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A Handsome Reward

The egg white sizzled in the pan, while
behind Karen her husband was already enjoying his own omelet. It
was a normal morning in the Mayer household, and once again she was
struck by that. Three days ago she had stormed out of the Country
Club, fed up with Frank's cheating. Three days ago, she'd come
across Marie's son, Jesse. And three days ago, she'd had sex with
Jesse on that driving range, right out in the open.

She'd never done anything like that, let
alone with someone that wasn't Frank. Yet nobody had noticed,
especially not Frank. Karen had waited for him to notice the smell
of sex on her during the car ride home, had anticipated a comment
on how happy she looked. But her husband had been too busy with
savoring his own conquest to pay any attention to her.

“Honey,” Frank began,
after washing away his breakfast with the last of his coffee, “I'm
sorry, but I got to run. There's a lot that needs to be done, the
Holderman-deal is this close to sealed so … I wouldn't wait up for
me.”

Karen heard him get up from the kitchen
table. “Another late night at the office?”

“Yes. I won't be back for
dinner, I might even have to pull an all nighter.”

'Oh, I bet you do,' she thought. Karen
wondered if he really thought she would fall for those excuses
after all these years. Had Frank actually forgotten that he'd
already admitted several times before that many of those “late
nights” hadn't been spent in the office at all? Or was it automatic
now, an act? Did he perhaps think that because she didn't call him
out on it, he got some sort of silent permission to philander?
Because she knew him. If there really was a deal that required that
much attention, he wouldn't be this relaxed. Wouldn't provide
details like what deal was giving him trouble. “Don't overwork
yourself; you have employees, they're supposed to work for you, not
the other way around.”

“It's just one night,”
Frank countered as he pecked her on the cheek.

Karen couldn't help but make a skeptical
sound at that. She knew this was not the first, nor would it be the
last “all nighter”. But her protest was automatic, because her
thoughts were already going elsewhere. She'd have the entire house
to herself, their housekeeper only came in every other day.
Temptation beckoned, and with the fresh knowledge that Frank wasn't
going to deny himself, why should she?

“I was thinking of having
Marie's son come over today and have him mow the lawn,” she
announced while keeping her eye firmly on the pan; afraid that if
he saw her face at that moment, Frank would see the word “cheater”
written all over it.

“Marie's son?” her husband
repeated. He paused in putting his jacket on. “Marie, Marie,” he
mused.

“You remember her, she
brought her very new, very young husband to the Club about a year
ago. Anyway, I came across Jesse, that's his name,” she supplied,
“at the Club a few days ago. Turns out they left him all alone in
that house while they went on vacation.”

“Huh, he's what,
seventeen?”

“Eighteen,” Karen hastened
to say. 'Did that sound defensive?'

“Okay, eighteen. Not sure
why you want him to mow our lawn, though. We got a landscaping
service to take care of that, and isn't he a little too old to do
chores for a few dollars?”

“I think it would be good
for him to be out of that house and around people. His friends are
all on vacation, too. Besides, the landscapers are probably a lot
more expensive than Jesse will be.”

“Alright. If you want to
do a good deed, I won't stop you. Now, I really need to go. Love
you,” Frank called out as he swung the door open.

She waved. “Love you.” It was automatic, but
it surprised Karen how she could say those parting words so easily
while her thoughts dwelt on someone else. She watched as Frank got
into his car and backed out of the driveway. She couldn't see him
get onto the street, so she waited for the faint sound of the car's
engine to disappear. Her eyes darted to the phone hanging on the
wall, while a mix of anticipation and nervousness made her fingers
tremble.

But before Karen could make the call, a smell
caught her nose. “Damn,” she swore as she quickly lifted the pan
and tried to save the burnt omelet. Poking it a bit with the
spatula, she decided it was still edible. 'And I should eat
something, before I make the call.' Scraping the overdone egg onto
a plate, Karen set herself to breakfast.

 


***

 


Her fingernails rapped a nervous rhythm on
the counter while the phone rang. 'What if he forgot his phone?
What if he already has plans? What if he regrets our … me?' Karen
nibbled on her lip after that unpleasant thought crossed her mind.
'Maybe this was a bad idea. He's so young, and I'm so … not. Once,
in the heat of the moment, that can be excused. That's
understandable. But arranging a meeting, that's intent.'

“Hello?”

Karen froze at hearing his voice. For a
moment, she had this great desire to hang up and forget she'd ever
considered this. But his voice brought up more than that. Like his
smell, the feeling of his cock sheathed inside of her. “Hey, Jesse.
It's me.”

There was a pause at the other end. “Mrs.
Mayer?”

“Didn't I tell you to call
me Karen?”

“You did, sorry … Karen.
Uh, why are you calling?” he asked slowly.

Her heart was beating so loudly, she wondered
why he wasn't commenting on it. Karen had to take a deep breath
before she found the air to speak. “I was wondering if you're
available today.” Karen felt her own cheeks heat up at the
words.

“Available?”

“Yes, I was wondering if
you could come over and … mow my lawn.” She closed her eyes. 'And
I'm supposed to be the mature one.'

“Mow your lawn?” It seemed
Jesse had a hard time following her, and Karen didn't blame him.
She didn't quite know where she was going with this
herself.

“Just the backyard. I'll
pay you, of course, and … I can use the company,” she admitted.
“Maybe you can use some, too?”

“Okay … Karen. When should
I come over?”

“Hmmm, how about in an
hour? Can you make that?”

“Sure, no
problem.”

“Alright, when you get
here, could you go around the back? I'll unlock the gate for you.
I'm, uh, I'll be doing some reading out by the pool, so I won't be
able to hear the doorbell.”

“Go through the gate, not
the front door, I got it.”

