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The pool out back wasn’t the draw, not when I rented the house. 

I didn’t have the kids, or the nieces and nephews, that the letting agent suggested it would be popular with. No husband or boyfriend to lounge next to it with, either. That we were in the depths of winter - and I was in the depths of depression - when I signed the contract meant the charms of a deep volume of very cold water were, perhaps understandably, lost on me. 

Instead it was the underfloor heating that appealed, and the comically large en-suite wet room, and the fact that the view out the back yard swept, uninterrupted and from almost no angle overlooked, down to the glinting lights of the city. At night it was as though a bazaar of multi-colored fireflies had set out their stalls in the valley below me. 

It was the perfect view for getting over a bad breakup. Okay, not the sort of breakup that leaves you near-bankrupt or questioning your former partner’s fidelity from day one; nor the sort that leaves as many physical bruises as it does emotional. Just the painful stumbling and then fading of a relationship you thought would mean you never had to chance the dating scene again. 

That wasn’t something I’d attempted yet, nor something I looked forward to. At 38 years old, and at the ugly tail-end of more than a decade and a half with my former partner, the bars and clubs of my youth seemed like a lifetime ago. Apps and hook-up sites were completely foreign: something my single friends explained to me eagerly, but which sounded terrifying to my ears. 

I was in no way, shape, or form ready to consider downloading, signing up to, and braving the digital dating arena. For now said-friends were making all the right “we’re so sorry” noises and giving me time to get over my ex, but I had the strong suspicion that it was only a matter of time - a short matter of time, at that - before they started strong-arming me into creating a profile or twelve, and forcing myself back into the meat market. 

Even just the thought of it made me shudder. 

Perhaps that was why I’d done more solo city-watching the past few weeks, and less socializing. Out of sight, out of mind. The longer I could fend off the peer-pressure, the better. 

Winter’s chill had thawed, of course, making way for spring’s charms of renewal. Not a scorcher by any means, but enough to send the thermometer on my phone spiraling upward, and my hand reaching for the A/C control on the wall. Now it was the sliding glass doors from the living room out to the patio that were appealing, my body eager for the slight breeze as dusk settled down through the hills and did lackluster battle with the heat haze blanketing the valley below. 

It took a week of that before I thought to thumb the control that would send the pool cover spooling back, exposing the water underneath and sending careless ripples across its surface. Suddenly I was reconsidering my apathy and, by the time I’d dipped one tentative foot, I was about ready to cast off any previous skepticism. 

I dug a pair of old running shorts out from the back of my sock drawer, set my glasses to one side, and slipped into the water. Still on the cool side, but deliciously so. Pushing off from the wall, I did a lazy breast stroke to the opposite wall, finding the technique I’d just about managed to learn back at school quickly returned to me. I wasn’t going to win at a swim meet, but I wasn’t going to sink, either. 

My singleton routine gained a new item on the agenda, then. Home from work, pour a drink, and then several laps in the pool. Just side to side, no great ambition in my strokes beyond embracing some cooling potential that also had the benefit of being cheaper than the A/C running at full tilt. 

When I was done, I would sit at the side on a wooden lounger, allowing the evening’s heat to gradually dry me. Watch the shimmer of what starlight was visible given the city’s glow, the heavens’ skew having shifted as winter became spring, became the shimmering haze of summer. Eyes turned upward, embracing an isolation I could brand self-sufficiency.

Finally, I’d push the button to shut the cover for the night. There were no kids in the immediate neighborhood, not as far as I was aware, but I had no desire to find something furry and sodden in there with me the following day. 

It wasn’t just children in short supply around me. I’d only seen a handful of people in the street in the months since I’d moved in. My early starts and late returns - extended work hours one questionable benefit of having post-breakup time on my hands - meant mostly I was away before other houses had woken up, and then back again in time to see light through closed shades but not the occupants. 

The sensation of being, if not alone on a mountain, then at least more isolated than the typical urban worker was a welcome one. It also meant that, when someone called out to me after I pulled into the driveway one evening, I yelped in response. 

