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INTRODUCTION: MEN AT WORK


The doorbell startles me awake. I wipe the sleep from my eyes. I’m disoriented, not sure of the time of day. I look at the clock on my bedside table. It’s a little after noon. I get out of bed and start toward the door. I shove my morning wood back through the slit of a cute pair of boxers with bananas printed on them.

When I open the door, the daylight burns my eyes. I squint with one eye open to make out the hunky form that stands on my doorstep. A white van that says CENTURY LINK CABLE on the side in big green letters is parked in front of my garage. He nearly towers over my measly five seven frame. Guy’s gotta be at least six three, six four maybe. A small cardboard box is cocked beneath his arm. His smoke gray uniform is tight in all the right places. He looks like a male stripper. JORGE is embroidered in red on a patch of material that is sewn on the left side of his work shirt. He says good morning in a heavy, sexy Cuban accent. Latino guys are my favorite, preferably dressed in baggy jeans, a muscle T-shirt and tattoos like a second skin on muscle-bound arms. Jorge tells me he’s here to fill a work order about hooking up my cable box. I barely remembered talking to them  last week about sending someone out to hook it up.

My eyes start to get accustomed to the light. I invite him in so as not to be rude. I lead him to the TV that sits in an entertainment center in my living room. His tool belt bucks against a busty behind I want to smother my face in. Jorge pulls out the television and starts to tinker with black and white cables. My erection refuses to be still behind its tent of banana-printed boxers. I hold my hand over it, trying to keep it at bay with my fingers, but it’s no use. Not when a hint of asscrack is exposed from the waist of Jorge’s pants. I get ballsy and slowly slide my finger in. I feel his heat. It’s electric. Surprisingly, Jorge doesn’t object to my pass. He pulls himself from behind the TV to face me. I move my hand off my erection. It pokes out of the slit of my underwear. He smiles like he knows I was hard for him all along.

Jorge starts to run his hands across my chest: dirty, blue-collar fingers circle my nipples, causing further arousal. I press my hand against his crotch. He reaches under his tool belt and unzips. He reaches within the gape of his fly and pulls it out. I look at his piece that’s bigger than I’d thought a dick could get. Jorge looks at me. I know what he wants. Precum is sticky and cold against my thigh. The carpet is soft under my knees. I take it and tip it up to my lips. Just when I’m about to do my business, I wake up.

It was a dream, another one of my sex dreams that reality yanks me out of just when things are about to get hot and heavy. I’m pissed and throw a pillow at a lamp that sits on my desk. I want to cry, knowing that I was that close to taste-testing that beefcake. I get up and take a leak, very horny from my wild dream. I sift through the stack of stories that now grace the pages of this anthology.

Here are just some of the treats ahead: Two construction  workers take their lusty lovemaking literally to new heights in veteran gay erotic scribe Bob Vickery’s story, “Risky Sex.” William Holden sets loins ablaze when a lonely neighbor gets a house call from a couple of hunky, horned-up tree trimmers in “Out on a Limb.” Logan Zachary puts a new spin on a classic fairy tale when a sexy blond locksmith visits three brawny bears in “Blondie’s Locks and the Three Bears.” When a man living in wintry seclusion is paid a visit by a cable repairman in Marvin Richmond’s “Service Call,” things quickly start to heat up.

These seventeen hot tales get you inside the sweaty work clothes of a horny platoon of working dudes, from body shop owner to road worker, school custodian to thresher mechanic, HVAC repairman to arctic driller. Get ready for some strenuous on-the-job training.
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Fucking August in Houston: ninety-four degrees, sixty percent humidity. I don’t know what the heat index is from that—definitely over a hundred in my truck. Sweat and salt drip down my skin. I smack an itch on my neck as I drive. My truck smells like ripe ass and pipe grease. My toolbox kept slipping out of my hand so Jeff gave me a handle grip. I’ll buy him a beer. The guys are in a good mood today because everyone’s AC is clunking out on them. Calls are coming in like on a telethon. We do mostly commercial HVAC repair since we’re a larger repair contractor. The smaller guys usually do houses, but we’re getting loads of residential calls this week, too. The sky is not quite white from haze and ozone. The sun is an intense white glow from all around, diffused. If I had to name this blinding egg color, I’d call it bleak. I just finished sealing some leaky ducts at a Whole Foods Market, so it’s been an easy day so far.

