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Chapter One

 


Saturday

Hot blowjobs — call Dave!

Dustin glanced over the phone number,
scrawled in faded ink. It was one of many pieces of
hastily-scribbled offers, graffiti, and pithy statements. Somehow,
hookups seemed inherently sleazy when arranged through a scribbling
on a bathroom stall wall.

Not that he could judge, since he currently
occupied a stall in the men’s room at the back of the campus
library, waiting for some guy he met on the internet —
CollegeJock22 — so he could suck his dick.

He fidgeted with his hands as he read Dave’s
scribbled offer again. He barely knew anything more about
CollegeJock22 than he did about “Dave”. The only difference between
the two men was that he’d at least seen a photo of CollegeJock22,
even if only a slightly-blurry and headless torso pic. But it still
felt ... different somehow.

The door to the men’s room squeaked as it
opened and then clattered as it closed. All thoughts of “Dave”
disappeared — all thoughts, period, disappeared. Was this
CollegeJock22? Blood pounded in Dustin’s ears, so loud he struggled
to hear the hesitant footsteps as they crossed the small room and
approached the urinal. Cold sweat spread across his forehead. He’d
done his share of hookups, but never in a public place like a men’s
room. The danger of being caught both terrified and excited him.
He’d always hooked up with guys who had their own place, but there
was something about CollegeJock22 that made Dustin change his
“hookup rules” — maybe it was his friendly nature in chat, or the
way he just seemed so into Dustin — he didn’t know. Or maybe it was
just because he hadn’t had sex in a solid three months and he was
desperate.

Dustin stared at the sneakered foot, just
visible below the stall wall, as the other man stopped at the
urinal beside him. He waited for the signal — until he heard it he
didn’t know if this was CollegeJock22 or some random dude who had
to piss.

Time seemed to slow as he heard a zipper
open. With every passing heartbeat, he waited for the telltale
sound of urination ... but it wasn’t happening. The foot shifted.
The pant leg lifted, briefly flashing a white sock.

The signal!
Dustin shuffled his foot close to the dividing
wall, so the other man could see it, and flashed his own
sock.

Dustin waited ... but
nothing happened. Embarrassment swelled as he realized the awkward
coincidence. This was not CollegeJock22. As soon as he leaves, I’m going back to my dorm and I’m just
gonna jack off, Dustin decided. This was a
mistake, to meet some random guy in a random washroom.

Then the other man’s feet
moved. Dustin held his breath, not daring to make even the
slightest sound of exhalation. He’d not heard the man piss — and
he’d not heard the man zip up again. Maybe this was CollegeJock22. He just prayed the
man wasn’t fat and ugly, that his profile hadn’t been one big lie.
Dustin’s heart thudded as the man stood on the other side of the
stall door. As planned, Dustin had left it unlocked. It squeaked
softly as the man – CollegeJock22 — nudged it open.

All his doubts vanished. Quite simply,
CollegeJock22 would be the hottest guy Dustin ever hooked up with.
He was the rare man that not only lived up to his profile, but
surpassed it. He easily stood five foot eleven and had tight golden
curls peeking out from below his ball cap. His muscled chest pulled
his shirt taut beneath his open jacket and his cock ... his cock
was a gorgeous piece of meat, dangling from his open fly. The thick
and semi-hard dick sprouted from a dusting of fine hair.

Dustin forced his gaze up
from the man’s cock to his nervous eyes. Normally, he might go
slow, ease the guy into the act, but this setting made such a
laconic pace awkward. Bathroom hookups, Dustin felt, were quick and
urgent. We should have met elsewhere.
Somewhere more private. Somewhere where I could take my
time.

Even if they had someplace more private,
Dustin didn’t know if he could force himself to go slow. Three
months without sex – as he hadn’t hooked up since moving to Toronto
for school — had made him desperate and oh-so-fucking horny.
Masturbation no longer cut it. He needed a cock in his mouth, he
needed cum sliding down his throat, he needed to be nose-deep in
the sweaty crotch of another man...

He almost had to shake his head to clear the
haze of lust and sex that was clouding his mind and vision — and he
had to refrain from yanking his hookup forward and swallowing his
dick. It would only terrify the poor hunk. According to their
online chat, CollegeJock22 rarely did this stuff and was deeply
closeted, so Dustin needed to be gentle. He reached out and wrapped
his hand around CollegeJock22’s shaft, feeling its warmth and
growing hardness.

