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	Julian

Why am I even here? Oh right, my only remaining relative, asshole of a brother, decided to drive us to the middle of nowhere in this goddamn state, fucking Texas, and left my ass here with nothing to my name, not even my wallet, he’d ditched me and I had to hike miles and stay  behind motels, trying to sneak in when the security was laxed, and choking on greasy burgers and carbonated drinks, I’d stumbled upon her when I found her leaning against her flat-tired car looking devastated at the state of her car. Huh! The asphalt had been too damn hot and burned through her tire. I’d offered to help her fix  it and she’d offered me a job as her pool boy after insisting on driving me home which I mumbled I didn’t have.

Now here I was, two months later, The sun still a goddamn inferno, torching Eleanor Whitmore’s estate like it was hell-bent on melting us all into a sweaty mess. Fucking Country side, it was always hot as fuck these ends. I was up to my elbows in pool water, dragging the skimmer through the surface, chasing down leaves and bugs like a bounty hunter in a shitty Western. I’d been at it since dawn, scrubbing tiles, tweaking the pH, making sure the pool was so pristine you could see your own damn soul in it. Living in Eleanor’s outhouse was a sweet deal, free rent, a bed that didn’t smell like piss, and a view of her fancy-ass mansion, but fuck, the work was brutal. 

My arms were screaming, my tank top glued to my chest, and all I could think about was a cold beer and a nap. But Eleanor’s barbecue was today, and she was throwing the kind of party that’d make Jay Gatsby look like a fucking amateur. Every rich prick in this bougie neighborhood was coming, and she needed her pool to be a goddamn mirror. I’m 21, built like I could bench press a Buick, thanks to years of odd jobs. Now weeks down the line, my muscles had been extra defined from hauling pool gear and wrestling with her ancient filter system. I knew I looked good, women would stare when I walked by, their eyes glued to my abs or the way my shorts hugged my ass. 

Most of them were bored housewives suffering from mid-life crisis with too much Botox and too little sense, they’d giggle like school girls when I passed by or found an excuse to have me near them and to top it off, they all had pools, but apparently, ‘Eleanor’s’ pool is way cooler on the skin’ Just an excuse to ogle the young pool boy she had managed to snag and even boast about. Eleanor though, She was a fucking queen. Fifty years old, widowed, and built like a wet dream. Plastic surgery worked wonders on her, she did not have a botched spot on her, you couldn’t tell she was fifty, for fuck sakes, I beat my meat every night to the picture of her firm D-Cup tits programmed in my mind, from watching her by the pool. Pheuw! She was goddamn hot, like the damn sun, that was burning and tanning my skin, since I arrived here. 

I’d caught her eyeing me a few times, her green eyes lingering like she was picturing me pinning her against the wall. I’d been jerking off to that image for weeks, her auburn hair tangled in my fists, her curves grinding against me. But she was my boss, and I wasn’t about to fuck up the best gig I’d ever had by making a move. Not yet, anyway. By noon, the backyard was a goddamn circus. Caterers buzzed around like roaches, setting up tables with white linens and platters of shrimp and sliders that cost more than my brothers’ old beater truck. A bar was going up by the pool, some hipster bartender in a bowtie mixing drinks with names like “Cucumber Spritz” that screamed “I’m for rich assholes.” I leaned on my skimmer, sweating my balls off, watching the chaos unfold. Then Eleanor strutted out of the house, and I swear, the world hit slow-mo like a fucking rom-com. She wore a deep blue sundress, cut so low it was practically a felony, hugging her tits and flaring at her hips, showing off legs that could make a grown man cry, grown man being me, but I wouldn’t cry instead I’d just wank. Her auburn hair, streaked with silver, caught the sun like it was fucking glowing, and she moved with the kind of grace that screamed money and power. 

Damn! She can definitely get it, I wanted to tap that ass so bad. I adjusted my shorts, praying my dick would chill the fuck out, because a hard-on in front of her high-society crowd would be a one-way ticket to unemployment, I hoped not because her friends seemed to want a piece of me. She glanced my way, her eyes hitting me like a shot of tennesse whiskey, and my cock twitched like it had a mind of its own. I turned back to the pool, pretending to care about a stray leaf.

“Julian!” she called, her voice slicing through the noise like a goddamn guillotine. 

I ditched the skimmer and jogged over, trying not to stare at how that dress worshipped her curves. 

“Pool ready?” she asked, her eyes sliding over my sweat-soaked tank top, lingering like she was sizing up her next meal. I swear her tongue flicked out, just for a second, like she was tasting the air between us.

“Yeah, Mrs. Whitmore,” I said, my voice rough as sandpaper. “Pool’s cleaner than a nun’s fucking conscience. You’re good to go.” She smiled, she’d tried to reprimand me for my cussing, but cuss words were like the hot blood running through my veins.