I walk into the rear office of Lone Star HVAC and Appliance  Repair Center and see Jones and Hernandez lounging next to the water cooler scraping wet paper towels across their sweaty foreheads.

“Forgot my sweater today,” I say.

Hernandez grumbles and launches into how he had to install new compressors on three commercial units on top of the Target by the mall. He goes on and on. I slip my last work order in to be processed.

Rick, our squirrelly little boss with a mile-long goatee, slides me a residential job across the counter. It’s in 77498, which is out in New Territory. “You’ll need to haul ass,” he says. “Their time was over thirty minutes ago.”

“Why’d you wait for me to get back?” I whine.

“You see what I’m dealing with here?” Rick jerks his thumb at Hernandez and Jones, who look like they’re melting in their gray button-up shirts.

“Hey, fuck you,” Jones says. “I got heatstroke or something.”

Rick leans over the counter on his elbows and says devilishly, “Look at Grant. Funny that the faggot is the only one not acting like a little bitch this week.”

That shuts the guys up. I smile ear to ear with a peek of my tongue sticking out. We can joke like this. When the day is over we’ll go to the Dam Ice House on Highway Six by the reservoir and get shit-faced. Rick will tell me about whatever sick shit he’s done recently at nearby Asian spas while Jones, Hernandez and the others will drunkenly lament their bitchy wives and ungrateful kids and tell me that I’m lucky I get to fuck ass and get my dick sucked whenever I want.

The guys admire me. I’m a burly guy. I look grizzly. I keep my red beard and strawberry blond hair buzzed close. People think I’m military. I don’t mind. I’ve got some tattoos from back  when I was a moron in high school: barbed wires around my biceps, two coyotes on my forearms. On my chest I’ve got a sick skeleton schutzstaffel with red glowing eyes, an SS soldier. There used to be a swastika on the helmet. That was back when I was into being a skinhead and that stupid shit. I had it filled in when I moved on from that.

I haul my ass to New Territory, which is this wealthy suburb further west than Sugar Land. It takes about twenty minutes to get there through traffic. I get turned around in the maze of monotonous red-brick cookie-cutter mansions. Every house has two young oak trees planted in the front yard. Fake lakes and giant spewing fountains dot the neighborhood. The parks, biking paths and walking trails are empty. Physical activity isn’t safe in this heat. Everyone is inside bitching about his air conditioner.  Ca-ching.

I find my customer’s house in a cul-de-sac the size of a small city block. The house dwarfs its neighbors with grand wings, a two-story portico and newly planted saplings scattered all over the football field of a front yard. I park my truck in front of the stone mailbox, not wanting to block two white GMC Yukons in the driveway.

A good-looking, familiar older guy answers the front door. His brown hair is slicked and combed over in that John Ritter-in-the-eighties sort of way. It has to be dyed because it shines even though he has the lined face of a man in his fifties. He looks like Jim Bob Duggar: round face, strong chin and pearly white teeth when he smiles. He’s wearing a collared shirt with the sleeves rolled up, red and white stripes like a candy cane tucked into pressed khaki pants. He introduces himself as Jackson Tichy.

I recognize him. I’ve seen his beaming smile on the covers of books and billboards along highways. He’s head of this huge megachurch in Houston. He notices the surprise in my face and  relaxes, sighing, “Yes, I am Jack Tichy of Bristlepine Church. Thank you for making it out here today.”

“I would have been here sooner,” I say. “I had another call down at the Whole Foods Market.”

“I can imagine,” Jack says, face falling with faux concern for the working class. “It sure is sweltering. Please, come in.”

He hesitates, holding a wry smile on me, taking a good look at the coyotes on my forearms.

“Grant Dunn,” I say going for his hand. He shakes. “Of Lone Star H-V-A-C.”

“Grant. Pleasure. Please come in, come in.”

The foyer of his house has a pink marble floor and giant Christian-themed paintings along the stairway and below the balcony. My boot clicks echo off the high ceiling and crystal chandelier. It’s hot in here, AC obviously out of commission or maybe shitty ducts and poor insulation. I can already tell it’s one of those Trendmaker or KB Home mansions, where it looks nice but everything was built fast and cheap with ridiculous markup. This is why we have a housing crisis. And why he’s probably having problems.

I look around like a kid in a museum. A giant painting of a young man being baptized in a river catches my attention. An old man is holding the kid’s face underwater. It looks violent with white foamy splashing.

