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The sun dips below the horizon, casting the park in a soft, golden glow as I wander along the winding path. It’s dusk, that magical hour when the world feels suspended between day and night. My headphones are in, drowning out the world with a playlist that’s supposed to help me unwind after a long day at work. My girlfriend, Sarah, is waiting for me at home, but I needed this walk to clear my head. Just me, the cool evening air, and the crunch of leaves underfoot. I’m dressed casually—jeans, a plain white tee, and sneakers—nothing out of the ordinary.

As I round a bend near the parking lot, my eyes catch sight of a car parked beneath a towering oak tree. It’s an older model, dark blue, its windows tinted just enough to obscure the interior but not enough to hide the faint glow emanating from within. I don’t think much of it at first. People park here all the time to enjoy the view or maybe catch a quick nap. But then I hear it—a low, rhythmic moan. It’s faint, almost swallowed by the evening breeze, but it’s there. My heart skips a beat. I pause, my curiosity piqued.

I slow my steps, trying to play it cool, but my eyes are drawn to the car like a magnet. The moaning grows louder, more urgent. My pulse quickens. I’m not sure what I’m witnessing, but my body reacts before my brain can process it. My dick twitches in my jeans, a sudden, unexpected hardness that catches me off guard. I’m straight. I’ve got a girlfriend. This shouldn’t be happening.

I’m close enough now to see movement inside the car. The driver’s side window is cracked open, just enough to let in the cool air. Through the gap, I hear heavy breathing, the sound of skin on skin. My stomach flips. I know I should keep walking, but my feet feel rooted to the spot. I’m transfixed, like a deer in headlights.

Then I see him. A guy, maybe mid-twenties, sitting in the driver’s seat. He’s got his shirt off, his chest heaving as he works his hand up and down his thick, hard cock. His other hand is gripping the steering wheel, knuckles white, like he’s trying to anchor himself to reality. His head is thrown back, eyes closed, mouth parted in a silent groan. I can’t look away.

He’s muscular, lean but defined, with a light dusting of hair across his chest that trails down his abs. His jeans are unbuttoned, hanging low on his hips, and his cock is thick and veiny, glistening with pre-cum. He’s jacking himself off with slow, deliberate strokes, like he’s savoring every moment. My mouth goes dry. My dick is throbbing now, pressing painfully against my zipper. I’m rubbing the outside of my jeans, my fingers tracing the outline of my hardness, even though I know I shouldn’t.
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