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Chapter 1: I Make an Important Decision
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I could smell her pussy and it was driving me crazy.

Driving me crazy? No, I was already there. Or, at least, near enough that it made no difference. I knelt next to her on the grass, in Central Park, and stared down at her barely covered cunt and quietly huffed the heavenly aroma of her pussy. I had a raging hard on and there was nothing – absolutely nothing – I could do about it. In two years of horrible days, this was the absolute worst day of my life.

Before it was over, it became the best day of my life. And it became the day Jenny saw me. And the day Jenny loved me. And that changed everything.

The day started as  most days did, with me forcing myself to leave the air-conditioned comfort of my apartment on the Upper West Side of Manhattan. With my usual and vital caution, I had eased my door open, checked if the coast was clear, then out the door I went. As I always did, I placed my key on top of the door frame – triple checking to make sure no one was watching. Once sure, I padded down the stairs to the lobby, the front door, with its keypad entry and onto the sweltering streets of an August morning in New York City.

I really had no idea where I ought to go. As always, I had no appointments. I had no assignations. I had no purpose other than breathing. So I wandered along West End, then east along, avoiding the busiest streets. Luckily, the way was mostly empty, so I did not have to worry about bumping into anyone, or, more likely, someone bumping into me and causing a panic. The pavement was hot on the soles of my bare feet, but they had calloused almost as much as my heart, and so I barely felt the searing heat of the concrete and macadam. The air, though hot, was comfortable enough on my naked body. Presently, I found myself at one of the stone entrances to Central Park. Fortunately, there were few people entering and exiting the park and I could easily avoid any unfortunate accidents. Weaving among the thin crowd, I threaded my way toward the broad expanse of the North Meadow, the sun shining on and through me.

You know, it had been years since I really talked to anyone? Most of my family was gone, and I had been an only child. So, there was no one I could call. Not really. I could not talk to any of the shop owners, or city employees, or anyone. How would that look?  They would think they were going crazy were I to try. So, all I could do, was watch and listen to a world with which my tenuous connection faded day-by-day, month-by-month, year-by-year. All I could do was watch life pass me by. So, I went to the park to do that. And it was there, that I reached my breaking point when I found myself seriously considering committing a terrible, terrible crime.

Thus, I found myself kneeling in the North Meadow of Central Park, breathing the musky aroma of a gorgeous sunbather's pussy.

More than just a hot, summer day, that day was one of those super-hot days of an August heat wave. It was one of those rare days when New York City simmers, nearly silent under a crushing dome heat. The heat wave had lasted more than a week. Each day was in the upper nineties, with high humidity. It was oppressive as hell, even dangerous to certain populations. The general emptiness of the streets already told me that lots of people were staying in their homes, or had fled the city for cooler climes. 

I might have stayed home, but, found I could not. I had to escape the confines of my home. I braved the searing, summer day because I had to have some kind of vicarious contact with... anybody. And, so, I joined the thin crowds spattered across Central Park – those having picnics, or rowing boats on the small lakes, or with the sun worshipers laying out in the great open lawns of the park.  And, there, I was as near to being insane as is possible without actually descending into madness. When I reached my breaking point.

Without any real memory of how I got there, I found myself on my hands and knees. Before me, object of my attention, was a sunbathing woman, her intimate aroma filling my nose, my immense erection throbbing as I stared at the woman's exquisite body. I had been in this position before, but not like this. This was the worst yet. The last memory was walking across the lawn, glancing at the lovely bodies on display. Then... blackout.

When I came to my senses, I found my hand only inches away from her half-hidden cunt. I scrambled back, as silently as I could and sat, staring at this apparition. My hands shook. My heart shuddered in fear and confusion. My hard cock throbbed painfully.

What had I been about to do?

I looked at the woman. She was simply gorgeous and, in the heat of this day, nearly naked. She lay on a long blanket and used her folded shorts, blouse, and purse as a pillow as she soaked up the rays of the sun. Instantly, I knew why I had stopped here. She was the very image of my personal fetish. Pale blond hair. Golden, tanned, flawless skin. Slender figure with everything so pleasingly proportional. Her tits were naked but for tiny patches of cloth held in place by transparent, plastic straps – to avoid tan lines I thought. Similarly, her vulva was barely hidden. Merely a small patch of the same cloth, sheer and tight, and, again, held by thin, clear strings. The cloth was so sheer and tight, that I could see the ridges of her labia in sharp relief. A few, golden curls peeked around the tiny, and totally inadequate, patch of cloth.

Blonde pussy!

Sudden visions well up in my head, of pulling that tiny tab of material aside and slipping my tongue between her lips danced in my head. God, I knew that her honey would be tasty – just the right proportion of sweet and funky and utterly delicious. I knew that the narrow valley between her lips would be rich pink and just glistening with a mixture of her own juices and the sweat of the heat of the day! Then, the idea of plunging my stiff member deep into her, watching her vaginal canal stretch around my cock and feeling her vital and slippery center embrace me surged through my skull. I reached my hand closer to that almost absent bit of fabric that barely hid her pudenda. It would take but a few moves, just slip between her thighs, push them apart, and a single thrust... And I would be in! All the way in! Engulfed by the velvet glove of her pussy!

I thrust myself backward.  My fingers dug into the baked earth beneath the scorched grass. "No!" I cried aloud.

The woman raised her head. 

I shut my mouth.

She propped herself on elbows and looked left, then right. Of course she saw nothing. After a moment, she shook her head and let herself sink back onto her blanket, resting her head once more on her little pile of personal possessions. Naturally, she would think it was a dream or just a more distant shout. Certainly, she would not think I said it. She could not see me.

No one could see me.

I was invisible.

Slowly, silently, I got to my feet and stared down at this apparition of my lust. Shamefully, tears welled out of my eyes. My hands shook as I struck them away. I shuddered with shame. My cock had shriveled under the scrutiny of my conscience, and dangled between my legs like a withered worm – unseen by anyone, including myself. 

I had wanted to commit a crime. I had wanted to touch her against her will. No, I had wanted to rape her. I had wanted to take what was not mine to take. I was willing to destroy her for the fleeting embrace of her cunt. And I could have gotten away with it. And that made it even worse.

I wanted it! I wanted it! Because I could not have it, I was willing to take it.

Oh, I could make excuses for myself and say, truthfully, that I had not touched another human being in over two years. I had not had any intimate contact in over two years. I had been utterly alone in a city of eight million people for over two years. I had been totally invisible in every way it is possible to be invisible for over two years. But that was no excuse. That was not a license to steal what was not mine to take, but all hers to do as she willed.

I was not fit for human company.

I was useless, and alone, and no good for anything!

And this was it, I suddenly decided. This was the day. I just could not take it anymore. I could continue my descent into madness, and end up assaulting someone, or...

Or, I could end the pain.

With a sigh, I turned away from this beauty and started walking. The one hundred and third street subway station was was, at most, a fifteen minute walk. I could be there in less. Whenever the train decided to show up, it would be about a twenty minute ride to the one hundred and seventy-fifth street station. It would take another fifteen or twenty minutes to get out on the George Washington Bridge. Then, with a small, final effort, it would end. If no one knew that my demise had come, that was okay. As far as anyone knew, I disappeared over two years ago. And no one knew anyway. It was the right thing. This would be just the last retreat of a two year long retrenchment. 

It would end.

In a clear state of mind for the first time in weeks, I marched toward my destiny.  
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