“Are you a congregant?” Jack asks.

“You mean in your church? Nope, I’m just a guy.”

“Hey, that’s okay,” Jack says with saccharine enthusiasm. “We’re all brothers. Grant, I’m going to ask you to take off your boots. My wife will go nuts if she sees them on the carpet.”

I pause and look at my dirty black boots. I’m not wearing any socks. My feet are gonna fucking stink. The AC unit should be outside anyway, so I politely tell him this and he nods of  course. He follows me outside and unlocks the back gate. There are two Trane AC units on the side of the house: one for the first floor, one for the second. One is roaring along, the other is idle.

We’re both squinty under the white-hot sun. I get on my knees and tell Jack it’ll take me a minute to assess the situation, which is code for leave me the fuck alone. Jack doesn’t budge as I unscrew the maintenance cover from the idle unit. Being close to the grass makes it feel twice as humid on my face. Jack tries to make small talk about heat-related deaths on the news but praise Jesus his phone rings. He pulls out his BlackBerry and answers, wandering out the gate.

I see the problem with the AC: a shot condenser unit, a part for this model we don’t have so it will have to be ordered. I run into Jack on the way to the front door. He looks hurried and suddenly irritated with me. “Grant, I’m afraid I gotta run. Sorry about that. You were a little late.”

“It’s okay. I figured out part of the problem, but I need to look at your ducts.”

Jack glances at his watch, then at the house, looking toward the second floor. “My son is home.” He bites his lip. “I’d hate to reschedule on you.” His saccharine smile returns. “Do what you need to do. Just remember, take off your shoes.”

He prances to one of the parked GMC Yukons and says, “Let my son know you’re here so he doesn’t get scared.”

He drives off in an unchristian manner. What a nagging bitch. He sounded a little fey when he got flustered. He’s gotta be your typical Ted Haggard or some shit like that, snorting coke off twink prostitute ass at South Beach on the weekends, then having angry frustrating sex with his wife until he’s just frantically flapping over her vagina with his eyes closed.

I walk into the house and keep my boots on. The dining room connects to the foyer. A family portrait sits above the long  pine table, bounded on both sides by two giant wood crucifixes. Jack looks forlorn and heavy, looking off in the distance with a thousand-yard stare. His chubby wife has explosive blonde hair cascading over her red business suit shoulder pads. Their son is smiling brightly with braces and a suit like his father’s. He looks about sixteen with bright sky-colored eyes and brown shaggy hair. Not a bad-looking kid. I wonder how long ago this was taken.

I’m guessing the son is upstairs since the house is quiet. I head up there to see the ductwork, passing by several hutches with fine china that has Jesus and thorns and apostles on them, like the kind of shit you’d only see on a three a.m. infomercial on the fishing channel. I’m tainting this white pristine house, the white carpets, the white walls and glowing religious-themed paintings of goats and bearded men looking at deserts.

I smell like grass and armpit. I fluff my Lone Star HVAC shirt fanning hot air off my chest, skeleton soldier breathing. I stomp up the stairs and the house gets more silent, a water pipe shutting off.

At the top of the stairs is a walkway over the den that splits into two hallways. A door opens on the left hallway. A teenage boy walks out wrapped in a towel, dripping wet. His dark hair is longer, down to his neck. He’s got a smooth runner’s build, much older looking than the photo, tall, more defined like a man. He notices me frozen on the catwalk staring at him. Our eyes catch and he darts into a room across the hall, delicately closing the door.

I feel a pang of awkwardness and realize it’s just me getting a boner. “I’m the AC repair guy,” I say loudly into the hallway. “I’ll be in the attic.”

I barely hear him say, “Gotcha.”

I find the attic stairs and discover it’s 120 degrees up there. I explore the maze of aluminum ducts in the darkness for a few  minutes. I’m raining sweat. My feet are sopping around in my boots. I should have worn socks. I growl and stick a small flashlight between my teeth and unbutton my shirt. The insulation is a disaster and the main line is separating from the intake. This will be a big job. I can’t take the heat anymore and head back to the second floor.

I fold up the attic stairs and when I look down from the door, the boy is standing a few feet in front of me. He’s still wrapped in his towel even though he’s dry. My hairy chest is gleaming with sweat, and my tattoo of the red-eyed skeleton soldier is staring at this kid. He stares back at the grinning skull on my chest. My crotch feels wet.

He inspects me and says, “Are you going to fix it? A shower was the only way I could cool off.”

