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         After an endless workday, her hair hanging down sadly on her shoulders, she felt tired and old.


Ah! Could she manage to do something tonight? At home, there was a big translation waiting for her —  she could almost feel it, staring at her shoulders. Was she already old? She used to be able to work all day and still squeeze in some extra work at night. But now. Could she just go home and go to bed? Or dye her hair and then go to bed?

There was a note hanging on the front door: The water and sewage pipes in the street were going to be renovated. Over the next two days, everyone had to use the sinks and toilets as little as possible. Not this, too! This, she couldn’t take!


A little further down the street stood a man wearing work clothes. She might as well ask? “Excuse me, do you know anything about this sewer cleaning?”

         He was young —  dark-haired and muscular —  and when he spoke, he did it with a foreign accent: “Yeah, we’ll be working all night...”

“But can I take a shower?”

         His eyes shone in his dark face.

“Yeah, just take a quick one. The water tanks aren’t empty yet,” he answered.

“Oh, great. Thank you for your help.”

She went upstairs by herself. Carl wasn’t home. He wasn’t often home, these days.


She was still thinking about that dark, young man. Those shoulders! That voice! Those stains on his work clothes —  were they, yeah, were they... muck? It was a lot to take in; that’s what it was. He was the most virile man she’d seen in a long, long time.

When he’d said that they were going to work all night she had felt the urge to invite him to share the dinner that she’d brought home with her. She was dripping wet already.

No, it was so foolish! They had exchanged, what, four sentences, and she could have been his mother. Still, she couldn’t think about it!


Yet she could.

All her exhaustion had lifted. And had been replaced by a vague excitement, a tingling in her lower body, an overwhelming, urgent desire to be filled in, to be supported, taken.

By him.

What was his body like, underneath those work clothes? It had to be athletic, masculine and strong, with dark hairs. Yes, it had to be.


Around 11 p.m., she looked out the window. The street was dark, except for the lights from the workers’ trucks. Where was he? Down in the sewers? Was he moving around in the wet darkness?

Could she brew a nice pot of coffee and bring it down to him?

No, you idiot! You’re an old woman —  47 years old —  or at least that’s what he thinks! With that body!


She couldn’t sleep, couldn’t work, couldn’t do anything. It was late, and Carl hadn’t come home yet. They had had this “live and let live” philosophy for quite a while.

Her pulse was beating in her sex by now. It throbbed and pounded. Oh, such a handsome young man! He was sure to be so stiff and long, rock-hard and wonderful!

No, now she really had to go take that shower. Fix her hair and clean herself up. The water from the shower flowed over her body, over her breasts. She lathered them with soap as her nipples became stiff and erect. And she was wet, so wet.


She drained the water and went out to the kitchen for a cucumber. Then she returned to the warm, soothing water and began to tease herself with the stiff, thick cucumber. Arrh! Oh, it felt so good. The cucumber filled up her sex, stretching it out as it tightened around it.


She pushed it all the way in, as deep as possible. What if he rang the doorbell now? Showed up and asked her something? Then she’d let him in.

Oh! The orgasm rippled through her body as she came and came.

She dried herself. Got dressed again. Hmm. Right. That had helped a bit. But just a bit. No, she needed a real man.


The translation went slow. Only when she reached a section where the characters engaged in fierce and violent sex did her fingers speed up and begin flying over the keyboard. This she could imagine!


She went to get the cucumber again, pushed it into her pussy and sat back in her office chair. Yes! As she writhed in her chair, she could feel how it filled her up, tight. And what was he doing right now?

Her fingers made their way under her skirt and onto her clit, where they rubbed and rubbed, drawing small, hard circles. Oh yes, now, now! That’s good, so good! Oh! Oh! Oh!


Was it the doorbell? Was it?

No, it was a car passing by on the street, that’s what it was. This wasn’t working. She put on a coat and went down into the street. Was he there? There were two people standing at the intersection in the distance. Then she saw him again. There! There he was!


“Hi again.” Oh! Did he recognise her?

“Hi, this is, um, just... No, please excuse me for interrupting you.”

“Not at all, you’re welcome...”

“Yeah, but, no... well, I’m a translator, and I’m always trying to experience things I’ve never tried before. And so I thought...”

“Yes?” Those shiny eyes looked into hers.

“Well, can I see the sewers? From inside? I never have, and I’d love to see them...”

Would you really love to? Her inner voice asked.


He smiled at her. His strong white teeth stood out against his dark face. “Of course you can. Do you want to come down there with me? It doesn’t smell so good...”

“No, I can imagine that, but —  yes, I’d love to.”

“Great, but you have to change your clothes. I can get you a pair of coveralls, and you can change in the hall over there. Ok?”


She was naked under the coveralls. The rough fabric pressed against her soft sex. As they crawled into the sewer, she could feel the coveralls rubbing against the clitoris with every move. He was behind her. And she didn’t even know his name!


It wasn’t easy to get down there. Secluded and dark and full of splashing sounds. They walked slowly.


Look out there! They stopped. What was that? Her pussy was so swollen and hard that she couldn’t think about anything else.

“So? What do you think?”

She was out of breath. “Think? Yeah, think?” She was almost unable to talk, too.


“Exciting, isn’t it?” His hands reached for the zipper on her coveralls. He didn’t ask. He knew.

The stranger pulled the zipper all the way down. He pushed the coveralls off her shoulders, and she could see her ripe breasts shine in the dark.

He let the overalls slide all the way down to her heels.


He fumbled with his work clothes and pulled out a big, stiff —  Oh! Yes! —  Oh, was it thick! —  a big, stiff cock that emerged and pressed her up against the wall. Pushed into her.
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