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Eighteen. It was the age of thresholds, that pivotal moment when childhood refuses to quite let go and the man begins to emerge beneath a skin still far too thin. My body back then was nothing more than a sketch, a slender silhouette standing five-foot-seven, barely weighted by a hundred and thirty pounds of wiry muscle and pale skin. There was something unsettling in my frame—in the delicacy of my wrists and the curve of my hips—a blurring of lines that seemed to float between genders.

Behind me were the memories of a few girls, childhood flings smelling of candy and awkwardness. But inside me, a darker, more magnetic current was beginning to roar. It was a desire I didn't yet dare to name aloud, a craving for leather, for the scratch of a beard, for the raw power of men.

Yet, fear kept me pinned to the floor. My shyness was a glass cage. So, to release this fever, I retreated into the shadows of my bedroom, the phone pressed against my ear. In the dark, the receiver became a carnal link. I would get high on the voices of strangers—deep, gravelly tones that vibrated all the way down into my gut.

The ritual was always the same: my hand, small and white, would close around my cock while I dripped my words into the line, stoking the fire on the other end. I’d listen to their shallow breath, imagining their arousal building as I arched my back over crumpled sheets, my heart hammering against a ribcage that felt too tight, reveling in that secret power, in that dangerous game where I was nothing but a breath, a voice, and that androgynous body I offered up as their fantasy.

The obsession had nested deep in my belly, a dull pulse that gave me no rest. It was a fixed image, a tight close-up looping behind my closed eyelids: the act of giving, of effacing oneself, of feeling the blunt force of a man against one's lips. At first, I projected myself through the screen, slipping into the skin of women to receive what I didn't dare ask for; then, the veil tore. As I drifted toward gay porn, the desire became a bite. I no longer wanted to be a substitute; I wanted it to be my mouth, my throat, my submission as a frail young man that welcomed that strength.

But between these solitary fevers and reality, there was a chasm I thought impassable.

That summer, the Seine-et-Marne region was suffocating under a shroud of gold and dust. My aunt’s house smelled of cut grass and old wood baked by the sun. Every morning, the ritual repeated with metronomic precision. I would go out to get the mail, my skin still cool from the night, and I would see him.

Him.

He was a man of sixty, a force of nature that time had begun to polish without ever diminishing. Tall, with the build of an oak, he commanded the space by his mere presence. Age had given him a rounded belly, a carnal and protective curve beneath a shirt often left half-open, giving him the air of a reassuring but deeply virile "big teddy bear." There was something of the bear in him—a quiet power, a magnetism made of earth and grey hair.

My heart skipped a beat every time our eyes met over the creaking metal mailboxes. The resemblance was unsettling, almost unbearable: he was the spitting image of that porn star, that mature colossus who haunted my nights of phone sex and crumpled sheets. I stood there, tiny in my youthful body, fingers clenched around the envelopes, paralyzed by the aura of this neighbor who, without knowing it, embodied my most burning fantasy.

My aunt had mentioned it in passing, sandwiched between domestic trivialities, like sharing a secret of no importance: he’d moved in three months earlier, the sole inhabitant of that kingdom of brick and leaves. I savored that solitude like a silent promise, an empty space where my fantasies could take root.

The afternoon hung heavy, leaden and still over the silent house. I was alone, the fragile master of a home far too vast for my eighteen years. Leaning against the windowsill, I smoked a cigarette, my gaze lost in the swirls of blue smoke tearing through the scorching air. That was when the scene began to unfold beneath me.

Below, the neighbor’s garden sprawled out, jealously guarded by a wall of dark, dense cedars. Those trees, meant to shield his privacy from the street, created a sanctuary of greenery—an island of peace ideal for naturism. But he hadn't counted on the height of my aunt’s house. From my elevated lookout, the curtain of branches fell away to reveal a scene of staggering rawness.

He was there, stretched out on a canvas lounge chair, abandoned to the sun’s voracious caress.

Completely naked.

