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by Steve Milton

Book 1 of the series “College Try”

​One

It was all because of Stanley. That winter break, how I stopped chasing girls, how I lost my virginity, how I became a man, a new man, an adult man, a college man—all because of Stanley. When I first met Stanley Braun, during First-Year Orientation, I didn’t know that I would even get to know him. He seemed so far outside my social reach, out of my social league. Some nerdy guys who talked about console gaming and some plain or chubby girls who were those guys’ perennial admirers—that was my social scene during that first college quarter. Then winter break came, the dorms went into lockdown, and it was just Stanley and I, not going anywhere for break, having Coulter House all to ourselves, us and our hormones.

When I first saw him, moving in down the hall from me at Coulter, I assumed he was one of those people who go to college later in life, perhaps after the military, because he seemed to me to be in his early twenties. It wasn’t so much his physical appearance—although his 6’4” height and permanent stubble did help that impression—but how he seemed to be practiced and expert at all those small things in life, like the way he knew how to prop the automatically shutting dorm room door open, how he knew exactly whom to call about the non-working internet in his room, how he seemed to approach everyone in a manner that made several people assume he was some sort of resident advisor or other university employee, not just a first-year college student along with us.

I didn’t talk to him much, just because I was afraid, and I was sure socially he was out of my league. His looks, his height, and his self-assurance intimidated me. At the time, I didn’t yet know about his smarts. After we took the first-year placement exams, there were stories going around about the guy who scored so far off the scale on the math and science placement tests that they had put him in second-year math and science courses in his first year of college. At the time, I had no idea that was Stanley, until someone said, “Hey, doesn’t that guy live in Coulter, just like you, Ben?” I asked for a name, and when they said “Stanley Braun,” I had to admit to knowing of him, knowing him vaguely, but not really knowing him. My acquaintances assured me that they heard Stanley is a really friendly and low-key guy, nothing intimidating about him, and I said that yeah, I would try to chat with him more and become friends.

I wanted friends. College was where I would find them. Life in Oklahoma City had been—limiting. I was always the best student, yes, but that didn’t help me make friends, nor to gain acceptance from my family. I’d always been the odd one out, in school and family. My academic excellence was viewed as a token concession, some one good thing that I could bring to the world, since I was an odd duck in every other way. When I decided to attend the University of Chicago, I knew that I would find people more like me, nerdy maybe in ways similar to my own nerdiness, and that I would no longer be considered too weird, too quiet, too academic, too curious to have a group of friends. Or maybe even a girlfriend.

I’d always looked at girls, but never had a girlfriend. My parents and my brother especially had always had lingering suspicions that I was gay, because to them, my liking to read books and signing up for extra-credit projects in my classes was a gay thing to do. Meanwhile, I longed for girls, gazed at them styling their always Oklahoma-bleach-blonde hair—only after I graduated from Casady did I realize the statistical improbability of every white girl in my class having light blonde hair and realized they all dye—and I masturbated to thoughts of doing who-knows-what with them, but at Casady I never got closer to any girls than a few awkward, forced conversations in the library or classes. I wasn’t gay. I just wasn’t having any success with girls.

That first quarter of college went by so quickly, but so much happened. I made friends, some friends. I worked harder than I’d ever worked in my life, reading hundreds of pages every night and cranking along on problem sets for my dreams of being a doctor. Girls were around, and the girls at the University of Chicago were definitely more accepting of an unassuming, tall, slim, glasses-wearing, intellectual kind of guy than the Oklahoma peroxide queens had been. I felt as if having a girlfriend, or just having sex for the first time, was finally in reach, although I had neither the time nor the social connections to really pursue it much. Mostly, I studied. Almost exclusively, I studied.

Since my first full day at college, what I dreaded most was that I’d have to go home for winter break. My whole first two days, I was focused not on what was around me, but that I’d have to go back, from this natural-feeling place where I felt more accepted and included than I’d ever been, to Oklahoma City and my parents’ and brother’s snide looks and repeated snide comments to make me feel unwanted. And then I realized: I didn’t have to anything. I didn’t have to go anywhere. I could just stay in the dorm during break. There wouldn’t be much going on, but it would certainly be better than going to my family. 

As soon as I knew that my college experience would not be interrupted by being ripped out to go to Oklahoma for a “break,” I became newly energized. I knew college was the place where I belonged. And my view of the immediate future consisted of fall quarter, followed by break spent in the dorm, followed by winter quarter, followed by break spent in the dorm, followed by spring quarter—and then some new way I’d find not to have to go back to my parents.

Thanksgiving, I knew I wasn’t going to go home, and studying was a very valid excuse, because exams were just two weeks after Thanksgiving. About half of my dorm mates also didn’t leave for Thanksgiving. Exams were just too close, and for many of us, home was just too far away to fly away for a long weekend. 

Over that break, the dorm population thinned out. My plan was that I’d use the less crowded environment to get to know some girls. It was only Thanksgiving of the first year of college, and most girls hadn’t yet paired themselves up with boyfriends. With no classes, and maybe less competition around, I hoped to make a move and get myself a girlfriend. 

That was an utter fail. I hadn’t realized: those eighteen-year-old girls’ parents all badly want to see them home for Thanksgiving. No girl would be allowed to spend Thanksgiving in the dorms. Or, even if she wasn’t going to fly all the way to her parents, she’d be going to her boyfriend’s or male “friend’s” house to spend Thanksgiving with his family. Girl population of Coulter House dorm during Thanksgiving break: 0. Girls didn’t hang around dorms during Thanksgiving. But Stanley did.

He was always around, bringing us his Thanksgiving cheer. He had actually taken a taxi to a grocery store and come back with a full cooked turkey for us, his dorm mates, to share with him, on his own dime, because he said the dining hall turkey was, in his terminology, “rank.” And without classes in session, he usually had the door to his room cracked open; Stanley was ready to have a friendly word with anybody, eager to ask his fellow dorm residents, his fellow students, his fellow men, his fellow humans how their day was going. He cared.

