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Scott Owen knelt in the muddy earth, his bare hands digging into the damp soil with practised ease. The afternoon sun had shifted lower in the sky, casting a golden glow that danced across his sweat-slicked skin.

His tee shirt clung to him like a second skin, outlining the powerful contours of his shoulders and back. Mud had splattered across his body—some of it dried and flaking, some still moist—providing evidence of hours spent shaping the garden into something beautiful. Every breath he took was heavy with exertion, but he pushed on, driven by a quiet determination.
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From the window above, Dennis Prescott watched intently.

The sight of Scott, so focused and effortless in his landscaping work, always stirred something primal inside him. Dennis’s eyes traced the line of Scott’s back, watching the way his muscles moved beneath the dirt-streaked skin, the slight tilt of his head as he concentrated. His gaze lingered on the way the damp shirt clung to Scott’s chest, accentuating every ripple and curve.

There was an unspoken allure in that sweaty, muddy figure—an allure that Dennis found impossible to ignore. He eagerly waited for each of Scott's visits to work on the yard.

Dennis leaned slightly on the windowsill, arms crossed, a faint smirk playing on his lips. His mind raced with thoughts he dared not voice. Does he know I'm watching? Of course he does...he's no fool. He knows exactly how attractive he is. He wondered if Scott knew how carefully he was being watched, if he sensed the heat behind those piercing eyes. The air was thick with anticipation, tension curling like smoke between them. I wish it was hotter. I wish he'd work shirtless. Show off that body he's hiding.
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Scott paused for a moment, wiping the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand, smearing mud across his skin. He stood up, stretched out his back and arms, and then walked towards a red plastic cooler. He opened the top and pulled out a bottle of water. Still cold, he thought happily. The ice pack hadn't melted fully. Good. He took a drink.

The liquid was cool in his throat.

His gaze lifted towards the house, and instinctively, his eyes met those of Dennis through the glass.
There he is.
Behind the window, Dennis flinched, his body tensing as if he'd been caught in a moment of vulnerability. For an instant, time seemed to pause—the world narrowing to that shared connection.

Scott’s lips parted slightly, as if he was about to say something, but no words came. Instead, their eyes communicated everything—desire, curiosity, a hint of challenge.

Scott lifted the bottle to his lips and drank more water, but inside, a flicker of something else stirred—an awareness of being watched, of boundaries about to be crossed.
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Dennis’s mind raced. He's looking at me. Did he see me? His pulse quickened at the thought of being discovered. He was torn. A part of him wanted to step outside immediately; another urged caution, to observe, to wait. Something about that gaze, the unspoken tension, made his skin crawl with anticipation.

When he drank, his shirt rode up...teasing me. And the way the front of his shorts bulged....

Dennis was hard inside his own jeans.

A slow, deliberate smile curled on Dennis’s face. His eyes flicked downward for a fraction of a second, then back to the window.

He straightened, pushing away from the glass and descending the stairs quietly, as if drawn by an irresistible pull. Every movement was measured, deliberate—because he knew this moment was fragile, charged with unspoken promises.

What does he want? Dennis wondered. Is this just a game? Or something more? His internal voice was steady, yet restless, craving the unknown, craving the risk of crossing that invisible line.

He hesitated just outside the door, hand on the doorknob, feeling the weight of the moment. Am I making a mistake? Am I reading too much into just a look?

The air was thick with anticipation. Then, with a controlled breath, he finally stepped out into the sunlight, each step deliberate, each heartbeat loud in his ears.

––––––––
[image: ]


Scott, once again down on his knees, looked up slowly, sensing the shift in energy around him. His heart pounded louder now, each beat echoing in his ears, a primal reminder of the desire simmering just beneath the surface. The dirt beneath his hands felt cool, a grounding sensation that both calmed and stirred him further.

He enjoyed the feel of the earth, the rough texture pressing against his palms, anchoring him in this charged moment. Sweat trickled along his back, dampening his skin and adding to the rawness of his senses. The heat of the day, the tension in the air—it all merged into a potent mix.

Is he going to come outside? Scott wondered internally, his mind racing with possibilities. Should I make a move? Every nerve in his body seemed attuned to the slightest sign, the smallest shift in Dennis’s posture or presence.

Even as he worked, he kept sneaking glances to the house, on the window where Dennis had appeared moments before. His muscles tensed, anticipation and uncertainty swirling inside him. The silence stretched, thick and almost unbearable, as he fought the urge to act—yet also felt the pull to do something, anything.

His breath hitched slightly, waiting for that next move, knowing that whatever happened next could change everything in this relationship.
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Dennis stepped outside into the warm afternoon sun. The air shimmered around him, thick with anticipation. The distance between them closed naturally, each step heavy with unspoken promises, as if the very space between them was charged with electricity.
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Scott heard the door close softly behind Dennis, a subtle sound that seemed deafening in the stillness. He kept working in the garden, carefully setting the latest border stone, his hands steady despite the pounding of his heart. His focus was on the earth, on the task at hand—anything to anchor himself amid the tumult of emotions swirling inside.

He felt Dennis’s presence nearby, a quiet shadow that stretched the unspoken tension between them. Every movement, every breath, seemed deliberate, controlled—yet beneath that calm exterior, his mind was racing.

Scott paused for a moment, wiping the sweat from his brow again, then lowered himself to set the stone more precisely. Outwardly, he appeared unaffected, but inwardly, he was acutely aware of the unbreakable connection growing between them, a silent conversation that spoke volumes without a single word.
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Dennis reached out a hand, hesitating for just a moment before gently brushing it against Scott’s muddy shoulder.

Scott looked up, eyes dark with a mixture of surprise and longing. A hint of challenge.

“Looking good.”

“The garden or or me?”

“Both.”

Their gazes locked once more, and in that shared silence, they both understood—this was abut to become more than just a garden project. It was the beginning of something raw, something forbidden, and neither of them was willing to turn away. The muddy earth beneath their feet seemed to fade away, leaving only the electric tension that bound them together in that perfect, suspended moment.
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The sun cast long shadows across the garden as Dennis’s hand lingered on Scott’s muddy shoulder. The heat of the moment hung thick in the air, every breath they took tinged with unspoken desire.

Scott’s
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