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I was never really been your typical boy next
door. I’m not interested in setting down with a white picket fence
and a pretty girl and popping out a bunch of babies. I’ve always
had a taste for something different. Something male.

 

The Hollywood pretty boys never did too much
for me either. Everyone else looked at a guy in a tight pair of
jeans and a tee-shirt with hard, toned muscles and wanted to rip
that shirt off and see what was underneath.

 

I just found it boring.

 

I pretended though. No one wants to be the
weird person who doesn’t find the celebrity of the week attractive.
So I would swoon and leer at the lifeguards down by the beach and
joke about how much I wanted to fuck the new Hollywood idol, all
the while wondering what was wrong with me.

 

In school, I had always found my older male
teachers attractive. As an adult, I caught myself checking out my
forty year old boss more than once. That wasn’t the worst of it
though.

 

You see, there was one person who did get my
heart racing and my jeans tight, and I felt like there was
something a bit wrong with myself for feeling this way. That didn’t
stop me from letting my fingers do the walking, right down to my
zipper every time I saw him. I was in serious lust with my next
door neighbor.

 

Mr. Foster was the proper and classy middle
aged man that lived in the house next door to me. He had to be in
his mid forties, and he looked it. Instead of trendy graphic
t-shirts and trucker hats, he wore argyle sweaters and tweed
jackets and he always seemed to have a thick book in his hand. He
was as far away from the modern ideal of what is sexy to a man in
my age group as you could get, and there was no one else in the
world that got my dick as hard as he did.

 

In the two years I had lived in this house,
he had never once said a pleasant word to me. My waves and smiles
were greeted with blank stares and curt nods that seemed to be what
passed for a warm greeting for him. I had occasionally passed him
when he returned home from his job as a professor at a local
university, and his reactions remained unpleasant as ever.

 

Despite all that, I still wanted him!

 

***

 

I hadn’t seen Mr. Foster in a few days.
Usually I saw him picking up his mail in the mornings as I left for
work. He had such a precise routine that after two days of not
seeing him I started to get worried that something had happened to
him.

 

Steeling my courage, I cut across his lawn
and walked to his front door. I stood in front of the worn red
paint for a moment before knocking loudly. No answer. I knocked
even louder, but still no one came. I twisted the knob and the door
slid open easily. “Mr. Foster?” I called tentatively. “Mr. Foster,
are you there?” I took a step into the house. “I haven’t seen you
in a few days and I was starting to get worried. Are you okay?”
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