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Recommendations and Reviews

"A decadent serial with momentum and voice."

"The heat is playful, communal, and impossible to ignore."

"Knaque balances absurdity and arousal with precision."


Publisher's Note

This edition follows the Summer of Service chapter sequence prepared for digital publication.

Production notes: cover and chapter art files are managed in working_files/book_images and can be replaced without changing XHTML filenames.


I am Professor Cordelia Knaque, temporarily suspended from Fleshminster University and indefinitely devoted to the Grailcock phenomenon. These pages are the first instalment of my ethnographic field notes documenting how one very decent man keeps inspiring miraculous outpourings in a suburban congregation that should probably know better. The Ethics Board insists I provide a content warning, so here it is: everything inside this volume is explicit, consensual, frequently blasphemous, and never intended for anyone under eighteen or anyone on the university payroll.

I never set out to map arousal by liturgical calendar, but the data kept arriving—first as whispers in fellowship hall, then as banana bread, finally as full-throated testimonies on picnic tables, poker nights, and mission-trip van seats. My colleagues call it smut. I call it a longitudinal study in generosity, female appetite, and the structural oblivion of church husbands.

Think of what follows as field reports. You will meet Marcy, whose gratitude cannot be contained by linen slacks; Robin, who rearranges worship the way some women rearrange place settings; Natalie, who discovers the devotional potential of produce; Sarah, who learns that pastoral care sometimes requires boy-scout rope skills; and Jenna, who realises a well-fitted bra can be its own sacrament. Their voices are preserved as delivered: unedited, unabashed, impossible to footnote.

Read these accounts for heat, certainly, but also for the anthropology. Notice how hospitality becomes hunger, how ministry becomes mutual aid, how joy travels in whispers down a hallway lined with hymnals. If you are here by accident, you may set this book down. If you are here on purpose, welcome to the archive. Moist towelettes are located by the exit.
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Chapter 1

Pool Service

The sun was already high by the time I rolled my bike to a stop by the white fence.  I hadn't even reached the porch when the door swung open.

“Hi. You must be Alex.”

Mrs. Harper was holding one of my fliers. I’d posted them up around the neighborhood. Yard work. House help. Saving for college. Her brown hair was up in some sort of a knot. A chopstick or something sticking out of her hair. Her soft tee-shirt stretched a little across her chest. Jean shorts tight around her hips.

But all of that barely registered. I still hadn’t shaken that girl from school. The one walking through the pool with her friends just as I was climbing out in my speedo.  Her mouth had fallen open, “My God! I’ve heard of banana slings before, but that’s ridiculous! How could a girl date something like that!” Her friends all laughed, whispering to each other. I was too busy dying to notice how long she stared.

“I’m Mrs. Harper,” she said, then smiled again. “Bonnie.”

She looked me up and down.

“Thanks for coming on short notice. My back’s been killing me. Think you can handle a little lifting?”

I nodded. “Absolutely! Happy to help.”

“Well, aren’t you… eager.” she said, stepping back. “Come through. Let’s look at the garden.”

The house was quiet inside, warm. Fans, not AC. A pile of mail on the kitchen table. A single set of keys.

I followed her through the kitchen, looking ahead to the back yard.

The yard was overgrown. Really overgrown. Some kind of fine choking the fence line. Hedges that hadn't been trimmed in a year. Grass thick and patchy. A wheelbarrow tilted up near a sagging shed.

She waved at it all. “You can see things are a bit… well. Of a mess. I’m not even sure where to ask you to start.”

I looked about. “I think we’ll start with the lawn.” I said.  Then the fence, and the shed.”

Her mouth opened just a little. Paused. “Well then! That’s nice to hear you have a plan!” She smiled.

“When you get hot, there’s lemonade. Or the pool.” She paused. “And I make good sun tea. Help yourself.”

Her voice seemed more relaxed.

I turned, focused on the lawn.

