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Adonis

 



Amanda Mann

 


He wasn't my type, not really. Big, buff,
cut. But he was undeniably handsome. He didn't really have that
vibe, though, so I tried not to look. Tried but failed.

 


I liked them more like me. Young and
slender, maybe even a bit undefined. He was about as opposite that
as you could get. Okay, so he wasn't exactly bodybuilding
competition material but he was hard and lean, as if it were more
concerned with having the perfect body, rather than the largest
muscles, or whatever it is that those guys do.

 


I had been by this part of the beach, dozens
of times in my life and I had never really taken notice of any of
them. But one quick, casual look was all it took. I'm sure I did a
triple-take, there was just something about him. I found myself in
the way of pedestrian traffic and about to call attention to myself
so I stepped back and leaned against the building. Lucky for me, it
was a store that was selling sunglasses so I pretended to shop. For
several long minutes.

 


I tried to think what he reminded me of as I
watched him work out with the weights. I ogled him in secret,
watching the sweat glean off his muscles and following the hard
lines his body. He didn't engage in conversation with the others,
many of whom I was fairly certain were gay. No, he wasn't there for
body worship… He was there to work on himself.

 


As I watched, so many
thoughts ran through my mind, all of them dirty. I tried to imagine
what it would be like to take someone like that or to have him go
down on me. If it went further, and I was already hoping that it
would, I would want to take him missionary, just so that I could
look into his eyes as I penetrated him. The thought suddenly made
me laugh, I was certainly getting ahead of myself.
'Way ahead of yourself,' I thought. 'He's probably not even
gay.'

 


'Too bad recruiting's not an actual thing…'

 


I got lost in my own thought for a moment
then got that odd feeling that I was being watched. I refocused and
there he was, the Adonis, looking right back at me, a very strange
look on his face. Knowing I had been caught, I scrambled, putting
back the sunglasses that were in my hand and moving on down the
beach.

 


I could feel his eyes on me the whole
way.

 


As I turned the corner and
leaned against the building in safety, my heart beating like a
tom-tom, I wondered what came over me. The aching in my loins, it
was so unlike anything I had felt before. 'He's not even my type,' I reminded
myself. And the funny thing was, I never ever had trouble getting
action. Guys came to me. I don't know if it was my looks or my
confidence... Confidence? Where was that, now? I was shaking like a
leaf.
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