With the girls gone, Stanley was less careful about covering up after showers, or just in general. Who cared if his muscled ass slipped out a bit from under his towel as he came back from the showers? Or who cared if he brushed his teeth totally naked in front of the bathroom mirror, foamy toothpaste dropping down on his perfectly defined pecs? I didn’t care. Or at least I didn’t mind.

Not only were the girls gone, but all the popular kids were gone too—if not gone home to parents, then gone on ski trips to Jackson Hole or Aspen, or joining their families on a Caribbean cruise or some such shit. I got a strong sense that Stanley was also from that kind of background, that his parents spent Thanksgiving not hunting Wal-Mart for deals but skiing Vail or water skiing Aruba, or both. Kids like that almost always went back home for breaks. The only kids who didn’t go home for breaks were the poor kids, the seriously academic kids, and the kids who felt like misfits at home. I was in all three categories, but especially the last one. Though I couldn’t manage to figure out why Stanley had stayed behind in the dorms, until I decided to ask him.

That same Thanksgiving weekend, we were sitting in the dorm lounge, enjoying the vaunted University of Chicago beverage tradition of malt liquor served on ice to toast any victory or defeat, or any holiday or event. I poured Stanley a refill of his Colt 45 and asked him whether he’s sticking around the dorms to study before finals, or why else he’s not going to visit his parents. He blew down some of the foam on the malt liquor. Then he sniffed the glass and made an exaggerated face of disgust, also very much part of university tradition. Then, of course, he took a swig. And with the pungent malt liquor came the pungent reality of his home situation.

“Staying around to study is a part of it. But not really. I mean I could still study even if I went home.”

“Yeah? So you just don’t feel like going home?”

“Ah, haha, Ben—tough times over there now. I just told my parents that I’m gay.” 

It was as if a wet towel had hit me in the face. Stanley was gay? I hadn’t even considered that in the list of possibilities. Of course, he had told me about it in his usual cheerful, non-dramatic fashion. There was no self-pitying. It was probably how he’d also told his parents; I could just imagine his cheery baritone voice, “Hey, mom, dad, uh, you know what, I’m gay.” And I could imagine major drama and upset, and Stanley shrugging it off with his usual permanently positive attitude.

“Oh, sorry to hear,” I said out of reflex and my eighteen-year-old self having encountered such family troubles only when watching sitcoms. “I mean sorry to hear you’re having family trouble about it. I hope they wise up soon.”

“I wouldn’t count on that,” Stanley answered with a laugh, but seriously. “They’re pretty uh, anti-gay.” He hit his hand with his fist to demonstrate. “And they had no idea until I told them.” Stanley laughed generously, as if it were just one more difficulty life threw at him that he’d effortlessly surmount, and took a swig of his Colt 45, bits of foam running down his lower lip before he licked them off.

“Have you known for a long time that you’re gay?” This was my first-ever interview with a live homosexual.

“Oh yeah, I always knew, since I was like thirteen. Just didn’t feel the need to tell anybody until now.”

“You kept a secret pretty long.”

“Wasn’t a secret. I never told anyone that I’m straight. But I also never told anyone that I’m gay. You kind of reading me here Benji?”

“Yeah, yeah, I see what you mean.” A lie by omission, I was thinking to myself, but of course I didn’t say that. And was it really lying if he hadn’t announced his homosexuality? Must we announce everything about ourselves? Or must people assume that we’re straight if we don’t specifically tell them otherwise?

Stanley was the all-American college athlete intellectual ideal. There was nothing I knew of that he was bad at. His looks and his smarts were both legendary. Girls, young women attending one of the finest universities in the world, highly intellectual and often highly attractive young women, swooned at him, and made no secret of making eyes at him in the hallways. He attracted invitations from the few fraternities at the university, but he laughed them off as “circle-jerking clubs.” Guys still wanted to be in the informal, unorganized, not officially recognized fraternity of people within touching distance or at least shouting distance of Stanley Braun. People just wanted to be around him, to be in his wake.

If Stanley was gay, being gay would become the new cool thing. It sounds ridiculous, but considering how highly esteemed Stanley was, that’s really how it seemed. Stanley was the only person who could be mentioned in any social setting and never attract an unkind word, a grudge, a dislike, or even any criticism. He was superhuman in people’s minds. If Christians were told Jesus was gay, wouldn’t they hold homosexuality in higher esteem? And if we, the University of Chicago disciples of Stanley Braun, were told he was gay—gayness would certainly rise a few notches in our rankings of things.

“I’m glad I got to chat with you, Benji. You’re a cool guy.”

This was social affirmation and acceptance of the kind I’d never gotten in high school, and certainly not with my parents. They were simple words, but they were exactly what I wanted and needed to hear. And they came from Stanley, god of everything.

“I’m glad I got to know you too. I mean you’re not so intimidating.”

“I’m intimidating?”

“You’re not intimidating at all. Everybody knows how friendly and down-to-earth you are.”

“Thanks.”

“But your reputation is intimidating. You are, like, good at everything. The best at everything. That and your looks. And that you’re such a nice guy. I mean your being a nice guy actually makes you intimidating.”

“Haha, that’s kinda funny.”

“I mean if you were a jerk, then everybody would know, ok, this guy is an arrogant jerk, we know how to deal with him. But a guy who’s so successful and such a nice guy—that is just intimidating.”

“Sorry about that. I never thought I’d be intimidating.”

“Well, the only way you could stop being intimidating is if you stopped being so successful. Or stopped being so nice. Or stopped being so handsome.”

“Don’t be intimidated by that, Benji.”

“I’ll try not to be.”