“Whoa, sorry!” an apologetic voice followed after the cheery hello. “I didn’t mean to startle you.” 

I tried to assume the expression of a man who had not, regardless of clear appearances to the contrary, been startled at all. Maybe a man who just emitted strangled cries whenever he got out of his car in the evening, so thrilled he was to be home. 

“No, it’s... fine,” I replied, through gritted teeth. Peered into the looming darkness to see who had surprised me. 

He emerged after a moment, from my neighbor’s carport, stepping into the glow of the porch light as my eyes acclimated to the gloom. Tall, and young too. Probably somewhere in his twenties, with a broad smile and dark blonde hair. 

“I’m really sorry,” he said again, expressive mouth grimacing with the words. “You probably didn’t expect someone to come shouting out of the night at you.” 

I smiled. “I think I could count the number of people I’ve seen in this street on one hand, so I was probably getting complacent. I was overdue a reminder that I don’t have the neighborhood to myself.” 

By that point he’d closed the gap between us, standing across the car’s hood from me. His grimace having shifted into a grin again; out in the full glow of the lamplight, I could see him more clearly. Nudged my assessment of his age to around mid-twenties, and no way not to notice the broadness of the shoulders in his dark blue polo shirt.

“Well, I just wanted to say hi,” he said, as my eyes rapidly found their way to his face again. “I’m moving back in with my folks for the summer, and thought I’d say... well, hi.” 

I smiled at his slight frown at the repetition. “Well hi back at you,” I echoed, my gaze catching on the unexpectedly appealing way his lips curled at the shared amusement. That, my mom would’ve said, was a dangerous smile. The sort that could easily get someone into trouble. At the time she’d meant it to be advice for my older sister, but it was something I’d learned - and promptly forgotten when I really could’ve used it in my early twenties - myself. 

“I’m Kai,” he said, reaching his hand across the car. 

I leaned over to clasp it. “Short for... Malakai?” 

He chuckled, shaking his head. “Nope. Just Kai. I wish my parents had to pay me a dollar every time someone asks me that.” 

“You’d be a millionaire?”

“Well, not quite,” he conceded, “but I’d probably have enough that I didn’t have to spend my summers back at home with them.”

I laughed at that, inwardly wondering if I’d added too many years to my estimate of his age. “Home from college?”  

Kai nodded. “Pre-med. Gotta keep the old man happy, y’know?” 

Was his father a doctor? I’d never exchanged more than a “good morning” with the couple next door, so I wasn’t really in a position to say. 

“Anyway, I saw you pull in and I was working on my car” - he nodded back toward the garage, where I could make out a cool glow from underneath a small and fairly old looking hatchback - “and wanted to introduce myself. Sorry again for startling you.”

“Honestly, it’s fine. I was just lost in my routine.” Then, realizing what I’d omitted, “oh, and I’m Tate.” I saw him frown. “Not short for tater-tots, it’s just Tate. My mom was English, it’s an English name.” 

I shut my mouth, jaw tight. Knowing I’d been rambling.

Kai gave me a grin. “Well, it was good to meet you, Mister Tots.” He chuckled as I rolled my eyes. “I’m sure I’ll see you around.” 

I flipped him a lazy salute by way of goodbye, then spent the few steps walking to the front door wincing and asking myself why I’d done something so cringeworthy. Shuddered as the door closed behind me, mentally kicking myself for being such a social klutz. 

“You need to spend more time with people,” I muttered to myself, “you’re turning into a potato.” 

The first glass of wine helped settle any lingering feelings of self-consciousness, though, and by the time I was headed through the sliding doors onto the deck, my mind was mainly occupied by thinking how good the water would feel. I’d already changed into the gray nylon running shorts after showering, and pulled off my t-shirt as the pool cover retracted slowly. By the time I executed a very halfhearted dive - more a controlled splashdown than anything else - all thoughts of the conversation were forgotten. 

