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Backpack Jack

By R.W. Clinger

I see him on Hollandale Trail, just as I’ve
seen other men on the hiking trail near my A-Frame along Lake Erie
in western Pennsylvania. He’s just one of a few handsome men in the
last handful of years that have passed through my life. Frick
Donovan. Jory Oliver. Cannon Donaldson. Nate Bachman. But this
hiker is handsomer than those men. This one has thick black hair,
eyebrows you can use a mower on, narrow nose at its tip, and a
day’s stubble on his cheeks and chin. He might be Italian, or
Nordic. I place him at six-three and one hundred and eighty pounds,
thin but muscular; one of those no-fat bodies hikers sometimes
have. He has to be thirty-two or -three. And he blends in with the
summertime oaks and maples because of the green T-shirt covering
his slim chest. His jeans are snug and show off his rounded,
medium-build bottom. His boots look like a cognac, Columbia Newton
Ridge II type with lumberjack red laces. And the pack on his back
is a familiar label, a Yeti, just a shade darker than the cotton
that covers his chest. Although he’s almost forty feet away, I can
see firm nipples poking through his T-shirt, and his lean and
chiseled ladder-like abs.

I’m in the gravel drive next to the A-Frame
and just finished changing the oil in my Jeep Wrangler. Why pay
some hunky mechanic in downtown Templeton—Lou Bell and his sexy
cousin, Keith Marsden, at Lou’s Garage—to do it when I can
accomplish the task on my own? Six quarts of high-grade 10W30 oil.
One hour of semi-squirming under the vehicle. Hell, any man can put
his mind and hands to the labor if they really want; something I’ve
always told myself.

I’m filth-covered and should be wearing a
shirt. But silly-ass-me decides to change the oil in a pair of
Wolverine work boots, snug jeans, and no shirt. My bare, well-cut,
and suntanned torso has splashes of oil across it. Hard pecs and
dented abs are dotted with lines of the black liquid. Even my
gloves are splotched with oil because of a careless job on my part,
although I do have the skills to process such a task even though
I’m not a professional mechanic.

Handsome Hiker stands on the south edge of my
five-acre property where Hollandale Trail skirts. The trail’s been
there since the beginning of time. Any Templeton history book will
agree with me. It was used by slaves in the 1800s, helping their
survival and fleeing from the South. The trail met the underground
railway in Lisbon, eight miles east from Templeton, and the slaves
used it to reach safe harbors in New England. More history explains
the trail was used by the Iroquois Indians for hunting. No matter
what the details of the trail provide, its history is rich and
quite important to Templeton, because it has played a part in human
life throughout the ages.

Today more history will be made. Sexy,
alluring history. Listen…Handsome Hiker waves. It’s masculine with
a twist in his right wrist.

He calls out, “Howdy!” which nobody says this
day and age in these northern parts of the good old USA, but it’s
agreeable to my ears. Now he smiles: alluring, broadly, wholesome,
somewhat boyish with a masculine essence or hint to it. Not a bad
smile at all.

I wave back and share my pretty boy smile.
This is what my friends, Carl Locker and Dean Harding, call my
looks. The married couple teases me about my golden blond curls and
wintry blue eyes. Carl is always telling me I should have been a
model or Hollywood star. Dean is more playful and thinks I should
be in adult movies, strutting my tight bottom in men’s faces, and
swinging my lengthy dick here and there. Honestly, I’m pretty happy
using my smarts and architectural degree at Cutter Designs—my
business for the last eight years, designing fancy log cabins for
wealthy clients.

Handsome Hiker removes a plastic bottle from
his backpack, unsnaps its dick-like nipple, and takes a sip. A
string of water glides down and over his chin, and the cords along
his neck. He slips the container into his pack, wipes the back of
his left arm over his mouth to clean up remaining droplets, and
calls out, “Nice July day!”

It is. Eighty-two degrees with very few
clouds and no humidity. Blue and white and
eat-it-up-nice-and-right. One of the best days tucked against Lake
Erie. “Nice is an understatement!” I yell back.