Dustin read nervousness in the way the other
man stared at him with his gray-blue eyes and then looked away. It
was cute. The cock in Dustin’s hand, though, wasn’t nervous. It
stiffened to rock-hard in a matter of seconds. CollegeJock22 was
already enjoying this.

Dustin placed his other hand on the man’s
hip and felt the firm muscle underneath his jeans. He wanted to
squeeze him, to test if he was real, but he didn’t want to spoil
the moment. No one on hookup sites looked this good — Dustin had
long ago resigned himself to a sex life with homely closeted guys.
Gently, he pulled CollegeJock22 toward him. The sound of his
shuffling shoes echoed in the confines of the stall, bringing
CollegeJock22’s tantalizing dick nearer to his face. The hunk
reached back and quickly locked the door. The click of the tumbler
seemed to confirm that this was real for Dustin, that this was
actually happening.

His mouth watered; he was anxious to taste,
to lick, to swallow. This ... this sausage in his hand was
impressive. It had to be the thickest he’d seen outside of porn —
and it was attached to one of the most attractive men he’d seen on
campus, or in Toronto, for that matter. And that cock grew in his
hand, slowly thickening and lengthening, reaching what had to be a
full eight inches.

CollegeJock22’s anxiety seemed to melt away
as his body slowly seemed to relax, the tension easing away. Dustin
looked up at the man’s attractive face and saw a lustful glint to
his eyes and a crooked smile. He shifted his attention back to the
throbbing dick in his hand. He reached out with his tongue,
dragging it across the head, licking the slit. The man’s clean
skin, with just the slightest sweet hint of precum, ignited his
taste buds.

The jock shuddered. “Ohhh...” he groaned
softly.

Dustin didn’t need to hear more. He closed
his eyes and took the head in his mouth, sliding his tongue around
the soft bulb, moving down the shaft to engulf as much as his mouth
and throat would allow. The tip brushed the back of his throat and
he fought back a cough. Dustin slowly pulled the cock out and
quickly dove back in, moving faster, rhythmically swallowing and
releasing. He pumped the lower inches with his hand, stimulating
the stretch he couldn’t fit in his mouth.

CollegeJock22 let out a
stifled moan, loudly echoing around them. Dustin paused, momentary
fear crashing back into him. Could someone
hear us?

“Don’t stop,” CollegeJock22
whispered in lustful agony. He braced a hand against the wall
beside him and entangled the other in Dustin’s hair, gripping his
skull. His eyes fell half-closed as he nudged Dustin back into
action.

Having this jock grip his skull, like he was
possessed by him, sent fire to Dustin’s loins. He resumed his
bobbing, sliding the meat over his lips and tongue, stopping only
briefly to pull it completely out and lick every inch, from base to
tip and back again. Dustin nudged CollegeJock22’s jeans and briefs
down to his knees, freeing a beautiful set of low-hangers from
their fabric prison.

I have to taste those.
Fuck, do I ever, Dustin decided. He stroked
the jock’s shaft and ducked his face underneath, caressing a
testicle and eliciting another moan from the gorgeous man. He
sucked the first smooth, round ball into his mouth and rolled it
around on his tongue, then did the same with the second. Opening
wide, he pulled both in, suckling on the man’s sack while stroking
his thick rod.

Hungry for more cock, Dustin released
CollegeJock22’s testicles and wrapped his lips around his dick. He
tightened his oral grip, creating a vacuum. The jock trembled with
the vigorous tongue and lip massage. He moaned and his knees
wobbled, knocking against Dustin’s. A burst of sweet precum danced
on the tip of his tongue.

He ignored his own dick. It was hard and
throbbing, demanding attention, tortuously caged in his jeans.
Their hookup plan had been for Dustin to suck CollegeJock22 off and
nothing else — and with how nervous the man had seemed and how
gorgeous he obviously was, Dustin didn’t want to do anything that
might accidentally jinx this magical moment. If he reached down and
touched himself, or if he pulled out his own dick and started
stroking, CollegeJock22’s nerves would likely kick in. He might
assume the plan changed, that he should get on his knees and
service Dustin, and that might send him running from the men’s
room.