I wipe my face with one side of my shirt. It doesn’t really help. The kid sounds gay; I’m talkin’ lisping, soft spoken, shy. My eyes roam his body. He’s tan, thin. His stomach looks strong, no happy trail. The veins in his arms stick out.

I scratch the sticky nest of hair on my chest. He doesn’t seem bothered that I’m a stranger standing here, shirt unbuttoned. “I think so,” I say. “But I got a lot to do.”

“Will it be like today?” he asks. His eyes dart to my crotch, the movement almost obscured by two quick blinks.

“If we can get the parts from another supplier in the city. How old are you?”

“Eighteen.”

“I’m Grant,” I say.

“Stephen.” I realize he lisps a little because he still has braces. They’re kind of a turn-on, like vulnerability.

I’m crumbling with lust, but I feign confidence, raising my chin, letting my shirt come farther apart around my sides. I don’t have cliché abs, but guys like the brawny definition I do have,  you know, muscles I actually use, not just show. I hate that I’m a pasty white fucker, but I just burn if I try to tan. Fuck my redhead genes. I’m doing this tough-guy shit for him to mask the quaking in my thighs and calves. This boy is what I want. Shaggy brown hair covers his left eye like the emo boys I like to pick up at Numbers and fuck the shit out of. Except this boy is pure, no tattoos, no piercings. My boner is screaming against my briefs.

“So you took a shower?” It’s obvious my mind is spinning on the image. “That sounds nice.”

“You look like you’re dying,” he says. “Maybe you should take one, too.”

I’m knocked back for a second. I literally take a step back. This kid is evil. I like it. The rubber grip for my toolbox gets so sweaty it slips from my hand and the whole thing crashes to the carpet, tools exploding everywhere.

I bend down and growl, scooping up bits. I’m supposed to be smooth. This boy has me tripped up. This boy knows what he’s doing. Or maybe it’s a Christian naivete, unintentionally covering up some subconscious pull to get me naked, his id screaming for cock.

“Offer hospitality to one another without grumbling,” he says matter-of-factly, watching me scoop tools off the carpet.

“What?”

“It’s from Peter. My dad says it a lot.”

“Oh, the Bible.” I stand, huffing.

“Are you a Christian?” he asks, scanning the evil-looking tattoo on my chest and the rabid coyotes on my arms.

I think about ripping this kid’s towel off and raping his ass right here on the carpet. “No.”

“Do you at least have faith in something?” he asks in that tip-of-the-iceberg way.

“I worship Satan.”

His head turns askance a little, smooth pink lips curled with uncertainty, revealing a peek of his braces as he scans my evil tattoos again. He smirks. “Joking right?”

“Yeah, c’mon. But I am an atheist.”

He smiles with that let me take you in love and starts to extol the strength of his father and the strength Jesus gives him and the strength the Bible imparts and the strength of my abs thrusting dick in his ass. My brain threw in that last part, because the boy is in a fucking towel and I’m a sweaty hormonal monkey and I’m not really listening to him. But I let him go on about his God thing. I discover the paper-thin line between Baptist witnessing and faggotry. Someone has to stop the Jesus-go-round so I remind him about the shower.

“I know it’s probably weird, but that would be nice,” I say.

“Of course, brother. The bathroom is down here,” he says, leading me down the hall.


Brother. Kinky.

The bathroom is the size of my living room with a glass shower and a Jacuzzi tub in front of a large Monticello window facing the backyard with a view of one of those fake lakes with an ejaculating fountain. The room is steamy like a solarium or greenhouse because it’s on the north side of the house, facing the summer afternoon sun.

I ignore the shower and start filling the tub. I strip to nothing. Stephen doesn’t move. I turn around and sit on the rim of the Jacuzzi facing him, legs spread. My seven-inch boner stands tall. It’s a fine redhead boner, pearly white pole, bright pink head. My fire crotch fans up my navel and loosely defined abs into a hairy T crossing over my skeleton soldier tattoo and my pecs. I grip the sides of the tub beside me, coyotes on my forearms staring at the boy. I lean back a little, shrugging as the tub fills and gurgles.

He has a look of biblical consternation, crusade and martyrdom glistening through two blue eyes. His Adam’s apple moves like he would say something, but he bolts out the bathroom door.

Smooth Grant. Maybe I misread him, treated this too much like I was going to bang an eager skater punk or emo boy from the club. Those guys know what they want as much as I do. Stephen has a few more ancient variables.

