County Parks
                         by Allen Baker

The two parks are only a mile and a half and worlds apart.  They(re both beautiful: wooded and threaded with paths.  The sounds of rustling leaves in the breeze.  The sight of squirrels and chipmunks scampering among the leaves.  The flitter and song of the abundant birds.  Beautiful and restful.  Relaxing and rejuvenating.

The other one is frequented mostly by men on the prowl.  Men cruising each other to carnal pleasures.  Openly defying the law. Thrilling to the risk of public sex.  Authorities know this and studiously avoid it, turning their heads the other way.

This park, however, is heavily patrolled by the rangers.  Both openly and undercover.  It is a family-oriented area.  So why am I here and not there?

One reason only: the male dirt bikers.  They arrive in trucks, RSV(s, or wagons, or with racks on their roofs or rear bumpers.  Invariably the drivers alight from their vehicles and stand beside them while they openly striptease out of their street duds to reveal their typically slim bods.  And now you know why I(m here: to watch these men.

Those crotches bulge uninhibitedly in spandex.  It thinly molds each pouch, outlining each ridge and mound, revealing them as naked in public as they could legally be.  They stretch and limber up.  Arching their backs makes their prominent crotches protrude even more obscenely.  They reach up for their bikes.  Bend over to attach wheels.  And always, before mounting, reach down in and readjust the equipment for comfort.

I always harden at the sight, and stare as those hard buns pump out of view down a path.  Then I sigh deeply, start my car, and head for the other park, rigid and primed for action.  Ready to enjoy the beauties of nature.