He’s a forward man and begins to narrow the
gap between us. As he closes in on me, I notice two, obviously
clear, physical traits regarding the young man. One, although his
upper half resembles something reliable, his thighs are like tree
trunks: thick and threaded with pulsing muscle. And two, his crotch
looks threatening: nothing shy of a fence post’s width, and just as
high. Perhaps the latter is an exaggeration, but, here and now, the
hiker has one of the largest private parts I have ever consumed
with my eyes. God bless him. Give me an Amen!

Do I lick my lips? How embarrassing, and
unfortunate. And it’s not because I’m nervous to meet the stranger.
It’s because I haven’t seen such a handsome man on my property
since the summer before. A Mr. Jory Oliver from Canton, Ohio,
someone boyish, cute, and ginger, a temporary (if I recall
correctly, it was three hours…no, four) weakness for my sexual
delight during an August thunderstorm. Man-with-man lovemaking at
its finest. A banging good time between us as our bodies pounded
together. In truth, I act uncivil and lick my lips because I have
an immediate attraction to Handsome Hiker, drawn to the stranger:
his overt and fine looks; the immediate rising feeling of
excitement between my legs; a tingle near the specific area beneath
my blonde-haired navel; pure gravitational lust at work; it must be
lust; has to be.

“Jack…Jack Faraway,” the visitor says,
introducing himself. He pushes his right, muscled arm and hand
forward for a quick, sturdy shake. He works out. Has to. Pushups
for sure. Pullups. Some boxing. Maybe some weightlifting. Beyond
any doubt he cares for his body.

I provide the shake and (without any tact
again) lick my lips. “Nix…Nix Cutter,” I tell him my name. “Good to
meet you.”

We break the hand contact, and our worlds
continue to crash together like you see in romantic movies produced
by GLADD.

* * * *

“That’s a great name,” he tells me. “Nix. I
like it.”

“It’s not so great. My father, Ford Cutter,
thought it would be cool to name me after Nixon. He has a thing
with president’s names. It’s why I go by Nix. Who wants to be named
after one of the biggest criminals in political history?”

“I get what you’re saying. But it’s still
cool.” He checks me out from toes to head and maybe likes what he
sees in pretty boy looks. For the most part: my beefy
allure, the fresh and man-scaped blonde hair that covers my chest,
my tapered waist, six-one frame, and bulging biceps. I’m not a
dreamboat, but most guys think so, or have told me in the past,
above all, because of my high cheekbones and the cleft in my chin;
a total turn-on for the men I’ve attracted throughout my youthful
years. Ugly or unattractive has never been whispered in my ears.
Never. Lucky me.

“It’s a ridiculous name.”

He spares me his comment about my odd name.
Instead, he says, “Let me guess. You have a brother named Adams or
Clinton, right?”

I shake my head, smile. “No. I have a sister.
Her first name is Reagan. She’s a few years older than me.
Thirty-six. And yes, she’s a hardcore Republican.”

He raises an eyebrow, interested in chatting
with me. “How old are you, Nix?”

“Thirty-two.”

“Same age as me. When’s your birthday?”

“Just passed. June thirtieth.”

He chuckles, keeping the handsome grin on his
face. “I’m a June baby too. My b-day was on the sixteenth.”

I make a quick mental note how easy it is to
talk-up-the-shit (Dean’s saying, not mine) with Jack. It feels like
we’ve been friends for the last dozen years. Maybe longer. Not just
friends that see each other twice a month. I’m talking best friends
who are in each other’s lives on a day-to-day basis.

Because I’m comfortable with him, I inquire,
“Where are you from, Jack? And how long have you been hiking
Hollandale?”

“Pittsburgh. And I’ve been trekking
Hollandale for the last two weeks. Taking my good old time. I’ve
stopped at a few places. Met some great people, and sucked up
America the way it is intended. Hiking does this, if you haven’t
tried it. You meet amazing people and see unbelievable things. It’s
why I hike.”