I’d braced myself for another unexpected greeting when I pulled into the driveway the following night, but my nerves were mercifully untested. It was almost a week before I saw Kai again, this time at the opposite end of the day, as I was leaving for work. 

In fact it was his feet I saw, sneakers protruding from under the bumper of the battered hatchback where it had been moved out of the garage. At one point in its history it had probably been bright red. Now, it had the faded hue of a well-washed shirt. 

“Morning, Kai,” I called out. I’m not saying I felt a little stab of redemption - and certainly not anything as base as vengeful victory - when I heard the bump and subsequent yelp as what I assumed was his head struck the underbody of the car. I did, though, make sure I wasn’t smirking by the time he wheeled himself out. 

“Ouch,” he observed, rubbing a spot on his forehead. It left a greasy smudge. “Hey, Tate. You surprised me.” 

I gave him an expression that I hoped would say “huh, you think?” 

“You should be more careful,” I joked, pointing at where he was rubbing. “You’re going to knock all of that learning out of your brain before you even get to a hospital.” 

Kai groaned. “Too late, it’s pretty much spilling out of my ears at this point. I’m gonna have to re-read every textbook when I go back.” 

I nodded sympathetically. “They’re so demanding, expecting you to know every little detail about the human body.” 

He shrugged. “Exactly. I mean, it’s basically just blood and a couple of bones and stuff in there, right? You could pick that up in an afternoon.” 

I pantomimed horror. “Remind me never to come to the hospital you end up working at, okay?” 

Unlocking my car, I pulled open the passenger door and dropped my bag in the footwell. Closed it, then turned to find Kai staring at me still. 

“So, I couldn’t help but notice you have a pool,” he ventured. 

I nodded. “That I do.” 

A sly little expression worked its way onto his face. “That must be nice on these hot evenings,” he continued; his tone light, as though the thought was only just occurring to him. “Must feel really good after a long, hot day.” 

I had to laugh. “You’re not wrong there,” I agreed, smiling. “Hey, just a thought, do you want to use the pool sometime?” 

If the career in medicine didn’t pan out, I hoped Kai’s back-up plan wasn’t switching to acting. 

“Why, Tate,” he told me, face lighting up in a broad smile that caused my own to spread wider, “that’s mighty hospitable of you. Terribly neighborly. Tremendously generous and admirably accommodating.” 

I quirked an eyebrow. “Sometimes I just have these ideas, completely off the top of my head, out of nowhere,” I said, my tone dripping sarcasm. 

Kai elected to ignore it. “Well, the world is the grand beneficiary of your noble sacrifice,” he exclaimed, arms raised out from his sides. 

Shaking my head, I pulled open the car door. “See you later, Kai,” I told him, mock-weary. He was still stood like that, inane grin contagious, as I pulled away down the street. 
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It was probably naive of me not to expect Kai to come calling that same evening. Somehow, though, the reality of my neighbors’ twenty-something son actually inviting himself over had been divorced in my head from the reality of, well, my neighbors’ twenty-something son inviting himself over. 

Naivety I had only a brief time to reflect on as I crossed the hallway to answer the front door. 

“Hey Tate!” 

The exuberance of youth. Kai was wearing a short-sleeve t-shirt, board shorts, and sandals. There was a folded towel slung over his shoulder; I glanced at it, pointedly. 

“I’m really sorry, I can’t help you with your car right now,” I told him, forcing a serious expression onto my face. Was rewarded by a momentary frown in response. 

“Oh,” he replied, after a moment’s pause, “no... I mean, I was hoping...” His voice trailed off as he registered my growing smirk. “Unkind, Tate, very unkind,” he scolded, though his grin told me the teasing wasn’t really unappreciated. 

I stepped to the side, holding out an arm in welcome. “The pool awaits.” 