The thought of this jock on his knees,
servicing Dustin, only seemed to turn him on. It became even harder
to leave his dick alone, but he had to. He focused on the cock in
his mouth, on the feel of it, the taste, the warmth. To keep his
hands busy and away from his straining bulge, Dustin fondled
CollegeJock22’s nutsack, tugging it in time with the blowjob’s
rhythms. He rolled the golf-ball-sized balls through his fingers,
then pulled on them again.

Overcome with horniness, Dustin let his lust
lead him, exploring with his fingertips, reaching behind that
low-hanging sack. He felt up CollegeJock22’s taint, then inched
even further backward with each rub of his fingers, until he
brushed against the jock’s tight knot.

CollegeJock22 moaned again, louder. His hand
thrust hard against the stall wall, shaking the entire structure.
His other hand gripped Dustin’s skull firmer and, beneath Dustin’s
finger, the man’s opening twitched.

His breathing quickened and Dustin knew his
mouth would soon be filling up. He joined his left hand with his
right to massage the base of CollegeJock22’s shaft in time with his
sucking. He went faster, pressed his lips tighter. His mouth
watered in anticipation.

The moans filling the
confined space, echoing around them, got breathier and higher
pitched as CollegeJock22 neared that precipice, that point of no
return. The jock’s second hand joined the first on Dustin’s head,
gripping him, controlling him, pushing him deeper and deeper, until
the tip of Dustin’s nose was buried in the man’s curly, black pubic
hair, and it felt like the massive dick was shoved halfway to
Dustin’s stomach. He fought back the urge to cough, to gag, wanting
nothing to curse this moment. In only seconds he’d be getting what
he needed so fucking badly.

Suddenly, CollegeJock22 stopped thrusting
his hips. His hands slid down to Dustin’s ears and gripped hard,
holding his head firmly in place. The man’s breathy moans morphed
into a low groan as a salty, slippery, hot fluid cascaded over
Dustin’s tongue. Shot after shot filled his mouth, some reaching
back to strike the back of his throat, and he swallowed it all
down, careful not to lose even one precious drop. He let the last
of the creamy goodness swirl around in his mouth and he reveled in
the taste of CollegeJock22’s cum.

Moving with the ease of practiced knowledge,
Dustin slowly slid his mouth off CollegeJock22’s meat, careful not
to brush against the likely hypersensitive head. He watched as the
cock bobbed with the ebbing tension of the powerful orgasm, as it
glistened with a mix of saliva and semen. When the twitches
subsided and his member had deflated, Dustin gently licked the man
clean, moving slowly up the shaft and over the head, sending
tremors through the jock.

Satisfied he’d lapped up every speck of cum,
Dustin let go of CollegeJock22’s cock and looked up into his eyes,
a sticky grin spreading across his lips. The other man looked flush
and his eyes were half-lidded and hazy with his lingering
orgasm.

“Th...thank you,”
CollegeJock22 said, sliding his hand off Dustin’s head. He really
was a gorgeous man.

“No problem.” Dustin ran his
tongue over his lips, savoring the remaining taste.

They stared at each other for a long
stretch, endless thoughts of further lust tumbling through Dustin’s
mind. His cock still throbbed in his pants, screaming out for
release. CollegeJock22 reached out awkwardly and caressed the side
of Dustin’s facing, pausing for a moment and staring with an
emotion Dustin couldn’t quite discern. Heat seemed to pass through
the touch, heat that only seemed to further stoke the flames of
Dustin’s raging libido.

CollegeJock22 broke contact and packed his
flaccid dick back into his pants and zipped up. He avoided eye
contact the whole time. “I’ll, uh, I’ll look for you online again
... sometime.”

“For sure.” Dustin knew he’d
never see CollegeJock22 again. Most closeted guys, especially the
hot ones, disappeared shortly after getting their rocks off.
CollegeJock22’s profile had read “straight, but curious,” which
Dustin knew really meant “intensely closeted.”

He looked up into the man’s eyes again,
giving him a last lingering look, with that same indiscernible
emotion. Dustin tried to interpret the look — was it longing?

As their gaze held for a heartbeat more,
Dustin felt something spark between them. Some sort of indefinable
current ran from CollegeJock22 to Dustin and back again. The man’s
lips flickered into a brief smile, one of the most adorable smiles
Dustin had ever seen. Then he turned to unlock the stall door, soon
disappearing into the labyrinthine library just outside the
washroom.