My job takes me to Pittsburgh sometimes, to
discuss blueprints with my clients, and I know the city. It’s why I
ask him, “Where do you live in Pittsburgh?”

“South Side. Next to the Monongalia River.
It’s not far from The Point and Three Rivers.”

“The Allegheny. The Ohio. The Mon…What
street?”

“Thirty-sixth. Next to the…”

“Goodwill,” I prattle. “Been there. There’s a
small café next door where I’ve met with my clients. It’s called
the…”

“The Faraway.” He chuckles. “I own the
place.”

I shake my head, surprised. “You do not. No
way.”

He raises his right hand up, flexes the
muscles in his chest, proving that he’s fit. “I swear to God. It’s
my place. I have four cafes with the same name around the city.
I’ve owned the cafes for the last ten years.”

“You own the Faraway?” I still can’t believe
it and continue to shake my head. “Small world we live in. Small
lives we all have.”

“I do. With my sister, Anne. She operates
sites. I’m more of the money man behind the scenes. I work the
numbers. She works the employees. I make sure the bills are paid
and balance the money.”

“Which explains why you’ve been hiking for
the last two weeks?”

In an informal way he snaps at me. “Spot on.
You nailed it. I mostly work on my phone, which means I can be
anywhere. I have batteries in my pack to keep it charged. Plus, I
have a small iPad for backup.”

Got it. Interesting. He’s a smart,
attractive, muscled entrepreneur. I’m into him and ask, “How many
hikes do you take a year?”

“Two or three. They’re never this long. But
Anne doesn’t mind. She works well inside the cafes. I work best
outside them. We have great chemistry not mixing together.”

“Just like your name.”

“Exactly. Faraway Jack.

“Or Backpack Jack,” I call him.

He laughs.

I laugh.

Our eyes stay connected for a minute, hold
tight, and now I ask him inside for a quick lunch, which he
gladly—smiling from ear to ear—accepts.

* * * *

“I have to get a shower first before we have
lunch. Hope you’re okay with this,” I tell him, entering the
A-Frame.

He studies the open rooms after following me
inside and drops his Yeti pack by the front door. “Nice place.
Small and cozy and sweet looking. Living room. Kitchen. Bathroom in
the rear. Is there a bedroom upstairs?” He takes everything in. All
the nooks and crannies. Everything about me.

“Yeah. And a powder room with a sink and
toilet. Designed it myself. It’s what I do.”

“Not bad. Not bad at all. Where’d you go to
school?”

“West End College in Erie. I worked for
Hampshire House Builders—HHB—for a few years. Then I went on my own
and started Cutter Designs.” I tell him about the upscale cottages
and log cabins I design, which is my passion, and how I pay my
bills. The details can become exhausting and unimportant, which
I’ve learned throughout the years of singlehood when talking to
men, so I end up making my spiel short and to the point, sweet and
smooth. Nothing deep and tawdry.

“When did you design this place?”

“Three years ago, I finally had enough saved
up to build it.”

“You built it yourself?”

“No. Nelson Builders did. They’re in Redder.
A small town twelve miles…”

“East of here,” he cuts me off with a gentle
smirk, proving he knows the area. “I spent last night there in the
woods. Popped my tent next to Redder Creek and made myself at
home.”

I slip off my boots and unbuckle my jeans and
their top two buttons, preparing for a shower with some oil-cutting
soap and shampoo.

As if on cue, Jack shifts his view to my
undressing action, and takes in the spirals of golden hair above
the rim of my white boxer-briefs. He licks his upper lip. He
becomes unblinking, perhaps intoxicated by my action. Intrigued.
Numbed. Catatonic. Something.

He’s gay or bi or…Who cares? Whatever. But
it’s quite clear that he likes what he sees concerning the rim of
my underwear and patch of blonde curls beneath my tight navel. I
know straight guys wouldn’t give a flying shit about such details
of a man, but Backpack Jack isn’t straight, I assume
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