The harsh 2:00 PM light sculpted every detail of his mature anatomy. I could see the glow of his summer-tanned skin, the generous swell of his belly rising and falling with his calm breathing, and that thick, salt-and-pepper hair that carpeted his massive chest before tapering down in a dark path toward his groin. He looked like an idol of flesh, a beast slumbering in his miniature Eden. I crushed my cigarette without taking my eyes off him, my breath hitching, electrified by this clandestine privilege. My vantage point offered a shameless perspective, a total view of this man’s body I had dreamed of so often, and I stood there, paralyzed by a mixture of terror and delight, fully aware of the incredible advantage this window into his intimacy gave me.

The pull this man exerted on me was magnetic—a gravitational force that crushed my will. At the sight of that massive, serene body, an electric jolt shot up my thighs, making my cock twitch and stir impatiently against the fabric of my shorts. Taking advantage of the heavy silence of the empty house, I stripped off my clothes, letting them drop to the floor like a useless skin. I stood there, naked before the glass, offering my adolescent pallor to the light while my eyes remained locked on the colossus of flesh below.

He was a vision of raw, almost animal virility. His salt-and-pepper hair, thick and wild, overran his chest and belly, shimmering under the sun’s bite. In the surrender of sleep or daydreaming, his dick lay heavy and peaceful, a promise of dormant power resting against the curve of his dark thigh.

My hand closed over my own flesh—a glaring contrast between my thinness and his mass. At first, the movement was slow, almost respectful, a caress seeking to capture the essence of what I was seeing. Then, the rhythm quickened. Staccato flashes slammed into my mind: images from porn and the reality of this neighbor blurred into a maelstrom of sweat and desire. I closed my eyes, falling into a universe of pure sensation where nothing mattered but the friction of my palm, the heat of my skin, and the shallow breath burning in my lungs. Feeling the irresistible shockwave of the orgasm building, I tore myself away from the window and rushed into the shower, letting the water drown out my moans as I finally gave myself over to the pleasure.

When I returned to the room, my skin still damp and my heart slowly finding its rhythm again, I headed back to the window, my mind still hazy with the afterglow. But the picture had changed. The canvas lounge chair was now deserted, its frame empty and motionless under the leaden sun. The garden had returned to its botanical silence, and the man had vanished, leaving behind nothing but the burning memory of his presence.

I was barely sliding my T-shirt over skin still shivering from the shower when the front doorbell tore through the silence of the house. The sound, sharp and commanding, made my heart leap against my ribs. I headed down the stairs with a hesitant step, my mind still hazy with the memory of his naked body under the sun.

When I opened the door, my breath left me.

He was there on the threshold, a mass of flesh and presence that seemed to devour the entire space. He was wearing a white tank top, the thin fabric hugging the power of his shoulders and the salt-and-pepper hair spilling out from the neckline. Below, a pair of gym shorts, impossibly short, almost indecent, molded the curve of his powerful thighs and left no doubt about the generous bulge of his manhood. The scent of a man—sun and healthy sweat—hit my nostrils, making my head spin instantly.

His eyes, a faded but piercing blue, locked onto me with an intensity that pinned me to the spot. His voice, even deeper than I’d imagined, rumbled through the hallway like distant thunder:

"Tell me, kid... your parents around?"

I felt my legs go weak under my own weight. My voice was nothing but a shaky whisper, the plea of a little boy caught doing something wrong:

"Uh, no... I mean, this is my aunt and uncle’s place. I’m just here for the holidays. They... they’re at work. They won’t be back for at least three hours."

A slow, almost predatory smile spread across his "big bear" lips as he crossed his massive arms over his hairy chest.

"Three hours... That’s perfect. Gives us a hell of a lot of room to move, don't you think?"

I stammered, my mind racing, unable to tear my eyes away from the curve of his belly pushing against his tank top.

"Room... room for what?"

He took a step toward me, crossing the threshold uninvited, forcing me to back into the dimness of the foyer. His shadow swallowed me whole.

"Well, so you can explain to me, in your little peeping-tom words, what gives you the right to spend your afternoon leering at what’s going on at the neighbor’s place?"

Blood rushed violently to my face, a wave of stinging heat that set my cheeks and ears on fire, trailing down into my neck. I stood there, paralyzed by shame and desire, exposed under his colossal gaze, my body trembling from being flushed out of my hiding spot.

My tongue suddenly felt too
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