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      The cool iron of the dip bar was the only thing grounding him.

      Joe locked his jaw, calloused hands trembling slightly on the rusted metal. Knees bent, ankles crossed, core tight, he pitched forward, lowering himself until the stretch tore through his chest and front delts, then drove back up. Gravity pulled harder with every inch. He grunted out the last rep, breath hissing slow between his teeth. “Ten.”

      He held the contraction at the top, arms shaking, triceps burning, then let his feet drop to the concrete. Sweat traced his ribs as he stepped back, fingers flexing as blood rushed in.

      At the workbench, he grabbed a shop towel and glanced at his reflection in the grease-streaked window. He leaned in, thumb running along his jaw, feeling the coarse scrape of morning stubble. The gray was showing up there: the first silver specks in the dark bristle. He took a quick, critical inventory—thick brows, the slope of his Italian nose. Still a good face. A face with fight left in it.

      He knew—had always known—what looked good on a man’s body. He focused on the hard lines, the pump. Satisfied, he shifted his weight. He gave his left pec a light, open-handed slap, and watched the firm muscle snap back into place. He dropped the towel, his rough hand tracing down the ridges of his abs to the dark fan of hair at his waistband.

      Forty-two and still a twenty-nine-inch waist. The reason the guys at the plant and on the field called him Slim. But there was a lifetime of difference between the frail, hollow-chested kid he’d been at eighteen. He’d engineered this body—packed muscle onto a narrow frame in his teens and twenties, then spent his thirties defending it against the slide into middle age.

      He was never built for brute mass like the barrel-chested guys sweating over the stamping presses, but for speed and endurance. Twenty years of welding, discipline at the table and the garage, Sundays chasing fly balls—he kept the flab stripped away. Lean, coiled, light on his feet—whipcord muscle and sharp angles tapering to narrow hips.

      He wiped sweat from his ruddy neck, eyes tracing the shadowed cut of his collarbones out to the resilient architecture of his shoulders. He liked what he saw. He was the reason the other neighborhood dads sucked their guts in when he jogged past their driveways without a shirt.

      But lately, the victory felt hollower. It was a physical currency he was hoarding for a market he couldn’t access.

      Through the thin drywall of the garage, the muffled thud of a kitchen cabinet sliding shut drifted into the stagnant space. Lisa was already up. The house was already turning its gears.

      Morning air seeped under the corrugated aluminum garage door, still fleetingly cool against his damp skin, but the suffocating promise of September’s Indian summer was closing in fast.

      He turned his back to the house, leaning his weight against the scarred workbench. He hooked his thumbs under the heavy elastic waistband of his gym shorts and shoved them down past his hips, letting his thick, half-hard cock drop free into the cool garage air.

      He snatched his discarded gray t-shirt from the corner of the bench with his free hand to hold it ready, then reached past a socket set for the pump bottle of heavy, unscented lotion he kept out here for his cracked knuckles. He worked a thick dollop into his palm.

      He looked down at his cock, wrapping his hand around the base and smearing the heavy lotion thickly up the shaft. The moment his slick fist closed tight, his cock instantly surged, stiffening as if on command. The dark veins stood out sharply against the smeared, lotion-slick skin as he watched his hand slide over it. The wet squelch filled the quiet garage.

      He closed his eyes and sighed, letting his fist find a quick, mechanical rhythm.

      He had a roster. A carousel of faces and bodies he used to get the job done. He pictured Luca’s younger teachers, or the girls in the bleachers who showed up for Sunday ball to cheer their twenty-something boyfriends. He imagined his hands tangled in their hair, wiping those polite smiles off their faces, holding their heads exactly where he wanted them.

      “Fuck yeah,” he breathed, voice low and raw. “Choke on it, you little slut. Take every inch.” He gripped harder, fist pumping faster, slick squelching louder as he chased it. In the fantasy their boyfriends and the other dads watched on. “That’s it—swallow that cock like you mean it.”

      He pushed the rhythm to the absolute limit until it dissolved into a brief, shuddering release. “Fuck yeah, fuck—HNNGH,” he groaned as the first hot pulse hit. A sharp white flash of pure euphoria ripped through him, a sudden, involuntary clenching deep in his guts—his pucker pulling tight, flexing around empty air.

      Thick ropes of cum shot into the bunched gray t-shirt in his left hand, warm and heavy. He looked down, heart thudding, watched the last spurt land. He dragged the cotton across the head of his cock, triggering a post-cum tremor, then wiped himself clean enough. He gave one final squeeze at the head, tucked the softening length back into his gym shorts, and dropped the ruined shirt into the plastic laundry bin by the door.

      He stood in the quiet, breath evening out. At the utility sink he squirted gritty orange GoJo into his hands. The sharp citrus cut through sweat and sex. He grabbed a clean rag, wiped the worst dampness from his chest.

      On the other side of that drywall was the bright, humming machinery of his home life. He rested his hand on the cool brass doorknob, took one last breath of the heavy garage air, and turned it.
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      The kitchen blazed with light, and the blast of central AC hit Joe’s sweat-damp torso like a cold slap. The sharp scent of drip coffee and burnt toast swallowed the heavy, humid air he’d carried in from the garage.

      Lisa was already moving, loading a coffee cup into the dishwasher and snapping it shut. “Turn this on when you put your things in,” she called—half to the room, half to herself. She capped her thermos, dispatch yard ID badge clipped to her blouse. She’d skipped a jacket; the unseasonable warmth was already threatening to push the temperature into the upper eighties by noon.

      If she noticed Joe standing there half-naked, chest still flushed and pumped from the workout, the sweat-slick V of his torso on display, she didn’t show it.

      She reached past the fruit bowl and hit the pump of lotion on the granite island. She worked the thick cream briskly into her hands, the sharp scent of avocado and aloe cutting through the coffee.

      “Coffee’s on. Your lunch is in the fridge, middle shelf,” she said, tossing her keys into her purse. “Don’t forget it this time, Joe. I can’t run it out to the plant today.”

      “Yeah. Got it. Thanks.”

      “Morning, Mr. Napoli.”

      Joe’s pulse, finally starting to settle, kicked up. He hadn’t seen Dylan at first—the kid had been reaching for something behind the wide open fridge door—but there he was. Dylan shut the door and leaned back against the island next to Luca, like he belonged there, Joe’s heavy mug sitting easily in his hand.

      At nineteen, Dylan moved with easy swagger, every motion fluid and intentional. Sandy hair fell carelessly around his face, brushing the collar of a faded Henley stretched over his athletic shoulders. It was the physicality Joe had spent years sweating to build. Dylan just came equipped with it, living in his own skin with absolute, arrogant comfort.

      “Dylan,” Joe said, voice steady. He was suddenly, acutely aware of his bare torso. “Didn’t know you were here.”

      “Just giving Luca a ride to school before my shift.”

      Joe’s eyes flicked to his son. Luca slouched over his cereal, gaming headset around his neck, mumbling a greeting without looking up from his phone.

      Joe never quite understood the math of their friendship. Dylan—a year out of high school, already working at the hardware store, his own truck, that loose confidence Luca lacked. What did a kid like that get out of sitting in Joe’s kitchen, waiting for Luca to finish breakfast?

      Looking at the two of them side-by-side, Joe remembered that summer he tried to teach Luca how to throw. The kid’s elbow pinned tight to his ribs, his wrist breaking far too early, throwing with a weak, fluttering arm. Joe remembered the hot prickle of shame crawling up his own neck. It wasn’t just a lack of practice. It was the broken angle of his wrist before he even cocked his arm back that made Joe clench his jaw.