The sweat came fast. Half an hour in, I was shirtless streaked with dirt. I didn’t hear her at first, just felt her behind me. I looked up.

She was leaning on the porch railing, barefoot, sipping from a mason jar. Her tee-shirt hung down revealing soft cleavage.

“Years ago, my husband would’ve taken care of all this,” she said. “He used to handle everything. Now it’s just business trips and silence. I don’t even know the last time I  opened the back door.”

I wiped my hands on my jeans.

“But I bet you don’t know much about that kind of quiet,” she added. “I bet girls are all over you at college, aren’t they?”

I shrugged. “I dunno… They seem to laugh a lot.”

That made her blink, confused.

“Well… no laughing here. You’ll have to get used to being appreciated. You’re working hard!” she said.

She came back out later with a glass of cold tea. Most of the yard was finished… And it looked pretty good, I thought.

She smiled, spinning to take in her new backyard. “Wow! This is great!  You wouldn’t have time to clean up the pool too, would you?”

“Absolutely! Whatever you’ve got.” I said, eager for more cash.

I got to work trimming the bushes, skimming the pool. Mrs. Harper sat beneath an umbrella on the patio. Watching me, making sure I was doing a good job, I guess.

“You sure work fast!” she said eventually. “Impressive.”

I wasn’t sure what to say.

“You make it look so easy.”

“Oh… I guess it is.” I murmured under her gaze.

She laughed quietly. “Hmm… for you I suppose so.”

I was dripping sweat, my heavy jeans a mistake for a hot day like this.

“You’ve earned a swim, at least.” she called from under the deck umbrella.

“Thanks, but I don’t have shorts.”

She looked at me. Let her eyes drop. Brought them back up.

“It’s just us,” she said. “And I’ve seen a man before, Alex.”

I hesitated. Turned away and worked my sweat-soaked jeans down.  I had meant I wasn’t wearing underwear, but, well… It was really hot in the sun. I tried to hide myself behind my hands, despite her assurances, as I stepped down the stairs as quickly as I could. Her eyes staring just like the girls at college.

The water was a relief. Cold at first. Then perfect. I went under, felt it everywhere.

When I came up, she was still watching. Face unreadable, but her eyes locked on me.

“Better?” she asked.

“Oh, wow, yeah!”

She stood.

“I think I’ll join you.”

Her shirt came off over her head before I could blink. No bra. Her breasts were big but soft. The biggest darkest nipples I’d ever seen! She stepped out of her shorts next and walked into the water like it was nothing. Eyes never leaving me.

She walked straight up to me in the shallow end, sank beneath the water and rose dripping, nipples perking up, huge.

Her gaze dropped.

“Well… I understand now.” Her voice was different now. “This is what the silly college girls laugh about?”

She let it sit for a beat. Then shook her head, amused.

“Now now,” she said, reaching beneath the water, “let’s see exactly what the problem might be.”

The water hit just above my pubic hair, but she lifted me out of the water…  my whole, well… my whole penis. It was thickening in her grip, and I was starting to panic just a little.

“Oh, Alex.” She wasn’t teasing anymore. “I see. But trust me…”

She stroked once, slow, water dripping off the head.

“They’re just too young to know what they had in front of them.”

She let me go and drifted back through the water. Not far. Just enough to make me feel like I should follw.

Then she turned and stepped out of the pool. Her ass big and soft as her breasts, but remarkably round.

She didn’t grab a towel. Just sat on the top step. Her hair stuck to her cheeks. Her breasts resting on her thighs.

“Come here.”

I moved without thinking. Water dripping from me. My cock swung heavy with each step. She didn’t look away. And she was not laughing.

When I stood in front of her, she reached for me again. Warm hand around wet skin. Her grip tightened. I was surprised it wasn’t slippery, but her skin kind of grabbed at mine despite the water. She looked me over like she was confirming something.

She whispered. “God, you’re perfect, Alex”

She leaned forward.