​Two

By winter break, everybody knew that Stanley was gay. He hadn’t advertised it, but anything about Stanley was big news. He was a celebrity, as first-year college students go, and if he’d changed from New Balance to Nike running shoes worn every day—not that anyone could imagine him ever making such a change—it would’ve trended big in the University of Chicago gossip networks. For the more mundane gay students, the B- psychology majors and the third-string basketball bench-warmers who happened to be gay, having Stanley now officially associated with them, in their ranks, was a tremendous boon. Being gay was now A-list, top ranking, just like Stanley himself. “We have Stanley Braun; bring it on, heterosexuals!” the newly emboldened mediocre gays, the former homo stragglers, seemed to be saying.

For me, Stanley’s homosexuality was a matter of curiosity. I’d never seen him in any kind of obvious romantic relationship with anyone, of any gender. There were always girls following him around—at least before the “gay bulletin” hit their newswires—but he’d never been more serious with them than agreeing to share a dining hall meal or walk to class together. As for the other gay guys on campus, I was pretty sure they were majorly intimidated by Stanley. Even they, gatekeepers of homosexuality, those who had been out and proud for ages, felt as if in the autumn of 2015 a new gay king had just landed on their planet.

The last day of exams, Friday December 18th, was for other students full of departures, flight delays, airport carpools, and taxi worries. For me and Stanley—the only ones staying in Coulter House during the break—it was comfy and chill. No hurries, no worries. We were done with exams. We had all winter break to do just as we pleased.

Our rooms were on opposite ends of the short hallway on the ground floor of the three-story dorm. 101 and 107. They sounded farther apart than they really were, just like Stanley and I. Upstairs, the second and third floors, would be empty. Anyway, University housing had always put guys on the ground floors, as subsumed as they were in their 1950s “what if something happens to the coeds” mentality, and the girls on the higher floors: the higher floors that my social awkwardness level let me reach, the higher floors that were the fastest to clear out on weekends and holidays as the Tiffanis and Dakotas went to their fathers or their boyfriends or their Vegas trips.

The evening of the last day of first-quarter exams, the evening of the start of winter break, I didn’t see Stanley at all. We’d just finished our exams and had the luxury of crashing in our respective rooms for solid, uninterrupted sleep, instead of having to brave roads and airports and aunts and uncles as our classmates had. My sleep was like water to a man dying of thirst. The University of Chicago wasn’t a gut-course school, and the classes in my first quarter of college made me work the hardest I’d worked at any time in my eighteen years of life. Sleep had been a luxury ration I’d meted out to myself in three-hour increments when all my work was done. 

With exams done, papers done, and exactly zero problem sets due, I feasted on sleep like a famished glutton. As much as I wanted was available to me. I’d never had an addictive personality, but when I needed something, I needed it. And I wasn’t shy about partaking in sleep after my three-month basically sleepless interlude.

I awoke at the decadent hour of eleven A.M. on the first morning of winter break. My room window was frozen solid as expected, outlines of the blankness outside barely distinguishable through curved layers of ice making the window into a vertically placed topographical map of the Rockies, or of the valleys and basins of my pathetic sex life. Even jacking off has been a luxury I hadn’t allowed myself much of when studying. That morning, I put some lotion on my hands, slipped down my khakis and boxers, lay back on my firm dorm mattress, and began to partake. 

I thought of Janice, the skinny, brown-haired bookworm of a girl who lived on the third floor. My dick was hard instantly; I could see it rising up and filling and standing up as it, also, thought of Janice. Janice wasn’t hot by mainstream standards, but she had the quiet nerdiness that matched so well with mine. And she gave me the time of day. I’d even been in her room a few times. I’d been helping her figure out wireless networking. But still, I’d been in her room. A few times.

I jerked my dick up and down through the lotion, imagining kissing Janice, putting my arms around her skinny frame, her somewhat matty long brown hair falling on my shoulders. Then I imagined the way I’d always imagined my first sex: Janice on all fours on the bed, her long brown hair falling down to the side, me standing up and pumping and thrusting into her pussy and grabbing her slim ass cheeks. That mental image reliably put me over the edge, just as it had done whenever I called upon it in my last few months of masturbation. I felt the cum course through my cock, and soon my right hand was drenched in stickiness. With no bathroom of my own, I hadn’t jacked off in weeks at college. And with no bathroom of my own, after this session, I’d have to process to the floor bathroom in an undignified cum-on-hands jog, unless I wanted the even less dignified task of using bottled water and an old t-shirt to clean my cock and hands. 

I swung my door open with my mostly cum-free left hand, wearing only boxer shorts, and my right hand a sticky mess. I’d prepared myself for the ghostlike emptiness of an urban Gothic dorm. I hadn’t prepared myself for the sight of Stanley, all 6’4” of him, standing on a chair just outside my hallway, wearing a Polar Bear Run t-shirt and blue jumping-dolphin boxer shorts, sticking paper Christmas decorations to the walls.

“Hey Benji.”

“Hey.”

“I wanted to make things kind of Christmasy for us here. You like it?”

“Uh, yeah.”

His Polar Bear Run t-shirt made me imagine him running naked through the quads. I put those thoughts out of mind as quickly as I could. I felt the sticky cum still on my fingers more strongly than I’d ever felt sticky cum on my fingers before; no one had ever looked at me when I was in that state. My parents hadn’t taken enough interest in me and my life to have ever walked in on me masturbating. But now, I had walked in on Stanley Christmas-decorating, while I still had the unmistakeable vestiges of masturbating: cum on my hands, an awkward walk before I washed my cock, and a mind full of exhaustion and relaxed satedness.

“Oh, I gotta go to the bathroom.”

“Don’t worry, Benji. You won’t go blind from pulling your pud.”