      “Not like that,” Joe had hissed, grabbing his son's hand and forcing the wrist straight, erasing the floppy angle before anyone else at the park noticed. He was just trying to help—to coach the limpness out so the other fathers wouldn’t stare.

      But Luca hadn't even noticed the other men watching from the chain-link fence. He had no concept of the invisible scoreboard they were all being judged on. He just held the leather with an effeminate hesitation.

      Luca didn’t live inside his body the way a man was supposed to. The way Dylan did.

      Dylan took a casual sip of coffee, pulling Joe's attention back. He gave Joe a quick, assessing nod—the look guys gave each other across a weight room, sizing up the work, acknowledging the effort.

      “Looking sharp, Mr. Napoli,” Dylan said, easy, conversational. “You hitting the bench again?”

      Joe wiped a bead of sweat from his nose, exhaling a short, dismissive breath. “Dips,” he corrected. “Gotta keep the triceps dense. Need the snap for Sunday league.”

      Joe’s eyes flicked back to his son. Luca was still staring at his screen, mindlessly chewing cereal. Two men were standing three feet away, trading the only currency that mattered, and the kid was completely blind to it.

      Dylan nodded. “Right. Saw you throw that guy out at home from deep left on Sunday.” He pointed his jaw at Joe’s throwing arm. “Absolute cannon.”

      The hit landed square. Coming from a kid who lived inside his own body with athletic grace, it was an expert appraisal. It hit like a shot of pure adrenaline.

      “Just mechanics,” Joe said, voice dropping. “Get your weight behind it, drive with the legs, the arm just follows.”

      “Sure,” Dylan said. He shifted, biceps flexing against the thin Henley as he crossed his arms. “If you’ve got the guns to back it up. Most guys don’t.”

      Lisa breezed through the kitchen. “Alright boys, I’m out. Have a good day. Luca, honey, do not leave those dishes in the sink.”

      The front door clicked shut, leaving a faint trail of avocado and aloe lingering in the cool, conditioned air.

      Joe broke eye contact.

      “Yeah,” he muttered. He tossed the damp shop rag over his bare shoulder and turned his back to the kitchen.

      He walked straight down the hall, stride easy, shoulders rolled back. He let the worked muscles of his lats do the talking, fully aware of the younger man's eyes tracking him all the way out of the room.

      He kicked off his sneakers in the master bedroom and stripped off his gym shorts. His eyes dropped to the dark bed of pubic hair—a thin, milky string of his own load still clung there, in the coarse black curls. He wiped it away with two fingers, the slick residue cool on his skin.

      He turned the shower on as hot as he could stand and stepped under the spray, scrubbing the morning away.
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      There were only two places where Joe’s body still made perfect sense.

      One was the baseball diamond on Sundays—outplaying guys half his age. He lived for the quiet, begrudging respect from the opposing dugout when he chased down a fly ball no forty-two-year-old had any business getting to. Out there, the tension in his core let him uncoil at the plate with explosive speed, cracking the bat and driving the ball hard, knowing every eye in the field was on him.

      The other was right here, on the factory floor. But where baseball was explosive, welding was a test of endurance. The muscle he’d built and maintained let him lock his shoulders, holding a heavy torch perfectly steady over a raw seam for an hour without a single tremor.

      He moved with a certain masculine grace, laying down beads of molten metal. Under the hood, the world shrank to the steady sound of his own breath echoing against the fiberglass. That’s how he held the line—regulating his lungs, keeping the air slow and shallow, hand steady.

      He’d like to see one of the younger guys try that.

      As the plant’s custom fabricator, Joe wasn’t just another cog yanking levers on the main line. Even the blind suits in management knew he was special. He ran his own time, set his own pace, and unlike the guys sweating over the stamping presses, he had clearance to walk right into the air-conditioned front office whenever a custom blueprint needed clearing.

      When the weld was done, he released the trigger of the MIG gun and flipped up his hood. The roar of the plant rushed back in to fill the silence. He leaned in to inspect the work. The metal still radiated a dull, angry heat, as he blinked away a bead of sweat caught in his lashes.

      “Looking good, Slim,” Alvarez called from the next bay, lifting his safety glasses. “You throwing that hard on Sunday? We need an arm out there.”

      “I’m always throwing heat, Al,” Joe shouted back, wiping his forehead with the back of a leather glove. The late-September heat wave was already turning the corrugated tin roof of the factory into an oven. He grinned. “Just make sure you guys can hit something this week. I’m tired of doing cleanup for you.”

      Alvarez laughed, flipped him off, then jerked his chin. “Hey, Slim. C'mere.”

      Joe stepped over the heavy yellow power cords, leaning his forearms on the safety rail separating their bays.

      Alvarez wiped his face with a filthy shop rag, a wicked grin showing through his beard. “You know why guys like us love working with steel so much?”

      Joe leaned in. “Why's that, Al?”

      “Because when steel gets hot, it actually bends the way you fucking tell it to,” Alvarez grunted, tossing the rag onto his workbench. “And when you're done, it doesn't remind you to take the goddamn trash out.”

      Joe offered a crooked, tight smile, shaking his head with a low, knowing chuckle. “Ain't that the truth.”

      He pushed off the rail and stripped off his gloves, letting them drop to the grate. He wiped sweat from his neck, acutely aware of the younger floor guys in the adjacent bays throwing glances his way, watching the veteran hold court.

      Since he ran his own bay, the custom requests came straight to him. He grabbed his clipboard from the cart. He could’ve let the requisition sheets pile up, but he was running hot. He figured he was due for a diversion—a hit of AC and a little sightseeing.

      He pushed through the heavy double doors to the front office, and the change hit instantly.

      The crash and clang of the floor vanished behind the doors’ pneumatic hiss, replaced by the sterile, humming chill of central air.

      The front office was neat and quiet: fluorescent lights, gray workstations, and a laminate counter separating the grunts on the floor from admin. Joe stood on the low-pile carpet, suddenly hyper-aware of the grime on his skin. He smelled like the plant: ozone, burnt flux, honest sweat.

      Then Diane turned from the filing cabinets, and the sight of her cut through everything.

      “Hey, Joe,” she smiled. Twenty-two, sharp and pretty, strawberry-blond hair pulled into a high ponytail. She tugged a yellow pencil from behind her ear. “You survive the morning rush?”

      “Barely,” Joe said. He crossed to the counter, let a slow, easy grin spread across his face, elbows planted to mark his space. “Got these requisition sheets for you.” He tapped the clipboard. “Try not to miss me too much while you file them.”

      Diane stepped up, laughing—a bright, airy sound that made everything lighter.

      Joe caught movement out of the corner of his eye—one of the soft-bellied logistics managers peering over a gray cubicle wall. Joe subtly shifted his weight, claiming the space.

      Diane leaned over the clipboard, her eyes tracking his scrawl. “I’d file them faster if you didn’t write like you’re wearing welding gloves.”

      Joe’s eyes dropped to the open collar of her blouse, catching the pale curve of her collarbone. A filthy image slammed into his brain: watching her fall to her knees, feeding her his cock until her lipstick smeared and her eyes watered. His hand tangled in her ponytail, fucking her throat until she swallowed every drop.

      In his head, he’d growl the command: “Open wide for me, Diane. It’s all yours.”