The tub thrashes with luke-cool water and I sink in to my chin. Muscles unwind. I stroke my dick thinking of Stephen’s smooth navel and likely smooth ass bouncing on my balls. How absurd is it—the HVAC specialist taking a bath in a client’s house, Jack Tichy’s house no less, and exposing himself to the pastor’s eighteen-year-old son?

Several minutes pass and the door cracks open, a phone held in a hand peeking through the opening.

“Your phone is ringing,” Stephen says meekly. It must have come off my belt clip when I was picking up my tools.

“Bring it,” I command.

There’s no movement for a few seconds. Then he enters looking at the ceiling, holding the phone out. He’s wearing track pants, no shirt. Sunlight through the window makes his tan skin glow. The phone is no longer vibrating. It takes me a few seconds to scoot to the edge of the tub toward him. I take the phone and it says I have one missed call from Rick. I lay it on the side of the tub.

“Feels great,” I say. “You must be spoiled by this.”

He says nothing and starts to walk out.

Impatience surges through my spine. “Wait.”

“Don’t take too long. My dad will be home.”

I say nothing for a few seconds, mind rushing like the jets of water around my back. I scoot back in the tub. “Get in.”

He takes an eternity to think. I almost say something again but he peels off his track pants. He has a pasty ass with a fading tan line at his hips. He turns around: dark bush, large flaccid cock, dangling balls. His skinny legs climb into the tub. There’s enough room in this tub for four grown men. I spread my feet. He swims to my chest, hugging me, curling under my neck. He’s shaking like he’s freezing.

My hands scratch his ribs. Then my fingertips run down his vertebrae. He twists against me, arms shivering harder. I put my lips on his hair, not quite kissing, just mouthing. His dick hardens against my hairy taint until it prods at my asshole with each one of his twists. I haven’t bottomed in years. I’m a take-charge guy, but right now I’d let this boy discover ass, what evils lie inside.

I swing around him and grab his asscheeks, lifting his crotch out of the water. He’s blessed with a large tool, seven inches and thick, larger than mine, which makes me feel funny for a second. I take in his gift, swallowing it down. He hyperventilates, unprepared for the feeling of chin stubble grinding his balls. He loses his grip in the tub and slips underwater. I grab his shoulders and yank him back up. He’s coughing and spitting water. I laugh. My first baptism.

He jolts from my grip and jumps out of the tub. I think that’s the end of it, but he kicks his bunched-up track pants aside and grabs a bunch of towels off the racks and throws them on the checkered tiles. He lies down, spreading his legs; then he’s perfectly still, holding his arms straight at his sides, fists clenched. His dick bobs a little, straining at the upper limit of an erection. I jump out of the tub and climb over him, water slopping off of me. Beads of water cover his chest, which rises and falls each second. Water drips off me onto him. He looks straight up at the ceiling and doesn’t blink.

I press my face low to the floor between his thighs, rubbing against the towel until my nose digs under his balls and lifts them up. I get a fresh soapy smell and a tone of ass musk. He’s got a fuzz of black hair around the rim of his asscheeks. I lick his bacon strip from his ass up to his balls, long and sloppy, a big long dog lick, diving back down to tickle his hole with my tongue. He groans and lifts his ass off the towel. I spread his cheeks with my thumbs and get a look at his pink hole. I dive back in, jamming my tongue in him.

“What. What are you doing,” he moans. I don’t think he expected this. I don’t think he even knew someone would do this to him. I chuckle into his ass and get my whole tongue through the tight ring of his sphincter and fuck him with it. I grab his dick and a glob of precum oozes over my fingers like a lava flow. I jack him and replace my tongue with a thumb, slipping it easily into his saliva-drenched hole.

He clenches the towel in his fists and tilts his head back, arching off the floor. He squirms from side to side, wet hair tossing over one eye. I put my lips on the head of his cock and swirl my tongue around as I jack him and shove my thumb in his ass to the base. We in the HVAC specialist business call this giving someone the works. Of course that’s referring to ventilation systems, not eighteen-year-old boys.

