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Rod was excited. His breath came quickly. it was almost time to see her, and he felt the familiar thrill as the adrenaline raced through him. His heart beat faster, and his imagination soared. He could picture her face; her beautiful, emotion-laden green eyes encased by long lashes. He thought of her long gently-curled chestnut hair, and the taut, athletic curves all over her sexy body. He remembered smelling her, while talking excitedly in close proximity - she smelled musky, dangerous, exciting. Just thinking of it made him speed up.
He was going to the park, their special meeting place. Walking quickly, determinedly, white puffs of air emerging from his mouth in the crisp Winter air. He had learned to savour these meetings. They never had long together. She was forbidden fruit. She lived with a man called Kevin. He had a temper - Rod knew he beat her - and he generally kept her on a tight leash, monitoring her movements. Rod had seen him - he was a huge, muscle-bound hulk of a man. Rod was confident he'd have no chance in a fight. She rarely had any time to herself, and they only ever managed to snatch a few precious minutes together, but any moment with her was better than all of the other moments in between without her.
They had met a few weeks ago. It was a chance meeting, but aren't the best things in life nearly always down to chance? Some of the most famous people fell into their chosen occupation due to some chance event, and some of the most famous romantic relationships, both fictional and real, have depended on the most random of circumstances to either cause them to meet, or to allow the relationship to flourish. They had both been walking through the park, when they'd almost bumped into each other round a corner. He'd hardly ever come this way before (and neither had she, for that matter - she was new to the area), and so there was certainly luck involved here. Or maybe a bit of help from the gods.
They'd both apologised, smiled, and, their eyes meeting, the mutual attraction between them - the sexual chemistry - was obvious. He was cheeky, she was shy and demure, but it was quite clear they both liked what they saw. They chatted for a while. They were playing a game, that was certain - one they both knew the rules of, and one they both knew the outcome of. As it turned out that time, Kevin came wandering up the path before they had been able to talk for long, and with a suggestive glance, she turned and joined him. He'd found out her name was Sally, and as he walked slowly home, hardly looking at the darkening sky, his mind filled with dreams of the both of them, of where they might go, what they might do. Her name filled his brain, memories of her overpowered his senses. He finally understood why he was alive. Life had a purpose, and it was called Sally.
He had gone several more times, and hung around the same area. He'd pace the ground nervously, unable to keep still, eyes shifting here and there, looking at all the people passing. All the couples, holding hands. Why could they be happy together, when Rod and Sally couldn't? Life was so unfair. Occasionally she wouldn't come at all - it seemed that Kevin called all the shots - determining where they'd go, what they'd do. Rod hated him. Kevin didn't deserve her, she should be with Rod, but he didn't know what to do to make it happen.
But today, he was sure she'd be there. The sun was shining; it was a beautiful day, bracing and invigorating, and the park looked beautiful. People walked contentedly along the paths, kids played with kites and with footballs, shrieking excitedly to each other, laughter hanging in the air like pollen. He paced quickly, nervously. Would she be there? He didn't know what he'd do if she wasn't there. It seemed like forever until the next time he'd be able to come out here. Panicking slightly, he thought he saw her through a crowd of people, standing quietly by the flowerbed. As he got closer, he almost called out, before he realised it wasn't her. She looked at him, unconcernedly. Pausing, he looked around.
There she was, and he gave a little cry of delight. His heart pounded. She looked so wonderful. As he approached her, he savoured how she looked. That hair; those green eyes, looking for him - she hadn't seen him yet. That great body, shielded from the cold in a figure-hugging coat. He hurried over, and when she saw him she looked delighted, greeting him enthusiastically as he approached. He ran up to her, ran past her, and jumped up on her back, trying to push his penis right up her chuff. "Fucking hell! Stop that, Rod!" someone called, as his pink, quivering cock jabbed excitedly round her hole. Sally was pulled away by Kevin, who was stood nearby. The leash contracted, and with Kevin and Tim, Rod's owner, exchanging a few words, Sally trotted happily out of his sight, for another day. He'd have her. One of these days, he'd have the bitch. He turned, urinated against the fence, and then ran after Tim, who'd wandered onwards down the path, whistling.
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