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HOT DAYS

 


The temperature today at Pope Motors in Little Bay, Sydney,
was boiling on Tuesday afternoon. Summer had not been kind in any
way whatsoever and sweat was pooling slowly in Frank
Walsh’s
boxer shorts as he did his junior mechanic duty with a cheeky wog
named Max Haas, who also happened to be Frank’s best mate, on a
silver Pord Sedan out in the hot sun outside the
dealership.

“Jesus, mate, I’m boiling,” Max
murmured as he swirled his polishing rag over the right side of the
car’s exterior.

“Nearly there,” Frank told
him.

The truth was that there’d be another car and another after
that. That drongo yank, Stevie Navarro, on the sales team had it in
for them and had suggested to Mr. Pope that they would love a good
time in the sun. His idea of a good time was more punishment than
fun and because of that, there’d be another car coming out in need
of a clean after a quick test driver - heck, even a roll around the
block just to get it dirty - took place.

A professional black Bolden Commandant rolled in on slick
wheels and wide mags. Both men looked up and then to each other
with smiles on their faces. Mrs. Pope had an eye for good vehicles
and the lady of the house was driving the Pope family’s latest
addition to the family today.

“Be-u-tif-ful,” Max growled out in
pleasure.

He wasn’t just talking about the car, which was an honest
to god stunner of pure Australian power, but the woman
within.

Both men stood a little straight as
the car came to a halt in front of the front doors that lead into
the showroom and further inward to the office of the owner and head
of sales - her husband.

The driver’s door opened with a smooth cleanness and one
long leg slipped out from that side. Her feet were adorned with
purple heels this time. Frank found himself up on his toes a little
looking over the car because Max was lucky enough to be on the side
nearer the woman and was standing in his line of sight. That heel
was replaced by a length of heavenly calf followed by a thigh and
thick hips. Mrs. Pope had on a matching dress and it was as
scandalously inappropriate for a place of work as one could get.
The end of the dress started at the upper thigh and if she were to
twirl fast enough then her buttocks (and undoubtedly sexy panties
combination) would be revealed. That dress hugged her thick hips
and thinner waist until it reached breasts that stuck forth in
cleavage that could make a man knock out a shot in his pants if he
stared too long at them. The woman had pushed them high up in the
plunging neckline and Frank gulped as she took a step away from the
car to close the door and saw her breasts jiggle in the tight
enclosure of the dress. From there it ran up in short straps that
hung over petite shoulders and lean arms. Her hair was black and
messy like she’d just had sex and her face was defined by a perfect
straight nose, perky lips and eyes that always seemed amused and
drowsy like a lioness’s would be prior to it pouncing and devouring
its pray.

“Hello, boys,” she purred at them with
a little finger wave.

Frank pushed the crotch of his overalls to the side of the
sedan and waved back. He couldn’t speak. The woman made him so
unbelievably horny that he couldn’t really think straight around
her.

Mrs. Pope went to the door and Frank
noticed that there was another passenger in the car. She slid out
and Frank nearly fell over himself trying not to show how fucking
mad she made him inside.

Six months ago - Frank had been counting - the Pope’s
decided to do their duty and bring over a home stayer from Sweden
to live with them in Little Bay. The young woman was 21 - only 4
years younger than Frank was - and was studying English and
business at Sydney Harbor College near the opera house. Where Mrs.
Pope made him all shriveled up inside with need, Alice Nilsson made
him feel like a bonfire was growing in his groin.

She got out of the back and looked at them. There was a
certain way that a woman can look at a man that makes him aware
that she feels nothing but disdain for him. Her head was tilted up
in superiority and she looked down her nose just a little with
hazzle green eyes that were fierce as any woman’s he’d ever seen.
Today she had deemed it reasonable to follow in her host mother’s
footsteps and wear a blue top that started about a hand span under
her very ample and curved tits and stopped in a line just above her
armpits where it spread out in cuffs that enclosed her upper arms
but left all above to the shoulders bare.

The young woman turned her back on
them and stalked off behind her host mother. The shorts she was
wearing sat low on her rear and where high on the thigh.

“Max, I gotta take a slash,
mate.”

Max glanced at him with a
smile.

“Don’t be too long. Stevie will nark
you in to Pope if he sees you not working.”

Frank nodded. He hustled around back of the dealership and
came through the back door. Paul Brock, the head mechanic, was
sitting in the break room having a cuppa as the man didn’t drink
coffee. Frank raced past before the man could ask questions and
rushed down the hallway to the toilets. To his surprise Mrs. Pope
was just entering into the ladies. He got a look at that ass of
hers in that dress as she passed inside and nearly messed
himself.

In the men’s room there was nobody about. He got himself in
a stall, pulled the zipper on his fresh blue overalls down and slid
his arms out of it. The whole thing came down to his knees and he
yanked down his boxers.

“Fuck me,” he groaned.

His cock was full and tight like he’d never seen it. The
head of the thing looked like a chunk of rock and the shaft was
sore to touch.

“These women...” he
groaned.

