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As Stephanie drove home from work one cold, November evening, she gazed at the holiday lights already on display at several of her neighbor’s homes. So warm. Colorful. Cheery. She’d never put up lights on her own home, but always wanted to. Or rather, she wanted it done, she just didn’t want to do it herself.

Getting comfortable in her recliner thirty minutes later, Stephanie scrolled on social media. She came across one of her friend’s posts of their home, all lit up with Christmas lights. In her message on the post, she thanked a man for putting up her lights. A man by the name of Brett. Brett was tagged in the post, and Stephanie navigated to his own social page. 

It looked like this was a side gig this man did in the holiday season – put up Christmas lights for clients. Stephanie gasped. Why didn’t she think about that before? Of course she could pay someone to put up the lights she always wanted. Without another thought, Stephanie sent a direct message to Brett. 

The next day, Stephanie checked her social media messages and was happy to see a reply from Brett. They arranged for him to come to her house that evening, to assess what she wanted and give her an estimate for the job. 

The work day went well enough, but all day Stephanie looked forward to meeting with Brett. She was finally going to decorate her house with warm, bright lights like her neighbors.  Stephanie rushed home from work and changed out of her work clothes to her usual yoga pants and t-shirt. Promptly at six o’clock, she heard a knock on her door. Stephanie opened the door and was taken aback. She’d seen Brett’s thumbnail picture on his social media page, but it didn’t do him justice. The man was gorgeous. 

“Stephanie?” Brett spoke first.

“Uh, yes, sorry,” Stephanie rambled, trying to get her wits about her. “I’m Stephanie. I assume you’re Brett?”

Brett smiled a smile of bright, white teeth. Stephanie noticed the dimple on his left cheek. “I am. Want to tell me what you’re wanting done?”

“Sure,” Stephanie said, stepping out onto the porch. Brett took a step back to allow her room. She led the way out to the sidewalk, so she could look at her house and tell Brett what she envisioned for Christmas lights.

“So, does that sound do-able or do I need to tone down my expectations?” Stephanie asked when she’d finished detailing what she had in mind. 

“Nope,” Brett said. “All that is perfectly doable.” He flashed another one of those smiles. Stephanie felt butterflies in her stomach. 

Man, I’ve been single too long, she thought to herself. 

“Give me a minute to write up an estimate,” Brett added. 

“Sure, I appreciate it,” Stephanie said. She headed back inside while Brett went to sit in his truck and create the bid. Ten minutes later, he knocked on her door again, bid in hand. 

“You can take your time with this,” he said, handing her the paper. “Give me a call if you want to proceed.”

Stephanie looked at the estimate. She was a bit shocked at the high price, though his services were well worth it to her. She was determined to have the decorated house this season that she’d always wanted. 

“I’m ready,” Stephanie said.

“Ready?” Brett repeated. 

“I’d like to hire you. I’ve wanted my house decorated just like I explained to you for a while now. I just never wanted to do it myself. It never occurred to me that people like yourself did this as a business.”

Brett smiled and nodded. “I’m happy to help. It’s why I started this business several years ago.”

The two made an appointment the next week for Brett to come back and complete the job. When Stephanie came home the night of Brett’s appointment, she realized she put a little more time in choosing what to wear. Since it was chilly out, it didn’t make much sense to put on something skimpy. Besides, she didn’t want to give the wrong idea. 

What idea am I trying to give? Stephanie thought. She wasn’t even sure. She just felt butterflies when she thought of Brett. She’d only met him the one time when he came last week for the consultation. She ultimately chose a pair of tight-fitting workout pants that hugged her butt just right and a soft, snug t-shirt that showed off her firm, perky breasts. She realized she felt nervous as she waited for Brett’s arrival. At his prompt appointment time, though, he knocked on her door. 

Opening the door, Stephanie smiled, doing her best not to appear as nervous as she felt. 

This is ridiculous, she chided herself. The man is here to hang Christmas lights. 

Brett smiled at her. Stephanie noticed his eyes darted briefly down to her chest, then back up to her eyes.

“I can get right to work,” he said then. “You don’t need to do a thing. I just wanted to let you know I’m here so when you hear someone walking around on your roof, you’re not concerned.” He flashed another brilliant smile. Stephanie chuckled.

