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You really never know when you're going to get an offer that completely changes your life. I guess the thing to do is try to be ready for it all the time, but the reality is that nobody has the time or energy for constant vigilance. Ultimately you just have to hope that, when your ship comes in, you're paying attention, looking in the right direction, ready to catch your ride and punch your ticket. 

For me, that moment came when my neighbor asked me to come help her wash her cars. 

First of all, the neighbor. Lisa Torrance. An incredible trophy wife for my rich asshole neighbor, Billy Torrance, the owner and CEO of the second largest regional automotive repair business in the state. They had eleven locations and were still growing, and the Torrances’ house and toys reflected a new outward change every time Billy leveled up in his net worth—bigger boats, bigger motor homes, new remodels in the backyard or in the house. I figured it wouldn't be long before they leveled up out of our neighborhood altogether, but so far they were staying put. Maybe they were nostalgic for their first starter-mansion, I thought. Had some kind of sentimental value for them. It was weird that they were even neighbors of ours, but it was one of those neighborhoods right on the border of an upper-middle-class neighborhood (us—my parents, me, and my two siblings) and starter mansions (the Torrances and their three kids). 

I've digressed. Back to Lisa Torrance. She was unbelievably sexy, the kind of person that seeing a picture of them doesn't do them justice. She was forty-four years old—just a year younger than my mom—though to look at her, you'd think she was thirty-four, which might have been partially the result of visits to some excellent local surgeons. But, me being twenty years old, heterosexual and male, I didn't give a shit how much work she'd had done. The woman was a piece of art. Perfectly tanned skin, full lips, high cheekbones, gorgeous eyes, a remarkable hourglass figure, magnificent tits and ass if you want to know, and voluminous dark hair that cascaded in waves when she left it out loose. She carried herself with a smoky, magnetic elegance that was befitting of someone of higher station than a trophy wife, which she absolutely was. She deserved somebody better than mid-fifty-something Billy Torrance, however rich he might be. 

What to say about me, Dane McManus? Not much, really. I was a pretty boy type, tall and slight of build, lean but muscular. Typical skater and surfer type guy, longish blonde hair, perpetually dressed in exactly the skater gear you're imagining. I was a little twerp punk, but a cute one. 

I came home from my freshman university classes one fine sunny spring day and Lisa caught me in the driveway, asking me to come over the next day and help her wash three of their vehicles: a silver soccer mom four-door sedan, a red sports car, and a black 'work truck,' which was as cherry as the day they'd bought it and never seemed to be doing any work. "I'll pay well," she said with that big beautiful smile of hers. 

"Yeah," I said. "Sounds good." I had no idea why she wanted my help—this had never happened before—but she'd said the magic words, 'pay well.' I figured there were worse ways I could spend a Saturday.

So, I went over the next morning, letting myself into the backyard as she'd suggested I do. My first thought was how gigantic and spacious it was, with an enormous concrete landing that was shared as a parking area for their vehicles and a space for the deck chairs and patio furniture beside their enormous swimming pool, surrounded by a multi-level well-manicured grassy sprawl covered with trees and various flower bushes. The three vehicles that were our task that day were already parked there, glittering in the morning sun. My second thought was of how private it was—trees lined the perimeter of the fence that was already far too tall to see over anyway. The trees did effectively block the second stories of the various neighboring homes, though, and the waterfalls in the garden and the fence did an impressive job blocking out noise from the street just beyond. The yard felt somehow bigger than it looked from outside, and it was effectively its own secluded little private sanctuary, in spite of existing smack in the middle of white bread American suburbia. 

Lisa came out the sliding glass back door when she saw me, carrying an ice bucket of sparkling waters and lemonade. She was certainly dressed in an eye-catching ensemble, a tight pink tank top that accentuated her incredible breasts and left her sexy tummy uncovered, and the shortest possible Daisy Duke cutoff jean shorts. Her shining black hair was loose over her shoulders, though she wore a blue baseball hat as well. I did my best not to ogle, and I failed at that. 

