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         I saw him for the first time in the park. People always walked through it so quickly on their way to and from work. Sometimes you’d run into a young man there late at night, sitting  with his legs wide apart, his thumb down his jeans, and his hand pointing down to his crotch. But this happened to be an ordinary Wednesday afternoon on a wet and windy autumn day.

         He had one of those friendly, open faces that always smiled as if life was one big adventure. He might have been about five or six years older than me,  so around 28. He had thick, long, curly hair, a straight nose, plump lips, and big, brown eyes. Usually, I manage to resist the temptation to gawk at gorgeous men––a couple of seconds too long, and I’m busted. But this time, I stared at him as if I was hypnotised. I couldn’t keep my eyes off him.

         He was tall, with slender hips, and his nicely shaped ass was sculpted inside his jeans like Michelangelo himself had crafted it. Not only his bum, but his entire figure would have satisfied the artist's demanding requirements for a young lover. His chest slanted up from his slender hips like a trapezium towards his broad shoulders. His hands were strong, and they got me fantasising about the size of what he had in his pants. His dick was bulging  under his washed-out jeans.

         

He must’ve sensed me staring at him. For a brief moment, he turned his face towards me, without the boyish sparkle in his eyes disappearing. A carpenter? Why were carpenters always so sexy? He had a naked, sweaty upper body, and a helmet that sat firmly on his head. His hammer dangled from his belt, ready for use.

         As people walked past me, smiling, I went on a trip down memory lane: I’d just turned eighteen when I discovered the young, blonde carpenter up on the scaffolding standing by my house. The next day, I curled into bed, pretending to be ill, just outside the window where the carpenter was working. I wanked myself dry under the duvet.

         When I sent the carpenter out the window a smile, my fantasy ran wild. I imagined the carpenter climbing through the window and walking over to the bed. I imagined his hands tearing off my duvet, placing his sweaty, manly body over my slender,frame. I happily let it happen in my fantasies, even though I knew it was excitingly forbidden. I gasped and moaned while listening to my parents’ same old discussions downstairs about whether or not I should become a priest or a teacher. At that moment, I sent my cum up through the roof and to the heavens;the cute, innocent angels in the clouds had to rub their eyes and dry off their wings.

         

I sighed and returned back to the present, as I saw the man’s arms open—not to me, but to his two-year-old daughter, who ran to greet him. What a beautiful sight; the masculine dad lifting up his kid, kissing her and cuddling her. Why does that sight always make me so dizzy and hot? The little one was followed by a woman who must’ve been her mother. She was a slender and elegant woman, far from a tomboy. She must’ve been at least five years older than him.

         They stood there talking for a while before they parted. She walked off alone while he stood there with his daughter on his shoulders. As he walked past me, he looked so happy. He met my eyes as if he wanted to share his joy with me, before disappearing down the hill. The rest of the week, I kept thinking about his smile and the sparkle in his eyes. I dreamt about him all the time, and I imagined how the masculine man would meet me, the sensitive boy. The daydreams spun out in different variations but always with a wet finish and feathers from my pillow in my mouth. I didn’t see him for the rest of the week.

         

The week after, I saw the mum dropping off the little one again. He must have had her every other Wednesday. Could this god possibly be single? I got my answer one Friday afternoon when I discovered him holding hands with someone else––maybe a man? My heart pounded all the way down to my balls, but when I got closer, I realised it was a woman. She had short hair and a boyish look, and she was completely different from the child’s mother.

         The following week, I paid attention to my god and his family’s schedule, studying him like an undercover operative. Would I ever get to experience opening up and baring myself to him? Would his muscular body ever get to play with me freely?

         

I decided to follow him, to see where he lived. I discovered that he lived right on the other side of the park. I stood there in the dark, watching their silhouettes as they turned off the lights. Jealousy tore a hole through my body. I wouldn’t see any of them for a while that autumn.

         Maybe they’d found another arrangement. And me? I went back to loneliness. Ah well, I’d rather be lonely than someone’s second or even third pick.  I felt like a hermit. I continued making love to myself, without anyone to compete with.
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