Kai walked through the hall and across the open-plan living room, nodding approvingly at the tasteful decor that I’d had no involvement in. One of the advantages of a turnkey rental was that, when your ex-boyfriend was the one with all the aesthetic aptitude, your own shortfall in skills needn’t be immediately obvious. 

“Well, doesn’t that look good,” he said, stopping at the doorway to the deck and admiring the shimmering water. I’d already pushed the button to open the cover, but was still at the wine-pouring stage of my evening. Kai half turned, to catch my eye. “Seriously, though, I really appreciate you letting me use it. It’s so damn hot next door, but my dad views turning the A/C up as a shameful admission of defeat.” 

I shrugged. “No problem, it might as well get some use.” I made a bee-line for the open bottle. “Do you want a drink?” I called over my shoulder.

“No, thanks,” came the reply, and so I glug-glug-glugged the white wine into just one glass. Enjoyed a healthy sip, then turned and almost dropped the rest.

Kai still had his back to me, but while I’d been sating my thirst he’d already peeled off his t-shirt and, more surprising, dropped his board shorts. Wide shoulders, healthy with muscle, tapered down to a narrow waist, to which a black square-cut swimsuit clung. Broad thighs emerged underneath, themselves atop shapely calves. 

He was, even after just a few moments’ glance and the rear view alone, stunning. 

“Oh,” I said, quietly. 

Loud enough still, though, for Kai to hear me. He followed my gaze down, to where his shorts lay in a messy heap on the deck. 

“Oh right. Yeah, I can’t swim in those things. Not since I was on the team in high school, anyway. It just feels like you’re being dragged down by a pillow case tied around your waist, y’know?” 

I nodded, mute, but I didn’t know. Not really. Honestly, I’d always been self-conscious when I was in the water. Partly because, without my glasses, I was just short-sighted enough for the world to be disconcertingly blurry. But also because of the healthy - well, unhealthy - amount of body shame in there, too. 

Certainly, I never looked anything like the young swimmer in front of me. 

It was taking all my focus not to rake my eyes over his body. Not even in a sexual way - though I’d be lying if I claimed not to have recognized he was absolutely gorgeous - but more the same way that you find yourself marveling at a beautiful work of art, or a sublime classic car. Appreciative awe, more than everyday lechery. 

Hurriedly I took a gulp of wine, with the hope of distracting myself. A faint hope, sure, but the alcohol helped a little.

As I watched, Kai stepped up to the edge of the pool. Paused, in a way that seemed perfectly designed to let the soft, warm glow of the patio lights coax even more shapely grooves and bulges out from his muscled torso, then toppled forward in a casual but still well-executed dive. A demure splash the only evidence of his entry. 

He emerged from beneath the water on the opposite side, long moments later, sporting a gleeful expression.

“Holy crap, this feels so good!” 

I had to laugh at his exuberance. Watched as he shook his head, sending a shower of droplets flying before raking fingers through his unruly hair. Then he was pushing off, body knifing with barely-restrained urgency as he broke through the wavelets to the other side. 

A happy head, bobbing at the edge closest to me. Arms folded - biceps bulging with casual profligacy - on the wooden slats. 

“Aren’t you coming in?” 

The thought of taking off my shirt and having my body compared to Kai’s was... well, mortifying was the best word I could come up with at short notice. 

I wasn’t overweight. Had even lost some of the “comfort padding” that long-term relationships can introduce to your midriff. Mainly because, when left to my own devices, I just ate less, more than from any active attempt to be healthy. No, the reality was that I was just painfully average, and only going to look more pedestrian when next to someone like him.

“I might just finish up this, y’know,” I replied eventually, holding up the glass. 

Kai frowned. “I feel like I’ve screwed up your routine.”

I shook my head, trying to look casual and relaxed and probably appearing like neither. 

“Or is it the suit?” he continued. “I can totally put the shorts on, it’s fine.” 

I shook my head. “The suit is great.” Shit, no, that’s not what I meant to say. “I mean,” I stammered, “the suit is fine. I don’t have a problem with it, it’s fine.”

