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I was only tangentially aware of it when Kira Watson was separating from her husband. She was my neighbor, so I had a front row seat I suppose, and still the signs that something was amiss were indirect evidence at best. For years there were two cars in the driveway, and then there were nighttime raised voices, and then there were nighttime screaming matches, overheard only due to high volume, their actual words not discernible from my bedroom window, and then finally there was only one car in the driveway. Only Kira's. 

This new development was of some interest to me. The Watsons had been neighbors to my family for years. We were not really close per se, but their kids were the same age as me and my siblings. They just lived a different sort of life, bohemian hipsters rather than the strait-laced All-American family to which I belonged. This was not why Kira Watson's marriage was of interest to me. She was of interest to me because, in spite of being about twice my age, Kira Watson was absolutely drop dead gorgeous. I had an enormous crush on her. 

The rumors were that she was a stripper who Mister Watson had wifed up and had kids with, and based on her appearance, I would certainly believe it. I do not intend that in any way insulting, by the way. Like any good woman-respecting, self-respecting young twenty-something heterosexual man, I love sex workers. 

Anyway, the lovely Miss Watson. She was slim and petite with absolutely magnificent tits that I was sure were fake, but I for one did not care in the least that they were. It was getting onto summertime, and she generally wore as little clothing as possible, showing off her sculpted perfect legs, her perfect tan, her tight little bubble ass. 

I could go on for hours about her. She had a beauty that defied era, a smoky allure about her etched in sharp angles and soft shadow. Her sculpted face had high cheekbones and an almost feline elegance, indicative of a sultry intelligence you could sense just by looking at her. I swear to God, it isn't just wishful thinking, but her every glance of hers seemed to be a dare. Her dark hair was typically short, shaved in the back like an alt girl but long in front, and on her that haircut somehow suggested old Hollywood glamour with just a hint of punk. Her almond-shaped eyes were deep and mysterious, smoldering with mischief and command, while her beautiful lips were often curled into a knowing half-smile. She had a predatory grace about her, an insistent confidence, even as she'd recently gone through presumably one of the worst events of her life, a separation leading to a probable divorce. 

Did I think such a woman had any reason to be interested in me, little twenty-year-old Jordan Warner? It was a long shot. I was good-looking enough I suppose, slim with a lean muscular build, a shade under six foot. My blue eyes often drew compliments and I kept my light brown hair tousled but well-kept enough. My facial features could best be described as soft but defined, with a straight nose, clear complexion, and sort of generically handsome. I was certainly not ugly, but I didn't feel like the type who would catch her attention as a broke college sophomore. Mister Warner hadn't been much to look at, but at least he'd had money. 

So, I watched and admired from afar, certain I would never get closer to Kira Watson than maybe seeing her in a bikini in the backyard, certain I would only ever get to lay a finger on her in my late-night fantasy gooning sessions. 

And so, it was with some surprise and confused excitement and certainly great interest that I listened to my father deliver his news over coffee and breakfast on a random morning just before summer. 

"Mm," Dad had said, remembering something he had meant to tell me at the breakfast table. My mom and two sisters were there as well, though they were all quietly locked into their phones. "I know you were looking for a summer gig, Jordy. Might have found an easy one right next door. Miss Warner is painting the inside of her house, gonna do it herself to save some money. She let me know she was looking for helpers. She has the money to pay you, since she's saving on the job. I told her I'd let you know in case you were interested."

I was happy that my hardening cock was under the table and invisible to my family. An entire summer spent together with Miss Warner... surely nothing will happen, but spending all day everyday with her and getting to ogle her summer fits...

So it was that I ended up working in Kira Warner's house that summer, helping her paint the entire interior. Her kids were out of the house so after Mister Warner moved out, it was just her, and she was going for the full energy-change realignment-of-chakras. Painting the interior was a major component of erasing the spiritual stain left behind by Mister Warner, and for the money, for the ogling, just to help her get it done, for all the reasons, I was happy to do it.

Kira had a rotating cast of helpers who would come in and out over those weeks, but on a very occasional day we were alone. I probably do not have to tell you that those were my favorite days. Over that time, we would make small talk of course, and I found out that besides her being incredibly fucking hot, she was actually really cool as well, a young spirit—but not in a cringey way—for a woman in her late thirties. It was hard to believe that she was thirty-nine, as she looked like she was about twenty-five. She outright told us that she hadn't had any work done besides her tits, that her youthful appearance was the result of good genetics, clean living, and an expensive skincare routine. She also let slip to us, much to my chagrin, that she still had an outside hope of things working out with Mister Warner, that whole 'father of my kids' thing, blah blah blah. Whatever. My twenty-year-old self would cheerfully be jealous of a man over twice my age who I barely knew, for whom she was pining.
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