She kissed my head with an open mouth, like she was taking a bite from an ice cream cone. Once. Then again. Her lips opened. Her tongue traced around the tip. I tried to steady myself.

She looked up at me as she eased down further, taking the first few inches. Her mouth was hot. Wet. I felt her teeth graze me softly. She moaned low, and I felt it in my spine.

She came up, let a thick string of spit fall from her lips to the base.

“You see, Alex… I’m not laughing.”

I couldn’t speak.

She went back down. This time deeper. Her hands wrapped around my hips, grabbing onto my ass and she pulled me in. Pulled back. Sank again.

Her head began to bob.

Every few strokes, she came up to lick me clean.

“Those girls are stupid, Alex!”

Then she slid back down… all the way. Until her lips met the base.

Until I felt the back of her throat.

She gurgled… once. Twice. She pulled off with a gasp, spit trailing from her lip to the crown of my cock.

She looked up. Her hand still around me, stroking slowly, like she needed a minute.

“You really don’t see it, do you?”

I shook my head. I couldn’t speak.

She gave it another long pull. It was slippery now.

“That poor girl back at school. She laughed because she didn’t know what else to do. That thing in your speedo scared the sense out of her.”

She chuckled, amused.

“She didn’t know what she was looking at.”

I didn’t either, honestly.

Bonnie’s hand moved again. Her thumb smoothed around the head.

“She thought it was too much. And for her? I’m sure it was. But not for me.”

She leaned in again and gave me one slow lick from base to tip. Then kissed it.

“You’ve got no idea how good this is, do you?”

I shook my head again.

She looked up, narrowed her eyes just slightly. “Well, you will.”

Her grip tightened. Just a little. Enough to make me catch my breath.

“You should know exactly what you’re carrying around in your pants, Alex. And let me be the first to show you.”

She pulled back, sat up straighter. Fingers still wrapped around me. Eyes on mine.

“This,” she lifted it slightly, like she was showing me off to myself, “This is not something to be embarrassed about, Alex. This is the kind of cock that ruins people. Makes women start thinking things they shouldn’t when they’re with their husbands. Makes them want to come back.”

Her words hit harder than her mouth.

My chest was tight. I had butterflies.

“You’re going to need to get comfortable with it. That body. That dick. You need to know what you’re doing when it’s time to really use it.”

She gave one last stroke, then let me go. It bobbed once. Thick, hard, full of blood. I felt air hit the skin where her hand had been, and I already missed it.

Bonnie stood up from the steps, dripping, and turned.

“You ready?” she asked.

I blinked. “For what?”

She smiled. Pulled her wet hair off her shoulders.

“For the real work.”

She sat on a chaise, thighs open just enough. Her eyes dipped again. My cock was still hard. Still wet, now with her spit.

“Come here,” she said. No option to say no.

I stepped forward, heart pounding, cock leading.

She reached out again, familiar now, and gave me one more gentle stroke.

“I’m going to teach you what to do with all this,” she said, softer now. “And when I’m done, you’re going to walk out of here with more than just lawn money.”

She leaned back on the chaise, legs still damp, cool thighs spreading slowly.

Then she looked at me again, my cock still hard, swinging slightly as I stepped forward.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s see what you can do.”

I climbed over her. Hands shaking a little. She guided me with one palm to my chest, pushing gently until I was over her, knees sinking into the cushion between her legs. Her other hand wrapped around me again, and she angled me down towards her...

“Right there,” she whispered.

I felt the heat of her before anything else. The way she was already wet. Really wet. No teasing.

She lined me up and held still.

“Go slow.”

I pushed forward. The head slipped inside and she sucked in a breath, sharp and sudden.

“Fuck, yes! Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I kept going. Inch by inch, her pussy pulling me in. Tight and warm.

“Oh my God, Alex…” Her hands gripped my arms. “That’s it. That’s it.”

I started moving. Not fast, really.

She gasped, mouth open, eyes fluttering shut for a second.

