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Yellowbelly Hero

By SUSAN LAINE

 

Yancy Bell was bullied in high school for being a yellowbelly, not because of any cowardice, but because of his nervous bladder condition. It’s Yancy’s first year in college, and he’s hoping to make a fresh start.

Three days before Christmas, the campus is empty. Having to pee on a midwinter night leads Yancy to meet Curt Donovan huddled in a dark shower stall. Curt’s a troubled jock whose coming out went badly, so he plans to end it all.

But Yancy adamantly refuses to let Curt go through with his irrevocable plan. With just one dark night to talk Curt around, Yancy has to win the trust of a stranger who only sees one way out.


To everyone and anyone struggling to find a reason to go on living, please speak to someone or call a suicide hotline. You're beautiful and your life matters.




Chapter 1

 

 

THIS IS the story of how my nervous bladder became the unwitting hero of the hour.

My name is Yancy Bell. I’m nineteen, and this is my first year in college. I’m majoring in computer studies and English literature because I’m a book geek and a computer nerd. I know what I am, and I don’t feel particularly ashamed of those qualities. These days geeks and nerds are proud to be called by those formerly deprecating terms. In a couple of years, I’ll rule the world.

But at the time, I sure wasn’t feeling victorious.

I cracked open the door of my dorm room and peeked out into the hallway. I didn’t want anyone to see me. Not that there was much danger of that since it was a mere three days to Christmas and most everyone had already packed up and left campus for the holidays.

As I hoped and expected, I saw no one and heard nothing. Not even the usual faint snoring coming from the other rooms in this all-male dorm. When everyone was in residence, the roof and walls sometimes shook as a result of all the snoring.

I swear to God.

Okay, I might be exaggerating a bit, but just a bit!

Last classes were yesterday, so the dimly lit, dusky corridor was vacant. Taking a deep breath and bracing myself for any kind of confrontation, I snuck into the hallway, closed the door behind me, and rushed on tiptoes to the common bathroom.

I really wish we all had our own bathrooms, but alas, we didn’t. Fitting a floor full of guys into one bathroom with four stalls, four urinals, four sinks, and only two functioning lousy showers—the other two worked one night, but not the next; it was like trying to predict a divine tempest—resembled trying to squeeze an octopus into a fishnet bag.

The second I entered, my woolly socks sliding a bit on the tile floor, I knew something was wrong.

The lights were on, for one. Sure, most of the guys didn’t care whether they left the light on after using the facilities. But the janitor did usually turn them off. Considering it was the first week of the holidays and no one was around, and what with it being two a.m. and long past the time the janitor did his nightly tour, the lights puzzled me.

I’d been certain no one on my floor was here for the holidays.

“Hello? Someone here?” I called out, a loud whisper more than an outright shout.

A quick intake of breath and a rustle of movement signaled someone’s presence. Yet no one answered. That made me suspicious and a little bit scared. The campus security guards were likely gone for the holidays, like everyone else with half a brain.

I braved my way forward. “Hello? Are you okay in there?”

No reply.

By then the delay, plus the tiny burst of fear, had caused the front of my pajama bottoms to get wet. The damp spot grew as I stood there, indecisive. Dammit. I’d leaked a few piss drops already. I needed to go bad. Because of my condition, I wasn’t sure if the need was real or just in my head. A small amount of leakage by itself wasn’t a definite yes.

Cursing under my breath, I snuck into a stall, shoved my pajama pants down to my knees, grabbed my dick, and…. I sighed deeply as relief washed over me. I closed my eyes, leaned against the stall wall, and forgot about everything except my bladder emptying.

Now this wasn’t a sensual experience, you understand. I’m not trying to glorify the act of pissing. No, I have a condition. I’m not sure if it should be classified as medical, physical, or mental, but in any case, the damn thing controls my life in ways I really don’t want it to. Like me choosing a stall instead of a urinal every single time, for example, because not only is my bladder overactive, but the infernal thing is also prone to annoying instances of shyness at the most inopportune times. Plus, I didn’t want any witnesses to the likelihood of pee-soaked underwear or pajama bottoms.

I finished my business, tapped my dick to catch any wayward droplets, and yanked my pajama bottoms back up. I flushed, exited the stall, and washed my hands at the sink.

While drying my hands with a paper towel, I studied myself in the mirror under a cruel blue light that revealed every shadow and potential wrinkle. Not that I had many of the latter since I was only nineteen, but the former? Yeah, black shadows under my eyes showcased how little I had slept during exam week.

I felt lighter too. Sleep deprivation and snacks typically cause poor health and weight loss. Back in high school, I’d been swimming regularly, so I’d been sleek and fit, with hot masculine muscle definition. But that was ten months ago. I’d lost some degree of fitness since then. My slightly concave cheeks were proof I’d dropped more weight than was healthy. I was now slender, a word I had never associated with men. Silly of me, I know. Who said a man couldn’t be slender?

That slenderness, coupled with short-cropped blond hair and cornflower-blue eyes, made me look like an effeminate boy instead of the healthy guy I’d been before.

I harrumphed loudly at my reflection.

Another fast inhale sounded from the shower block. Something metallic clinked against the tiles; it could have been anything.

Curious and worried, I rounded the corner.

A shadow shifted across the tiles, evidence of a moving presence in the farthest shower stall.

Though my first instinct warned me not to approach, the stealthy motion told me this shadow wasn’t that of a hostile intruder. Surely a thief, a mugger, a rapist, or a killer would have made his foray into this deadly arena called a bathroom already, gun in hand and murder on his mind.

Maybe I watch too much TV.

“Hello? I-is anyone there…? A-are you hurt?” I didn’t move. I waited in place, listening for something, anything, to indicate I’d been heard and understood.

Once again, only silence greeted me.

