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I had recently come home after a long, hard day at work. I stood next to my living room window, thinking about how to shake off my tiredness. The reflection of the setting sun on the blue waters of my swimming pool was so soothing to the eyes. I’ve always found the feeling of its water on my skin so yummy! Especially the sensation it creates as it fills the space between my long legs and caresses my cock and balls is incredibly satisfying. In fact, it’s one of the few ways I can get some sexual satisfaction without guilt. You see, as the son of a strict disciplinarian military man, I grew up with the idea that sex is something forbidden, to be avoided at all costs and feared. This was especially true in my case, as my father would have instantly disowned me (or worse!) if I’d come out to him as gay. So I channeled all my sexual frustration in my studies and now my work. At twenty-three, I was a rising star at my corporate job and with daddy’s financial help, I had an amazing home with a lawn and a swimming pool, but... I couldn’t quiet that beast between my legs and soothe the hole between my ass-cheeks...

With each success and every ascent at work, I found myself becoming increasingly frustrated and impatient with my male subordinates, often behaving like a raving bitch. I had read my Freud, I’d watched my fair share of Oprah, so I knew that the real reason I lashed out at my male colleagues, was the fact that I needed some meat between my legs. I mean, I would verbally attack the new mail boy for his poor performance during the day and at night, I would fantasize about him slapping me across the face with his member and taking me right there, in the mail room, under the cold neon lights. That’s how obvious my sexual hunger was! My subconscious was getting back at me for denying myself the pleasures of the flesh.

I wasted no time undressing myself, taking off my work clothes. My proud nipples perked up on my chiseled pecs, as I opened my drawer and picked out the red swimming briefs that look so hot on my tan, meaty ass. When I was in high school, I used to get so much attention from my gay classmates on the swim team, because I worked my ass so hard that it formed these beautiful ‘dimples’ on each side.

How stupid I was back then not to fool around with the boys in the locker room... I would often catch two or more of them on their knees in the male showers, servicing the captain of our swim team, one his balls, the other his shaft and so on, looking eagerly at me; and I could so easily have joined them, gotten on my knees as well and worshiped his body, licked his calves and thighs, kissed his ass cheeks, stuffed my mouth hole with his meat – but I never did...

Filled with these thoughts of regret, I grabbed a plush white towel and strolled to the porch. The sun had almost set and the warm and sticky air was a sure sign of a coming storm. I tossed the towel on a seat and strolled to the deep end of the pool.

"I should dive in. No point stalling" I said to myself. “Yes, the first sensation of the cool water on my warm skin is somewhat shocking, but I guess it’s no more shocking than how it will feel when I’m penetrated for the first time, my ass-hole stretching open to receive my first organ”. Darn, I just couldn’t get rid of those filthy sexual thoughts...
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I stood there at the edge of the pool, gazing down at the clear blue water. I held my breath, shut my hazel eyes, stood on my toes, and tossed myself into this body of liquid pleasure. I performed a flawless swan dive, scarcely making a swell on the surface. The shock of the cool water rushing along my body and into every crevice caused a yummy feeling all over.

"Mmhm... it’s so delicious" I thought to myself.

I swam a back stroke to the center of the pool, plunged underwater, did a handstand, all the while smiling like a little gurl and making sure to set that man-pussy free by parting my perfect legs and spreading those ass cheeks with every opportunity. I could feel every one of my muscles releasing their tension and pressure from the long, hard day - including those small muscles around my hole (I’ll admit that shoving a hand down my briefs and playing with my now-hard member helped in that direction!).

All the pointless issues and stresses from work seemed to dissipate as my statuesque pectorals and my eight-pack abs glided along the water. I popped my head out and I could hear the sounds of crickets, frogs and owls, sounds of fornication and orgasms (or so they seemed), that only served to underscore my neediness and lack of sex. I went down again and swam to the end of the pool. As I came back up a shadow fell over me. Was it Tim, my eighteen-year-old pool boy, whom I spent many a Sunday afternoon ogling through my living room curtains, while touching myself? Was it Javier, the gardener boy, who found it impossible to cover his perfect, sweaty pecs with a shirt while mowing my lawn? No, both these fuckers had the day off (sometimes it seemed that I, a lonely young man, was the only person working in this city, while all the studs were out, spreading their seed). ‘I should severely chastise them and then fire their asses!’ I thought to myself. Who was it then?? Was it some filthy rapist who had broken in to steal my virginity and pluck the flower between my ass cheeks???

"Hi, I didn't mean to startle you."

I recognized the voice; it belonged to Peter, my neighbor and co-worker. His face still hidden by the shadows, I imagined him grinning that adorable grin that haunted my sexual fantasies.

"I was just strolling by and thought I'd ask your opinion about this person from work I’m interested in..." he said.

My heart sank.

"So who are you dating this time? Why do you need my advice?" I asked him, trying to sound casual and manly, although it probably came out a little faggy anyway.

I had always liked him but I knew he dated girls. Still, I hoped beyond hope that he was bisexual. I had fantasies of him coming out to me and taking our relationship from the professional to the sexual level.

He let out a sexy chuckle that turned me on. "Come here. Let me pull you out"

‘Hmm, that’s strange...’ I thought ‘straight men rarely initiate physical contact with other guys.’ Was this the new, 'metrosexual way (yes, I still use the word ‘metrosexual’ and yes I know it’s lame)?

He reached out and I surrendered my wrist to his big, solid hand. This was the first time we’d touched and I felt a kind of electricity go up my spine. He pulled me straight out of the water with no help from me, onto the hard concrete. He was incredibly big and strong. I mean, I was gym-built for sure, but he was a solid slab of muscle! He had the type of alpha-male presence I’d gladly submit to in a heartbeat. For a moment, I stood there frozen against his body, looking into his eyes, gazing at him, before I quickly regained my composure and resumed my straight acting. He was no less than a full half foot taller than me, muscular and amazingly hot, ginger, with smooth, tan skin, a straight nose, deep blue eyes - and a hard edge. Our colleagues were known to get nervous around him when he was in a bad mood.

[image: ]

"Not dating yet” he replied belatedly ‘That’s why I need your advice on how to ask this incredibly hot but snobbish person out”

Why did he keep saying ‘person’ instead of ‘girl’? ‘That
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