He’d seen me. Or he knew what I’d been up to. Well, what else could a horny eighteen-year-old be doing in his room after waking up that made him awkwardly run to the bathroom? Maybe he’d smelled my freshly exuded cum all over my hand and pubic hair. Or maybe he’d seen the postorgasmic sparkle in my eyes. Maybe gay men had a special sensitivity for cum, just like drug-sniffing dogs at the airport.

Had Stanley ever smelled another man’s cum? What did he think about when he jacked off? I’d never discussed these things with a gay guy. I hadn’t known any gay guy well. Of course there were some gay guys in my high school and around Oklahoma City, but as a teenager, I’d had neither the curiosity nor the courage to ask them about what a dick felt like in the ass, or whether they preferred to be on top or bottom.

“Benji? Are you ok?”

“Oh, sorry, just thinking about something.”

I walked quickly to the bathroom. Man on a mission. Took off my boxers and hung them on the metal hook next to the shower. Stepped into the slimy, grimy dorm shower floor, turned on hot water, and rinsed my nectar from my hands, then took generously of the soap and shampoo dispensers and lathered my body and my hair, paying special attention to soap up and wash under my foreskin. I’d always been self-conscious about having a foreskin—just one more thing to be nervous about when or if any girl ever expressed serious interest in me—but at least it was better than having a mutilated penis. 

Cock and balls thoroughly washed. Even assrim given a good shower-gel once-over. Hair washed too, my short-sheared wavy blonde Jewfro—a term I never liked but that instantly came to the lips of anyone under age forty who saw my hair. But all I’d brought with me to the shower was my boxers and room key. No bathrobe, no towel. And I didn’t want to make my boxers wet; there was not much worse than the feeling of wearing wet boxers outside in a Chicago winter, as I knew from experience. It was like a supercooling pad installed on your junk.

Only Stanley was in the dorm with me, and there was no law against in-dorm nudity. Especially not for the five seconds it would take me to jog down the hallway at full speed. I went for it, looking like a hairless cat after a bath, jog-sprinting down the dorm hallway toward home base. Then my wet left foot went ahead and my wet right foot slid to the right and the entirety of my body fell forward onto the floor. Face down, ass up. I hadn’t been carrying anything, nor wearing anything, so my fall was just one solid thud into the hard floor, not a cacophony ringing out through the dorms. Buck naked, splayed in front of Stanley’s room number 107, like an ass-up offering to the gods.

Stanley’s door opened. At that moment I realized that dorm doors opened in, not out, and how fortunate that was for my situation. He stood over me with a face of utmost concern.

“Benji! Man! Are you alright? Hey man, you ok?”

He crouched next to me, his knees almost embracing my head. I was in pain all over, especially my knees and arms, but I loved how much he cared about me, like the older brother I’d never had. I could’ve stayed like that forever. I felt like an attention-seeking drama queen, being so happy about having fallen down, but I hadn’t done it on purpose. I’d only been trying to run back to my room naked so Stanley wouldn’t see me. And now, thanks to my slip, he saw me in full.

“I guess I should’ve known not to run with wet feet.”

“Also don’t stick your fingers in any holes. You might get a shock.”

“Uh,  yeah.”

“How many fingers do you see?”

He held three fingers in front of his lean but muscular chest, bright pink nipples like ambulance lights.

“Three,” but I wanted to say six if it meant him taking care of me.

“Well, no brain damage, I guess.”

He held out his arm for me to grab onto to help me up. I’d never put my hand on anyone’s arm really—I’d never done school sports and I was a loner—and I admired the rippling muscles under my grip of his forearm. 

“One, two, three! How do you feel?”

Great. I felt great. He pushed under my back with his left hand as I stood up. His hand was warm, slightly mottled; I knew he played a lot of sports.

“Fine, not bad.”

“Let me walk you back to your room. Just let me know if you need anything, ok?”

“Thanks, thank you, Stanley. I really appreciate it.”

“No problem, bro. Hey in case I’m not in my room, let me give you my number.”

I was buck naked still inside my room. I handed him my phone so he could punch in the number himself. I was embarrassed that he’d see I had all of about five contacts in there, but then, he was my dorm mate; he already knew I was not a social butterfly. Nor even a social larva. And he accepted me for it. 

The rest of the afternoon, I spent in bed. My body didn’t hurt too badly after the fall, but the fall had provided me with an excuse to catch up on rest and not leave my bed for most of the day. 

Around five, there was a knock on my door. I put on my boxers and opened it. It could’ve only been either Stanley or maybe campus security. It was Stanley. He had a Tupperware container full of steaming hot soup in his right hand and a plastic fork in his left.

“Hey, ramen delivery. I figured you might not be up to going to the dining hall after your fall.”

“Oh, this is for me? Really? Thank you.”

“No problem. Just let me know if you need anything.”

I closed the door, put the bowl of ramen on the nightstand next to me, and felt on top of the world. I knew that I’d done well on exams. I had two weeks of vacation in front of me. Chicago was blizzarding outside my window, but my room was warm. And Stanley Braun had just cooked me dinner.



​Three

I continued inadvertently thinking of him as significantly older and wiser than I was. I had to keep reminding myself that he was in the same class year and the same birth year and had not in fact scaled Everest nor served in the Marines nor sailed around the Cape before coming to college. Stanley Braun was, on paper, just like me. But he seemed so different.

The following day, I woke up at seven, having had two nights of very satisfying sleep. I wanted to reciprocate his generosity somehow, but didn’t have any ideas: I was neither well-off enough to buy him a present nor take him for a meal, nor did I have any skills I could use to his benefit, unless reading and writing and studying were skills—but he was better at those skills than I was anyway.