Smiling at me and beckoning with a head nod, Lisa went over to the glass patio table and set the tray of beverages there, taking one of the seats as I sat down beside her. "Thanks for coming, Dane," she said brightly. 

"For sure," I said, helping myself to a sparkling water from the bucket. "Thanks for the invite."

Lisa took a deep breath, seeming to come to quickly come to a decision, to pass a point of no return that she'd been contemplating. "Well, I guess it's time to admit that I haven't been entirely honest with you," she said. "I haven't lied necessarily... but I definitely left some things out, about what I had planned for today."

"Oh?" I sat back, not sure if I was worried or intrigued.

Lisa paused a long time before continuing, choosing her words carefully, perhaps unsure of how much she should say. "Billy's gone," she said flatly, seemingly being careful to keep her voice neutral. "Probably for good. Traded me in for a younger, sexier model. At least he waited until the kids would be gone for the spring term at boarding school before pulling the trigger, so they didn't have to see it happen. But yeah. He's gone. He's gone, and I can try to take him for spousal support... but it's not gonna be enough. I have no marketable skills, no means of income, I've done nothing in my adult life except be the wife of Billy Torrance... and I have gotten used to a certain status in life. A certain way of life. I do not want to give it up, if I can help it. He's gonna leave me this house, which is almost a cruel joke. I'll lose it in half a year, at best, and he knows that. So... I gotta do something."

A silence stretched on between us. I didn't know what to say. "So," I chanced, finally. "What's... what's your plan?"

"Well, I have no marketable skills," she said. "But I do look like this. And that is a marketable skill all its own, I suppose. My plan, young Dane, is to start being sexy online for money. I am fully aware that there is a market on the internet for... older women. Cougars. MILFs. Whatever you want to call them. Call ‘us,’ I should say. I would say that I certainly qualify. I realize that as get-rich-quick schemes go, this one is probably pretty piss-poor. Probably a thousand sexy aging women a day get the same idea. But I will try. It's something I have to try. I don't see another solution. 

"So where do I come in?"

"Where you come in, young Dane, is that you are going to film me sexily washing my cars," she said. "Maybe that's an archaic idea of what softcore porn should be, but when I was your age, a scantily-clad carwash was always a surefire hit with the fellas. I thought of you because, frankly, I see how you look at me. I thought maybe I could trust you to be discrete about this, if it meant you might get to see me naked. I figured you would probably keep your lips sealed to avoid fucking up that arrangement."

I remained quiet. She was quite right; if the opportunity to see her naked was at stake, you could put the world's best and most torturous interrogators on me, and I wouldn't have made a peep. I could feel my pants getting a little tighter as I contemplated this arrangement, as my cock began to harden, but still, I sat there quietly. I guess maybe I was waiting for a shoe to drop, for the camera crew to come out and tell me I was being punked. I was finding it hard to believe that this was really happening. Could I be so lucky?

"Well," she said, "What do you say?"

"When do we start?"

Lisa smiled brightly. "No time like the present, Mister Chief Cameraman."

And we set to work. Lisa had already set up her supplies, her soap bucket, oversized car sponge, and hose, and she went to work on the red sports car. She gave me an expensive-looking DSLR camera (it was heavier than it looked, and therefore probably a pretty penny), and I used it to film her from various angles as she slowly and sensually washed that luxury sports car, her hands travelling across it almost as if she were fondling its body. She made sure that I got her ample cleavage from the front, her amazing ass from behind, and the full expanse of her beautiful back.

It was, undeniably, an extraordinarily sexy sight, watching her get wet and soapy, her legs glistening in the morning sun, her nipples standing out prominently against her thin pink tank top... but there was also undeniably something missing. I don't know if it was my own horniness for her or actual constructive criticism of her amateur porn project, but after about twenty minutes of watching, I spoke up.

"This is great so far," I said. Always start with a compliment, wasn't that what they said? "But... just speaking as a consumer of modern porn, I have to say Lisa, I think we're gonna have to go a little farther. I think you're gonna have to... I don't know, go the extra mile somehow."

"Hmm," she




































































[image: ]
































































































































[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
HER :;HSEPUUS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





