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YEARNING

 


"Good race today, Samuel," Phil says, patting
me on the back.

"Thank you. I don't know what got into
me."

Phil smiles a sweet smile at me and I swoon a
little.

"Whatever it is, do it again. We could all do
with a few big wins like this on the books."

I return the smile and promise him that I
will try before bringing my horse into the stalls and patting it
down. He joins me in rubbing the race horse’s thick muscular back
and I ‘accidentally’ run my hand over his one halfway through
cleaning the beast.

He doesn't notice, as always, and I get a
little tingle of pleasure from touching him like this, which will
have to last me until the next time that I can steal another moment
of contact.

Now, I bet you’re wondering why I’m up to
this sort of thing. Well, the thing is that I know he's gay and I’m
really gay. However, Phil has a boyfriend and in my books a man
shouldn't steal from another man. So, I’ve been sort of waiting on
an off for him to become single again, but we never seem to be
single at the same time, which is the main part of my problem and
one of the reasons why I’m so strung out over him right now.

This is all relatively normal for me though.
However, lately I have been feeling a certain yearning for him.
Phil has been training me for over three years now and he is an
expert at what he does. Since I started working with him I've won
more races and become much wealthier than I would have ever
dreamed. The result is a considerable amount of success for both of
us, but, to be honest, just success has become not enough for me. I
want to have my cake and eat it too, if you get my drift.

So, week after week, month after month, I
have been thinking about this man. He is such a gorgeous example of
masculine beauty. He has one of those wide t-shaped frames. I’ve
seen him half naked in the past a fair number of times when he has
been cleaning down the horses in the hot sun and I know that he has
got firm hard stomach muscles with rock hard arms that are big
enough for me to see the veins pressing through. Simply put: He’s a
man hunk.

All of this translates into me believing he
is basically a god among men and I’ve been hankering for an
opportunity to get into the guy’s pants for ages.

We finish up cleaning up the horse we bought
with us for today’s race and stroll out to the race grounds. We
have made a habit of watching the competition race and we always
spend time chatting and talking about the techniques that the other
jockeys use. It's given us a few decent ideas in the past and, to
be honest, it's a tradition for us.

He goes over to the food stand and grabs two
hot dogs. I shouldn’t really be eating this kind of thing as I'm
supposed to be keeping my weight down, but after a race Phil often
indulges me with a little bit of junk food and it tastes so damn
good that I don’t mind the extra work I’ll have to do on the track
to burn off the calories later on.

We head over to the stands and I try not to
glance over at him too much. Today he is wearing a sexy black tie
and suit combo. The races we are an upper-class affair this time
and, as a result, he is dressed up so that he looks his best for
the punters.

We stop in the stands and push to the front
of the crowd. Some of the people recognize me and clap me on the
back with words of support for my future races. I'm always happy to
indulge my adoring public and throw around a few smiles and
handshakes to keep everybody happy.

After I’ve done my part, we lean up against
the railing and watch the next race. The sun is really nice and
warm above us and it just feels gloriously good flowing down on my
skin. I want to reach over and grab Phil's hand and just hold it,
but I don't because I just can't go there while maintaining my
promises to myself to be a good boy in regards to how I approach
any future relationships I might have with him.

"Do you want to have dinner tonight?" Phil
asks after awhile.

"Where do you have in mind?"

"I don’t know, how about we go to that French
place we drove past on the way here?"

I think back to our drive. We chatted about a
lot of cool stuff and I really enjoyed it. I also remember the
little French restaurant, which was an intimate little place on the
edge of the city. It looked expensive and pleasant enough.
Considering we've just won a large sum of money, I’m hardly worried
about the cash.

"I loved too. It sounds really good."

We turn back to the watch the next race and I
feel a subtle sense of excitement about going out to a restaurant
with him. I know nothing will happen, but just being with him in
that sort of situation is enough to tie me over for a bit and that
is worth its weight in gold to me.

I look back to the jockeys riding their
horses at full pace. Horseracing has to be the sexiest sport
ever.


RELEASE

 


"So me and Terence broke up," Phil
explains.

In case you don't know, Terence is Phil's
rather exotic Brazilian boyfriend. He is skinny and sexy in all the
right ways and I’m quite surprised that they broke up. I would have
thought that Phil would have wanted to hang on to that one.

"That such a pity," I say, certainly not
believing it.

"Not really. I don't think we were right for
each other anyway. He was looking for something short term and I am
looking for something a little longer."

I can't help but get this vibe that Phil is
telling me this for a reason. I'm wondering what exactly he is up
to.

Before I can take the opportunity to
investigate the situation further, the waiter comes over with our
meals. I could probably ask a few penetrating questions right about
now and perhaps get some insightful answers, but I don’t want to
come on too strong. If I’m overly interested in Phil’s romantic
life, it could end up badly for both of us. He might well be
grieving the loss of his boyfriend, even though he seems to be fine
and I don’t want to push my luck.

We cruise through the meal, discussing simple
things like the next race and what time we need to be up tomorrow
morning. Phil doesn't bring up the boyfriend topic again and I
don't ask.

We finish with a small healthy desert and
enjoy one last glass of wine before walking the short distance to
our motel, which is conveniently just down the road.

After putting the horse to sleep for the
evening, Phil and I stroll over to where our rooms are. It's your
typical middle-class motel with the usual trappings. The place
could be any one of a thousand plus motels that I have stayed at
and, to be honest, I can’t tell the difference between it and
them.

He stops in front of my doorway. There is an
odd moment between us: A waiting, an expectation, perhaps a hope
from my side, I don’t know what, but it is really there and it is
exquisitely hopeful in its nature. We've never been single at the
same time – never - and there's something in the way that he is
looking at me right now that tells me there's something more here
than what one would expect from the standard trainer and jockey
relationship. Sure, we are close (and I want to be closer), but
could my interest be reciprocated? It’s a big ask and I find myself
without the strength or the guts to find out.

What should I do? I ask myself. I look into
his eyes and decide to test out whatever this new feeling is.

"Would you like to come in? We could have a
coffee if you want to."

It's a classic come-on, a normally lame one:
seemingly innocent yet carnal at its fluffy pink bunny center.
Since the dawn of time, women have been offering coffee as an
excuse to get a guy in their house. The receiver and the offerer
both know there will be no coffee – unless the guy stays all night.
If he is interested then he will say yes, if not he will say no.
Either way, I’m safe and I know where I stand with Phil, which is
what I really, truly need right now – desperately!

He looks at me with a hint of interest in his
eyes.

"I'd be keen if you have something to brew
up."

My mind is doing a little one-two shuffle and
heel tap, just like Charlie Chaplin, in one of those old black and
white films when he’s expressing how damn happy he is. I open the
door in a little bit of a haze. I'm wondering does he really want a
coffee or does he want something else. If he wants something else
then I’d pretty much be on cloud nine. If not then I’m going to be
inconsolable for the rest of the evening.

Stepping inside, he soon clarifies his
desire. Phil’s hand strokes against my leg as he steps by me and
it’s definitely not accidental – this touch was so far away from
accidental that the word can’t even be applied. A little shiver of
pleasure spreads through me. It’s that feeling a guy gets when he
knows something is going to
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