Inside his mind he saw them - Mrs.
Pope and Alice - on their knees in front of him. Their faces were
tilted up and they were horny like sluts desperate for cock. He saw
them licking their lips and encouraging him with their eyes to face
fuck them. The rudeness of the image and the words he used to form
the description turned him on immensely. Frank was not a man to
swear much, but in his head he said all the rude words that would
make his good-natured, religious mother wallop him back when he was
a youngster. He was about to touch his dick and explode when the
door opened.

Frank shifted towards the toilet bowl and looked over his
shoulder. He didn’t know any men that wore heels and there were no
other women on the premises aside from Alice and Mrs. Pope and the
former was wearing sneakers.

“Excuse me, is there someone in
here?”

Frank cleared his throat, but couldn’t speak. It was Mrs.
Pope and here he was with his cock out and hard over her and an
image of her and her home stay student caressing his dick
lovingly.

“Do you have some toilet paper?” Mrs.
Pope asked from the other side of the door. “There’s none in the
ladies.”

He rolled his head to the left and
felt a need to cum. Her voice was so perfect. She was so fucking
PERFECT. He could barely handle it.

“Are you there?”

Frank made a sound and coughed. He
grabbed a roll and put it over the top of the stall. Her fingers
ran over his when she took it and he came all over the wall in six
hard shots that left him crippled on the floor with his arms
supporting himself on the side of the toilet seat.

“Thank you,” she purred.

For a second he was just there and at peace with her. There
was a sound. He realized that she was breathing in deeply. The
scent of his seed was strong. She could smell that he came. He then
remembered that Mr. Pope had told him to fill the toilet paper in
the ladies and he’d been feeling lazy and left the whole pack in
there. The number of women that had passed through the dealership’s
doors in the last four days since that moment would in no way equal
the full use of the number of rolls in the women’s
toilets.

“Mrs...” he groaned.

There was a giggle and then those
heels disappeared out the door and clacked down the hallway and
were gone.

For just a second Frank felt fear. Then he realized that he
didn’t care. If he lost his job because he came from the boss’s
wife’s touch then he’d live with it.

“Fuck me,” he muttered, looking at his
cum running down the wall. He almost felt proud of himself. That
was a lot of cum.

“Frank!” came the call from the
hall.

This time he swore, but it wasn’t the mild stuff he used in
polite company. Stevie Navarro was on his tail. He took some toilet
paper and wiped up his cum from the wall before the bastard yank
burst through the door and called out his name.

“I’m here,” he said. “Taking a
slash.”

“Well, zip it,” the American said in
his infuriatingly posh American accent, “because the boss wants to
talk to you.”

“Again?” Frank asked.

“Just get up there. He looks
pissed.”

“Damn.”

Frank pulled his overalls up over his
shoulders and zipped them up. What a day. What a wild, crazy, maybe
shitty in a minute, day!


MR. POPE’S SECRETS

 


Mrs. Pope took her time in the office. The second floor had
glass walls on all the managers and admin staff’s offices and Frank had to
manage with a vicious erection as the woman pranced around Mr.
Pope’s office as the big man sat admiring her with a cigar placed
between his lips.

Across from Frank on the other bench
seat for people waiting for an audience with Pope was Alice. She
had one leg crossed over the other. Frank was making a massive -
near inhuman if describing it was up to him - effort not to look at
her legs and tits. She made him feel like he wanted to do terrible
things. He had never felt that way about any woman in his entire
life before he met Mrs. Pope a year ago on joining the dealership
after his apprenticeship was decided thanks to his dad being an
acquaintance of Mr. Pope. Now he had two women that he felt horny
as hell over in a five meter distance from the solid flag pole his
penis had become and it was making him sweat more than the heat
outside could ever have managed at its worst.

Inside the office Mrs. Pope came
around and kissed her husband on the cheek. The big man smirked and
said something that made her giggle. The office was pretty much
sound proof and everything they were saying came as a murmur, but
the little glance that Mrs. Pope gave him made Frank nervous that
whatever it was might be about him.

The woman walked to the door and stepped outside. Alice
looked up and they walked out. Mrs. Pope had given him a little
smile as she left. It made Frank want to chase after her, but he
resisted. The boss’s wife - of all things - was the most off limits
person one could ever imagine. It wasn’t just that Mr. Pope could
beat him to next Sunday with the size of the man, but it was also
that a man didn’t steal from another man. Frank might not be of the
God believing kind, but he was of the God fearing type. His mother
had taught him the rules and they’d made sense. They made more
sense when he wanted to keep his job though. He got up and
respectfully headed inside with his hands in his pockets and his
overalls bunched up so that the boss couldn’t see his
dick.

“Frank, are you alright? You are
sweating like crazy,” Mr. Pope said on seeing him.

“I’m alright, Mr. Pope. Just hot
outside is all.”

“I see. I see.”

Mr. Pope stood. He was six foot four
they said. The man was bald as an infant, built like a heavy digger
and had brown eyes that always seemed to be laughing, even when he
was dressing someone down at full volume for all to hear. He
crossed
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