I stepped forward, my sock-covered feet quiet on the floor.

But I guess I’d made a soft shuffling sound, because a small voice whispered, “Don’t come in here. I’m fine. And I’m not trespassing. I live one floor up. I swear I’m not here illegally.”

From a whisper it was hard to tell if the person speaking was a man or a woman, but since this was an all-male dorm I figured it was safe to assume the speaker was a man.

“Are you okay?” I asked. For some reason I felt playback was needed.

“Yeah.” Short, simple, and to the point. Why didn’t I believe him?

“Can I see for myself?” I demanded, an unusual bravery lending me strength of will.

A disgruntled grunt echoed off the tiled walls. “The fuck’s it to you?”

The vehement defensiveness put me on alert. “I don’t know. Basic humanity?”

A sarcastic snort followed my question. “Let me guess. A philosophy major? Thanks, but no thanks. I don’t need your help. Just fuck off. Don’t you have a home to go to?”

I halted my advance. The question suggested home was on his mind way more than mine. The allusion didn’t alleviate any of my concern that something serious and perhaps dangerous was going on.

“I could ask you the same question,” I dared to say.

A loaded silence hung between me and the guy I couldn’t see. It was funny how saying nothing speaks volumes sometimes. For the second time, a tiny metallic clink cut through the air, and then some rustling covered it up.

Did he have a weapon in there? Was he readying for a fight? Or… was he up to darker deeds?

“I’m coming in,” I said, hoping to sound both confident and reassuring. If he did have a weapon, tonight might very well be my last night on earth.

His voice held desperation as he said, “Don’t.”




Chapter 2

 

 

THE MYSTERY man in the shower stall was pleading. His voice cracked, sounding raw and vulnerable. I heard the profound request in his tone. I didn’t think I’d ever heard such a voice, so small and afraid.

“Please,” I asked, countering his begging with my own. “I just wanna see for myself that you’re okay. Please?”

He sighed, a defeated, hollow sound that reverberated somewhere deep inside me.

I took a few cautious steps until I was finally able to see into the last shower stall. Behind the half-drawn blue plastic curtain, a young man sat huddled in a corner. He wasn’t taking a shower, not with a backpack right next to him. And he was dressed in jeans, sneakers, a T-shirt, and what from my current perspective looked like a football letterman’s jacket in our team’s colors.

His head was bowed, his face hidden as he hugged his knees. His hair looked black, the strands glistening in the dim light as though they were wet. Because of his position—compressed inward, I suppose, was a good way of describing it—I couldn’t tell what he looked like, let alone who he was.

But something told me I would recognize him if he lived in this dorm as he claimed. Unless he was a homebody like me.

I crouched down cautiously, not wanting to upset him. “A-are you all right?”

The man hugged his legs tighter and grunted. “I’m fine. Go away.” His voice was muffled; he was obviously far from fine.

“I’m kind of alone here too,” I said tentatively, trying to gauge his mood. “Can I sit with you for a while?”

He shook his head, but I think he meant it more as a defeatist gesture than an outright denial. “Whatever. You gonna be long? Need to use the shower?”

“Nah. The stall you’re in, it doesn’t work anyway.” I plopped down on my butt and crossed my legs. The floor was dry, so my pajamas weren’t going to get wet. Well, wetter. “I’m Yancy Bell. What’s your name?”

The guy shrugged. I still couldn’t see a face. “What’s it to you?”

I worried my bottom lip nervously. I didn’t want to agitate him, mostly because I had no clue as to his intentions. “Well, um…. You’re the first guy I’ve met who’s into taking showers with their clothes on. I mean, this isn’t Star Trek after all.” I let out a short self-deprecating chuckle to show him I could make a joke and be disarming.

Finally his head popped up.

Gosh, he was superduper hot!

Pale green eyes met mine, confused and wary. Perhaps he thought I was crazy. He was truly beautiful. He’d clearly been a winner in the natural handsomeness lottery. He had a high brow, a square jaw peppered with light stubble, and full, pouty lips. I was reasonably sure the pout was a result of his mood. Mostly. His black hair was cut short around the sides but longer on top, in that currently fashionable style.

In short, he was a gorgeous hunk, the likes of which were either so straight you could use them for rulers or totally ubergay, but unfortunately completely out of my league.

He stared at me like something he had discovered under a microscope and couldn’t for the life of him fathom. “Star Trek?”

I blushed. I hoped the dim light camouflaged my embarrassing reaction. “Yeah, well, uh…. There’s an episode in both The Original Series and The Next Generation about an odd virus that acts on the body like alcohol, with some… hilarious… results.” I shut up then, feeling way more like a geek than ever. At the moment, though, I sure wasn’t owning the fabulousness of it.

He cocked his head, as though trying to analyze my level of sanity. But he said nothing. Then again, famous science fiction shows were discussions best left between those who’d actually seen and liked them, if not necessarily entirely obsessed with them.

I hurried to change the subject. “So, uh… I haven’t seen you around here before.” I had to inwardly roll my eyes. It sounded like an atrocious antiquated pickup line. What would come next? Me admiring his angelic beauty falling from the skies? Geez.

He looked away, but at least he didn’t try to hide his face again. “It’s my last year. I’ll be, um, moving on soon.” He glanced at me defensively. “And I do live here. One floor above.”

I smiled a little. “I believe you.”

His frown deepened. “You do?” He scoffed loudly. “You an idiot? Trusting someone you’ve never met?”

I shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant. “Considering my diarrhea of the mouth, if you were an axe murderer, you’d probably have hacked me to bits and pieces already.”

He actually chuckled at my comment, though judging from his surprised expression, I don’t think he intended to do that. “Yeah. In horror movies everyone’s always an idiot. It’s like they lose IQ points the moment the movie starts.”
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