So I did the simplest thing, which was to go knock on his door to invite him to have breakfast with me in the dining hall. I’d wished I’d been able to do something like that with Janice, just go ask her to have a meal with me. But it was different, and it would have felt a million times more conspicuous, more closely scrutinized, because I was a guy and Janice was a girl. With two guys, it was just so easy and natural to agree to have breakfast together—somehow this wasn’t made any less easy by Stanley’s being gay.

“Hey, uh, Stanley, you wanna go have breakfast? I mean here,” and I pointed in the direction of the dining hall.

“It’s actually that way,” Stanley corrected me and slightly tilted my finger to point in the right direction. “Sure. Mind if I take a shit first?”

“I think that’s allowed.”

The way he’d asked me about taking a shit, one would have thought he’d expected me to watch, or help. I went back to my room to put on a jacket for the two-minute walk to the cafeteria, while Stanley shuffled off to the bathrooms. I imagined that Stanley’s shits didn’t smell. Then I realized I was being ridiculous.

The stony, sepulchral, faux-Oxford dining hall was still open regular hours, although with much reduced choice and capacity. It was basically just one lunch lady dishing out food from a couple of warmer trays, with another lunch lady in the back cooking. Which was fine for us. There were some other students spending break at dorms attached to the same dining hall, but none of them were there when we went. We had the cafeteria just to us.

“We’re the VIP customers, right?” I asked the annoyed-looking woman scooping my scrambled eggs onto a plate. I only got a defensive look in return. I went back to pointing at warmer plates.

“Hey, cheer up, Mrs. Lydia: it’s almost Christmas. Benji was just trying to make a joke!” Stanley called out behind me.

“Awww, sorry Stan man, I’m just not awake yet,” she belly-laughed to him and gave me a small wave.

Even with the cafeteria ladies, Stanley was a star. And even in my interactions with the cafeteria ladies, Stanley knew how to take care of me, to make my life better.

We sat down at an empty dining table. 

“Thank you for bringing me to this glorious gourmet repast, Benji.”

What I most liked about him is that unlike the popular guys in high school, Stanley valued each person, no matter what their social standing or wealth or looks. He valued breakfast with me no less than he would’ve valued breakfast with the captain of the football team or a Nobel prize winner or a movie star. That seeing each person as an equal is what made Stanley himself better than almost all the other “popular” people I’d ever met.

“Let’s begin with a toast,” I proposed, holding up my tiny glass of sticky syrupy cafeteria orange juice from concentrate, the concentrate probably from concentrate, as if it were ambrosia.

“Hear, hear! This toast is to the honor of Benjamin Huddlesworth and Stanley Braun, masters of Coulter House, the Burton-Judson housing quad, the University of Chicago, the greater Midwestern region, and all the known universe!”

I’d never seen a popular athlete who knew geek jokes and rituals as Stanley did. But then, Stanley was also a math major and a nationally famous scholar even in high school. His geek credentials were better than mine, if one ignored his popularity, his sports performance, and his model looks.

“So what are your plans over break?” I asked him.

“I already got the books for my winter-quarter classes. I’ll start reading a bit. I especially want to start studying complex analysis; I'm kind of scared of taking that class as a first-year undergrad.”

“Cool. I should do that too. I never even thought of reading ahead for my winter classes.”

“I’ll tell you a secret, Benji. I get good grades because I work really hard. That’s really the only reason.”

“That and being a genius.”

“Nah, I don’t think so. I think the material is harder for me than for a lot of other people. I just work really hard at it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. You probably hear that I get invited to parties and frats and things like that. Well, you know, I never actually go to them. If I’m out at night, I’m probably at the library or in physics lab.”

“Oh. I didn’t know. I mean I don’t track your movements, but—”

I was starting to stumble and embarrass myself. Stanley leapt in for the save.

“Yeah, it’s all about putting in the hours. There are really smart people out there who don’t need to work that hard, but that’s not me, and that’s probably not most of the 4.0 GPA people around.”

“I actually had no idea. I work pretty hard too. Maybe not as hard as you though.”

I didn’t know to what extent Stanley was just being modest, but I’d always assumed that he had a special talent unattainable to mortals. I’d also assumed that I was a lesser grade of student for relying mostly on my work ethic to do well in school. Until Stanley talked about it so directly, I’d thought that my working hard instead of being a natural-born genius made me something of an imposter academically. 

“Don’t let out the secret, huh, Benji?”

“Oh no, I won’t tell anyone, don’t worry,” I said, in sudden shock that I was putting Stanley in danger.

“I’m just joking, man!” he laughed and pushed my shoulder from across the table. “You can tell everybody how hard I work. Maybe it will encourage them to get off their asses and go to class too.”

“Yeah. It’s nice to think about.”

“What’s nice to think about?”

“I mean just that even somebody like you, who most people think is superhuman, has to work really hard.” I stared into his eyes when I said “superhuman,” hoping to find evidence thereof.

“I’m sure there’s somebody out there who doesn’t have to bust ass to keep a 4.0. Not me though.”

“But you sometimes kick back, right? I mean nobody works 24/7.”

“Definitely. Just pull up Netflix when I’m exhausted from studying. That’s my downtime.”

“I loved Netflix when I lived with my parents, but now I don’t have a subscription anymore.”

“You wanna come over and watch Netflix with me sometime?”

“Uh, like would today be ok? I mean I don’t have anything else going on.”

“Yeah, that’s great. I was gonna relax with Netflix around seven, if that works for you?”

“Yeah, awesome. I’ll come by your room.”

“Ok, let me know when you’re on your way over,” Stanley laughed.

I spent the rest of the day sitting in bed and watching snow fall, then looking up course syllabi for my winter quarter classes and trying to get up the motivation to actually find those books, either on an online bookseller or in the university library catalog online. I went through three PowerBars and one can of Pringles. I ended up making a wish list of all the following quarter’s required books and emailing it to my mom, with the note “what I want for Christmas.” I wasn’t the most popular son, but my mom would at least buy me my school books as a Christmas gift, I hoped.

