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 Chapter One

 


It seemed like easy money. Just be a
gardener for the summer. A few hours a day. I had a bunch of summer
jobs, all under the table, and I was being paid well.

Emmabeth was in her forties; at least I
guessed that she was. She said she was a teacher and had the summer
off. She was also totally hot, but in an older woman way. Not too
old and not at all out of shape; she was like a classic sports car.
Bright and shiny and completely worthy of admiration, even if she
was out of date and not the best and greatest any longer.

I had a lot to learn.

Her hair was blonde, but I wondered if she
dyed it. What really struck me was that she had sea-green eyes.

Well, that and the fact when I met her she
was wearing cutoff jean shorts and a top that would be better
suited for the beach than the backyard garden.

Her tits weren’t huge, but she filled out
the cropped tank top more than adequately.

I hope she didn’t catch me checking out her
tits.

If she did, she didn’t say anything or
acknowledge it. She put me right to work.

Gardening isn’t easy work. I was hauling
dirt and mulch and weeding and trimming and cutting and (briefly)
mowing. By the time my three hour shift was up I was sweaty,
covered in scratches and bug bites and dirt.

I had even taken off my t-shirt because I
was so fucking hot in the humid air. I never take off my shirt, not
that I’m embarrassed to, but because I didn’t think it was proper
in a working environment. Or maybe my father told me that and I
couldn’t stop believing it.

“You look terrible,” Emmabeth said to me,
handing over a few folded bills and a huge bottle of water.

I stuffed the bills in my pocket, downed the
water in three gulps, and went to retrieve my shirt. “Thanks. Do
you need me back tomorrow?”

“Yes, but why don’t you at least shower off
before you leave,” she said. “If nothing else, it’ll cool you down
before you get home.”

I looked down at myself. I was filthy. “I
don’t want to go into your house and get dirt everywhere.”

She smiled. “You can use the outdoor
shower.”

“Outdoor shower?” I was confused. I had
thought about just dousing myself off with the garden hose, but is
that what she meant? Did she mean for me to set up a sprinkler and
run though it like a little kid?

She beckoned me with one finger and led me
around to the back of the garden shed.

We were in the middle of our village, a
smallish college town. Northeast quarter was the student slums;
southeast were the nice houses where townies and professors lived;
west side was the college. The southeast houses were all close to
the streets, but with huge backyards and lots of trees and greenery
between them all.

Behind the garden shed it was almost as
private as a bathroom inside a house.

Emmabeth indicated the outdoor shower. It
was nothing more than an old shower head above a rectangular piece
of slate, almost as big as a regular shower stall.

“Outdoor shower,” she said and looked me up
and down, as if examining me for the first time.

“I don’t have a change of clothes,” I told
her.

“Just strip down. No one will see you here.
You can rinse out your clothes and just put them back on. It’s so
hot that you’ll probably dry off before you get home. Are you
walking?”

I nodded yes. “I’m up in the student
slums.”

She smiled and nodded. “I’ll leave you to it
then.”

Emmabeth left, but right before she went
around the corner of the garden shed, she gave me one last
look.

The idea of a cold shower sounded great and
at this point I didn’t care if anyone saw me or not.

I stripped off everything, kicking my boots
far enough away so they wouldn’t get wet, and turned on the water.
It was little more than a garden hose hooked up to the showerhead,
but it was glorious.

I stood under the freezing water, shivering
in delight, sluicing the dirt, grime, and sweat off my body. My
cock shriveled up in the cold water, but I didn’t care.

It must have been a good ten minutes I stood
under the water. I didn’t care. The water would be good for the
flowers.

It was private. Mostly. From where I stood,
the second story back corner of Emmabeth’s house had a partially
obscured view of the outdoor shower.

Thinking about her looking at me naked under
the water made my cock stir so it wasn’t so tiny.

“Here!” A voice shouted and I jumped,
slipping on the slate which caused me to crash to the ground.

Slate isn’t nearly as forgiving as the turf
on the rugby field. “Fucking ow!” I grunted and looked at where the
shout had come from.

A bright yellow towel was being waved from
around the shed’s corner.

“Are you okay?” Emmabeth burst out. She
stuck her head around the corner. I hoped she blushed a little, but
seeing me sprawled on the slate caused her to rush to my aid. “Oh
my god did I make you fall?”

I wasn’t in pain. Much. My ass hurt where I
slipped. The water was still going and I tried to reach the faucet
from my position on the floor. It was well out of reach. I only
succeeded in showing Emmabeth everything I had.

I was certain that she checked me out before
summarily turning off the water and then tossing the towel over my
body.

“Are you okay?” she repeated, kneeling down
next to me.

“Yeah,” I grunted, struggling up into a more
dignified position. “I’m okay. Ruggers are used to falling.”

“But not on slate,” she pointed out.

“Yeah. Well...I’m still okay.” My left ass
cheek and left thigh hurt, along with my left wrist, but I’d
survive.

“Do you want some ice?”

“Sure,” I said. No reason to fight a bruise.
“I’ll take some ice.”

“Come inside the house. Can you walk?”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to get your place
all wet.”

“Back door leads to the kitchen. You won’t
get it all wet.”

I managed to get up to my feet and wrap the
towel around my waist. It was sufficiently sized, though I sort of
wished it was a little smaller. Maybe Emmabeth would want to sneak
another peek.

She led the way and I gingerly followed. The
fall wasn’t bad and her ass was enticing enough for me to follow.
More than enticing enough.

Inside she grabbed me a couple of ice packs
and gave me more water and hovered all around like a worried nurse.
I kept checking out her tits; I figured I had earned that
privilege. I sat on a bench just inside the door with an ice pack
under my ass.

It wasn’t doing my cock any favors.

“I think I’ll survive,” I said.

“I feel so bad,” she apologized. “It was all
my fault
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