      “Maybe I do it on purpose,” Joe said, watching her finger trace his handwriting. “Keeps you spending more time on me.”

      Diane looked up, a faint flush rising in her cheeks. Her hand brushed his as she took the clipboard, fingers cool and lingering.

      Joe glanced at his left hand on the counter. The scuffed gold of his wedding band caught the fluorescent light. He didn’t feel a shred of guilt. If anything, the ring just sweetened the hit—proof that even as a married father on the wrong side of forty, he still had the gravity to reel a twenty-two-year-old right in.

      “You know, it's nice having you come in,” Diane said softly, her voice warm and genuine. “Most of the guys out there are just… loud. It’s nice how steady you are, Joe.”

      Joe’s blood pounded in his groin. Steady. A guy who knew what he was doing.

      “Just trying to keep up,” he shrugged.

      “You do fine, Joe,” Diane said, giving him one last warm smile before turning back to her desk.

      Joe watched her go, eyes locked on the sway of her hips under the skirt.

      Yeah, he thought. He pictured following her to the desk, bending her over, yanking the skirt up, slamming into her from behind while the factory’s roar swallowed every wet slap and moan.

      In his head, Diane looked back over her shoulder, her lips parted, her eyes glassy with need. “Joe,” she groaned, her voice breaking on his name, “fuck me harder—please, Joe.” Her manicured hands gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white, while he drove into her.

      And right over the gray cubicle wall, the soft-bellied manager would be watching. He’d be glued to the spot in his cheap button-down, forced to watch the grunt from the floor completely hollow out the girl he didn't have the spine to touch.

      The fantasy was so vivid he could almost hear her desperate little gasps.

      He pushed off the counter and strode back toward the floor. The heavy door hissed shut behind him, the roar of the plant swallowing him whole—but he rode the sound like a Sunday crowd.

      He walked back to his bay with the slow swagger of a guy rounding the bases after knocking one over the fence. Chest puffed out, aware of the younger floor guys looking up from their rigs to watch the pro pass. Let them look. Let them wonder what he just pulled in the front office.

      Every step dragged his work denim against his half-hard cock. He felt twenty-five again. Still a player in the game.
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      By late afternoon, the unseasonable September sun had baked the driveway asphalt, turning the air inside the garage thick and sweltering.

      Joe beat the boys home after the three-thirty factory whistle. He’d rolled the big aluminum door halfway up, letting in a strip of dusty light. Usually, the iron was reserved for the cold, dark hours of the morning. But today, the energy humming in his veins demanded a second run. He could still feel the phantom touch of Diane’s manicured fingers grazing his.

      He un-racked the barbell. It was loaded heavy, but his chest and arms fired in perfect sequence. He pushed through ten clean reps, the plates clanking with a rhythm he could feel in his teeth. He was dialed in, muscles burning as he prepared to rack the weight.

      The sound of tires on asphalt carried from the edge of the driveway, followed by two truck doors slamming shut.

      Hearing the footsteps approach, Joe didn't lock his elbows. Instead, he lowered the heavy iron right back down to his chest. He ground out an eleventh rep, jaw clenched tight, and then fought gravity for a twelfth—an agonizing, vein-popping push, timing it so that right as Dylan ducked under the half-open aluminum door, the kid saw exactly how much weight was bending the bar.

      Joe let the iron hit the rack with a loud, metallic crash.

      He sat up on the bench, breath coming in slow pulls. Sweat tracked through the dark hair on his chest, running down the sharp ridges of his ribs as Luca slouched in behind Dylan, skirting around a stack of toolboxes.

      Joe watched his son, the old frustration ticking in his jaw. He’d had that same hollow-chested build in junior high, but figured out early that physical presence was the currency you needed to get girls and to force the other guys to take notice. He started hitting the iron, and by eighteen—Luca’s age—he’d already packed wiry muscle onto his frame. Luca, on the other hand, just seemed content to fold in on himself, oblivious to the game.

      Dylan, though, moved through the garage like it was his own bedroom. Sandy hair loose and damp, a face already undeniably handsome. He wore a faded baseball tee, shoulders relaxed. There was a faint sheen of sweat on his neck from the heat.

      “Hey,” Luca mumbled, hovering near the door to the house.

      “Hey,” Joe replied. He nodded at Dylan. “Hardware store let you out early?”

      “Manager cut me,” Dylan said, sliding his hands lazily into his back pockets. The change in posture squared his shoulders, the thin cotton snapping tight against his chest and the hard lines of his torso. “Said it was too slow to pay me to stand around. Figured I’d intercept Luca walking home from Robotics.”

      Before Joe could answer, Lisa’s sedan turned into the driveway. Through the gap under the garage door, they watched her tires roll to a stop. A moment later, she ducked under the aluminum door with two plastic grocery bags in one hand and her work tote in the other. She navigated the cluttered garage with the blind efficiency of a woman who’d walked the same path a thousand times.

      “Hey, boys,” she said, her voice crisp but distracted. She glanced at Luca. “Grab the rest from the trunk, would you?”

      She turned to Dylan with a warm, easy smile. “Dylan, you staying for dinner? I’m making chicken parm. There’s plenty.”

      “Sounds great, Mrs. Napoli. Thanks.”

      Lisa nodded at Joe. “Just a heads-up for Friday—Luca and I are heading up to Elgin after school to look at that Civic. We’ll be back late, but I can make a baked ziti for you to throw in the oven.”

      Joe wiped his forehead. “Right.”

      The possibility flickered—an empty house for a few solid hours after the factory whistle. Taking his time, legs sprawled naked across the center of his own bed with the AC blasting and the laptop open, porn playing out loud, edging himself for an hour instead of racing to finish in the garage or shower.

      He pictured slow, deliberate strokes, his thumb smearing the steady leak of pre-cum over the taut head. Letting the pressure build, hips arching off the mattress, gliding into his slicked fist.

      And right at the edge, reaching down, slipping two wet fingers to press against his own pucker—the sharp intake of breath as he unknotted, blowing a thick, messy load across his chest and abs.

      His mind was already leaning into the raw luxury of it, his lips moving on autopilot. “No problem.”

      Luca pushed open the house door for Lisa, then slipped back under the garage door to empty the trunk.

      The kitchen door clicked shut, leaving Joe and Dylan alone in the stifling heat.

      Joe wiped down the bench, catching Dylan’s eyes tracking a heavy bead of sweat as it rolled down the hard shelf of Joe’s pec, slipped over his ridged abs, and disappeared into the waistband of his gym shorts.

      Joe tossed the rag aside, leaning back to let the kid get a better look. A slow smirk tugged at his mouth. “Something on your mind, Dylan?”

      The way Dylan stood—relaxed, confident, arrogant—was exactly how Joe felt right now. The mirroring was uncanny.

      “Just watching,” Dylan said. He tapped one of the forty-five-pound plates with his knuckles. He looked back up at Joe, eyes dark and stripped of the usual teenage deference. “You still got it, Joe.”

      Joe noticed the shift instantly. Joe. In front of Lisa and Luca, it was always Mr. Napoli. But out here, alone with the iron and sweat, the kid had dropped the title completely.

      It wasn’t a compliment from a boy to his friend’s dad—it was a peer-to-peer appraisal. One man acknowledging the work of another.

      Joe’s stomach tightened, core reflexively pulling in. The lines of his wiry abs sharpened under the scrutiny. He let out a short, dismissive laugh, picking up his water bottle again. He took a long draw, the cool liquid cutting through the heat.