Stephen lets out a whimpering groan, chest arching up, relaxing, arching up again like a writhing little bitch. I jack and suck the Jesus out of him, pounding my lips against my fist jacking his cock. I tilt my right thumb back, pushing his prostate up. I don’t think he’s going to last much longer as I feel his sphincter pulse around my knuckle. His breathing goes spastic and he pounds the floor with his fists still clenching towel. Cum splatters against my lips just as I’m pulling outward to suckle the head. I dive down again, jacking him furiously, licking his  frenulum. Cum fills my mouth and I swallow it down since I know he’s an untouched thing.

I pump and suck him dry and pull my thumb out gently savoring the nice pinch of his tight ass. I stroke his balls gently like a chin. He has tears in his eyes, still not looking at me. I feel like a rapist for a second but he makes a hint of a smile, braces glistening.

A home security panel on the wall beeps twice indicating the front door has just opened.

Stephen’s smile vanishes and he darts to his feet, snatching up his track pants. “You can’t be in here,” he barks under his breath.

Well, fuck.

“Stephen?” a Texan voice calls from the stairs. It’s his father, Jackson Tichy. “Stephen, is that repair guy still here?”

Stephen runs past the tub and unlatches the Monticello window. It opens out like a door.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I grumble and slide on my jeans, forcing my boner down before zipping up.

“I’m sorry,” Stephen whispers, hushing me.

There’s a knock on the door and the boy’s tan disappears. “Stephen, are you in here?”

Fuck! I look out the window and see an unforgiving red-brick façade all the way down about thirty feet to the grass. There’s an oak tree but it’s too far and too young. There are small ledges and footholds where the bricks form stylized trimmings.

There’s no time. I climb out backward in just my jeans, hanging on to the edge of the window. My bare feet touch a hot brick ledge below. It’s only about five inches wide. The thought of falling and breaking my neck crosses my mind, and I think about climbing back into the bathroom to face Jack Tichy. I have no reason to fear him. What’s the most he could do? Well, I guess  accuse me of raping his son. He’s rich and famous enough to legally smote me and probably Lone Star HVAC, too. Or would he even think that? Could I just say, Oh, I’ve been climbing out here all along, looking at ventilation ducts or something? I always climb up to the second floor of houses without a ladder or safety equipment. We don’t have to worry about union rules in Texas. Sure. Why am I not wearing a shirt? Or shoes? Because I’m a wild nature man who needs cheap thrills in his life. Kind of like sucking your son’s dick.


Something whooshes over my head. My boots. Then my shirt. Then my toolbox. I cringe. The tools crash on the grass far below with one loud crunch. I hear the bathroom door open and Jack says, “Why are you taking a bath in the middle of the day?”

“Dad, everything is fine. I was hot, okay?”

I worry about Stephen for a second, but now I’m actually pissed, pissed enough that I climb down to the top ledge of a first floor window. I eventually make it to the grass after a few trembling minutes, motivated by the thought of Jack coming outside and seeing me like this.

On the ground, I pull my gray Lone Star HVAC uniform shirt down from a low tree branch and frantically put it on and button it up. I shove my feet into my boots. I scrape tools into my toolbox along with clumps of grass.

Jack Tichy comes around the corner of the house, power walking like a homo. My heart leaps at the sight of him barging toward me. I stand up straight.

“There you are,” he says. “I’m glad I was able to come back. I wanted to touch base with you before you left.”

He stops and stares at me like I’m missing an arm. My shirt has leaves stuck in it. My jeans are covered in grass stains. I wipe my lips, paranoid there might be leftover cum from his son.

“You’re soaking wet!” he cries.

I nod.

His face twists with genuine concern for the working class. “Grant, you look like you’re having a heatstroke. Please come inside. Have a glass of water.”

He starts walking and I follow, a jumble of words caught in my throat, something between “Sure,” and “Thank you.”

He looks back at me, scanning my disheveled, tired, still horny body. His eyes narrow with something more than concern, some curious conflicting possibility. “Maybe you should take a shower, too.”
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Hey, Boss.” Smitty stops cold on his way out of my office, staring through the blinds of the big picture window onto the street below. From the smartass expression on his face, I can tell what’s coming. “It’s the kid again.” Smitty gives me a side-long smirk. I smirk back.

Hell, Smitty knows what’s going on between me and Cory. So what? I’m the boss around this place. Besides, despite the wife and the rug rats he’s got hanging around his neck, I wouldn’t be surprised if Smitty isn’t more than a little bit jealous.