Dustin sat back, recovering from the
all-consuming surge of heat and sex. This hookup had sated a large
part of his need, but he was still raging hard, aching for more. He
considered jacking off, but doubted he could truly muster the
energy for it after that explosive finish. Though his dick
throbbed, something told him it wasn’t going to work out. He stood
and moved to the sink and washed his hands and checked the mirror
for telltale cum drying on his face. Satisfied, and now relaxed
enough to tackle his math homework, he walked out of the
washroom.

 


• • •

 


Hours later, Dustin was
still buzzed. His cock had long turned flaccid, but he still
reveled in the afterglow of swallowing CollegeJock22’s cum. That
was exactly what
he’d been so desperately needing.

Even with that release, though, he was still
finding it difficult to study. The miniscule study space — a
cramped desk in the dorm he shared with Jason — provided barely
enough room to spread out his books. The confined space only added
frustration to his studies and amplified his irritation at the
minor math errors that kept tripping him up. Something about linear
algebra just wasn’t clicking and it made the spot between his eyes
throb, as it so often did, signaling the approach of a
homework-induced migraine.

He threw his pencil down and leaned back,
covering his face with his hands. He needed a moment away from
math, a moment to breathe and relax and re-focus himself. Exhaling
and rubbing that spot on the bridge of his nose, he forced himself
to think about anything other than elementary row operations,
identity matrices, and vector spaces. His thoughts moved away from
math, giving him that reprieve he needed, and his wandering mind
soon moved to that lustful encounter in the washroom and that juicy
cock.

Dustin dropped his hands from his face to
his lap, resting them on his thickening dick. He slid his tongue
across his lips, remembering the warmth and the salty taste.
Normally, Dustin wasn’t much of a cum-guzzler, but every once in a
while he needed it. But he’d drink it all day long if it came from
CollegeJock22 ... and if his jaw could withstand the constant
workout.

The man’s cock was a thing of beauty — as
was the rest of him — from what Dustin could see. It’s a shame
their public setting meant he couldn’t see the rest of the jock, to
explore more of his body. There had been hints of serious muscle
underneath when he had grabbed his hips and pulled him closer.
CollegeJock22 was, by far, the hottest man Dustin had ever played
with.

He closed his eyes and envisioned that
plump, juicy dick in front of his face. Moaning, he relaxed further
into his chair and brushed his thumb against his now-fully-hard
bulge — just thinking of the boy made him hard. Dustin was blessed
with a vivid memory and could recall, with exquisite detail, the
moment CollegeJock22 shot his load in his mouth – the hot spurts
that flew to the back of Dustin’s throat and cascaded over his
tongue. Cum was all the more delicious when it came from a hot
man.

Dustin slipped his hand
under the top of his pants and more firmly rubbed his
erection. I didn’t get off earlier
— might as well do it
now... His fingertips were immediately
slick with precum, soaking through his briefs. A sudden flash of
memory of CollegeJock22’s hole and the way it had twitched, and the
way the boy had gasped and shuddered, caused Dustin’s dick to leak
a little more.

Next time — if there is a
next time — I’m using my tongue, not my fingers.
He wanted to taste all of CollegeJock22 and send the man
to new heights of ecstasy. Like eating cum, Dustin wasn’t normally
a fan of rimming, but if it meant burying his face between that
jock’s muscular buns, he’d dive right in.

His dick throbbed, pulsing with every
heartbeat. It felt like he was about to burst, like the lightest
stroke would send him over that edge and he’d have a sticky mess in
his pants. He forced himself to slow down and enjoy the moment. He
opened his belt and undid the button of his pants ... but froze,
fingers on the zipper tab, when he heard familiar voices. As the
lock on the door rattled open, Dustin quickly leaned forward in his
chair and did up his pants. He wiped his moist fingers on the
inside of his shirt and draped it over his very obvious bulge.

“Hey, buddy!” came the
familiar, exuberant voice.

“Hey, Jason,” Dustin said,
doing his best to appear like he was in the middle of a complicated
problem. He put down his pencil and turned his attention to his
roommate. Jason was one of the up-and-coming stars of the
university basketball team and he seemed to have taken an almost
big brother approach to their relationship, despite being a year
younger than Dustin. Maybe it’s because of
the size difference, Dustin thought, as
Jason was somewhere approaching seven feet and towered over nearly
everybody.

Dustin smiled when he saw his roommate’s
girlfriend follow Jason into the room. “Hi, Angela.”