“You feel that?” she said, voice breathy. “That stretch? The way you’re filling me? That’s what they’re scared of. And that’s what I’ve been missing!”

Her hips tilted under me, and I sank deeper. She let out a sound. A half moan, half laugh.

“Oh fuck, yes! keep going. Don’t stop.”

Her legs wrapped around me. She pulled me in harder.

“You’re doing so fucking good, baby. God! God, I feel every inch of you. Every fucking vein!”

Her hands were in my hair now. Her voice wasn’t soft anymore.

“You don’t know what this is doing to me,” she said, right against my ear. “You don’t know what you’ve got! But you will*.*”

I pushed harder. She arched, breath catching.

“Just like that. Yes! Just like that*,* Alex. Fuck me!”

I kept the rhythm. Her body met me now, hips snapping up to meet each thrust. She wasn’t letting me fuck her. She was somehow fucking me.

“That’s it! That’s fucking it!”

She grabbed the back of my neck, pulled me down into her mouth, I could feel her teeth, and she bit my lip as I pushed deep.

“Ohh, God, I can’t! You’re gonna fuck all the air out of me.”

She was loud now. Open. Neighbors could probably hear. She didn’t care.

“You feel that?” she gasped. “That’s me. Coming already. And you haven’t even figured out what you're doing yet.”

Her nails dug into my back. Her whole body tensed under me, then broke open all at once.

“Fuck, Alex! Yes! Yes!”

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. She was still gripping me, still pulling me deeper, still hungry.

“You’re gonna ruin me,” she gasped, still riding it out. “That dick… fuck! It’s like you’re built for this. Made for me.”

She laughed, breathless and shaking.

“I get it now,” she whispered, voice gone ragged. “I fucking get it.”

And then she pulled me in and kissed me again like she was starving.

Bonnie was moaning openly now. Loud and high, no filters left. I thought dogs might start barking.

“Ohh my GOD, Alex! Yes! Fuck yes! Right there!”

I was driving into her hard now. Her tits bounced with every thrust, big and heavy, her nipples hard and purple. She didn’t try to stop them, just let them slap against her chin as I slammed into her.

“You see that?” she gasped. “You see how my tits move when you fuck me? I love how my tits bounce when you’re fucking me!”

She grabbed her own breast, squeezing it tight, rolling her nipple between two fingers.

“My pussy’s losing its mind, Alex. It’s grabbing at you, do you feel it?”

And I was. Every time I pulled back, I felt her trying to keep me inside.

She clenched hard, on purpose, and I nearly buckled.

“Oh fuck! Feel that*?* That’s me about to cum again. That’s what you’re doing to me!”

The chaise creaked underneath us. Her feet dug into the cushion, heels flexing with every thrust.

“I swear to God, baby, don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

Then her voice changed… no longer just for us. She wanted the neighbors to hear.

“\*Mmm… fuck me, baby. You’re fucking my pussy so deep! I feel it in my stomach*.*”

Somewhere near the back of the yard, a branch cracked. Neither of us looked.

Bonnie’s eyes rolled back. She was panting now. Our thighs slapping together. Her hands gripped the sides of the lounger so she wouldn’t get pushed off.

“I don’t care if the neighbors hear. Let them. Let them know what a *real* cock sounds like inside a real fucking woman. All these fucking absent husbands leaving their wives home alone. Fuuuck!”

I kept going.

Her mouth grinned, eyes glassy, body flushed, voice still high.

“You’re stuffing me so full, Alex… You’re gonna make me leak onto this damn chair!”

More rustling in the bushes behind the fence.

Bonnie didn’t even blink.

She threw her head back and shouted, loud enough for the whole street:

*“YESSSSSSSSSSS! OH FUCK YES, RIGHT THERE, STAY RIGHT FUCKING THERE!”*

Somewhere in the greenery next to us, a shape moved.

A pair of glasses.

Dark hair.

Her neighbor crouched low behind the fence, knees in the mulch, mouth parted. Watching. One hand already between her legs. The other pressed against the wood slats for balance.