      “Just trying to keep the rust off,” Joe said, lowering the bottle and holding it out to Dylan.

      The younger man took it. He tipped his head back and took a heavy glug, his Adam's apple working. He wiped the lip with his thumb after he’d finished and passed it back.

      Taking the bottle back, it felt good. It felt good being the seasoned veteran, casually sharing water with a young guy who saw his worth.

      “Tell Luca not to leave his backpack blocking the kitchen door,” Joe added, reasserting a casual, paternal authority, re-establishing the line between them.

      Dylan didn’t move right away.

      “Sure thing, Joe,” Dylan finally said softly, and turned toward the driveway. “See you.”
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      Stepping off the factory floor on Thursday, Joe pushed through the heavy double doors. The AC hit him, clean and sharp, a welcome shock to the system.

      He’d spent the week riding the high of the impending break in his routine: Friday afternoon, an empty house, and the rare freedom to do whatever he wanted without hiding.

      He approached the reception desk the same way he stepped into the batter’s box on Sundays—shoulders loose, core tight, tuning out the world, hunting for his pitch.

      Diane was at the front counter, sorting invoices. When she heard the hiss of the door, she looked up and immediately broke into a bright, pretty smile.

      “There he is,” she said, setting her pen down and leaning on the laminate counter. “I was wondering if you were going to make it up here today.”

      Joe felt a warmth spread in his chest. He leaned his weight on his forearms, closing the distance between them to a few intimate inches. A slow, crooked smile pulled at his mouth.

      “Can’t keep me away,” he said. “Somebody’s gotta make sure you’re actually working up here.”

      Diane laughed, shaking her head. Up close, he caught the faint vanilla of her perfume. “I do plenty. Actually, I was just thinking about you.”

      Joe raised an eyebrow, pulse picking up. “Is that right?”

      “Yeah. Alvarez came up earlier, dropping off a manifest, complaining about you making him run drills for the game this weekend.” Diane’s smile softened, almost nostalgic. “My dad used to play in a weekend league too. I used to sit in the bleachers and watch him yell at umpires.”

      She looked down, tracing a line in the counter with her nail, then glanced back up. Her eyes were warm, unguarded.

      “Hearing Alvarez complain about you… I don’t know. It’s nice,” she said softly. “Makes me miss that.”

      Joe felt the rush of her admiration.

      He looked at her—the soft jawline, the pale skin at her neck, strawberry-blond hair pulled back—and his mind went straight to the gutter. He shifted his weight, subtly adjusting the denim at his crotch. He pictured grabbing her by the hips and hauling her up onto that laminate counter, skirt hiking up around her waist, and taking her fast and hard right there on the boundary line, the roar of the factory muffling her begging.

      And right then, a spark caught and flared into a fire. The empty house on Friday. It wasn’t just a chance to lay back in the AC and beat off anymore—not just nutting into his fist while he stared at a screen. Lisa had unwittingly handed him a golden opportunity to take the real thing.

      He kept his voice low, gravelly. “Tomorrow’s Friday. I’m flying solo. Why don’t we grab a beer after the whistle? My treat. We can talk about baseball, or whatever you want. No big deal.”

      For a second, the office went perfectly still.

      Diane blinked. She pulled back from the counter just a hair, posture straightening.

      Joe’s heart hammered. Too fast, a voice warned. You pushed too fast.

      Then Diane’s smile returned—a little tighter, more careful, but real. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Yeah,” she said, her voice light. “Yeah… maybe.”

      “Good,” Joe said. He tapped his knuckles against the counter, giving her an easy, confident wink to relieve the pressure. “See you tomorrow, Diane.”

      He turned and walked out of the office before she could say anything else, not wanting to give her a chance to walk it back.

      When the steel doors hissed shut behind him, the roar of the stamping presses hit like a physical wave, but Joe’s mind was already racing, mapping out the evening.

      At first, maybe he’d suggest one of the rough little dive bars nearby, but he’d scrap it quick. Friday after the whistle, every joint would be packed with guys from the plant. And, he might hint smoothly, it’d be risky for us to be seen together.

      Instead, he’d suggest his place. A quiet drive, some talk. He’d unlock his front door, walk her into his kitchen, and upgrade her from that cheap laminate desk to his granite island—mail, mugs, whatever else swept right to the floor. He’d lift her up, spread her legs on the cold stone, strip off his shirt so she could feel the hard muscle, let her wrap her legs around him.

      “Fuck, Joe,” she’d gasp in his head, her nails digging into his shoulders, her face buried in his neck. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

      “I’m not going anywhere,” he’d growl. “You’re gonna take all of it.”

      With each thrust, he imagined his balls slapping against the granite countertop—a wet smack sending sparks up his spine. The sound of skin on skin filling the heat of the kitchen. Her legs locking around his waist, heels digging into his back.

      “That’s it,” Joe would grunt, his voice rough in her ear. “Good girl.”

      And in the heat of it—driving into her, right in the middle of his own domestic life—Joe would look up. Through the sliding glass, Dylan would be watching.

      Dylan would catch Joe’s eye. A slow, knowing smirk spreading across his face. His mouth forming two silent words: Fuck yeah.

      Joe wouldn't look back down at Diane. He'd feel her tight, wet heat, but his eyes would stay locked on Dylan. He’d let the kid watch him take her, hips snapping harder, working himself toward a ruthless climax without breaking Dylan’s gaze.  Just the thought of the younger man’s dark eyes locked on his sweating body at work made a phantom warmth pool in his gut, his hole pulling tight with a sudden, greedy flex.

      Then the fantasy shifted into pure mechanics. He’d make sure Diane got off, and feed her a little sweet talk about how incredible she was. He was a gentleman, so he’d offer her a ride home. She’d play it cool and decline, insisting on calling her own Uber, which would leave him the perfect window to tidy up. He’d wipe down the granite, turn on the oven for the baked ziti, and have the house spotless and perfectly reset before his wife's car ever hit the driveway.

      Walking back toward his welding bay, Joe discreetly adjusted the denim at his crotch. He could feel the slick, wet gunk of pre-cum matted in his pubes. The daydream had been satisfying, but it was that earlier image—Dylan standing in the sun, watching through the glass—that kept his cock throbbing.

      That was the real hit. Not just taking the girl, but having Dylan as a witness. Unquestionable proof he was still king of his domain.
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      The Friday shift whistle blew at three-thirty, a sharp, mechanical shriek cutting through the plant’s roar.

      Joe shut off his gas, killed power to his rig, stripped his leathers, and tossed them into his locker. He pulled his phone from his jeans. A text from Lisa, sent ten minutes ago: On the road to Elgin. Ziti is in the fridge. Bake at 375 for 45 min, take the foil off for the last 10.

      He locked the screen and slid the phone back into his pocket.

      The runway was clear. He moved with restless energy, scrubbing his hands and face at the wash station shoulder-to-shoulder with guys his age, already stooped and thick around the middle.

      He popped the top button of his work shirt to vent the heat. He watched gray water spiral down the drain, making sure he got the worst of the grease from under his nails.

      He caught Diane halfway across the gravel parking lot. The late-September sun glared off the rows of dusty windshields, cooking the asphalt, making the air shimmer with heat and exhaust.

      He scanned the departing trucks, hoping Alvarez or another floor guy was watching. He wanted an audience. The frail, 120-pound kid he used to be was dead and gone, replaced by a forty-two-year-old man still reeling in the youngest, prettiest thing in the front office without breaking a sweat.

