, to a point. See, I
don't have any kids that I know about. But the odds are actually pretty good that I
do, somewhere out there. Here's one of
those times I probably became a father.

---------------

I was trying to do my job, which at the time
was being a plumber. I've had a lot of jobs in my life, but this
was one of my favorites. It paid well, the hours were pretty good,
and sometimes I got left alone in suburban houses with housewives
with a lot of questions.

This one in particular had
a lot of questions, more than most.
She was petite, maybe a little over five feet tall, and she had a
great figure underneath that pretty floral dress of hers. She was
making it hard to concentrate, but I didn't mind.

"Have you found the source of the problem
yet?" she asked me.

"I'm almost there, Mrs. Cosgrove," I
promised. I was on my knees down on the floor, which was a position
I was getting used to on this particular job. This time I was
running a snake down a pipe to fix a particularly clunky old
toilet. Two hours earlier she had called my boss, sending me out
onto the job to this place in the middle of a wealthy planned
community.

Then the snake made a heavy noise and clunked
a few times, letting me know it was doing the job. It ground that
way against the clog for nearly a minute, then broke through and
began running cleanly again. With a grin, I switched the dial and
began reeling it back in.

"Looks like we've got it," I said, smiling up
at her. "That'll be great. A few flushes should make sure, but I
bet it'll be working perfectly by the time I'm out of here."

I gave it a good flush and looked over at
her, grinning as the water went down easily. Mrs. Cosgrove was
standing just inside the open door, watching my every move. The way
she was looking at me was... well, it was something, that was to be
sure. I didn't want to presume, but at the same time, I generally
knew what a woman was thinking when she looked at me like that.

That was another great thing
about being a plumber. It was the position I had where I got the
most tail on the job, hands down. All the jokes they used to make
about the how the kids look like the milkman, they're not lying.
There's a lot of lonely housewives
out there, stuck at home during the day while their husbands go off
and make money, all the while wearing themselves out so that by the
time they're home, they're too tired to do anything their wives
need except pay the bills. I had met a number of them, though up to
this point, I had only exchanged meaningful glances with them.
Looking at her, though, I was wondering if today was finally going
to be my lucky day.

When she walked out of the bathroom, I washed
my hands, then walked right behind her. I let her lead me into the
kitchen.

"How about some coffee?" she asked.

"Coffee sounds great," I said with a smile. I
sat at one of the chairs at the breakfast table, smiling as I
walked her. "Thanks so much, Mrs. Cosgrove."

She smiled as she fidgeted with the coffee
maker. "Please, 'Mrs. Cosgrove' is what I have to call my mother in
law, that horrible woman. If you're in my house, sitting at my
table, call me Ramona."

"Ramona," I said, grinning hard. That was a
good sign. "Well, Ramona, I'm Lenny. Like it says on my shirt." I
pointed to the embroidered patch over my heart.

"Lenny," echoed Ramona.

That was when I saw
her really looking at me, taking it
all in, and I knew for certain that I was heading in the right
direction. I watched her as she pressed the button and let the
machine start to hiss and warm up. She was looking at me, eyeing me
up and down with her mouth slightly open and her tongue darting out
to lick at her lower lip. When our eyes met, she turned a little
pink and looked away, embarrassed that she'd been caught. She
busied herself with getting everything out for the coffee, rattling
objects around in drawers, pulling out mugs, getting the sugar and
the milk, then spoons to stir.

"Some nice weather we've been having, isn't
it?" she said, obviously trying to make small talk.

"Yeah," I said as I looked at her. I wasn't
trying at all to disguise my interest. "It's supposed to be nice
all weekend too. No rain, but not too hot either."

I kept my eyes on her while she stuck each
cup under the dispenser. She really had a beautiful body, even
though it was hard to see under the light summer dress she was
wearing. And her hair was long and red, probably dyed, but I didn't
care. It was still gorgeous, and I wanted to reach out and touch
it. I wanted to run my hand all the way from her hair down to her
shoulders, which I could see were covered with freckles.

And then I wanted to grab her tits, which
were gorgeous. They were small, but small never did anything bad
for anyone. They were enough for a handful and definitely enough
for a mouthful, and that was what mattered to me.

"Mike and sugar?" she asked, bringing the cup
over. She set it down on the table next to me, bending over as she
did.

"I'll take a little sugar," I said, and the
way she smiled, I could tell she caught my double meaning.

As she was closer, I could tell that she was
about thirty, probably. Not a young girl anymore, but not a mature
woman either, somewhere in between where a lot of those housewives
tended to be. But unlike a lot of other women around that same age,
she clearly had no children. Her house wasn't kid proofed in the
way I was used to seeing, and there were no toys or anything
scattered around the floor. I had to wonder, with a sexy woman like
this, why that was.

"You seem young for a professional plumber,"
she said as she sat across from me at the table.

I grinned. "I'm twenty, ma'am," I told her.
This was one of my first jobs that I'd had out of high school, and
I was still making my way in the world.