“Then I'll see you in an
hour. Bye.” Setting the phone down, Karen kept staring at it. 'Poor
Jesse, he must be so confused now. And why am I being so coy? Am I
still not sure, do I still want an out? Or is this me trying to
hide what's going on?' The phone gave her no answers.

She made her way to her bedroom, her head
filled with such questions. Opening her walk-in closet, Karen
looked around for something to wear. 'But how do you do that when
you're not sure what you want?' Her hands riffled through blouses
and dresses. But none of them looked right. Her eye caught a white,
one-piece swimsuit hanging forlornly off in a corner. She
remembered that one, she got it when Frank's interest had started
flagging again. It hadn't worked, but Karen smiled as she took it.
Now she was sure.

Twenty minutes and a quick shower later,
Karen posed in front of the mirror, modeling the bathing suit. Its
white color did a nice job accentuating her light tan, and from the
back it almost looked respectable. Though the backside didn't
actually cover much more than her butt, the more intimate parts,
anyway. The front was a different story, as it showed off an
expanse of skin from her chest right down to her bellybutton with
only a single, copper ring interrupting that line. That ring
stretched out the fabric over her breasts to give them more cover,
at the expense of lining them out even clearer than they'd
otherwise be. It was a swimsuit that wasn't meant to be swim in,
but to show off your body; to draw the eye and be lusted over.

Karen tilted her head. 'And I still got it,'
she noted with satisfaction. It helped that her breasts were firmer
and fuller than they should be, but she watched what she ate and
exercised regularly, and it showed. She scrutinized her face.
'Make-up, or no make-up? Hmmm, okay, I guess I could use a little
help. And I better hurry up.' She made her way to her vanity with a
spring in her step.

 


***

 


It was still morning, but the temperature was
already climbing. Karen had installed herself on a lounge chair by
the pool with a book in her lap. She hadn't turned a page yet,
though. Her eyes kept glancing at the side gate, while butterflies
did intricate aerial maneuvers in her stomach.

But when that gate finally swung open, Karen
still managed to be surprised. Startled, her book almost fell to
the floor. Taking a better hold of it, she was torn between looking
up to see his reaction at what she was wearing and acting like
nothing was going on. 'Admit it, you like playing these little
games with him.'

She could tell when Jesse finally saw, really
saw, what she was wearing. The sound of his footsteps abruptly
stopped, and it took a while for them to start up again. When she
felt him come near, Karen put her book down and looked up. “Hello,
Jesse.”

“Good morning.” He did a
valiant effort to look at her face, but his attention kept straying
south. Karen didn't mind, she even took care to breathe in a little
deeper when his gaze strayed again, and was rewarded by a faint
reddening of Jesse's cheeks.

“There's a lawnmower in
the garage. It's one of those big ones that you have to drive. You
do know how to use them, right?”


“Uh, yeah. So, uhm, I
should start then?”

She gave him a smile and crossed her legs.
That, too, got Jesse's attention. “Please do. I'll be right here,
reading. And when you're finished, I'll give you your reward.” He
looked at her now, looked her in the eye, and Karen thought she
could see suspicion there. 'Is he catching on to my little game?'
she thought excited.

“Okay,” was all he said.
She watched him make his way to the shed and a pleasant shiver ran
down her body. Karen started to regret not giving Jesse his reward
in advance, now she'd have to wait 'till he was done. 'I suppose I
could say to hell with the lawn, but … I want to play this
out.'

With nothing better to do, Karen turned to
her book. 'Wait a minute, I already read this one, and I gave up on
it halfway through. Now what do I do? Get another book? That would
look smooth in front of Jesse.' The subdued roar of the riding
mower filled the air, and she glanced up from her book. He was
definitely watching her. 'Guess I'll simply have to give this story
another chance.'

It took some searching to find the chapter
where she thought she'd stopped, and then had to backtrack to
reread the earlier pages to refresh her memory. Through it all,
Karen was keenly aware of Jesse's presence, his attention roaming
over her body. The sun climbing high into the sky was not the only
thing that was getting her hot and bothered.

And when the heady scent of freshly cut grass
entered the mix, Karen couldn't help but fidget at the memories it
triggered. His strong hands underneath her own, his fingers gliding
over her skin, his mouth on her breast. She got up and went to the
kitchen to get some orange juice. 'I should get some for Jesse,
too.'

She came out again with two tall glasses,
their contents chilling the glass and her hands, and she raised one
to catch Jesse's attention. Setting her own down on a little table
next to her lounge chair, she brought the other glass over to him.
“I noticed it's awfully hot already, so I thought you might have
gotten thirsty.”

“Thanks.” Jesse gave the
sky a sideways glance. “It is pretty hot.”

He went to take the proffered drink out of
her hand, but Karen brought it out of his reach. “Then why don't
you take off your shirt? I'm sure that will help.” Jesse looked
around. “Oh, don't worry about the neighbors. Most of them aren't
even home, and those tall hedges should stop the ones that are.”
With a shrug, Jesse did as she suggested. When he had his shirt in
his hands, Karen exchanged it for the glass of orange juice. “Why
don't I hold on to this for you?”

Jesse didn't object, and started to gulp down
his drink. It gave her a good opportunity to admire his body for a
change and she openly took it. Tiny beads of sweat stuck to his
lean torso, and there was a growing bulge in his shorts. Holding
his bunched up shirts in front of her stomach, Karen stuck out her
chest just a little while she waited for him to finish off his
orange juice.

“Thanks, Karen,” Jesse
told her with a thick voice as he gave back the empty
glass.

“You're welcome,” Karen
replied before turning around and walking back to her chair. She
made sure to put an extra bit of sway in her hips as she did that,
the mower didn't sputter back
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