      He strode right up to her, riding the momentum of his own high, already picturing the empty house, the granite island, the way he’d lift her onto it and finally get what he’d been chasing all week.

      “Hey,” Joe called, closing the distance.

      Diane turned as she unlocked the door to her compact sedan. She was wearing her ponytail tucked through the back of a baseball cap.

      “Hey, Joe,” she said, voice a little too tight, a little too fast. She pulled her car door open, standing on one side of it. “Really hot one today, huh?”

      “Indian summer,” Joe replied.

      A slow, crooked smile pulled at the corner of his mouth as he pressed up to the open door, Diane boxed in on the other side. He reached around her waist to the small of her back, resting his palm lightly against the thin cotton of her shirt.

      “So,” Joe said, voice dropping into low, confident gear. “About that beer.”

      Diane stiffened. It was barely a flinch, but Joe felt the muscles in her back go tight under his hand.

      “Oh, Joe,” Diane said, gentle but firm, looking him dead in the eye. “I’m sorry. I should have been a lot clearer yesterday. I can’t.”

      Joe’s hand dropped away into empty air. It fell to his side, fingers twitching. The heat radiating off the blacktop suddenly felt suffocating. “Hey, no pressure. Just a drink.”

      “My fiancé works nights,” Diane said, keeping her tone light, offering him an out. “He actually has tonight off for once, so I’m heading straight home to see him.”

      “Right,” Joe managed to say. The blood was rushing in his ears. “I didn’t realize you were engaged.”

      “Yeah,” she smiled softly, her hand resting on the open car door, keeping the barrier between them. She tilted her head, her expression softening into something devastatingly kind. “I was really flattered, though. You’re a sweet guy, Joe. I meant what I said yesterday. You really do remind me of my dad. It’s just… that same steadiness, you know? It’s nice to be around.”

      “Right,” Joe repeated. His voice sounded hollow, stripped of all its gravel and bass. “Have a good weekend, Diane.”

      He turned and walked back to his truck—didn’t look back when her engine started. But as he crossed the sweltering asphalt, the back of his neck burned. He could feel the eyes of the other floor guys watching from the cabs of their trucks. They had seen the whole thing. The veteran striking out. The dad getting patted on the head.

      He climbed into the cab and slammed the door shut. He grabbed the steering wheel, but the dark vinyl was scorching hot from sitting in the sun all shift. He jerked his hands back, then struck the top of the wheel with the heel of his hand.

      “God damn it!” he hissed in the suffocating cab. “Piece of shit!”

      He grabbed the wheel again, ignoring the burn. He cranked the ignition, slammed the AC dial to high and threw the truck into drive.

      A hot, defensive anger flared in his chest, burning through the initial shock as he peeled out of the lot. She knew exactly what she was doing. The way she leaned over the laminate counter, the lingering touches, the wide eyes—she was just a tease playing a cheap power trip on one of the floor guys for attention. She had led him on perfectly, just to twist the knife at the finish line.

      He hadn’t jerked off once since the plan formed. Not in the garage at dawn, not in the shower, not even a quick one in the truck on lunch break. Why waste his nut on a t-shirt when a twenty-two-year-old wanted it?

      The short drive home through the tight, residential grid was a blur of stoplights and blinding sun. But as he sat in traffic with the icy air blasting his face, his defenses failed to hold.

      By the time he turned down his street, the rage had hollowed into something much worse. Pity.

      The words clicked into place. Steady. Dad.

      She hadn't been playing a game. She had never been opening a window. She had been looking at him as a safe older man—a comfortable piece of furniture in the background of her life. She hadn’t been flirting; she had been humoring him.

      And he had bought it. Hook, line, and sinker. A gullible, middle-aged guy who’d let a twenty-two-year-old make an oblivious fool of him. The humiliation burned in his throat like battery acid.

      When Joe unlocked the front door, the house was dead silent. It was late September, the central AC already off for the season. With windows sealed, the air inside was stagnant with the stifling heat of the Indian summer.

      He walked straight to the thermostat and jammed it down to sixty-five, mindlessly popping another button on his work shirt as the vents kicked on with a low hum.

      The bright overhead kitchen lights felt like an interrogation. The kitchen island was perfectly clean, wiped down and gleaming. The relentless domestic routine—knowing Lisa’s prepped baked ziti was sitting in the fridge like one more checked box on a never ending to-do list—made Joe’s stomach twist.

      He went to the fridge, grabbed a cheap lager in a brown glass bottle, and twisted off the cap. He took a long swallow, leaning back against the counter. Every bit of confidence he’d walked out of the factory with was gutted.

      A heavy knock rattled the sliding glass door off the kitchen.

      Joe flinched. He looked over and saw Dylan standing on the back patio.

      Dylan wore a white tee that clung to his ribs and faded jeans, hands shoved deep in his pockets. He had Luca’s gray zip-up hoodie slung over one shoulder.

      Joe walked over, unlocked the latch, and slid the glass door open. The heavy late-September heat rolled into the kitchen.

      “Luca’s not here,” Joe said, voice flat, defensive.

      “I know,” Dylan said. He stepped casually over the threshold, bringing the smell of hot afternoon and cheap deodorant into the kitchen. He dropped the hoodie onto a stool. “He left his jacket in my cab yesterday. Figured I’d drop it inside.”

      Dylan stopped in the middle of the kitchen. He looked at Joe—at the tension radiating off his shoulders, the dark, bruised exhaustion in his eyes.

      “Thought you might like some company, man.” Dylan stepped closer, moving with terrifying athletic ease. His eyes tracked down Joe’s throat, settling on exposed chest hair where the shirt lay open, then back up to his eyes.

      “You look like you had a rough one, man,” Dylan said softly, the pitch of his voice dropping, filling the silent, empty house with his breathy presence.
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      Joe stood with his back to the counter, fingers tightening around the cold neck of the brown glass bottle. He took a slow, labored breath. “Just a long week,” he muttered, his voice sounding hollow. He took a swig, staring blankly at the younger man. “Nothing a cold drink won’t fix.”

      Dylan stepped closer, bringing the smell of cheap drugstore deodorant into Joe’s space. “Yeah? Because you look like you're about to punch a hole through the drywall.”

      Joe looked at him. Really looked at him. Nineteen years old, athletic, handsome, moving with easy confidence. A kid with his whole life ahead who probably already had more pussy than he could handle. How could someone like Dylan understand what it felt like to watch your currency dry up?

      “You don’t get it, kid,” Joe said, words slipping out before he could stop them. “You work your shift, go out, do whatever you want. You don’t know what it’s like to bust your ass for twenty years, keep yourself in shape, do everything right...”

      Joe swallowed hard, the humiliation from Diane and Lisa twisting tightly in his gut. “You give them everything. And they just look right through you like you’re a piece of goddamn furniture.”

      Dylan slowly shook his head. “Fucking women,” Dylan murmured. He made a vague, sweeping gesture around the impeccably clean kitchen—Lisa’s domain. “No disrespect.”

      He reached out and gently pulled the beer bottle away. He set it on the counter with a quiet clink.

      “They don't get it,” Dylan said, dropping his casual, lazy tone. “They look at you and they just see a walking paycheck. A guy who fixes the sink and takes out the trash.”

      Dylan’s dark eyes dragged across Joe's shoulders and into his open collar. It was the exact same stare Joe used on the girls at the Sunday games.

