Meeting Mr. Right 
by Allen Baker
After months of frustrating searches through the bars, bookstores, and video booths, here at last was the man of my dreams in line at a fast food joint. All I could do was stare and drool. He was perfect. Mr. Right.

Well, almost perfect: he did have hold of a young kid with each hand. Shit, married! Another bubble burst. With a sigh of regret I paid and took my tray to a table, deliberately facing away from the line. No sense crying over spilt milk.

No sooner had I steeled myself against thinking more of the man, than he ushered his brood straight into my line of sight, but two tables away. He directed them to chairs on either side as he sat facing me. I watched his face as he busied himself with cutting up pancakes, opening milk cartons, and doling out napkins. He murmured, smiled, and joked as he prepared them for their Saturday breakfast. At last they indulged, and he turned to his own food.

He'd been patient and adoring. And adorable. His sandy hair was longish, but stopped short of his collar. His alert posture and outstanding physique were naturally graceful. His craggy good looks gave him the appearance of the rugged outdoors man. But it was the twinkle in the eyes and softness of the grin as he conversed with his kids that totally endeared me to him.

I tried not to stare. I tried to pull my eyes away. I tried to be discreet. Really I did. Finally, I forced my attention away from his face, only to find that I could see under their table, directly into another commanding sight. His jean-clad legs were splayed to straddle the table's pedestal, opening his crotch to my widening eyes. My mouth instantly dried and then started to water. My fork stopped halfway to my face. My cock instantly hardened as I observed a huge piece outlined along his left leg. He obviously wore no undershorts: too much detail showed through the worn denim. I sat statue-Iike and stared. Maybe I even drooled, I don't know. I couldn't move.

Suddenly, a hand slid under the table. Slowly it caressed and outlined the lump, then gave it a squeeze in rearrangement. A dot of moisture darkened the denim. I shuddered and, totally untouched, shot my spunk into my drawers. Looking up, I found his wide grin, then his sparkling blue eyes directly looking into my own. He knew. I fled.

I agonized all week, alternating between acute embarrassment and painful longing. Between vowing never to return to the scene of my crime and driving past every morning on the way to work. I got hard just turning onto that street. My wet dreams were haunted by his gentleness, his crotch, and his entrapping eyes. It had happened again: I was in love with an unreachable man. A man I had no right to.

Finally, it was the weekend again, and I knew I'd be going out for breakfast even against my better judgement. I sat in the parking lot for a long time, willing my woody to subside enough to show myself in public. Eventually, it was the fear of missing him that did the trick.

My heart sank just a few seconds after entering. No man with two kids. He wasn't here! I sat in the same place, nibbling at my nearly neglected muffin. My unfocused eyes centered on his table. I could see them as they'd been, and my heart began to ache with an unreasonable sense of loss. He'd never been mine in the first place. What foolishness. What total sadness.

In their place sat a newspaper above a pair of outstretched legs crossed at the ankles. I tried to will the interloper to go away. To vacate the space in some vague, remotely pagan belief that they'd then suddenly appear to resume where we'd left off. No luck. The reader remained.

Eventually, I had given up on the food and on Mr. Right. He must have been just passing through. Maybe on vacation. At any rate, this must not have been part of an every-Saturday routine. I was just downing the last of my coffee in preparation to leave when the newspaper came down, and there he was!

And there I was again. My coffee-cupped hand arrested halfway back to the table. My mouth froze in an open-jawed gape. My trousers tented against the underside of the table. My eyes losing themselves into his amused face.

Never pulling his eyes from mine, he folded the paper, stood, and walked over to my table. Not even saying hello, he sat on the chair beside mine and slid his hand onto my hardened crotch. I moaned and instantly shot off, making my slacks and his hand sticky with my man goo.

He chuckled, wiped his hand on my knee and spoke for the first time. "It's always nice to know someone finds me so attractive. It's also nice to see you again. Last week when I had my sister's kids with me, you scampered away before I could figure out a way to approach you. I was hoping you'd show up today. ...Close your mouth and let's go. I'm taking you home to see what other talents you have besides creaming your jeans."

He stood and headed away. He was nearly to the door before I had enough wits to toss my garbage in the trash and follow. I wasn't about to lose Mr. Right this time!