Kai stared at me, skeptically. 

When I’m uncomfortable I can’t handle a conversation vacuum. I just have to fill it. “You haven’t screwed up my schedule or anything, I promise. I’m going to get into the pool.” 

He waited. Neither of us moved.

“Tate,” Kai observed, “you’re not getting in the pool.”

I blinked. Then blinked again. 

“No, right, totally,” I said eventually, inwardly wincing at how ridiculous I knew I must sound. Set down the half-empty glass on the table, then picked it up again and took another gulp. Set it back down. 

He was still watching me, leaning over the edge of the decking with a lack of self-consciousness that was as equally alluring as it was impossible for me to imagine ever feeling myself. Staring with, if not outright curiosity, then a sense of what I could only read as bemusement. 

I already had the running shorts on, thankfully, but it took a deep breath - sucked in with careful discretion - before I could bring myself to tug up the hem of my t-shirt and pull it over my head. Steeled for the chuckle I knew, rationally, Kai would be too polite to give, but felt I heard in my paranoia anyway. 

Then it was a case of getting into the pool as rapidly as possible, but not so hastily as to make it look like I was rushing. Whether I struck that questionable balance, I was too preoccupied to assess. 

The cool water felt like a slap. Enough to derail my racing thoughts so that, for a moment at least, it was only my body in its clenched tightness and the embrace of the liquid that registered in the world. 

A short-lived distraction. Though, when I opened my eyes, I found Kai had gone back to his casual gliding from one side to the other. Each short lap completed with the minimum of effort, the water hardly churning as he pushed off with his legs, crawled the last of the distance, and then neatly flipped to position himself for the return. 

It was hypnotic to watch, and so I did. Bobbed in place as I admired the way his muscles flexed, torso and arms twisting, a blur of smooth flesh punctuated by that scrap of black stretched across his hips. 

“You’re good,” I said, honestly, when he paused again. Caught on one elbow raised onto the decking, his other hand wiping across his face. The width of the pool separating us. 

A scowl, though only brief. “Nowhere near what I used to be, though. I used to compete in swim meets. Now all the muscle memory is gone.” 

I had to laugh. “Your ‘underwhelming’ is still impressive to the rest of us mortals.” 

Kai grinned. It was charmingly boyish, and completely free of guile. 

“Sorry, I probably sound like an ass right now, don’t I.” 

I made a show of pretending to consider the possibility, then shook my head. “Nah,” I told him, “I’m only jealous, is all.” 

“You’re the one with the pool.”

I nodded, slowly. “True. I just never really got into swimming. But let me guess, you were a total water baby?”

A flex of his arm sent Kai coasting carelessly across. He steadied himself on the side as he reached me. 

“I basically had gills when I was growing up,” he said, laughing. 

“Medical marvel turned medic,” I observed. Laughed, as Kai put a finger behind each ear and wiggled them. “The embarrassing truth is that I just tend to sit in it,” I confessed, “not use it properly.”

Kai grinned. “Well, you sit, and I’ll try not to send too many waves your way.” 

Before I could say anything he was pushing off again, settling back into his rhythm of glide, stroke, and turn. With equal ease I settled into watching those movements. After a few minutes, it was as though the totality of Kai’s body broke down; as if the precise, controlled twisting of arms, legs, torso, and head were each mechanisms in their own right, caught up in the happenstance of perpetual motion.

Eventually, eyeing the wine glass where it was beading gently with condensation on the table, I took advantage of his focused distraction to pull myself out of the water. Ran a towel across my shoulders and around my chest with what I hoped wasn’t too much visible eagerness, then slipped my t-shirt on top of still-damp skin. By the time he’d finished, I was sitting on the lounger and another third of the way through the wine. 

“Did I hound you out?” The apology was clear in his voice. 

I shook my head. “Not at all, the wine just made a better liquid argument,” I reassured him, holding up the glass. 

He raised an eyebrow. “Maybe I should take you up on that drink, now.” 