"Twenty," she echoed, as though she was
impressed. "So just getting ready to get out there and take on the
world, huh?" When she leaned forward, I could see her tits shift
underneath her dress. Her nipples were hard now, pushing against
the thin white fabric. That made my balls ache just looking at. I'd
been with a bunch of girls my own age before that, but I'd never
had one of those flirty housewives get this close to me until
now.

"I'm trying," I said, smiling back at her. I
wanted to see how far this would go.

"Are you hungry?" asked Ramona. "I think I
could whip you up a sandwich if you like."

"That sounds great, ma'am," I said.

She jokingly tutted her finger at me. "Not
ma'am. Ramona."

"Ramona," I said. "I'd like one, Ramona,
thank you."

She got up then and went over to the pantry,
getting out a loaf of bread. Everything about her was lovely and
graceful. The way she moved made me think of a dancer, and I
wondered if she'd been one before, when she was younger. Maybe
ballet or something like that. She had the thin figure that made me
think of ballerinas, except that she had wider hips and a nice
ass.

She added some meat and cheese, then came
back over with a plate. "Maybe we could go have you eat this
somewhere else," she said. She pointed to a big picture window that
the sun was streaming in. "It gets just deathly hot in here in the
morning sun. Don't you think?"

I was feeling perfectly fine like that, but I
could tell that the heat wasn't all of her objection to this
location. The window half looked out onto the street, after all,
and I could see a number of cars and people wandering by. It didn't
afford us much privacy.

"Sounds great," I said, standing. I followed
her into the living room, leaving my coffee cup behind. "This is a
really nice place you've got here. I've seen a couple other homes
in this area, but they haven't been nearly as nice as this."

"Well, then, let me give you the tour," she
said, leading me onward.

It wasn't much of a tour, though, not really.
In fact, we just walked through the living room, then back out
again to stand at the bottom of a flight of stairs.

"You want to see the upstairs too?" she
asked.

From the way she was looking
at me then, I knew what she had in mind for certain. This wasn't
just a tease, or a housewife having fun. She was serious and she
wanted it. She wanted me. More than
that, even, I saw her look down at the bulge I was making in my
coveralls right then, and saw her smile when she got her first good
look at what I was packing.

"I'd like that a lot," I said, hoping I
sounded confident and cool, instead of like I had a raging
hardon.

I followed her up those stairs, and when I
saw a picture of her husband, I started wondering what the hell she
was doing with him. He had to be at least fifteen years older, and
he looked like he didn't take care of himself at all. He had that
thin, bony look of a workaholic who was quickly losing all his
hair. I guessed he must have been loaded, because he sure has hell
wasn't hiding some kind of secret prowess in bed, or she wouldn't
be doing this with me. Maybe he was a nice guy. I didn't know, and
I didn't care. What I cared about was that Ramona was unsatisfied
enough with whatever kind of marriage she had with him that she was
leading me up to her bedroom.

"Real nice place you got here," I said again
as I looked at the master bedroom. Or, really, at the master bed.
Because that king sized mattress and its soft sheets were all I was
really thinking about now.

She sauntered in and sat down on the edge of
the bed, smiling. She put the sandwich on the little bedside table
and laughed. "I'm sorry, it's not much cooler in here," she reached
back to pull her long red hair up off her neck. "But it's a little
more private."

She patted the side of the bed and I sat down
next to her. For a long, quiet moment, we just looked at each
other. I was staring into her big, pretty eyes, which were a warm
and brown. She may have been a bottle redhead, but there were still
pretty freckles sprinkling across her nose. She had a smallish
mouth, but her lower lip was still full and plump, making me think
of peaches.

At last, Ramona broke the silence. "Lenny, do
you get lonely?" she asked.

"I guess I do, yeah," I answered. "Sometimes,
from time to time. Doesn't everybody, though?"

She nodded, considering my
words as she took a deep breath that made her breasts rise and
strain against the material of her dress. "That's good to hear. I
mean, to hear I'm not alone," she said. "I just was thinking...
that is, you don't think it's bad, do you? That when there are two
lonely people, and they just need some comfort, that even when
they're strangers, they can... can come together and help each
other. Don't you think so? Not even as a dirty arrangement, or
something that makes other people unhappy. It doesn't have to make
other people unhappy if they don't know, and it does
make people happy here."

I could tell then that she was talking
herself up to it, and I was smart enough back then to know I should
just keep my mouth shut. In fact, now that I knew it was going to
happen, it was pretty fucking hot to hear her talk like this.
Especially when I knew what she was talking herself up to.

"Yeah," I told her. I reached over and put my
hand on her thigh, letting her know as best I could that
understood. "I mean, we're both adults here, right? If two adults
can do something that's good for one another, well, that can't
really be wrong, can it? Nothing wrong with helping out your fellow
man. Or woman, in your case."

Her knees were spread and I could see that
she was trembling a little. She was lovely, and I could tell that
she was nervous. Hell, I was a little nervous too, but I wasn't
going to let that stop me. Someone here had to act like they knew
what they were
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