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I don’t shy from hard work. While some may scoff at my choice of vocation, I do my job and do it well. I’m not a mop pusher or a toilet cleaner, I’m that and so much more. I took some time off after high school that had me traveling the country and doing odd jobs along the way, nothing that really went to my bank account, but enough to eat and move on. Now, at twenty-five I need to semi-settle down just because I grew tired of the constant odd jobs. The new arena in town close to the university needed a janitor when I came back from my travels. I applied and they hired me, and the rest is history.

Two other janitors work at the arena, each of us have our designated spots. Jim is an older man who’s seen too many years hitting the bottle. He has missing teeth and smells like an onion just being peeled. He works the restrooms and the upper deck areas where he’s less likely to run into people. Horace works the boxes and the outer stands. He’s thirty and married with a kid on the way. I like him, he’s happy go lucky. Me? I’m the young one in the bunch working the ground floor.

“Houston, think fast,” Mary says as she pitches me a cool ice berry drink. She knows how much I love the sweet flavors and occasionally, the arena has too many that are about to expire, and they allow the workers to partake of the nearly expired bounty.

“Thanks, doll,” I say as I grab the drink and wink at her. She quickly smiles and turns away, as if she’s trying to avoid me. She climbs the steps, no doubt management told her to share the drinks with the employees. Ah, she’s a good employee. She works the ticket booth and mans the phone when customers aren’t in the arena.

“Houston, good, I caught you. The gentlemen’s restroom has new doors for the stalls and will need a new paint job. The next ticketed event is a week from Thursday. Could you get on that now and if you need extra help, we’ll send Jim down to handle your other duties. This takes precedence,” Mike says. He’s my boss and head of maintenance. He wears a shaggy mustache and unkempt hair, but his stature of six feet six inches makes him a formable opponent. In his mid-thirties, he enjoys his work and tells me if I hang on long enough, I’ll be advancing here to management over maintenance someday.

I shrug and laugh it off because Mike is still young yet. Like I’d have ten years of management by the time he retired in another twenty years. It doesn’t matter, I’m good right now with the status quo. I don’t think I’m bad looking, in fact I’ve over heard girls a few times here and there giggling about me and my handsomeness. Women are lucky if I give them the time of day. I am handsome, I sport a nice thick cock. Hey, I said thick, not necessarily long. Length won’t do it well to women, girth, now that’s a party. I know how to please a woman until she’s screaming and begging for more.

I take off for the hardware store to buy the paint for the doors. I strut along the aisles searching for the brand I want when one of the ladies working at the hardware store comes up to me.

“May I help you?” she says in a cool sultry tone. Her red hair is pinned atop her head. She looks mighty fine in the matching smock with the store emblem on the left breast. 

I glance at her my eyes scaling up and down looking at her curvy body and appreciating the feminine form. She lifts her brow not appreciating what I'm doing. 

“Yes, I'm looking for a certain brand of paint in this color,” I say as I shove the paint sample to her. She looks down at it and tells me what brand that color comes in and we head off to purchase three cans of the paint. I get the feeling that she's not thrilled with me by the way I whistled at her when she turned away. I can't help it, if I appreciate a wiggling butt. 

“Will that be all?” She asks curtly. Not a smile is on her face now. Aw, she should smile for me.

I lean forward over the counter and gaze into her eyes as I smile. “No, sweetie, we have plenty of paint brushes in rollers back at the arena. Just put it on the arenas account,” I say as I wink at her.

Returning to the arena is the easy part. I carry the three paint cans in my hands quite effortlessly because I’m bulked up with muscle. The whistle coming from my lips as I stroll along echo through the corridor. Janice, one of the secretaries, pokes her head out of the office to see who was strolling by. She's an older gal, not too bad looking but I'm not into other gals and besides, she's married. 

Now Mary is a different story. She's single and hot to trot. She wears these thin bouncy little outfits that shows all the little jiggles and giggles as she walks around. Her curvy petite body beckons to me causing me to say things to her that I wouldn't say to the others. Yeah, I'm interested in her.

“Wow, Houston, do you need any help? That's a lot of paint cans to hold,” Mary says.

“Nah, I got it. Thanks for asking though, hon. I have big muscles to help. The big muscles match my big feet and you know what they say about big feet. You should take me for a ride sometime and see just what I can do and how much I can lift,” I say as I walk by her.

“You’re so crass. Shut up with the bad boy talk,” she says.

“No, seriously, check out my feet,” I exclaim as I turn to her. I am proud of my large feet. I know what the girls talk about and I love how they want to see if it’s true. I always say get them in the door and they’ll want to stay.

“You have Bozo feet,” Mary says and throws her head back in laughter. That’s what I like about her, she can dish it as much as I can.

“I bet I can lift you. Want to find out?” I ask as I waggle my brow at her.

“Eww, no. Just go paint,” she says and storms off back to her ticket booth.

I laugh loud as I enter the men’s restroom and spend the next couple of hours painting the new doors and removing the old ones. I need to find Jim and have him sweep out the place and run a mop over it before I get down on the floor to finish this job. 

“Say Jim, need your help, buddy,” I say into the walkie talkie.

“Sure thing, be right there,” he says back.

The ticket booth is near the opening and near the men’s restrooms, so of course I stroll over to my sweet Mary. “Hey beautiful, want to go out and see what transpires?” I ask as I wag my brow at her.

“You never give up, do you?” she says with a tone of disgust.

“No, I don’t. And I think once you get a load of what I’m packing, you’ll never give up on me either,” I say as I pat my crotch.

“Stop it, you jerk. I don’t want to see your teenie weenie,” she says and giggles as she pulls back to answer the phone.

Teenie weenie, huh? I wait right there because I need Jim’s assistance. He’s on the top of the arena and probably on the other side, so it takes him a few minutes to reach me.

Mary hangs up and turns to me. “I see you’re still buzzing around like a fly that won’t leave,” she says as she opens a ledger and pencils something on the page.

“I have a fly that won’t quit. Would you like to buzz it?” I laugh at my crass joke.

“No, frankly, I wouldn’t. Catch a hint, would you? You make it so difficult to be nice,” she says as she shakes her head.
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