She smiled warmly and approached his desk.
Dustin adjusted his T-shirt a bit more, ensuring his dwindling
boner was sufficiently hidden. “Studying?” she asked.

“Trying to,” he said, with a
mischievous smile.

Jason sat on the edge of his bed as Angela
leaned over Dustin’s desk, scanning the books and papers. She had
surprised Dustin when they first met two months ago. He had pegged
her as the typical athlete girlfriend — big breasts, small brain,
ditzy — but soon learned she possessed a keen intelligence and warm
personality. He quite enjoyed the few conversations they’d
shared.

“Linear algebra, eh?” she
said. “The bane of my first year studies.”

He shrugged. “Any words of advice? You know,
from the perspective of a survivor?”

“Take sociology instead,”
Jason interjected, laughing wildly at his joke.

Dustin and Angela shared a chuckle. She
patted him on the shoulder. “Some more serious advice would be to
get a tutor.”

Dustin rolled his eyes, swiveling around in
his chair as she walked over to sit next to Jason. “Tutors require
money, which is something I tend to be lacking.”

“If you go through the
Student Resource Center, they can set you up with a peer tutor for
free.” Angela shrugged out of her fleece hoodie, revealing a
low-cut top underneath, which highlighted the curves of her chest
... the curves that had led to his incorrect assumption about her
two months ago.

Jason’s eyes were immediately drawn there
and locked on. Even as a closeted gay man, Dustin could appreciate
a nice rack – but he would do so with considerably more discretion
than Jason.

“Hmm...” Dustin said. “Worth
looking into, I guess.”

Jason snaked an arm around Angela’s waist
and nibbled the bottom of her earlobe. Given his immense stature,
he towered over Angela. He pulled himself off of her long enough to
look to Dustin. “School isn’t everything, bro. You have to schedule
in some fun time, party with some hot chicks.”

Dustin smiled lightly. Jason was always
trying to set him up with a girl or take him to some party. “Some
of us put our long term future ahead of our present and fleeting
passions,” he jibed. He had long ago developed deflection
techniques for when these questions came up. Jason wasn’t the first
to broach this topic, but he would eventually give up on finding
Dustin a date. Everyone always did.

“Forever studying, never
living. You’re missing out on life, Dusty. You gotta have fun
sometimes. You gotta get laid.” Jason growled seductively at Angela
as his fingers found their way under the hem of her shirt. She
brushed his hand off, shooting Dustin an apologetic
look.

“You know,” Dustin said, not
oblivious to Jason’s cues, “I might be more productive if I went to
the study hall. I could spread my books out there and take up all
the space I need.”

Jason shot him a wink. “If
you’re going to study, you better do it right. Although it
is Saturday night and you
really should be at a bar or something, rather than sticking your
nose in books.”

As Dustin packed his stuff, Jason excused
himself to their tiny cubicle of a washroom.

“You know he teases you
because he cares about you, right?” Angela kept her voice low and
moved closer to him.

“What?” Dustin paused,
confused. “Oh, the dating and sex thing? Yeah. It doesn’t bother me
much. I know it comes from a good place.”

Angela had figured out Dustin’s secret
shortly after meeting him. When she had tentatively brought it up
and asked if he was gay, Dustin had panicked, thinking she’d shared
her suspicions with Jason first and the rest of the year would be a
living hell. Thankfully, she’d confided her older brother was gay
and knew through him some of the pressures he dealt with. She
assured him his secret would stay safe with her.

She brushed a lock of her straight red hair
behind her ear. “Good. He talks about you often, wanting to make
sure you’re getting the ‘full university experience’ and not just
letting life pass you by while you study.”

Dustin zipped up his bag. “My parents were
the same. Eventually, their pleas for me to find a girlfriend died
off and now the topic is largely ignored.”

She reached out and gave his arm a gentle
squeeze. “One of these days, you’ll meet a man who will make it all
worth it. All the struggles and awkward conversations, it’ll all
become minor bumps in your past compared to the loving embrace of
the man you love.”

He faked a smile. “Sure.”

The toilet flushed and they both glanced at
the bathroom door. She gave his arm one more squeeze, then settled
back on the edge of the bed. Jason flung the bathroom door open.
Shirt off, he stalked toward Angela like a hungry lion. The light
from Dustin’s study lamp cast tantalizing shadows across Jason’s
tightly muscled torso.