I get up and walk over to the window. Sure enough, there’s Cory, standing across the street. Not really standing: he can’t keep still for two seconds. He paces back and forth, leans his hip against the mailbox for a second, pushes himself away and slaps his hand against the telephone pole, crosses his arms and gives the pole a kick, spins around and paces some more. All the while he keeps glancing up at the window, unable to see past the blinds.

“Looks like he needs something,” says Smitty, “bad.” Shit, even Smitty’s getting off looking at him, wearing a sneer on his face like a fox who’s found the chicken coop door wide open. But this bird is mine.

Cory is very short and very wide. They say kids start lifting weights in the first grade these days; I’ll bet Cory started in preschool. How else could a nineteen-year-old have a body like that? Big square shoulders and a muscle-padded chest tapering down to hardly any waist at all, then blossoming out into an oversized backside that could split the seams of most jeans wide open. He’s got wavy jet black hair on his head and nowhere else, except for a few wisps under his arms and a tiny patch between his legs. Smooth and sleek all over, like a big lollipop. He keeps looking up at the window, biting his lip and drawing his eyebrows together. He’s got the kind of face that makes teenage girls wet their panties, and he’s never looked better than he looks right now, fretting and nervous and totally unsure of himself.

Today he must need it real bad. If he walked all the way from his dorm room to the body shop dressed like that, I’m surprised he hasn’t gotten his butt plugged already—this is the kind of outfit that gets rape cases thrown out of court. White Reeboks and white socks. Sleek brown thighs so muscled up they slip and slide against each other when he walks. A snap-tight spaghetti-strap yellow tank top that shows off his dark tan and his big bouncy pecs—as he turns and paces I keep catching glimpses of nipple.

In between the socks and the tank he’s legally dressed, but just barely. The black shorts look like spandex, but they’re definitely not cycling shorts. In front they’re slung low enough to leave a gap that shows two inches of midriff below his navel. Farther down the stuff clings to his box and pushes it out between his  naked thighs. In back it clings tighter than skintight to his ass and rides so high it shows off almost as much cheek as thigh.

The kid looks obscene.

My mouth starts watering. It’s time for Smitty to get lost. I give him an elbow in the ribs and he jumps—he staring as hard as I am. “Get outta here, you dirty old man,” I tell him, but if twenty-nine is old what does that make me at thirty-five? Shit, I’ve had a dirty mind since I sprang my first hard-on drooling over the underwear ads. Cory probably started whacking off watching music videos about the same time he started pumping iron.

“Go on,” I tell Smitty, “get your ugly ass outta here. Find something to do down in the shop. And make sure the guys all stay busy for the next hour or so. And if some stupid customer comes around here with a problem, you handle it. No fucking phone calls, either!”

Smitty backs out of the office but not without flashing me that shit-eating smirk one more time. Just as he’s closing the door he very distinctly mouths the word “Assfucker.” I pick up a brass paperweight from the desk and put another big dent in the door. After the crash I hear Smitty snickering outside. Shit, he just wishes it was him getting into the kid’s pants. I turn back to the window, raise the blinds and look out. Cory looks up and spots me. For just a second I catch my own reflection in the glass. I’m wearing the same smartass smirk that Smitty’s always flashing.

Cory’s nervous. I can see his Adam’s apple bob even from this far away. He makes a motion to stuff his hands in his pockets, except that he hasn’t got any—no room for pockets in those skimpy little shorts. Instead he ends up nervously stroking the tops of his thighs, and maybe not even knowing it he reaches between his legs with one hand and presses at his crotch. He  just stares up at me. He’s afraid to come into the body shop. He knows the guys’ll snicker at him and make noises behind his back.

It all started about six weeks ago. Cory brought in the little red Corvette his daddy had given him for high school graduation. The front end looked like maybe Godzilla had stepped on it. He’d accidentally run a red light and slammed the side of a UPS van. Nobody was hurt and Daddy’s insurance covered everything. Cory was a bigger mess than the ’Vette—shaken up, embarrassed, worried, feeling like a stupid jerk. I could see right off that he was the type of kid who doesn’t know shit about cars and feels like a real dumbass in a body shop.

I should’ve been nice but I wasn’t. Looking at his big doe eyes and his trembling upper lip and his big muscles all over, I just couldn’t help myself. I got a hard-on, and when I get a hard-on the rest of me does what it says. I double-talked him, fast-talked him and generally put on my best sleazy con-artist routine just for the fun of watching him squirm. What I really wanted was to watch him squirm out of his twenty-seven-inch jeans and into my lap.
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