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 Chapter One

 


He was nineteen and I was thirty-one, so
everything was aboveboard and perfectly appropriate...except that I
didn’t tell anyone about my relationship with Coleton.

Well, almost anyone, but I’ll get to
that.

I just needed someone to help around my newly
purchased home. I was too short of time and too lazy to do it
myself. I asked around and my boss recommended his nephew who was
attending the local university and needed to make some extra cash
over the summer before starting his sophomore year.

Cliche, I know. But I didn’t even meet him for
the first two weeks he was cleaning up the yard and flower beds. I
just left an envelope of money and saw that over the week the lawn
was mowed, the flower beds weeded, the trash was removed, and every
little thing I left on the To-Do list was completed.

Two weeks in and because of changing shifts at
the plant, I had a day at home in the middle of the week. I was
sleeping in because twelve-hour shifts suck. And then the lawn
mower started up and I couldn’t sleep because of the noise under my
bedroom window. Angrily I threw on a robe and stalked outside to
scream at Coleton the lawn boy who was ruining my day
off.

I’ll admit it. The moment I saw him I would
have soaked my panties if I had been wearing any that morning. The
moment I saw him I realized that I was wearing just my thin robe
over my thin nightshirt that normally barely made it over my hips.
I wasn’t exposed, but I could feel my nipples harden in the cool
air. Or maybe it was because I saw a beautiful boy in a tank top
with muscular arms and shoulders working on my flower beds. I hoped
that my short robe was long enough to cover at least the tops of my
thighs because I could sense my inner thighs getting slick from my
over lubrication. But that was the least of my problems.

“Turn that off!” I screamed at him. It was only slightly
ironic because I wanted to scream at him “You’re turning me on!”

Coleton looked up to see a half-naked crazy
woman screaming at him. He did the only logical thing and turned
off the machine. “Sorry,” he said.

“What are you doing mowing the
lawn at the crack of dawn!” I complained.

He looked sheepishly at the sky. “It’s almost
eleven,” he said. “And it’s a rototiller. Not a lawnmower. This bed
needs to be completely torn up. I didn’t know you were home. You’re
never home.” 

I glanced at the pickup truck parked in my
driveway. My car was safely stored inside the garage. Of course he
didn’t know I was home.

“Sorry. You woke me up,” I
explained. “I’ll do inside now.” I turned around and retreated with
what little dignity I had left. The grass felt good against my bare
feet. I couldn’t stop thinking about his muscular forearms. Did he
get them to be so strong from landscaping or from beating off? My
legs were as naked as my feet. My house was on a slope and I was
headed up it. Could he see my naked pussy from my angle of
retreat?

Did I want him to see my pussy?

I sure as hell did, I admitted to myself when
I was inside. I checked my nightie and robe. There were no obvious
signs of liquids inadvertently soaking into them. That was
good. 

A shower was needed, I told myself when I was
inside. I would look and feel better. Plus the window in the
bathroom gave me a quick peak at what he was doing.

I didn’t masturbate in the shower because I
didn’t want to fall down and hurt myself. I didn’t want my life
turning into some sex farce. 

I didn’t masturbate at all. I washed and
dressed (nothing too sexy or revealing, but just revealing enough:
a cami and shorts, an open loose-fitting shirt over the cami) and
waited for him to finish his work. I knew I was going to invite him
inside for three reasons. One: I needed to pay him. Two: I wanted
to apologize. Three: I wanted to seduce him.

It had been far too long since I had gotten
laid, longer still since I had been properly laid, and nineteen
year old boys were all about hormones and sex. Surely he’d want to
get laid too, right. I mean, I was a few years older than him, but
what handsome boy wouldn’t want to go to bed with a sexy,
experienced, older woman. That had to be a fantasy of his, didn’t
it?

I hoped I was still sexy enough for a nineteen
year old. I knew I was being stupid, but sometimes a woman has
needs.

The rest of his time around the house seemed
to take forever. I was eager for him to come inside, but he seemed
only interested in tending my lawn and garden. I surreptitiously
snuck looks out the window, monitoring him, hoping he’d take off
his shirt at the very least. But he didn’t. That was
disappointing.

Finally he was done and he rang the bell to
the front door. I wished he had knocked at the back door
because...sometimes a girl wants secrets.

“Come in,” I told him. “I have
your money around here somewhere.” I left the door open and
retreated inside. I hoped my shorts were tight enough around my ass
to interest him. Guys liked round asses, didn’t they? After a
moment’s hesitation, he followed me all the way to the kitchen. The
living room would have been better, and the bedroom better still,
but one step at a time. 

At least I didn’t open the door completely
naked and grabbed at his shorts offering him a blowjob.

“I haven’t had time to talk to
you,” he said. “But have I been doing a good job?”

I spent too much time pretending I was writing
out his check without making it look like I was checking out his
package. His shorts were too baggy. But I had spent enough time
looking at his forearms.

Nice.

“You’ve been doing an excellent
job for me.”

He brightened a little. “Thanks. Landscaping
sucks but the money is decent. Truck’s a hand-me-down from
Dad.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?” I
asked him as I handed over the check.

He was taken aback by my question. I didn’t
blame him. It was way too forward, but I asked it anyway because I
didn’t have anything to lose.

“Uh...not right now.”

I nodded because I didn’t know what else to
do. “That’s good.”

I let the words hang between us for a moment
because I didn’t know what else to say. I was a terrible
seductress. 

“Why...why are you asking
that?”

It was easy to forget that a nineteen-year-old
might be an adult and might be as sexy as hell, but he probably
hadn’t developed all the necessary social skills to survive in the
world. 

That’s okay; neither had I.

“Because it would be a bad idea to
make a pass at you and invite you into my bed if you were seeing
someone.”

“Oh,” he said a little
relieved...and then he truly understood what I was saying. He
laughed uncomfortably and then realized I was serious. “Oh...you
aren’t kidding.”

“Why would I kid about something
like that?” I slowly slid my hand down from my chin, over my chest
and traced the space down between my breasts on my tight camisole.
I could feel my nipples were hard. I didn’t dare look down to see
if there was any other problem; I didn’t want him to be disgusted
by me.

“You’re really serious?” He stared
at me dumbly. “I mean...this sort of thing…”

“Look, Coleton—

“Skip,” he interjected.

“What?”

“Skip.”

“Skip what?”

“That’s my name.”

I shook my head. “No, your name is Coleton.”
He was confusing me.

In response he rolled his eyes at me. I felt
like a teacher in a middle school. “No one calls me Coleton. Except
my grandparents. It’s a family name. Everyone calls me
Skip.”

“Oh. Should I have been writing
your checks out to Skip?”

“Nah. My legal name is Coleton.
But call me Skip.”

We were getting off topic. “Great. Fine. Look,
Skip, I really only invited you inside to fuck you. If you don’t
want to fuck, that’s fine. You can keep doing my landscaping and
all that. If you want to get laid...well that’s great
too.”

The argument over his name










































































































































cover.jpg
Elliot Silvestri