It was pitch dark well before seven. I knocked on Stanley’s door, a few minutes early. 

“Yeah, hold on.” He opened a door with a menu and a twenty-dollar bill in his hand. “I thought you were the pizza guy.”

“Oh, are you hungry? I’ve got some PowerBars and Pringles.”

“Nah, I’m fine, I just ate some ramen. But I figured you could use some warm sustenance, so I ordered us a pizza to eat tonight.”

Indeed, the dining halls were closed on Saturday nights, including break Saturday nights. It was the university’s hamfisted attempt to force its famously solitary students to socialize. I’d been happy subsisting on insta-food, but it was Stanley who was so concerned about my well-being that he ordered us a pizza.

Stanley’s room phone rang. It was front desk security announcing the pizza guy. Security wouldn’t let him into the dorms; we had to go meet him at the front desk.

“I’ll go meet him.”

“No, Stanley, let me just do this one little thing.”

“Ok, ok. Here’s the twenty.”

“No man, I’ve got it.”

“Benji, my treat, my idea, let me cover it.”

“Ah, thanks man. I’ll go out there and meet him. With your twenty.” Actually there was no way I could have afforded to waste twenty dollars, but I also didn’t want to feel as though I was imposing on Stanley.

I braved the outer-space-like cold winds, twenty below but who’s counting, for all of ten seconds to jog from Coulter House to the dorm quad front office. Got the pizza. Jogged back, imagining the pizza becoming flash-frozen in just the few seconds it was exposed to the cold. Brought it back to Coulter House, to room 107, to Stanley. 

“Aw man, I thought it was gonna freeze rock solid from a few seconds of being outside.”

“You ever wonder why pizza comes in a box with a lot of empty space? Hot air acts as an insulator. Physics, my man.”

“Whoa. I had no idea.”

“Yeah. There was an article in Scientific American.”

“You read Scientific American?”

“Yeah. I try to. I have an online subscription.”

“So what are we watching tonight?”

“Kind of a classic. I picked it out.”

“Taxi Driver?”

“Nothing like that. Luis Bunuel. The Milky Way. I’ve always wanted to see it.”

“Oh yeah, so have I,” I lied.

“You know it? Two guys basically go on an ancient road trip and see sin up-close, and, like, how arbitrary the definition of sin is, I mean how we just decide to brand certain things as sin, for no real reason. Hey you don’t mind that I turn off the English subtitles, right?”

“Sure, I need to practice anyway.” I didn’t know what language I’d be practicing, but I certainly wasn’t going to make Stanley sit through subtitles.

Stanley clicked and typed, switching his laptop’s video output to the twenty-seven-inch LED screen he’d mounted on his room wall, and the movie started. We were still standing at that point. Stanley took pillows and blankets, some from his bed and some from his dresser, and made us something like a reclining pad on the back well against which his bed stood. That was our movie viewing platform. We sat down on the bed, both sideways on the bed, side-by-side, Stanley to my left and the pizza box off to my right.

It was a grainy, early-color movie, with two men dressed in “ancient garb” running around a field and speaking French. With my lack of French ability, I didn’t know whether it was supposed to be funny. I couldn’t help thinking of Monty Python. I tried to put on a face of “yeah, this is deep” and feign great interest. I fell asleep in less than fifteen minutes, before I could confess to Stanley that I didn’t know French and that I had no idea what was going on in the movie and that I felt pretty comfy sitting in bed with him in his warm room, eating the pizza he’d bought just to stave off my hunger.

A loud scene in the movie awoke me. I needed to piss. My head was resting on something warm. I smelled soap, expensive cologne, laundry detergent, a little bit of male musk, the smell of the high school PE locker room. I realized I’d leaned over and had been sleeping with my head on Stanley’s chest. His arm was on the bed, around me and not around me. I rose up in the bed, pretending not to have noticed how I’d slept, and announced, “Gotta go hose a fire in the bathroom.” Stanley only smiled.

I went to the bathroom, stood at a urinal, took out my cock to piss. The tip was sticky with glistening clear precum. I held my cock to piss and felt the precum everywhere. At the sink, I concentrated on soaping and washing my dick more than my hands. Of course I knew very well what precum is, but I hadn’t seen my dick ever have so much of it. It must have had an adventure of its own while I was asleep on Stanley’s chest.

Back to Stanley’s room, cock perfectly clean. Back to bed. I sat up in the bed, resting against my back against the pad he’d made for us, and smiled contentedly. I pretended I was happy about the movie. I drifted off to sleep again, but as I started to drift off, I made sure to lean over and rest my head in the same place where it’d just been, in the crevice of Stanley’s chest. Of course I pretended I was already asleep and the whole thing was involuntary homosexual somnambulism.

I awoke again, head on a pillow, not on Stanley’s chest. The room was dark. I felt body heat near me. I acted dumb and moved my arms and legs a little to verify it was Stanley with whom I was in bed. My arms, my legs, even my feet felt next to me the muscled limbs, the fuzzy blonde body hair, the warm, solid body of an athlete. He must have also been asleep, based on his breathing. We were on our sides and he was facing me, I ascertained as my eyes started to make out his figure in the dark. He nudged his body and his firm muscle ass rubbed my thigh. I’d never felt anybody’s body rubbing against my thigh. I sprung a completely unexpected boner, and moved away so nobody could feel it, turning myself face-up so my erect cock wouldn’t be prodding him.

Lying face-up made my erection farther from him, but it also made him farther from me. I turned to my side again, deciding that whatever he might know or not know of my erection, I didn’t want to be completely alone in his bed. We were side-by-side again, my eyes peering into his closed eyelids. Again using the mental excuse of somnambulism, I put my arm around his waist, and fell fast asleep.