“Offer stands.” I gestured at the kitchen. 

A hand gripping the deck each side of his shoulders, and then his body levering up and out of the water. A surge of wet skin, enough to make the breath catch in my throat. Then one foot, raised and planted flat on the wooden slats, and the final, graceful flow as he pushed himself fully upright. 

The water ran down him in thick rivulets, as Kai lowered his head and shook it like a dog. Hair wild and unruly, before he smoothed it down with his palms into some half-semblance of order. The narrow black strip of his suit, stark against his skin, somehow conspiring to almost make him look more naked than had he simply been undressed. Almost. 

It was the first time I’d seen him from the front, in his entirety at least. Pectorals like broad, curved slabs of muscle; a stomach bearing creases and grooves the number of sit-ups and crunches involved I could only imagine. Almost pruriently, I forced my attention to skip his crotch as best I could, terrified that he might look up and catch my gaze. Achieved that only as much as to leave myself with the half-formed memory of a prominent thickness there, a concept more fascinating than had I simply stared. 

Even just that glance, though, had been enough to leave me near-painfully hard. I pulled my knee up, and hoped the shape of my excitement wasn’t visible. 

“Um, I mean, help yourself,” I suggested. Standing up right now was absolutely not an option: the loose nylon shorts would hide nothing. 

“Thanks,” Kai replied, reaching for his own towel. Again, I couldn’t help but observe as he buried his head in its fluffy expanse, knowing it would do nothing to placate my erection but unable to stop myself nonetheless. 

I tried to look away as the towel made its way down his body, and just about managed it. Focused on the twinkling lights in the distant valley, and reminded myself that developing a crush on - or even just hopeless lust for - my neighbors’ cute son was probably even worse of an idea than spending the past few months effectively on my own, beyond the organized interactions of work. 

“That should be enough to avoid dripping all over your floor,” Kai said eventually, distracting me from my self-critical reverie. 

My eyes betrayed me, following him slyly as he walked past and into the kitchen. His ass was high and round, the tight black fabric clinging to the swollen muscles. I stifled the hungry groan I could feel forming in my chest. 

“Any particular glass?” he called out. 

“In the cupboard on the wall, on the left,” I told him, then heard from the clink that he’d found them. Silence, and then a voice from my side that made me jerk. 

“Top you up?” 

I turned, then wished I hadn’t. Found myself at just about eye-level with Kai’s crotch, unmistakable shapes jutting through the shiny, clinging black material. Dragged my gaze up, to see him holding out the wine bottle in invitation. 

“Sure,” I tried to say, but it came out a croak. I swallowed, my throat feeling thick and dry suddenly, and attempted it again. Raising my glass at the same time. 

The wine splashed in, and I attempted to ignore the heat I was sure I could feel radiating from his body against the side of my face. Feeling, frankly, like some grubby old pervert, getting off on this near-naked youth while he was so blissfully unaware. It was a close to physical relief when he set the bottle down and walked over to the other lounger across the deck. 

Kai took a sip, then smiled. “You’re right, I can see how this would be more appealing than the pool.” 

I raised my glass again, in a silent toast, and he echoed it. Then settled back, his bare shoulders against the angled backrest. 

“I forget how beautiful it is up here,” he said, after a moment. The loungers were angled nearly in parallel, both of us facing the valley. “Almost magical.” 

I tore my attention away from the stolen glances at his resting body, still taut and lithe even in repose. Looked instead down at the blanket of twinkling, shimmering lights - a sea of headlamps, and street lamps, and billboards, and more - that had caught his interest so completely. 

“It’s what made me want to rent this place,” I told him, and could see him nod out of the corner of my eye. “It’s not the sort of view you can say no to.” 

And winced inside, thinking just how much those same words applied when it came to making bad decisions about beautiful boys. 

We sat like that, in companionable silence, for another ten minutes or so. Kai preoccupied by the view, and me trying not to be preoccupied by Kai, until he sat up suddenly and turned to me. 

