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I’d gotten used to the quiet. Too used to it. The house no longer echoed with my kids’ laughter or my wife’s clipped footsteps. At forty, I never thought “starting over” would mean empty rooms, long evenings, and a pool I barely looked at anymore.

That backyard belonged to Alex now.

He was nineteen, though if you’d asked me the first day he showed up, I might have guessed older. Tall and lean, wiry muscle from real work instead of gym mirrors, a tan carved into his skin from hours under the sun. His dark hair was always pulled into a messy knot at the base of his neck, and he carried himself with that restless energy only a teenager-turned-adult still figuring himself out can have.

“Afternoon,” he’d said that first day, flashing a grin like we were already in on the same joke. “You must be Mark. I’m Alex—here to save your pool from becoming a swamp.”

I’d chuckled, caught off guard. “Backyard’s through there,” I muttered, suddenly aware of how long it had been since someone that young had stood on my porch.

Fridays became routine after that. Alex showing up whistling, earbuds in, mouthing along to songs I didn’t recognize. He worked quickly but never rushed, pausing now and then to roll his shoulders or stretch his back. Sometimes he’d strike up small talk—college classes, friends, a job he hated last summer. He’d tease me about how spotless the pool looked compared to how little I used it.

“You ever actually get in this thing?” he asked once, leaning on the patio railing, sweat shining on his collarbone. “Feels like a crime, water this perfect going to waste.”

“I’m not really the pool-party type,” I admitted.

“Guess I’ll just enjoy it for you then.” He winked, and something stirred in me I didn’t want to name.

Week by week, I caught myself noticing more. The way his T-shirt clung when it was damp. The way his grin lingered after a joke. The way his body moved—strong but unpolished, like he hadn’t yet realized the effect he had. It unnerved me, the way my attention kept drifting back to him. At first, I told myself it was just curiosity, just the novelty of having someone around. But it didn’t feel like just noticing anymore.

And then came the afternoon that changed everything.

I stood at the kitchen window, beer in hand, watching him skim the water’s surface. The sun caught him just right, painting his skin in gold. His shirt lifted slightly as he leaned, revealing a strip of toned stomach. He laughed suddenly at something in his headphones, head tilted back, throat bare.

Something tightened in my chest. My pulse quickened. I realized with a start that I wasn’t just watching him. I was wanting him.

The thought hit me like a punch. My stomach flipped. Without meaning to, my free hand drifted lower, pressing against the ache swelling in my jeans.

What the hell am I doing?

But I couldn’t stop looking. Every movement outside—the flex of his arm, the easy swing of his shoulders, that careless grin—fed the hunger rising in me. Shame tangled with desire until I couldn’t tell one from the other. My breath grew heavy, my body moving before my brain caught up.

I stood at the kitchen window now, my hand curling around my throbbing cock, the weight of it heavy and insistent. My grip tightened, my strokes slow and deliberate. There was something hypnotic about the way Alex worked, the careless ease with which he swung the net, his biceps flexing beneath the thin fabric of his shirt.

The air in the kitchen felt thick, charged with something I couldn’t name. My breath quickened, my chest tightened as I watch him bend low, his shirt riding up to reveal a sliver of skin just above the waistband of his shorts. My hand moved faster, my palm slick with pre-cum, and I pressed my free hand against the cool granite counter for support. My knuckles turned white, my body tensed with need. Alex straightened, his grin flashing in the sunlight, and I felt a jolt of something raw and primal.

His movements were careless, unguarded, but to me, they were intoxicating. The way his shoulders shifted, the way his chest rose and fell with each breath—it was all too much. My strokes grew desperate, my cock pulsed in my hand, my balls ached with the need to release. I was acutely aware of the heat building in my gut, a coil of tension tightening with every passing second. My hips twitched involuntarily, thrusting into my hand, and I bit my lip to stifle a groan.