Bonnie knew. Her smile twitched at the corners.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me down close, so only I could hear:

“She’s watching.”

She clenched her pussy again, tight, wet, and hungry.

“Let her.”

Then louder, back up for the neighborhood:

“You feel that, baby? You feel my tits bouncing while your cock’s destroying my pussy?”

She reached up and lifted one breast up by her nipple, letting it jiggle and swing.

“Let her see how I take it. Let her hear what a real fuck sounds like.”

We could hear Samantha breathing hard now, one hand moving fast over her shorts, eyes locked on how Bonnie’s body bounced beneath mine. Her fingers were moving faster.

Bonnie wrapped her legs around me tight, heels digging into my back.

“Harder! Give it to me! I want to be loud. I want her to watch me take every inch you’ve got.”

I slammed into her. She screamed again, this one unhinged, beautiful.

“YESSSS! You’re ruining me! I’ll be dripping for the rest of the fucking week!”

Another crack in the bushes. Samantha shifted closer.

Bonnie reached up, grabbed my face with both hands.

“Look at me.”

I did.

“You’re gonna fuck them all, Alex,” she whispered. “But I get to be the one who breaks you in.”

Then louder, for Samantha:

“And I fucked him first!”

Bonnie’s nails dragged down my back as I slammed into her again, her cunt clenching tighter, breath turning wild.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “You feel that? That’s my pussy choking on you. You’re so fucking deep, I can’t even think.”

I felt it, her walls slippery and tight, around me, slick and hot, pulling me in harder every time.

“Fuck yes,” she cried. “Right there! God, you’re gonna wreck me!”

Her tits bounced hard now, uncontrolled. She reached up, grabbing one, squeezing it tight while I fucked her through another climax.

“Ohh, fuck! It’s running down my ass! I’m leaking all over this chair. You’re gonna make me pass the fuck out!”

I was getting close. Too close. My body was tight, pulsing, every muscle screaming toward it.

Bonnie felt it. She looked up, eyes wide, face flushed, voice wrecked.

“Oh! oh no…,” she said, laughing breathlessly. “You’re gonna blow, aren’t you? \*I can feel it. I can feel it building…!”

I pulled out. Just in time.

She yanked my cock up toward her chest, just as I exploded.

The first rope hit her neck, thick and hot, and she gasped, surprised.  Thrilled!

“Fuck, yes! Yes, give it to me!”

Another shot streaked across her tits. Then her stomach. Then her face. Her mouth opened, tongue out, panting as I emptied everything I had across her.

“Jesus Christ, Alex!”

It kept coming. I felt it in waves. She milked me with both hands, catching the last spurts over her breasts, stroking me through it.

By the end, she was a mess*.*

Hair clinging to her cheeks. Come dripping from her nipples, pooling under her breasts. More sliding down her belly, tangled in the black hair between her thighs.

She looked down at herself and laughed.

“Oh my God*.*” She rubbed a palm up her chest, smearing the slick mess across her tits. “That was not a little boy orgasm, Alex. This is a man’s cum!”

And from the bushes, one last sharp gasp. Samantha.

Bonnie turned her head slightly. Not in the least bashful.

“Hope you enjoyed the show, Sam,” she called, loud enough to carry. “You’re next.”

A rustle. A breath. Then silence.

I looked down at Bonnie, still breathing hard, still soaked.

She smiled up at me. Eyes half-lidded, voice a little horse.

“Well,” she whispered, grinning, eyes on mine, “you’re definitely hired.”
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Chapter 2

Movie Night: Alex

The house was cold when I walked in… It felt really good as I cooled off in the AC. Goosebumps under my sweat. My jeans were still stiff and hard. I could feel the dried slick where Bonnie’s mouth… well everything had been. Still covering me.

I hadn’t really wiped up. Pulled my pants up and sort of ran to my bike as she smiled from the chaise. “Alex, wait! I haven’t paid you for the yard work yet!”