“I should get going, don’t want to overstay my welcome.”

Every demurring response sounded forced to my mind’s ear, and so I stood instead, taking the now well-diminished wine bottle into the kitchen. It had the added benefit of putting Kai out of sight as he raised himself off the lounger. By the time he padded in after me, he was back in board shorts and finishing pulling his t-shirt into place. Hair unruly and grin wide.

“Thanks again for letting me swim,” he said, “is there somewhere I should put the glass?” 

I gestured at the sink. “In there’s fine. And anytime you want, really. The side gate is unlocked, if I’m not around.” 

There was an expression close to pure gratitude on his face. 

“You’re a life-saver, Tate. Thanks again, have a good night.”

“’Night, Kai,” I told him, then watched his back as he left the house. 

With the click of the front door, I felt like I was finally able to exhale; to let out a breath I’d been holding all evening. A sensation of relief tinged faintly with disappointment: relief I’d got through the night without making an utter fool of myself, but disappointment that I was no longer in the company of such charming beauty. 

Woven through it all, though, was an unfamiliar thread of arousal. Something I wasn’t sure I’d felt for months, at least. I’d not had sex since the break up, and even then it had been a sporadic thing in the final throes of the relationship. In the intervening period I’d jerked off, of course, but it had been a perfunctory thing more than anything else. The churning of my fist in the shower as a chore, a task to be completed and checked off the to-do list, rather than the result of some sexual hunger. 

Now, though, with Kai only moments out of the door, the urge to drop to my knees, pull out my cock, and frantically stroke myself until I sprayed the tiled floor was like a fire in my belly. 

I didn’t, though. Palmed my hand along the length of my erection instead, feeling its hardness through the thin and clinging nylon. Forced myself to rinse the wine glasses and upend them to dry; to close the pool cover, and then the patio doors; to brush my teeth and - relatively early though it still was - get ready for bed. 

It was only when I was lying there, the sheets pushed to one side, that I found my fingers circling my erection. Unbidden, the mental image of Kai from behind swimming into clarity in my mind’s eye. The inverted triangle of his broad, muscled shoulders and the tight taper of his waist, and then the view of him from the side, as he walked past me to the water. Replaying that brief glimpse of tantalizing bulges on both sides - the swell of his cock as it pushed against the clinging fabric, and then the high curve of his sculpted ass. 

Those same bulges, then, only wet and dripping. Kai’s wide hands, flat like blades as they scraped across his body, squeegeeing the water from his contours. In my imagination I watched unabashedly, feasted on every detail, every motion, in the way I couldn’t have earlier that evening. 

When I came, it was with a clench in my stomach like a cramp. A tightness that made me gasp with the intensity, cum showering my chest and reaching my neck. Left me panting for breath, and trying to recall the last time an orgasm had felt so overwhelming. 

Even then, after that release, it was Kai I was thinking about as I drifted into sleep. 
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Chapter Three
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There was a bottle of wine on the patio table when I got home from work the following day, pinning down a note that said “Thanks again for letting me swim” and signed with a large ‘K’. I assumed he’d taken advantage of having the pool to himself, though the cover was safely closed and the heat of the day had dried any wet patches he might have left behind. Smiling, I put the bottle into the fridge, and then poured myself a glass from what was left over from the night before. 

Out of sight didn’t mean out of mind, though. Sitting on the edge of a lounger, glass cradled in both hands, I pictured Kai’s movements through the water. The crisp, controlled way he’d cross from one side of the pool to the other, always with the most economical outlay of energy. Setting a pace that seemed to be something he might keep up for hours on end. 

The benefit of imagination was that I could watch him do that without qualms, or second-guessing what he might think of my attentions. Focus on how the water flowed around him and over him; of the different glimpses of his body afforded as he moved and turned. 

Only draining the glass brought me back inside, and back into the real world. 

Part of me wanted him to come around when I was home. Kai was easy conversation - well, at least he had been up until
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