

[image: Cover]




Symphony for Connor




Shane Ulrrein




Copyright © 2022 by Shane Ulrrein

Cover design copyright © 2022 by Story Perfect Dreamscape




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission from the publisher. However, brief quotations may be reproduced in the context of reviews.




Developmental editor: Craig Gibb

Proofreader: Francisco Feliciano







[image: ]




Published March 2022 by Deep Desires Press, an imprint of Story Perfect Inc.




Deep Desires Press

PO Box 51053 Tyndall Park

Winnipeg, Manitoba R2X 3B0

Canada




Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.







WIN FREE BOOKS!

Subscribe to our email newsletter to get notified of all our hot new releases, sales, and giveaways! Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter to sign up today!




This book is dedicated to all my Jewish friends, teachers, and colleagues who helped me and guided me and my career over the years.




Thank you all so very much!




1







“David Schoenberg, we’re ready for you now.”

At once, I stood up from my chair in the lone hallway and followed the older woman who had called my name toward a small classroom. I clutched my portfolio, a thin folder filled with pages of hand-written music, my tie and the collar of my dress shirt too tight around my neck. I paused for a moment and took a deep breath and finally stepped inside.

This is it, David, I thought to myself. The moment you’ve been waiting for…

It was the last few days before classes at the Barnard School of Music, an exclusive institution for future artists and musicians, and one of the best schools in the nation. And my audition was about to begin.

I entered the classroom and took a seat on another chair in front of a committee of four college professors, including the same woman from before. They were all sitting side-by-side next to each other behind a long table in the middle of the room, amidst student desks, school whiteboards, and a large, shiny grand piano in the back.

I was a young college freshman hoping to study and get my bachelor’s degree in music composition here, after having earned my schooling elsewhere. I had big dreams of becoming the next great composer. I wanted to follow in the long line of distinguished names in all of music history—Beethoven, Mozart, Tchaikovsky, Benjamin Britten—and hear my pieces played in the great concert halls of the world.

But with every great journey comes the first big step and, right now, I just had to get my audition done first.

I sat before the committee, all expert composers who would decide whether or not I’d be admitted into this school and handed them my portfolio. They would also decide which one of them I would take lessons from based on my compositional style. I almost felt like Harry Potter being sorted into one of the four houses in Hogwarts.

The instructors thumbed through my portfolio, a collection of musical pieces I’d written in my old school as well as for myself. Three of them asked me questions about my pieces, my style, and my academic background. I’d worked so hard on my compositions and, little by little, I watched as each instructor destroyed each one with their questions and critiques.

“Why would you give this kind of ensemble this key signature?” one of the old male professors growled at me over one of my works. “That’s stupid!”

“These notes are a little too high for an oboe to play,” the same woman from before said to me over another. “Do you know the range for this instrument?”

“Your writing style is a bit old-fashioned,” another male professor then told me. “Are you aware of newer, more contemporary writing styles?”

I continued to sit in the hard chair, my head spinning out of control, as I answered question after question from the relentless committee. The critiques also kept coming, and it seemed as though none of my pieces were even close to their liking. At that moment, I thought about quitting my dream and doing something else with my life. Perhaps I was being too rash, but I just wanted this audition to be over.

Please, I cried out desperately in my head, no more questions. Please stop, I can’t take anymore!

Finally, after what felt like a drill boring down deeper and deeper inside my skull, the same professor who called me into the room gave me the last critique before taking all my pieces and handing them back to me.

“Thank you very much, David,” she said. “Please wait outside and we’ll let you know.”

I took back my portfolio and left the room, feeling drained and with the biggest headache in my entire life. It was all up to them now. Their turn to decide whether I’d be accepted into the composition program here at Barnard or forced to try again next year.

I sat outside in the lonely hall in the same chair as before, clutching onto my portfolio again, and waited. I could hear the professors faintly through the door, chatting amongst themselves. I couldn’t understand what they were saying, but I wasn’t prepared to go over to the door and listen to find out. One of them sounded as though they were laughing at something, which wasn’t a very good sign.

I waited and waited, the same painful anxiety I’d had before my audition returning anew. My thin-framed glasses with lenses of perfect circles kept slipping down my nose, as they always did, as I waited for the final result, the finishing blow.

I wish they’d just hurry up and crush my dreams already, I shouted impatiently inside my head. It’s obvious I’m not good enough. But, please, somebody put an end to all this useless waiting! I can take the ugly truth. Really, I can.