But the sound escaped me anyway, low and rough, as Alex turned, his muscles flexing again. The window framed him perfectly, a living, breathing work of art. I was transfixed, my mind blank except for the sight of him. My hand moved even faster, my grip firmer, and I imagined what it would feel like to have those hands on me, that mouth—

The thought shattered my control. My body arched forward, my hips thrusting helplessly as pleasure spiraled out of control. A guttural moan tore from my throat, and I exploded, hot streams of cum splattering across the sink, dripping onto the floor. It was messy, animalistic, and I didn’t care. The release was overwhelming, a surge of heat and satisfaction that left me trembling.

When it was over, I stumbled back from the window, chest heaving, face hot with confusion. I gripped the counter, laughing nervously.

“What the hell was that?” I muttered.

Outside, Alex kept working, carefree, whistling like nothing in the world had changed.

But for me, everything had.
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After that afternoon at the window, nothing felt the same.

I told myself it was a one-time slip. A moment of weakness brought on by too many beers, too much silence in the house, too much loneliness pressing down on me. But it wasn’t.

The image of him stayed with me. The sun on his skin, the easy grin, the strip of stomach flashing when he leaned over. Every time I closed my eyes, he was there.

And during the week, when I should’ve been working or cleaning or doing something productive, I caught myself giving in. Laying back in bed, hand sliding down, and it was Alex I thought of. Alex bending over the pool. Alex laughing to himself, lips parted. Alex looking back at me—though he never had. My release was quick, desperate, my cum staining the sheets as I moaned his name. It was pathetic, humiliating, but the most erotic thing I had ever experienced.

It scared me how often it happened. I’d always thought of myself as straight. I’d been married. I’d built a whole life around being a husband, a father, a man who never looked at other men that way. Yet here I was, jerking off to the thought of a nineteen-year-old pool boy I barely knew.

More than once, I sat up afterward, heart pounding, disgust rising in my throat. “What the hell is wrong with me?” I’d whisper. But the next day, it happened again. And again.

By Wednesday, I was already restless. By Thursday, I couldn’t focus on anything else. And by Friday morning, I woke up buzzing with a nervous energy I hadn’t felt in years. I checked the clock, paced the kitchen, found myself standing at the back door like a teenager waiting for a date.

All for Alex.

I hated how much I looked forward to it—his laugh, his casual banter, the way he filled the silence around me like sunlight spilling into a dark room. I told myself I’d play it cool, act normal, keep the thoughts locked up in my head where they belonged.

But deep down, I knew: the second I saw him walk through the gate, shirt clinging to his chest, hair pulled back, smile easy and unbothered—every bit of that self-control would be tested.

In the late afternoon, I heard the gate squeak open and my pulse jumped.

There he was—Alex. Same cutoff shorts, same messy knot in his hair, earbuds dangling around his neck this time instead of in his ears. He flashed me that easy grin when he saw me through the kitchen window, raising a hand in a casual wave before dropping his gear by the pool.

I told myself to stay put, to act normal. But five minutes later, I was outside, leaning against the railing with a beer in hand like I just happened to be there.

“Hot one today,” I said.

“Tell me about it.” He wiped sweat off his forehead with the hem of his shirt, flashing a strip of lean stomach. He didn’t even seem to notice—or maybe he did, because when I glanced away too quickly, I caught the hint of a smirk tugging at his lips.

I swallowed hard, trying to sound casual. “Don’t you ever get tired of it? Being out here in this heat all day?”

“Nah,” he said, dipping the net into the water. “Keeps me in shape. Besides, free tan.” He winked.

That wink stayed lodged in my chest longer than it should have.

He worked for a while in silence, then leaned on the pole and looked over at me. His tongue darted out to wet his lips, quick but deliberate, before he took a swig from his water bottle. The motion was simple. Ordinary. But my eyes tracked it like it meant something more.

“Pool’s looking good,” I managed, my voice too tight.

Alex tilted his head, his gaze flicking down me—just for a second, maybe less—but enough that I felt it. Heat crawled up my neck.

Was he checking me out? Or was I imagining it? I couldn’t tell anymore.

My head was spinning. Every smile felt sharper. Every glance lingered longer than it needed to. My mind kept replaying that quick flick of his tongue, that possible glance down my body. I couldn’t tell if he was flirting, or if I was just desperate to believe he was.

Either way, I knew one thing: I’d spend the whole next
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