      “But a guy?” Dylan asked softly, his eyes snapping back up to lock onto Joe’s. “Now a guy knows exactly what he’s looking at. A guy looks at a forty-two-year-old built like a fucking weapon, and he doesn't think about furniture.”

      Dylan reached out, rapping his knuckle against Joe's delt. “Your form on the field... it's a fucking thing of beauty, Joe. You could've gone pro. Women don't understand what it takes. But I guarantee you, every guy does. They know exactly what you are.”

      Joe’s breath hitched. The validation hit exactly the nerve Diane had just severed.

      He had been dead wrong. It wasn't that Dylan couldn't possibly understand. Staring into those dark, serious eyes, Joe realized with a sudden, sinking weight that Dylan might be the only one who actually did.

      “You deserve some respect,” Dylan murmured, stepping closer, his crotch nearing Joe’s. “Seeing you get treated like that. Man like you ought to be worshipped.”

      Joe stared at him, the fight completely draining out of him.

      Dylan reached down. “Let me show you,” he whispered.

      His hands were devoid of hesitation as he unfastened Joe’s leather belt, the metal buckle clicking loudly in the quiet room. He popped the brass button of Joe’s jeans and pulled the heavy zipper down. Dylan hooked his fingers into the waistband of Joe’s briefs and tugged them down just enough.

      Joe’s cock spilled free, already half-hard and rising fast in the cool kitchen air. Joe’s eyes flicked down, watching Dylan’s hand close around it, root to tip, giving it a tug. The kid’s thumb stroked once over the swelling head, smearing the bead of pre-cum that had already leaked out.

      Dylan dropped to a one-kneed squat, with fluid, athletic control. His sneakers squealed against the kitchen tile. Joe’s eyes fluttered down as Dylan pushed the heavy denim and cotton the rest of the way down his lean thighs, fully exposing him.

      “Jesus,” Dylan breathed hot on Joe’s flesh. He stroked his thumb over the dark ridge, his eyes tracing the thick veins pulsing under the skin. “Look at this. Fucking beautiful, Joe. Perfect.”

      Joe gripped the edge of the granite counter behind him.

      It wasn't that he had never thought about it—what guy hadn't wondered what another man's mouth might feel like? But now that he was here, his mind didn't even have time to mount a defense.

      His body just instantly surrendered to it. A thick, hot rush of blood surged, stiffening him fully in Dylan’s grip. After days of edging himself with fantasies of absolute control, having that control stripped away and replaced with raw, unfiltered worship felt like a drug.

      Dylan shook his sandy head of hair. “What a waste,” he murmured, wrapping his fingers snug at the base. He worked his jaw, gathering a mouthful of spit, letting it pool on his tongue, then opened his mouth and took him in.

      Joe’s grip on the granite slipped. The heat was overwhelming, blotting out the bright overhead LEDs and the sterile kitchen. Dylan’s tongue was flat and wet, sliding down the shaft in one slow, deliberate glide until Joe felt the ring of his throat.

      Dylan tightened his lips and withdrew almost all the way, leaving a thick sheen of spit coating the dark shaft, dragging his teeth lightly along the sensitive underside on the way back up—a teasing scrape that made Joe’s thighs jerk.

      Joe heard his own breathing, gazing down at the slowly bobbing head.

      Dylan worked him with confidence, one hand stroking the base in tight, twisting pulls while his mouth sucked hard on the head, his tongue flicking the sensitive underside. Spit ran down Joe’s shaft, dripping onto the kitchen tile. Dylan’s other hand slid up under Joe’s shirt, fingers pressing into the tight ridges of Joe's abs, feeling them flex and twitch.

      The hand loosened at the base, dropping down to catch Joe’s free-hanging balls, as Dylan moved deeper. His lips hit the base, drawing Joe’s hard cockhead into the vise of his throat.

      “Oh yeah,” Joe heard himself whisper.

      His right hand left the counter. His calloused fingers wrapped around the crown of Dylan’s head. Dylan moaned around him, shooting straight up Joe’s spine. He let out a muffled cough as he took Joe deeper, his throat working, his nose brushing the dark fan of pubic hair.

      His hips instinctively tilted forward, into that hot mouth. The wet, choking sounds grew louder, faster. Joe’s hips started moving on their own—short, urgent snaps that fucked Dylan’s mouth with increasing force.

      His grip tightened on the back of Dylan’s head, holding him exactly where he wanted him.

      “Take it,” Joe growled. His voice was low and raw. “Fucking take it.”
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      Dylan let out a low, muffled sound of approval and doubled down, his jaw working harder, swallowing the crown down his tight throat.

      For the first time since the plant, the knot in Joe’s chest began to loosen. The humiliation on the lot faded in the wet warmth of Dylan’s mouth. Joe’s hips chased the friction, breathing turning shallow. He worked to pull every ounce of pleasure from the moment, ready to let go completely and let the kid finish what he started.

      Then Dylan stopped.

      With a sharp jerk of his head, he shook off Joe’s hand.

      The sudden loss of heat left the spit cooling rapidly on Joe’s skin. Joe gasped, eyes flying wide open.

      Dylan rose to his feet. He stood inches from Joe, his chest heaving slightly. He lifted the back of his hand to wipe saliva from his lips, though a sheen remained on his chin. His dark eyes, watering, locked on Joe’s with a look of pure intent.

      “Dyl?” Joe breathed, brain too clouded with heat to understand the shift.

      Dylan pushed a hand up under Joe’s shirt, palm resting on lean pec muscle. His other hand fumbled with the buttons, jerking the tight buttonholes until the fabric gave way. Joe’s chest was bare—from clavicle all the way down to pubes, where his stiff cock was still wet and shining.

      “You keep yourself like this,” Dylan murmured, licking his lips. His breath hit Joe’s face. “Who are you looking so fucking good for, Joe?”

      Joe’s breath hitched. “What?”

      Dylan’s rough fingers pinched and twisted one rust-colored nipple. His other hand dropped down Joe’s ribs to the side of his exposed waist, gripping hard and pulling him forward until Joe’s wet cock bumped bluntly against the rough denim of Dylan’s jeans.

      “You strut around this house with that tight body, knowing exactly what you’re doing,” Dylan whispered, arrogance rolling off him. “Don’t you?”

      Dylan’s eyes dropped to Joe’s mouth before locking back on his eyes. His voice dropped. “Well, congratulations, Joe. I want exactly what you’re advertising.”

      The accusation—the recognition—hit Joe like a physical blow. Guys weren’t supposed to think that way—not where he was from—but he knew how he looked. Every rep, every flex, every perfectly executed throw just to make sure the younger guys were watching. It was functional. It was masculine. And underlying it all was pure, unadulterated vanity.

      Dylan’s eyes dropped from Joe’s to the empty kitchen island. A subtle, commanding jerk of the head made the instruction clear. “Turn around, Joe.”

      The last, crumbling wall of Joe’s ego gave way, leaving only the thrill of being exposed by a player who understood the game.

      Joe let himself be guided by a hand on his hip, turning his back to Dylan.

      He braced his palms flat against the cool granite island and lowered his head. He tried to widen his stance, but the spread denim of his jeans tightened below his knees. He planted his boots against the tile, gripping the floor like they were made for this, knees striking the cabinetry.