Dustin cleared his throat and fought against
the returning stiffening in his pants. “I think I’ve seen too
much,” he joked. He quickly exited and, before he fully closed the
door, he heard what sounded like Jason pounding on the bed and
Angela squealing in surprise.

He shook his head and made his way over to
the study hall in the Ashdown Building. He flipped up the collar of
his sweater to ward against the November chill. A small university
campus on the outskirts of downtown Toronto, the school offered
student dorms, but stayed small enough that he didn’t feel lost in
a crowd of several tens of thousands of students.

Entering the Ashdown Building, he walked up
the stairs to the main study hall, slowing as his gaze wandered a
little further, to the library entrance at the far end of the
hall.

The heat of the afternoon blowjob still
buzzed through him hours later. He’d sucked a lot of dick over the
years, but never once been so turned on that it kept making him
hard the rest of the day. His very first time hadn’t even been as
thrilling as today’s experience.

It wasn’t so much the mechanical motions,
but rather the underlying passion that seemed to thread through the
entire encounter … from the way their eyes locked, to how the guy
had brushed his hand against Dustin’s cheek, to the feeling of
fingers entangled in his hair.

Typically, in his experience, the other guy
just wanted to get off and nothing more — no passion and no
tenderness. Any heat generated in the moment quickly dissipated
once the cum flew, but with CollegeJock22, things were somehow
different. Dustin quickly grew hard as he neared the library, as he
thought once more of that dick, the moans of pleasure, those deep
eyes…

Rather than settle down at a study table,
Dustin let his lust lead him and he detoured into the library. It
was only open for about twenty minutes more, but he wouldn’t need
much time. He walked straight through to the cramped shelves at the
far back and continued on into the men’s room. Dustin stopped,
letting the door swing closed behind him.

Empty. Thank God.
He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply. The typical
smell of a men’s room, while normally not pleasant, took on new
meaning for him, providing stimulus to his overactive imagination.
The harsh lighting, the tile floor … all of it spurred on dirty
thoughts.

Dustin stepped over to the stall and pushed
the door open. The scrawled messages … the toilet … the only thing
missing was the man.

Blood swelled south, solidifying his
already-engorged dick. Instinctively, Dustin brushed his hand
against the fly of his jeans, slowly rubbing up and down the
length. A heady mix of lust and passion coursed through his system
as he approached the urinal and unzipped. His rock-hard cock leapt
out like a coiled spring. Dustin grasped it in a tight grip and
stroked, closing his eyes and imagining himself in a sixty-nine
with CollegeJock22.

He pumped vigorously, but wanted more. Not
sated by mere masturbation, he wanted to make love to
CollegeJock22’s dick, to use his tongue to tease the stud’s senses
and drive him wild, to feel the hot spray of cum across his
face.

He even, Dustin realized, wanted to have
CollegeJock22 enter from behind and fuck him slowly and
passionately. It was extremely rare, to the point of non-existence,
for Dustin to crave to be topped by someone — to know his lusts
took him there surprised him and spurred on firmer strokes.

But above all, Dustin wanted the real thing.
He wanted CollegeJock22, not memories and fantasies. He released
his cock, realizing this wouldn’t satisfy him.

Dustin stuffed himself back in and zipped
up, leaving the washroom with a still-throbbing dick in his pants.
He returned to the study hall and set up in the corner, far from
the prying eyes of the handful of other Saturday night studiers. He
fired up his laptop and angled the screen. Once he secured relative
privacy, he quickly logged onto the hookup website where he’d met
CollegeJock22. Dustin had done numerous hookups over the years,
including a sex binge in the late summer, knowing he wouldn’t have
time for many — or any — hookups during the school year. He also
feared outing himself in this new environment, which had until
recently been enough to keep him off the hookup site.

In the back of his mind, Dustin wondered if
CollegeJock22 horned him up so bad simply because it was the first
hookup he’d had in almost three months — and it offered him some
reprieve from the headache of studying. A different part of his
mind declared that there was something different about this man …
that it wasn’t simply a case of it being the first dick in a long
time.

Upon logging in, his screen filled with
profile pictures of men — mostly headless torso shots and a few
dick close-ups, face photos were few and far between. This site was
seedier than most, definitely more so than the slick apps most gay
men used, but it offered him more anonymity than an app. This site
was where the more closeted men met each other. As such, most men
who used this site simply wanted to know what the other man carried
around in his pants, not how pretty his face was or how charming
his personality — headless torsos were the norm here.
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