In that bed, his warm body was my entire world. I watched, listened, sniffed, and gingerly felt. I’d never experienced anything like it. He was so intimidatingly handsome, but he’d warned me not to be intimidated by his looks. Could I also be not-intimidated by how well he cared for me, how he bought me pizza when he thought I might be hungry, how he put me to sleep in his own bed when I fell asleep while watching a movie?

I drifted to sleep. In my dream, the world was Stanleyfied. The dorm was full again, Stanley and Stanley residing in every room, the icy Hyde Park streets full of Stanleys walking hand-in-hand with Stanleys, Stanleys riding in baby strollers and pushing recycling carts. In my classes, every professor adopted Stanley’s even-keeled, authoritatively professorial tone. Cafeteria ladies with Stanley faces belly-laughed at each other, saying “sorry, Stan man” to one another and to nobody in particular. It was a Stanley world, and I embraced him closer, used my entire arm to hug him, putting my leg between his, as I fell into a deep, downright regenerative sleep.



​Four

I awoke to magic. I opened my eyes slowly. Stanley was exactly where he’d been. My arm was exactly where it’d been. But now Stanley’s arm was also around my middle. Call it sleepwalking again. Call it staying warm in a Siberian winter. Our bodies were slightly sweaty and sticky from the under-blanket heat of two healthy men. His hair was matted; I imagined mine must have looked the same. He was still asleep, but as I began to stretch my legs, he opened his eyes, unwrapped his arm from me, covered his mouth to protect me from morning-breath, and said, “What’s up, Benji?”

I laughed and tightened my grip around him and moved in closer. We were chest to chest, legs to legs, probably cock to cock, although my erection was pointed straight down my leg, and I had no idea whether his cock was soft or hard.

“How was the movie?”

“Awesome. Too bad you missed it. Pretty fucking funny too. Reminded me of Monty Python sometimes.”

“Really, thank you for the movie night. And the pizza. And hosting me to sleep here.”

“No problem, man. I told you we were going to have a great winter break together, right?”

I knew he didn’t mean his last comment sexually, but my dick sprang into action, harder than it’d been before. It was now perpendicular to my leg. It must have been poking his leg. He was too much a gentleman to say or do anything about it.

“Hey, Benji, let me go shower and brush my teeth, ok?”

“Yeah, sure. I’m gonna sleep a few more minutes.” I grabbed my phone to check the time. Eight thirty. That was the normal rush-to-class wake-up time our body clocks had been accustomed to.

But this was winter break. I lulled myself to sleep by imagining him embracing me, his warmth, care and protection enveloping my vulnerabilities. 

Stanley’s room key turning in the lock awoke me.  My phone said ten o’clock. My nap had lasted ninety minutes. Stanley came in, carrying paper cafeteria cups of orange juice, scrambled eggs, oatmeal, and bacon. 

“Cafeteria ladies let me do some takeout. I told them you’ve got a cold.” Stanley put the breakfast feast on the nightstand and fished out a plastic fork from his desk drawer, sticking it into the eggs. “Hey, Benji, eat!”

“I’m just, I don’t know what to say, I feel like I’m imposing on you.”

“Nah man, I didn’t make this, I just stole it from the dining hall for you!”

“Yeah. I mean I know. I mean thank you.”

“No problem dude. It’s past ten o’clock. Time to wake up I guess.”

I ate. I feasted. I was waking up to never having felt like this, never having had anyone’s body brush against me, never having anybody care enough about me to bring me breakfast or cuddle me at night. 

I reminded myself that Stanley was gay. It was kind of a gay thing he was doing. I tried to put it out of mind. There was nothing at all sexual in any of it. Was it in the gray areas? Sure. But life was in the gray areas. And Stanley’s humor, his care, his perfectly cultivated masculinity were the most effective kind of therapy for all my loneliness and insecurity.

I went back to my room and gathered my things to shower, shave, brush my teeth. I knew to wear my flip-flops and to bring a towel and robe. As much as I liked Stanley’s caring touch, I couldn’t make a habit of splaying myself at his door every morning like a sacrificial goat. And anyway, I no longer needed that kind of drama. Stanley cared for me, cared about me, even without it. Maybe he had all along.

Once I was clean and dressed, I did the only thing I could think of doing: I went back to Stanley’s room. He was sitting back in his bed, reading a copy of The Economist. 

“Hey, mind if I sit in your bed?”

“Mi casa es tu casa.”

“Tu casa es mi casa!” I proclaimed as I jumped into bed next to him.

“You’re always welcome here.”

“Yeah. I’m glad we got to know each other better.”

“Sure. This winter break is gonna be great.”

“Is it ok if I ask you a really personal question?”

“Sure, I think.”

“You said you’re gay, right?”

“I do believe I have expressed that sentiment, yes sir.”

“So, have you ever, like, had sex with a guy?”

“Of course. Isn’t that the definition, the definition of being gay?”

“Oh well yeah, but you know, I’m straight and I’ve never even touched a girl.”

“Well-played, Benjamin Huddlesworth! Perfect logical counterpoint.” Stanley high-fived me. I felt like a struggling Little League player cheered on by a doting uncle. Stanley inhaled deeply and got to the answer. “Yeah, I’ve had sex with a few guys: short-term fuckbuddy hookups in high school. Nobody since I got to college. Too busy here.”

“A few. Is it ok if I ask you what it’s like?”

“Sure. I mean sex is sex. I don’t know if I could describe it in words. I’m not sure if I’m the best authority on it anyway. I’m the same age as you, you know.”

“But like when two guys kiss, is it just like really hot and passionate?”

“Dude. Sex is sex. It’s passionate if it’s passionate, it’s cold and boring if it’s cold and boring. I mean it doesn’t get any better or any worse just because it’s two guys.”

“So how did you know that guys are right for you?”