      “That’s it,” Dylan murmured. “Good boy. Show me that ass.” Dylan slid one hand between the pale cheeks, parting them, fingers pressing dryly against the tight ring of muscle. Then a shuddering breath behind him. “Oh, fuck.”

      Joe heard the pump of a plastic bottle, followed by a thick, wet squirt and the sharp, clean scent of Lisa’s avocado and aloe lotion. The domestic wrongness flared in Joe’s mind, but it was cut through by the shock of cold, thick cream smeared over his hole.

      Dylan’s fingertips worked the cold lotion into him, pressing firmly to pry open the tight, stubborn knot. The lotion spread quickly, requiring a second pump with a loud squeak.

      “Christ, you’re tense,” Dylan muttered, fingers pushing deeper, stretching the muscle. “Relax for me, Joe.”

      Joe heard the rasp of a zipper, then the rustle of denim as Dylan shoved his jeans down his thighs with one hand.

      Dylan stepped flush against Joe’s back. His left hand clamped down on Joe’s waist like a vise. Joe’s twenty-nine-inch waist gave perfect leverage, fingers digging into bone to lock Joe in place. With his right hand, Dylan aimed and lined up his hard cock against Joe’s opening.

      He pushed, but the angle was off. The cockhead glanced uselessly off the entrance.

      “Come on, god damn it,” Dylan hissed, repositioning, head swirling against tight pucker.

      His hand gripped Joe’s hip harder and he pushed up—and this time Dylan stole the breath from Joe’s lungs, his hands grasping against the smooth surface of the island. The stretch was agonizingly real. Joe arched his back, arms trembling violently as the granite dug into his stomach.

      Dylan hit the hilt, hips landing against Joe’s rear. He paused, adjusting his stance. His grip tightening to hold Joe steady as Joe’s body instinctively tried to pull away, with nowhere to go.

      “Shh, breathe,” Dylan murmured, leaning down. The command vibrated against Joe’s ear. “It’s just pressure.”

      Joe dropped his head forward, elbows on cold stone. He forced his lungs to draw air. “Yeah,” he said, barely a sound. Dylan was right. The initial burning shock began to recede into a dull fullness, a surprising completeness—like a missing piece pressed into a puzzle.

      Dylan pulled back, friction pulling uncomfortably at Joe’s insides, then drove in again. Joe’s vision swam.

      The young stud set a deep, clumsy rhythm, bodies slapping together in the quiet house.

      Joe’s hands slid down, gripping the square edges of the counter for leverage to keep feet from sliding from under him. His knees bumped the wooden base as the denim limited movement. His body rocked with the wet, heavy slap of Dylan’s hips, but his eyes drifted around the white kitchen as the deep stretch inside became all that existed.

      Dylan’s breath shallowed, coming in harsh rasps through his nose. “You’re such a good little slut.”

      The pace quickened and the heat spiked. Dylan let go of Joe’s waist, reaching right hand around Joe’s hip. His calloused fingers found Joe’s cock, wrapping tightly around the stiff length of him, jerking him.

      Joe gasped, his hips bucking. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—the relentless, blunt pounding in his guts and the tight pull of Dylan’s fist forced the blood higher.

      “You like that?” Dylan rasped, his voice strained and breathless as he fucked him harder. His thumb swiped over the leaking head of Joe’s cock. He pulled his hand up, showing off the clear liquid on his rough thumb. “Look at you leaking all over my hand. I know you do.”

      Joe grunted, a low, broken “Yeah,” escaping through clenched teeth, breath snorting through his nostrils.

      “Fuck, Joe,” Dylan rasped, losing his footing for a second on the tile before finding it again and driving straight up in a piercing thrust. “You feel so good inside.” He adjusted his position, the grind sending jolts up Joe’s spine. “I’m telling you— This is what you built it for, Joe. All those dips. I can fucking feel it.”

      The words crossed like live wires of shame and pride, arcing white-hot.

      Dylan’s fist reached back down as he pumped into Joe in a merciless, uncoordinated rhythm with his hips. With every accelerating thrust, a fresh spike of intense white heat pierced through Joe's haze. “That's it. That’s it,” he heard Dylan grunt.

      As the pace picked up, the spikes stuttered and fused into one blinding, continuous rush that overtook everything.

      Joe came—a rough, ugly croak tearing out of his throat as his legs shook. Dylan milked thick, messy ropes of cum out of him, the hot release splattering heavily against the wood of the island's base.

      “Oh, Jesus, yeah,” Dylan groaned, his voice cracking slightly. “Fuck, Joe—look at you. Taking it so fucking good.”

      He released his grip on Joe’s cock, his hand sliding up Joe’s sweat-slicked ribs to grab a fistful of his pec, squeezing the muscle, humping frantically. “I’ve been wanting to get my hands on these tits,” Dylan rasped as he drove his hips home one last time.

      A second later, Dylan let out a harsh grunt, his fingers clawing into Joe as he followed him over the edge, pumping hot and deep inside him.

      They collapsed against the island, chests heaving, backs slick with sweat beneath their shirts.

      Dylan shifted his weight awkwardly, stepping back. He let his soft-hard cock slide out of Joe with a wet squelch, leaving Joe’s hole exposed to the cool air, greedily pulsing.

      Dylan’s hand dropped to Joe’s ass, giving one cheek a sharp, possessive slap. “Goddamn,” he muttered, his voice hoarse and satisfied. “That ass is even better than I imagined. Tight, hot, greedy little hole. You were made for this.”

      The only sound in the suffocating heat of the room was their synchronized, ragged, open-mouthed breathing.

      Until the low, mechanical rumble of the garage door opener suddenly vibrated through the floorboards.

      Joe froze. The reality of the kitchen snapped back into focus. The bright lights, the ache in his back, the smell of sweat and sex in the air.

      Dylan stepped back. There was a faint, entirely satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

      He pulled his jeans up, stuffing his semi in—still tacky from being inside Joe—and buttoned the denim with deliberate movements.

      The heavy thud of a car door slamming echoed through the drywall.

      Dylan casually picked up a yellow sponge from the sink and neatly wiped the streaks of Joe’s cum from the wooden base and the splatters and spit on the floor, erasing the evidence. He tossed the damp sponge back onto the stainless steel sink.

      Joe fumbled with his underwear and jeans, his hands trembling as he dragged the heavy denim up his thighs, the fabric catching against his still sensitive skin.

      “Zip your fly all the way, Joe,” Dylan said calmly.

      Joe yanked the zipper up and buckled his belt. He grabbed his half-empty beer from the counter just to hold something steady, turning his back to the room just as the door connecting the garage to the kitchen clicked open.
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      The door from the garage swung open, letting in the smell of exhaust and the rattle of Lisa’s keys.

      Joe stood frozen by the sink, his heart hammering against his ribs. He’d managed to yank his zipper up, but beneath the heavy denim, he felt a pulsing ache deep in his insides, a brutal physical reminder of what he’d just surrendered. The slick, cold remnants of Lisa's avocado and aloe lotion plastered between his cheeks, a greasy, shameful friction as he shifted his weight.

      Lisa walked in, in a cloud of visible irritation. She was carrying her tote bag on her shoulder, already talking before the door even clicked shut behind Luca.

      “Unbelievable,” she sighed, dropping her keys onto the edge of the kitchen island. She blew a stray piece of dark hair out of her face. “Halfway to Elgin and the guy texts to say he already sold the Civic to someone else. Didn't even have the decency to call.”