At last, the door opened, and I spotted one of the professors from the committee standing in front of me. He was a tall, thin man who wore an elegant suit. He smiled at me and closed the door. During the whole audition, he simply sat there quietly, looking at my pieces and smiling again. He didn’t ask me a single question or give me one critique.

“Congratulations, David,” he said. “You’re in.”

I smiled, so utterly relieved, and let out a long, deep sigh.

“You’ll be taking composition lessons with Dr. Sordun,” he told me.

“Cool,” I said. I then looked past him toward the door behind him. “Um, which one of the professors is Dr. Sordun?”

“He’s me,” my new instructor answered, still grinning.

My eyes went back to the old professor. He had a somewhat nicer, more laid-back personality about him, which made me feel more comfortable. I had a feeling that taking lessons with him was going to be so much fun.

“Welcome to Barnard, David,” Dr. Sordun said, extending his hand to me. “I look forward to seeing you next Monday for the first day of classes.”

“Thank you,” I said back, grinning back and shaking his hand.

My arduous audition over, I cheerfully made my way back to my car, whistling a tune, and drove back home. I was so happy to soon be starting the fall 2014 semester in that school and felt like I was one step closer to achieving my dream!

I’m in, I shouted ecstatically in my head. I made it! I’m in the best music school in California and in the entire country!

My dad’s going to be so proud when he finds out his boy will be studying at Barnard. I’ll be proud to tell the whole world that I studied here, in an exclusive academy with some of the greatest musicians from all over the nation and the world!

It was a terrific day, and I was on cloud nine during my drive home. Good news like this called for a celebration like only I knew how.

As soon as I got home, the very first thing I did was run straight up to my room. The house was empty—Dad was still at the office for work—and I headed upstairs to celebrate. I had a small, cramped room in an old-fashioned house with a bed, a desk with a laptop, and an old electric keyboard I used to write my pieces. Dad worked really hard to buy me all the things I needed for school and my career, including my first car.

I threw my portfolio onto my bed and immediately undressed. I took off my tie, dress shirt, shoes, socks, and pants, letting them all join the folder on my comfy bed. Then, I closed the door behind me and threw my boxer shorts into the pile. I sat down in the chair in front of my desk, turned on my laptop, and finally celebrated.

I began searching the web for some hardcore porn, my red-headed dick already getting hard. Not just any porn, though. Gay porn. Soon, I found a killer website with sexy guys, naked and fucking, and celebrated to my heart’s content.

I masturbated to several hot dudes, from buff, attractive men with enormous cocks to beautiful young twinks with slim bodies. There were bare, muscular chests with hairy armpits that made me want to lick the screen as well as vids of naked twinks getting their butts pounded by larger men with insanely-huge dicks!

“Holy shit,” I moaned, jacking off in front of my computer. I pulled my cock faster and faster, enjoying the delicious abuse I was giving it, every arousing image from the raunchy site lingering in my brain. After a while, I began to climax, my eyes closing tight, and my mind fading away into a blissful blackness.

Then, at once, I came; cloudy white semen shot straight into my hand. I breathed deeply, my mind and being slowly returning to normal. The first time hurt so good, and I went again for a second and a third. I kept on going a few times afterward while scanning for more vids, my spirit becoming more and more detached from my body.

“Come on,” I murmured to myself each time. “Come on…”

I pleasured myself six times and was now going for a seventh because…why the fuck not? It was not a pretty scene—a pale, skinny guy sitting naked in front of his desk, looking at porn, and “celebrating” his admittance into Barnard. The color of his wild pubes surrounding his circumcised dick matched the short, neat black hair on his head.

My favorite porn vid was of a gorgeous blond twink in a schoolboy uniform, all curled up, getting dominated by a big, muscular guy with a humungous cock. They were both alone, huddled behind some large rocks in a forest, the cute twink’s shorts and jock strap pulled down while the burly man held him. He got pounded by the bigger guy on a blanket, with an upward shot of that huge dick going in raw into his ass. Both really enjoyed it, and, instantly, I wanted to feel exactly what they were feeling. I especially liked the way the stronger man, dressed only in a pair of red Speedos, licked the twink’s ear from behind him.

For the longest time, I’ve wanted to fuck a guy so badly, to feel his naked body all over my soft, white one. I’ve also wanted to shove my dick hard into him, make him scream, make him moan, or have his dick shoved into me and dominate me by his rough masculinity. It was a secret desire of mine to make love to a man, to feel his kisses all over me, before he forced his hot load into my butthole while I forced mine into his.