I was staying with my mom’s best friend, Maureen, for the summer while she was in Europe. I could here Maureen in the kitchen. She was on the phone.

"Yes, that’s right," she said. Pause. "I’ll let him know."

She hung up and turned like she already knew something.

“Busy afternoon?” Her arms folded under her chest. Her thin tee stretching across her breasts.

I kind of froze.

“That was Mrs. Harper,” she said, real casual. “She said you left without getting paid.”

That made my spine straighten a little. I didn’t say anything.

“Oh, and Mrs. Langley called. She said Bonnie told her great things about you. She’s got a list ready for you tomorrow. And she’s not the only one.” She gave the pot a stir. “Looks like you’re the talk of the neighborhood!”

My throat was dry. I gave her a dumb little nod like, “Yeah, really?”

She glanced at me again. A little longer this time.

“You’ve always been such a helpful boy. Even when you were younger.”

Her eyes dropped once. Just quick. Chest. Waist. Then back up.

“And you’re disgusting after all that hard work,” she said with a slight smile. “Are you sure that’s just sweat?”

“Well, uhh… maybe some grass clippings too?”

Her mouth did this half-smile that told me she knew I wasn’t answering her question.

“Mimi should be out of the shower,” she said. “You should hop in before dinner. You need one. Badly.”

She didn’t wait for a response. Just turned back to the stove and gave dinner another stir.

I stood there for a second too long. My cock had dried weird against my thigh. Every step I took, I could feel the tacky pull of it. My whole body was buzzing like I was still standing in Bonnie’s pool, her throat wrapped around me.

I went upstairs before I said something stupid.

The light in my room was soft and yellow, leaking around the curtains. I peeled my shirt off. It stuck a little from the sweat, sun… everything. My jeans were worse. Damp and heavy from the ride back. No underwear, so everything inside had been rubbing around the whole way home. I wouldn’t make that mistake again.

When I finally got them down, my cock fell free, half stiff, purple at the tip, a little dried stuff crusted along the shaft. I hadn’t even cleaned up before I left. I guess I’d panicked a little… Just yanked my pants up, got on the bike and rode home like that. I only half heard Bonnie calling, “Wait! I haven’t paid you for mowing the lawn!”

Now it hung there. Evidence that the afternoon really happened.

I grabbed a towel and dropped it on the bed noticing the laundry basket Maureen must’ve left. I reached in. Shirts, socks, boxers. I was halfway through sorting when I found something that made me stop.

Light blue panties. Small. Soft. A tiny little bow at the waistband.

I held them for a second. Not sure what to think.

Then I spotted another pair lower down in the pile. Larger. Black. Sheer. Lacy around the sides. They didn’t look new. Or cheap.

I heard the fan was still running in the bathroom. Sounded like the shower was going.

I looked back down.

The blue ones were still in my hand. I raised them a little. Brought them closer to my face. Held them to my nose… I don’t know, maybe to make sure they were real?

They weren’t clean. Or maybe they were and I was just smelling Bonnie’s cunt on my chin. it was still on me. That was for sure.

I felt myself throb and looked down.

I was hard again.

My cock was sticking straight out now. Thick. The head already flushed dark. A single drop of precum sat right at the tip. Hanging there.

I gripped the base. Just held it with the panties. It pulsed once in my hand.

Jesus.

I started to stroke. Real slow. Just the base. I could still feel the walls of Mrs. Harper’s cunt. Her lips locked around my head.

Then I heard it… A little gasp.

Then the quick click of a door.

I froze.

The bathroom fan was still going. But the water had stopped.

My door was wide open.

I’d been standing right in front of it. Naked. Rock hard. Tiny blue panties wrapped around my cock.
I couldn’t breathe. I just stood there, caught mid-stroke, staring at the open hallway wondering again if this was all real. Fuck.