      Joe inhaled. The kitchen smelled distinctly, horrifyingly wrong—the rank sweat and cum, but also the floral scent of the hand lotion.

      But Dylan was already on it. As Lisa turned, Dylan smoothly leaned against the island. He reached out and tapped the pump of the lotion bottle. Squirt. He casually rubbed the white cream into his palms.

      “Hey, Mrs. Napoli,” Dylan said, his voice perfectly even. “Sucks about the car.”

      Joe realized the scent of the lotion was still radiating off his own flushed skin. His hands shook only a little as he reached across the counter, hitting the pump himself. He rubbed the cold cream into his knuckles, giving the smell an alibi.

      Lisa stopped in the middle of the kitchen. Her brow furrowed slightly at the sight of him frantically moisturizing his work-roughened hands.

      “You didn't turn the oven on for the ziti, did you?”

      “No,” Joe rasped. His voice sounded like it was coming through a wall. He cleared his throat, forcing the pitch down. “No, I didn't.”

      “That's okay, I'll get it going,” Lisa said. She stepped past him toward the stove, her hand brushing the edge of the stainless steel sink—inches away from the damp yellow sponge resting by the drain. The exact sponge Dylan had just used to wipe Joe’s cum off the cabinetry.

      “Don't,” Joe blurted out.

      The word came out too fast, too sharp. Lisa blinked, turning back to look at him in surprise.

      “It's too hot,” Joe managed. He grabbed the open sides of his shirt and fanned them briefly over his damp, bare chest to sell the lie, pulling her focus away from the sink. “It's a blast furnace in here. If you turn the oven on, the house is gonna be unbearable.”

      Lisa’s eyes dropped. She took in the heavy, dark flush of his skin and the sweat gleaming on the ridges of his abs—a quiet marital assessment of the man she thought she knew.

      Joe blew right past it, his blood roaring in his ears. “Let's just order pizza.”

      Lisa's eyes turned. The exhaustion of the aborted road trip finally showed through. “Pizza?” she asked. “Are you sure? I already put the ziti together this morning.”

      “Leave it in the fridge for tomorrow,” Joe said. “You had a long drive. Half pepperoni, half veggie lover or whatever healthy crap you want.”

      The corner of his mouth twitched up into the same crooked grin he used when they were twenty and he was trying to get into her pants—using that exact same smile to hide exactly who had just been inside his.

      “Well,” Lisa sighed, a genuine, appreciative smile breaking across her face. “I'm certainly not going to argue with that. Dylan, you want to stay? We're ordering enough.”

      Dylan didn't even hesitate.

      “That sounds awesome, Mrs. Napoli,” Dylan said, a wide, boyish grin spreading across his face. He looked right at Joe. “If Mr. Napoli doesn't mind.”

      “For god’s sake, he doesn't mind,” Lisa said with an eye roll. She stepped away from the counter, pulling her phone out of her tote to place the order. “Go wash up, boys.”

      As Lisa turned her back and started dialing the pizzeria, Joe reached into the sink. He flicked on the tap, grabbed the damp yellow sponge, held it under the rushing water. He squeezed it hard, watching the last soapy stream of his diluted load swirl down the drain.

      Then, muttering an excuse, he walked gingerly down the hallway to the master bathroom.

      There, he locked the door and flipped on the exhaust fan. He undid his belt, shoved down his jeans and briefs and sat down. His lower back gave a slight, protesting twinge—a dull ache from the position he’d held while Dylan railed him.

      A rumble shifted in his lower gut. It gave way to a harsh, fluttering burst of air, followed by a splatter. He sat there quietly, waiting for his body to purge itself. When it seemed done he tore off a long strip of toilet paper and wadded it. He reached between his legs, wiping himself clean.

      When he brought his hand back to see it, the stark white paper was smeared with a thick, pearlescent mix of the lotion and cum.

      He sat there, staring at the physical proof of what had happened, and a sudden realization washed over him. It was a blessing Diane had not said yes. If she’d been there when Lisa and Luca rolled up early, his life would be entirely over. There would have been screaming, maybe divorce, the total destruction of his world.

      But because it was Dylan, the secret was completely invisible. A teenage boy hanging out in the kitchen waiting for his friend to come home. The secret was mutually assured destruction neatly hidden in plain sight. Joe had spent the week looking for a market for the man he’d built himself into, and he’d finally found a buyer who knew exactly what his worth was—and how to keep his mouth shut about it.

      He wiped again to clean off, flushed, and pulled up his jeans.

      In the bathroom mirror, he looked at his reflection. His eyes ran over the dark stubble on his jaw, the familiar, hard lines of his face. And then down the exposed chest, over the dark hair leading down his torso.

      He unconsciously flexed his tight abs, his eyes tracing the narrow taper of his hips. And right beneath that wall of muscle was a deep, hollow ache—the inescapable, pulsing physical memory of having another man's cock thrusting inside his guts.

      He had built himself up to be more of a man, showing up the guys at the plant and on the field, but looking at his reflection now, he realized those lean lines just made him the perfect shape to be handled.

      His eyes rose back to his pecs—the slabs he’d engineered on his narrow frame. Tits. The word Dylan had growled, sending a sudden, transgressive rush of blood into his cock even now. It was filthy—degrading—but standing there in the sterile light, Joe felt a slow, grim satisfaction spread across his face.

      He’d add another twenty-five pounds to the bar for his next press. He’d make them even bigger, even harder, just to see that look in the kid’s eyes.

      Dylan had taken with a hunger that Diane couldn't even imagine and Lisa had long ago forgotten. He pulled his shirt closed, buttoning it up, but the satisfaction remained—a dark secret coiled tight in his center.

      Forty-five minutes later, the four of them were sitting around the small, circular kitchen table.

      The cheap cardboard box sat open in the center, the steam rising into the cooling air. Lisa was talking about the frustrating drive, asking Dylan polite questions about the hardware store, his job. Dylan answered her with perfect, respectful ease—easy come, easy go. He ate two slices, chewing thoughtfully, laughing at the right moments, flawlessly playing the polite, hungry teenager.

      Joe ate, chewing on auto-pilot.

      He looked at Lisa, exhausted and complaining about traffic, and then at Luca, oblivious and slumped over his phone.

      They thought they knew who he was—the provider, the aging ballplayer, the man who took out the trash. They had no idea that while they were gone, he’d been fucked raw like a good little slut on the same counter where Lisa now set out paper plates—the kid couldn’t get enough of him.

      Seeing Luca and Dylan together, for a brief second, Joe wondered if there was something more between them. Some secret sexual dynamic he had been totally blind to. But as he watched them bump shoulders and talk over each other about a video game, he could see there was absolutely no heat between the two boys. The air between them was completely flat, entirely platonic.

      The physical reverence, the hunger Dylan had displayed—that was reserved entirely for Joe. A small, smug spark of triumph flared in his chest. Dylan didn't want the kid. He didn't want the soft, slouching shadow; he wanted the real thing.

      Joe felt like a king sitting in the middle of a kingdom that didn't even realize it had been conquered.

      He cleared his throat, staring down at his pizza. “Can somebody pass the parmesan?” he asked, pitching his voice to no one in particular.

      Dylan’s arm shot out, casually picked up the shaker.

      “Any time, Mr. Napoli,” Dylan said, holding it out for Joe to take. His eyes locking onto Joe's with a terrifying familiarity.

      Joe took the shaker. Their fingers didn't touch, but the air between them pulled taut. They were the only two men at the table who knew the score.
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