I hadn’t even finished masturbating when, all of a sudden, my glasses slipped off from my nose and fell down to the floor. They’d been slipping a little every now and then since I first started to celebrate, and they finally came off my big, bird-shaped face.

“Shit,” I exclaimed. “Where’d they go, goddammit!”

My whole hand and lower body were covered in my own personal goo, and I had to clean it off with the blanket from my bed next to me. I then felt around the floor blindly for my glasses, my vision blurry. I couldn’t find them anywhere, having to rely completely on my sense of touch. I grumbled angrily as I searched, the desire to cum still in my brain.

Then, from out of nowhere, there was a knock on the door.

“David,” a voice called from the other side. “Are you in there?”

It was Dad! He must’ve come home early. I scrambled frantically to find my glasses. I was still naked and needed those damn things to help me look for my clothes.

“Um…yes, Dad,” I answered him.

“Come out here,” he called out sternly. “I wanna talk to you!”

“Uh…just a minute,” I called back.

Finally, I found my spectacles down underneath my chair and put them on. I couldn’t see through the lenses because, to my horror, they were smeared with cum! I cleaned off the gunk with my blanket, only to find there was still more gunk on them, and I hurriedly tried to clean them off, trying my absolute best since I could barely see.

Dad knocked on the door again, calling me. It was louder this time, just like his voice.

“David,” he called out. “What are you doing in there?”

“Nothing,” I cried, panicking. “Don’t come in here!”

“Come out here right now!”

“In a minute, Dad!”

I cleaned and I cleaned, the stubborn schmutz still not coming off. I tried everything I could, including using my own spit, to clean them. Dad kept knocking on the door again and again, and I stood here, literally begging the stains to come off!

Finally, my glasses were clean, even though things still looked a little hazy through the lenses. I then spotted my clothes that were on my bed away from me and was about to put them on, but it was too late. It was at that moment I’d realized I’d left the door unlocked, giving my dad full permission to come inside!

“That’s it, David,” Dad shouted angrily through the door. “Enough is enough! I’m coming in there!”

“NO, DAD! PLEASE DON’T!”

The door quickly flew open, and there was Dad on the other side. He appeared as a fuzzy mass in my eyes, but I could tell it was him and that he was angry. Of course, I didn’t need corrective lenses to know what he looked like: a big, heavyset guy with glasses like mine, wearing a polo shirt, dark pants, and without hair on the top of his head.

He stopped dead in his tracks, staring at me for a moment. I then realized that he could see I was nude, and I quickly closed my laptop and used it to cover my shame. I stood next to my desk and faced him, panting nervously, my heart pounding. He just continued to stare at this awkward scene, looking deeply confused.

“When you’re finished getting dressed,” he told me bluntly, “I’d like a word with you, David. I’ll be waiting outside.”

Then, without another word, Dad left my room, closing the door.

Thereafter, I calmed down, huffing out a long sigh, and my face was very hot. I put my computer down, realizing how utterly stupid I must’ve looked. My father probably thought I was some weirdo just a moment ago instead of his son. I was in real trouble now. I went over to seize my clothes from my bed and finally got dressed.

A moment later, I came out of my room, wearing the same dress shirt and trousers from my audition, and stood in front of my dad. I knew he’d been waiting since forever to scold me; I got dressed so quickly that my shirt was a little open and I wasn’t wearing any shoes. Neither of us said a word, Dad standing there with his arms crossed in front of him.

My father wasn’t typically an angry person; he wasn’t even a very strict parent. He had a bit of a temper, but he was still my dad, and I knew he loved me a lot. It was just that whatever I did must’ve really riled him up and seeing me naked in my room with my laptop doing God-knows-what wasn’t exactly doing me any favors, either.

“Dad,” I began, my head down, “I’m really sorry—”

“I’m not mad about…that”—he pointed to my room—“I’m mad because you went to Barnard by yourself and didn’t tell me your audition was today.”

“How did you find out?”

“Your car wasn’t parked in the usual place when I got here. So, I’m assuming that you went there today.”

“I didn’t tell you,” I explained, still not facing him, “because I was afraid I wouldn’t get in. I didn’t want to see you upset if I didn’t get in like we wanted.”

“That’s no excuse,” he scolded me, louder. “I’m your father and I should’ve been there! It was the most important day of your life and I should’ve been with you!”