“Good boy,” she purred, and fuck, those words hit my balls like a lightning bolt. I stood there, dumb as a rock, as she turned to check the setup, her ass swaying like it was begging for trouble. 

“Stick around tonight, Julian,” she tossed over her shoulder, her voice dripping with something that wasn’t about pool cleaning. “I might need you for… extra duties.” 

The way she said it, low and dirty, had me wondering if she meant hauling ice or fucking me senseless. I nodded like a moron, my brain screaming, Don’t fuck this up, dipshit. The guests rolled in by three, a parade of fake tans, fake laughs, and fake tits. Women in designer sundresses and heels they could barely walk in, guys in polo shirts with guts spilling over their belts, all clinking glasses and yammering about their stock portfolios. 

Some asshole in a fedora hooked his phone to a speaker, blasting EDM so loud it made my teeth hurt. 

A gaggle of bikini-clad women giggled by the pool, their drinks sloshing as they flirted with guys old enough to be their grandmothers. What the hell was even this party? I mused to myself. I kept busy, hauling ice from the outhouse to the bar, wiping down lounge chairs, picking up napkins before they fucked up my pool. Every so often, I’d catch Eleanor’s eye across the yard. She was working the crowd, all charm and elegance, but her gaze would lock on me for a split second, and it felt like her hand was on my dick. I was losing my goddamn mind, and the party was just getting started.

By five, the place was a fucking zoo. The EDM was still pounding, and the bikini girls were now half-drunk, their selfies looking more like soft-core porn. I was hauling empty bottles to the trash when I saw Eleanor slip away from the crowd, her sundress catching the breeze as she headed for the pool house. Nobody else noticed, too busy sucking down overpriced martinis, but I sure as hell did. My heart kicked into overdrive, and I followed her, telling myself I was just checking if she needed something. Yeah, fucking right. The pool house was cooler, the AC humming soundly. 

Eleanor leaned against the counter, a glassucharita in her hand, her dress riding up to flash a sliver of thigh that made my mouth dry. She looked up as I stepped in, that smirk hitting me like a punch to the gut. 

“Julian,” she said, setting the glass down, “you’re working too hard. Come ‘ere.” I swallowed hard, my throat like fucking sandpaper. 

“Just doing my job, Mrs. Whitmore,” I said, but I stepped closer, close enough to smell her perfume, that made my blood boil. She tilted her head, eyeing me like I was a steak she wanted to devour.

“Call me Eleanor,” she said, her voice a low purr that had my cock straining against my shorts. “And your job’s to keep me happy, isn’t it?” 

Her fingers brushed my arm, and my skin caught fire. My shorts were too fucking tight now, my dick screaming for attention, and she knew it, her eyes glinting with mischief. 

“You’re tense,” she said, her hand sliding up my arm, like she was testing how much I could take.

I froze, my brain short-circuiting as her fingers grazed my bicep, her nails lightly scraping my skin. 

“I’m good, Mrs.—Eleanor,” I corrected, my voice rougher than a gravel road. 

I was trying to keep my shit together, but my cock was a traitor, throbbing like it was ready to burst through my shorts. She stepped closer, her tits brushing against my chest, and I could feel the heat of her body through that flimsy dress. 

“You sure about that?” she teased, her hand sliding down to my waist, tugging at the hem of the shirt. 

“You look like you could use some… relief.” I groaned, low and guttural, my hands itching to grab her, to rip that dress off and fuck her right there on the counter. But the pool house door was wide open, and I could hear the party’s noise creeping in—laughter, clinking glasses and that goddamn awful EDM. 

“Eleanor, I…What, uhm,” I muttered, my voice thick with want. 

Her laugh was low and wicked, like she knew she had me by the balls.

“Relax Pool boy,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear, her breath hot and teasing. “I like my men desperate.” 

Her hand slid lower, grazing the front of my shorts, and I swear to God, I nearly came right then. She pulled back, her eyes locked on mine, promising shit I couldn’t even dream of without losing my mind. 

“Stay close tonight, Juleian,” she said, turning to walk away, her hips swinging like a fucking metronome. “I’ve got plans for you.”

The rest of the party was a blur of bullshit. I kept moving, hauling ice, clearing trash, dodging drunk assholes who thought they owned me, and a fucking hard on that refused to stay down, getting noticed by the eager women and jealous men. The bikini girls were now dancing by the pool, their tits bouncing like they were auditioning for a porn flick, while the polo-shirt pricks leered and pretended they still had game. I couldn’t focus, my head stuck on Eleanor’s touch, her words, the way her eyes screamed “I’m gonna fuck you up”. Every time I passed her, she’d flash that smirk, her gaze dropping to my crotch like she was measuring me up. My cock was a fucking steel rod, and I had to keep moving to hide it, cursing her under my breath for turning me into a walking hard-on.

By seven, the party was peaking, a drunken shitshow of rich people trying


















