“Thanks,” she said. “Well, I’ll be inside. Let me know if you do need anything.”

With a nod, Brett turned to walk out to his truck to get his ladder and get started hanging Stephanie’s Christmas lights. Stephanie resisted the urge to go outside and watch him. She did her best to distract herself as she heard his ladder clang against the gutters on the side of her house, and then heard his footsteps overhead. 

For some reason, Stephanie felt herself start to get wet. Down there. 

Oh my god, I really have been single too long, she thought. I’m getting turned on by a man on my roof. She laughed at herself as her pussy began to throb, demanding some attention. 

What the hell, she thought. I might as well take advantage of this and have a little fun.

Stephanie slipped her hand down the front of her workout pants until she reached her wet, throbbing pussy. 

Oh god, she thought, letting her head lean back against the recliner and her eyes close. She moaned as she stroked her wet clit then insert a finger inside herself. As she played with her pussy, she pictured Brett in her mind, imagining he was the one doing this to her. 

After several minutes of pleasuring herself, Stephanie started to get frustrated. The workout pants were just too tight to get the angle she needed wit her hand. She opened her eyes and slid her hand out of her pants. She looked around her living room and again thought, what the hell. She masturbated somewhat regularly, but never with someone in such close proximity. This was definitely out of character for her. But hearing Brett walk around overhead, knowing he was right there definitely heightened her arousal. 

Stephanie stood and slowly pushed her tight pants down over her butt, removing them entirely. She didn’t wear panties with workout pants, so she didn’t have to worry about those. Feeling free now, she moved from the recliner to the adjacent couch, laying on her back. She let her legs spread open. Her pussy was throbbing, wanting her hand back. Or wanting something else, but that was not a possibility at the moment. 

Comfortable again, Stephanie slid her hand back to her pussy. It was dripping, she was so turned on. As if on cue, she heard Brett’s footsteps just above her, on the roof, as she inserted two fingers deep inside herself. She moaned loudly, letting her eyes drift closed again. 

As Stephanie stroked her pussy and rubbed her clit, she pictured Brett’s smiling face. Instead of her own hand, she imagined it was his hand inside her. Just imagining that, it didn’t take her long to reach climax. 

She panted heavily and arched her back as the orgasm began in her toes, moved up her entire body, and seized her pussy. She hadn’t experienced this strong of an orgasm in quite some time. She couldn’t help the yelp that escaped her mouth. She shook as she rode out the intense climax. 

Once her breath returned to normal and the orgasm was over, Stephanie opened her eyes. She was shocked when her eyes met Brett’s eyes. He seemed just as shocked. He was standing on the ladder that he had repositioned just outside the living room window. The window that had the perfect view of Stephanie on the couch, legs spread wide. 

She slowly slid her fingers out of her pussy, keeping her eyes on Brett. Her stomach flipped. She didn’t know what to do. Without even thinking, she kept her legs spread. She watched Brett as he clearly stared at her open pussy. When his eyes moved back up to meet her eyes, a slow smile spread across his beautiful mouth. Stephanie’s heart beat out of her chest. 

What am I doing? She suddenly became very self-conscious and sat up quickly, pulling a nearby blanket to cover herself. Brett seemed frozen on the ladder. She smiled nervously at him then, wishing what just happened, hadn’t happened. She wished she could crawl into a hole and never see him again. With the blanket wrapped around her, she got up from the couch, picked up her pants from the floor, and ran to the bathroom. 

Stephanie was mortified to hear a knock on her front door a couple minutes later. She didn’t suppose she could ignore it, however. Regretfully, she opened the front door to find Brett standing there. She quickly decided she was going to pretend like nothing happened. 

“Are you done already?” Stephanie asked him, forcing a casual tone. 

Brett’s eyes bore into hers. He was serious now. “Uh,” he stammered. “I am.”

“Ok, great,” Stephanie said. “Come in. I’ll get your payment.”

Stephanie held the door for him, as he stepped in. She then reached for her wallet that was sitting on the table just inside the front foyer. Planning ahead, she had gotten cash from the bank, which she now pulled out of her wallet. 

“Feel free to count
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