I kept my head down and didn’t dare face him. My dad went silent, letting out a long sigh, but was still angry at me. I’d acted selfishly; I saw that now. Dad really wanted to be there for my special life-moment. It was hard enough for him to be both my parental figures after Mom passed away, and even harder knowing that he’d ever risk losing me, too. I was all he had left, and I felt really bad for keeping my audition from him.

“Well,” Dad began in a different tone. “How’d it go? Did you get in?”

I quickly looked up at him, smiling, and nodded my head.

“You did?” he asked happily. “You got in? Oh, David, that’s wonderful!”

Dad quickly came over and gave me the biggest bear hug ever known to man, a proud moment for both of us. It was quite an extraordinary scene: a big, grown man giving his skinny, barefoot son a hug. He soon let me go, my open shirt starting to come off, and I was afraid that my loose pants would fall down!

“God heard our prayer, David.” Dad smiled broader, overjoyed. He was referring to last week at our synagogue when we prayed that I would get in to Barnard.

“He did!” I exclaimed happily.

Dad took me in his arms and embraced me again, picking me up from the ground and swinging me to and fro, like when I was a boy. He gushed with naches, the two of us overwhelmed with emotion. No doubt he was going to kvell about this to all my aunts, uncles, and relatives living all the way in New York!
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When the long-awaited Monday finally came, I drove over to Barnard for my first day of school. I was really looking forward to my new classes, especially composition lessons with my friendly new instructor, Dr. Sordun. It was unfortunate that Dad couldn’t come with me like he’d wanted because he had to work, but I promised myself I wouldn’t let him down.

Once I arrived, the entire institution was packed with incoming students everywhere that I had a hard time trying to find a parking space. All the lots were full except for a large one that turned out to be a ways off from any building that I had to proceed on foot. I strolled down a long, gravelly path that finally led me to campus and got a look at my new school.

Barnard was a modern-looking academy, but it was like a maze if you didn’t know your way around. There were buildings spread out over the spacious institution, a large, grassy quad area, and tall trees everywhere where students were gathered around in groups underneath the shade. The main music building was three-stories high, and all my courses and lectures would be held there, as well as where I’d be taking my lessons.

I showed up to school wearing a dress shirt under a sweater, a nice pair of slacks, dress shoes, and a backpack. Here was an academy full of bright, promising students, future movers and shakers, and I was glad to be among them. But, looking around, you’d never guess they were highly talented musicians, hand-picked by the strict school faculty.

All the other students here were wearing light, casual clothes like it was summer, chatting and laughing amongst each other, and looked extremely laid-back. At a school like this, I’d imagine people to look sharp and engage in intelligent conversation, but they seemed to be hanging out and dressed almost like they were at home. They weren’t anything at all like I’d pictured them, but I supposed that might’ve been a good thing, right?

There were people in tented areas all over the quad, handing out free maps of Barnard, and the very first thing I had to do after I got my map was report to the Admissions office to get my class schedule and ID card. I stood in line inside a small, packed edifice to get my items. Once my turn came, I received my schedule and was told to sit on a stool off to the side. In no time at all, a pretty, young woman took my picture on a big camera and handed me my new ID with a non-flattering photo of myself, thin and anemic, with a face full of zits.

Afterward, I made my way into the large main building to find my first class with my new schedule. I went through several rooms and hallways, crammed with noisy people, and got lost a bunch of times. My class was up on the second floor, and I scrambled around like crazy, afraid I’d be late. I ultimately asked a couple of cute guys standing by a hallway for directions. They were very nice and helped me, and I finally found the elusive room.

My first class of the day, according to my schedule, was music theory with Dr. Crumhorn. I entered inside to find students already seated and waiting for our instructor. While Barnard was a modern-looking school, it had not-so-modern-looking classrooms. Every room had an old podium with a computer hooked up on a long table to the side, older desks with chairs, and used whiteboards on the walls with music staves running through them.

I took a seat on one of the empty chairs in the front, seeing that everyone around me was already talking to a friend or group of friends next to them. For a moment, I wondered if making friends didn’t take much time for people in Barnard. But then, I was a bit shy, so much that I barely talked or even greeted anyone since I'd to school.

Everywhere I went, there was a student or professor who greeted someone else in this academy as though they were long-time friends who hadn’t seen each other in a while. It happened a bunch of times, and I felt kind of bad that I didn’t have friends or anyone to talk to here. But it was only my first day, and I figured these things would take a little time.

I overheard one of my classmates in the room mention how they’d heard Dr. Crumhorn was a mean professor and a real hard-ass. I thought maybe they might’ve been joking, but nobody else seemed to be laughing or disagreeing with them. I felt a little nervous, afraid that this was going to turn out to be a terrible first class in Barnard for me.

