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I heard the noise outside and had to wonder if the contractors were early or if I had just slept in. My parents had left for a week and a half for an anniversary vacation, and Mom wanted to surprise Dad by having a new deck put in while they were away. He’d been going on for months about wanting a new one. I grabbed my phone to check the time and saw a text from Mom – left for the airport, enjoy having the place to urself, punctuated with a smiley-face emoji. I shot a quick text back telling them not to have too much fun without me and slid the curtain aside to take a peek outside.

Four burly, green-skinned orcs were already going to work taking apart the old deck, chucking the wooden slats into a pile. They were tall, broad and in varying states of shirtlessness. One was even wearing a kilt of all things. That one was particularly large and sported a hefty looking muscle gut. I bit my lip and stared at him, treating myself to a mental image of him resting that gut on my back while I was bent over the patio table.

I was getting hard already. Might be best to go rub one out in the shower before I went downstairs for breakfast. These guys were going be very distracting, but I didn’t want them catching me staring out the window like a creep. After one extra-long and steamy shower, I went downstairs feeling (mostly) satisfied, wearing a pair of baggy shorts. I had a clear view of the yard from the kitchen and watched the orcs stumping around, pulling apart the old deck, their muscles shifting attractively under their sweat-slicked green skin. One of them stopped in full view of the window and adjusted the crotch of his jeans, jostling around a rather meaty-looking bulge in the denim.
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