The waterfrom the shower head was cold and soft. I didn’t care. Maybe I needed it. Maybe I could make it colder. My skin was hot and sticky. My face, my chest, everything. I let it try to cool me down. Good luck to it.

I leaned forward against the tiled wall and let the spray run down my back. Tried not to think. But all I could see was that blue bow. Bonnie’s mouth around my shaft. The shape of Maureen’s nipples under her tee shirt. The way her eyes flicked towards my waist.

I squeezed shampoo into my hand and washed. Chest, arms, pits. I always wash my dick last.

It still looked worked over. Purple at the head but the cool water felt fantastic. I wrapped my hand around it, and I felt it start to swell… like it thought we were starting something again.

“Relax,” I muttered.

I washed it slowly. Underneath, too, all the way to my ass. I could still feel where her tongue had been. The stickiness washed away and it started to feel more like mine again.

When I stepped out, the mirror was still fogged from Mimi’s shower.

I wiped it clean. My face looked the same, but maybe pinker. Funny… I felt younger even after having sex with an older woman.

I dried my face, then my hair. When I tilted my head down something caught my eye.

There was a bra on the counter.

Pink, soft, lace around the edges. It hadn’t been there when I came in. I would’ve seen it.

I blinked. For a second I didn’t move.

Then I picked it up and held it in both hands. The fabric was soft like the panties, but silkier. The inside of the cups had a faint shape in them. Like someone had just taken it off.

I pressed it to my lips then lower, across my nipples, not thinking. Then down to just above my cock. Then slipped it around it.

One of its straps brushed against my balls. My whole body shivered. My chest started to tighten as my cock started to grow again. I adjusted the towel fast and left the bra under it.

I swung the door open.

Mimi was in the hallway. Tank top, tiny shorts, one hand on her doorframe like she’d been there waiting.

Her eyes flicked down to the rise under my towel. Then back up to my face.

“Dinner’s in five, loser.”

Then she turned and walked off.

She turned and walked off down the stairs knowing I was watching.

I stood there for a second with the bra still pressed against my stomach. Skin hot all over again. I didn’t know what to do with it, so I balled it up and shoved it in the back of my drawer. Like that would erase the feeling.

When I came downstairs, the table was already set.

Maureen and Mimi were both in tank tops. No bras, I noticed right away.

The fabric of Maureen’s shirt stretched around her soft boobs. Her puffy areola clearly raised from the soft curves, and then her harder nipples. When she reached for a bowl, I caught the curve of her cleavage, deeper than I remembered. She was flushed a bit, I thought from cooking dinner, but she looked relaxed when she looked my way.

Mimi’s tank was tighter, but she didn’t have the same kind of curves. All that was visible were her hard nipples as she sat beneath the AC vent. She kept glancing at me over her glass. She seemed, I dunno… A little nervous?.

Maureen poured three glasses of wine.

“To a… productive day, and Alex’s new business venture!” she said.

I lifted mine clumsily, knocking into an unlit candle stick as we toasted. My hand was shaking a little. I don’t know why I was so nervous all of a sudden.

The food was simple. Chicken, salad, something green in a dish I couldn’t name. I barely tasted any of it. My stomach felt a little odd. And my cock had started to wake up again just sitting there. Slowly at first, just growing down the leg of my shorts. Then much more.

I didn’t think shorts at dinner would matter… but it mattered.

I shifted in my seat and tried to angle my legs under the table. The fabric wasn’t thick. The shape was going to show if I wasn’t careful.

Mimi looked at me again. Just a flash. Then back to her plate. She smirked when she chewed.

Maureen asked about Mrs. Harper’s yard. I said it came out better than I expected. She hummed at that. Said the neighborhood was lucky to have me.

Then she reached to take my plate and her fingers just barely brushed mine.

I told myself that didn’t mean anything.

She stood up and clapped her hands once.

“Movie night.”

Mimi groaned. “What? Really?”

Maureen didn’t answer. Just picked up the wine bottle and topped us off.
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