At once, Dr. Crumhorn finally entered the room, not saying a word, and took his place behind the podium. He was an old professor with graying, shaggy hair, wore a small pair of glasses, and was bundled up in a thick coat. He was also one of the old professors I’d met during my audition who had critiqued my pieces, calling my writing style “a little old-fashioned.” Yet, now, he seemed very quiet and had a serious look on his face.

Our professor opened up a thin gradebook he had with him, finding a particular page, and started taking roll, to which each person was instructed to answer, “Here.” Once he’d finished, the professor closed up the book, and the lesson finally began.

The class was treated to a lecture that was mostly an intro to the course, so there wasn’t much learning today. Music theory, our instructor briefly explained, was all about the analysis of music and harmonic part-writing using rules and guidelines passed down from the Classical masters, referred to as the Common Practice. Here, not only would we be analyzing music, but also making music while using the tools necessary to create real art.

For a moment, it seemed like this was going to be an easy day, and I felt more relaxed. Maybe our professor isn’t such a mean guy after all, I thought. I wasn’t the only person who must’ve felt this way because of what happened next.

Suddenly, right in the middle of his lecture, Dr. Crumhorn erupted in anger over a student using their cell phone. His low, serious tone of voice was now replaced with a loud, furious one that literally made everything in the room go silent.

“Put that cell phone away,” he shouted at the student. “You don’t do a DAMN thing like that in my classroom while I’m talking!”

Every student in the room was immediately taken aback. Okay, maybe Dr. Crumhorn is a mean professor and a real hard-ass, I thought.

I turned to see Dr. Crumhorn had yelled at a young woman in the back who quickly put her phone away, his piercing eyes staring right at her like a pair of swords. Even though his anger was directed toward another student, I was seated closer to the front and felt like I was receiving most of his wrath.

The scary memory of what had transpired in Dr. Crumhorn’s class remained in my head for the rest of the day, permeating everything I did during my other classes afterward. And, later, when I got home, I was burdened with tons of homework for music theory on only the first day. To make matters worse, I received an email from the school saying that my composition lessons with Dr. Sordun wouldn’t begin until at least next week. They would’ve been the ray of sunshine in an otherwise depressing first week in Barnard, for sure.

It was not a fun way to start my new school. I was starting to think that maybe coming here was a big mistake, but I may’ve been exaggerating, though. Maybe things were only bad during the first day or few days and would get better in a couple of weeks or so.

Yeah, that’s it, I thought to myself. Things will definitely get better after a couple of weeks. They have to! I mean, they can’t possibly get any worse…can they?
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Sadly, to my dismay, things only got worse at Barnard. My first two weeks in music theory class got progressively bad. Dr. Crumhorn got angrier every day, his short temper getting the better of him. He got fed up that other students weren’t paying attention or understanding the material, even after he’d explained it already, and he never stopped yelling. People were even failing his pop quizzes, and that really pissed him off.

He was the meanest and strictest instructor I’d ever had, but, unfortunately, it was the least of my problems.

All my other music courses here were either a lot of work or especially difficult. Counterpoint class was a lot like music theory, only with stricter rules and an even stricter professor. Conducting was all about learning how to wave a baton while some orchestral music was playing and required extra practice and reading for homework. Music history was brutal. And in sight-singing, I had to stand up in front of the class and sing notes at the right intervals—if I was even slightly off, I’d get marked down.

The homework and quizzes really started to pile up, and my first exams were really hard or required a lot of studying beforehand. What’s more, I did another audition in front of a professor to be able to play percussion, my main instrument, in the school concert band. He ultimately decided that I needed to take extra lessons on marimba and snare drum with him on the side, even though I’d been playing for years, which only meant more work!

My dream of becoming a great composer was also being cut short from still not being able to take lessons with Dr. Sordun. I found out he was rescheduling my first lesson because he was busy teaching other classes. Private lessons with him were pretty much the only reason why I’d even bothered to apply to Barnard and, now, I wasn’t even taking them yet!

I really felt like I’d made a big mistake coming here. I wanted to get out of this academy right away…had it not been for one tiny thing.

Throughout my entire time in Barnard, I was scoping out the school for cute-looking guys. A lot of college freshies and upperclassmen here talked about all the “hot” young women on campus, checking them out in their summer clothes and maybe asking them out. But I was checking out all the young men. All the sexy guys with smoking bodies or handsome faces that really caught my eye. I’d seen dudes walking around in tank-tops that showed off their muscular forearms as well as leered at their tight asses.

There was a guy in my conducting class named Nathan. He had a nice, thin body, and I really wanted to fuck him. He had short, brown hair and a bright face with a winning smile. Every time he stepped up to the small podium to conduct, he’d raise his arms, baton in hand, and his long-sleeved shirt would rise up—I’d catch a glimpse of his sexy bellybutton. Our professor, Maestro Furumoto, would always tell us to watch Nathan’s correct technique, but I couldn’t do it because just looking at my classmate’s body required all of my attention!

There were lots of cute guys everywhere, but there was only one that I really liked the most. He was the most beautiful young man I’d ever seen in my whole life, more than the cute guy in conducting class.

His name was Connor Pfeif—pronounced like “fife”—and he was in my classes. He had short, golden hair, ocean-blue eyes, and a boyish face. He’s absolutely adorable, but he’s also a bit of a slacker. Don’t get me wrong, he did do some of his assignments, and I assume he wanted to get his bachelor’s. But he hardly did his homework, regularly showed up late to class, and joked around a lot with his friends during each lecture.

Lots of times, Connor would get scolded by different professors who told him each day to get his act together or he’d fail their class. Now and then, I’d see him through the hallways after class, meeting with a professor alone inside a different room and getting chewed out for his reckless behavior. His worst nightmare was Dr. Schryari.

Dr. Schryari—pronounced “Shrai-ah-ree”—was a professor at our music school who taught composition and counterpoint. He’s an old, gray-haired, angry instructor, a lot more than Dr. Crumhorn, and the same instructor who had growled at me during my first audition. He addressed all of his students in the honorific—Mr., Ms., or Mrs. and then our last name—and got pissed off when a student entered late to class.

Connor once had come into our counterpoint class with Dr. Schryari over fifteen minutes late. He'd looked really exhausted, his hair and clothes an absolute mess, and he'd nervously went to take his seat. Dr. Schryari, who was already in the middle of teaching, had stopped what he was doing and faced him. He'd looked right at Connor with scary, piercing eyes, pointing at him, and told him angrily, “I want to see you after class, Mr. Pfeif!”

To be honest, I didn’t feel sorry at all for Connor. Quite frankly, I thought he deserved to be punished for his sloppy behavior, which was unfair to the other students who worked hard and showed up on time to class every day. I also thought he needed a bit of a wake-up call, someone other than our professors to sit down and talk some sense into him once and for all. Connor says he wants to be a famous composer someday, just like me, but if he keeps this up, he’ll never graduate or be much of anything.

Sometimes, I wondered what a total flake like Connor would even be doing studying in a choosy, prestigious music school like this. At the same time, though, I felt that perhaps it wasn’t so much that I had a problem with him being a slacker as I did him being popular and very handsome, with a huge circle of friends.

One day, while our sight-singing class was waiting for our professor to arrive, I came into the room and found him surrounded by his group of buddies, chatting, and messing around. I went over to my seat, pretending not to notice them, as their silly, meaningless conversation got louder. One of them asked Connor to play something on the piano (there was one in every classroom in this building).

Connor went over and sat behind the piano, cracked his knuckles, and started playing Khachaturian’s Sword Dance from Gayaneh. The way he played the piece was electrifying, with a skilled virtuosity and light agility, especially as he went faster and faster. Connor looked serious with a deep artistic composure as he played, but still looked beautiful. He was incredible, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him for one second.

He kept going and going until he finished. Connor’s friends, and even the professor who’d finally come into the room and watched the performance, applauded him. Connor smiled and nodded in gratitude.

“That was amazing, Connor,” one of his buddies said.

“Oh, it’s nothing, really,” he told them all modestly. “I’ve been playing piano since I was four and learned that piece for a music festival when I was, like, ten. Oh, my God! I can’t believe I still remember how to play it!”

Even our professor was taken by his exciting performance and wholeheartedly applauded him. Connor’s playing was sensational, but I thought he was being a bit of a show-off. I was jealous of him, jealous that he’d been playing piano so terrifically since he was four, surrounded by numerous friends. Meanwhile, I entered the world of music later in life, not as superb of a performer as he was, and I didn’t have any friends here.

With time, I could actually grow to hate Connor. His beautiful smile, perfect nose, and amazing talent all made me sick. Yet all these things also made him very attractive to me, and I couldn’t get him out of my mind. The sound of his masculine, breathy voice whenever he spoke sent goosebumps all over my entire body.
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