“It was always obvious to me. Zero attraction to girls. Always strong attraction to guys. I mean abundantly clear. But I know it’s not that clear for other people. Some people have to work to find out who they are. For me, it’s like the universe hit me in the face with it, all the galaxies telling me I’m gay.”

“Oh. And when two guys fuck. I mean does the guy on bottom feel good too? Or is it just the guy on top getting off?”

“Different people are different, but in general, if you’re gay and you want a dick up your ass, it feels pretty damn good. If you’re turned on. And if you want, when you’re being fucked, you can jack yourself off or the other guy can jack you off so you cum faster.”

“Oh. I see.” And I did see—in my mind’s eye, maybe too vividly. I got a boner again. “Um, can we cuddle again, or are you busy reading?”

“I’m busy reading, but I’m also busy talking with you, and we can definitely cuddle.”

“Feels great being close to you like this.”

I wasn’t sleepy, but feigning sleep was the smoothest way to be embraced by Stanley, to feel his warmth. So I closed my eyes again, and put my head deeply into the crook of his neck. so all I could see was neck and shoulder blades and a bit of chest hair.

“Uh, Stanley?”

“Yeah?”

“I just want to see how it feels kissing a guy’s body. Mind if I kiss your neck?”

“Don’t mind at all.”

I hadn’t expected to be doing this. I hadn’t studied. I tried to vaguely recall what I’d seen on Redtube or witnessed behind the high school gym—not that either would have been a good tutorial on male-to-male intimacy. Really I just went with the flow of what I felt and what I thought Stanley would like. I lightly kissed his neck exactly at its center, under his chin, barely touching with my lips, not knowing what would happen if I used more of my lips or tongue.

The universe didn’t implode. Lightning didn’t strike us. Gay alarms didn’t wail. I was kissing Stanley Braun. I wet my lips and smooched all his neck passionately. I sucked his shoulders. I licked his chest. My dick felt like a skyscraper poking at my boxer shorts.

I paused, wondering what was happening, whether the world was reacting. Nothing happened. Sharia Police didn’t break down the door. Clocks didn’t run backwards. So I moved on to his lips. They were soft, welcoming, like a mattress giving my own lips and tongue a low baritone come hither. 

We made out. My tongue was everywhere in his mouth, and his tongue everywhere in mine. I played with his beautiful blonde hair. I found out what making out felt like. It was my first time kissing anybody.

Wordlessly, he slid down on the bed, kissing my body through my clothes here and there, until he got to my boxers and sweatpants. He gently kissed the obvious bulge, then he pulled down the sweatpants and boxers at my front, letting my cock swing out. He pulled off my boxers and sweats completely, commenting “nice” when I lifted my legs and he got sight of my ass.

My cock was in his warm, wet mouth. It felt like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was not the best feeling imaginable because it was not even imaginable. I had never thought any sort of sensation could be this pleasurable. It was nothing like jacking off. It was the pleasure of a thousand orgasms, and I hadn’t even cum—I was just lying back, Stanley’s handsome face bobbing up and down on my dick, now and again softly, sensually kissing the tip. 

“You like that, Benji?”

“Oh my god, yeah.”

“Good.”

And he went back to it. My dick deep in his mouth, reaching down his throat. His hands stroking and massaging my balls, touching me where I’d never before been touched. Piano-like, he put his hands on my ass and tickled my rim. 

“You wanna cum Benji?”

“Yeah, I wanna cum.”

He was a hard worker in the classroom and in the bedroom. He put his left hand on my balls and his right hand on the base of my shaft and began jerking and milking both in rhythm. Then his lips pleased my shaft, and his tongue on my dickhead, his tongue on my sensitive uncut dickhead brought new heights of sensation that I hadn’t thought possible, heights of pleasure that almost exhausted me, wore out my capacity for physical pleasure before I could even cum. But he flicked his tongue in gentle circles on my dickhead as he pumped my shaft and balls, and I exploded, shooting geysers of cum into his mouth, some splashing outside and back onto me, my whole body bucking into him. I wanted all my hot nectar down his throat and I fucked his mouth deeper so I could cum down his throat. He took it all while moaning and humming to enhance my sensation.

My thrusts and spurts slowed down gradually, growing smaller and more content, but continuing for almost an entire minute. I felt the gobs of cum exiting my gonads and going down Stanley’s throat. I’d never cum like that from jerking off. Not even close.

“My god, Stanley. My god.”

He cradled my spent dick in his mouth, loving it, kissing it, trying to take in whatever nectar of mine he could extract from it. My cock was feeling ticklish, but I didn’t want him to stop making love to it. He finally slid my dick out of his mouth, slowly, tenderly, and held it up with his hand, soaked in his saliva, allowing himself to lick and kiss my balls, thanking them for a good performance. 

“Hot damn, Stanley.”

“So now you know what gay guys get up to.”

“Damn. I mean shit. I mean damn.”

“Not bad, huh?”

“And, uh, I’m sorry, but I’m not ready to suck your dick right now. I mean that sounds ridiculous. But I’m not ready yet. I mean this happened. And I know normally, it’s being fair, but—”

“Dude, don’t worry! What are you talking about! We just had some fun! You just wanted to know how it feels to kiss a guy! You didn’t sign any contract to suck my dick! Chill the fuck out.”

“Stanley, you’re a really amazing guy.”

“Just a regular guy. Not so amazing. Uh, Benji, if you don’t mind, I gotta start calling up my grandparents and wishing them Merry Christmas and shit. It’s Christmas Eve, you know. Fortunately my parents never told them I’m gay, so they still dig me. You can stick around, but I’m gonna be busy on the phone.”

“Oh yeah, go ahead. I’m just gonna recover for a couple of minutes, then I’m gonna go to my room and call my own grandparents and shit.”

A few minutes turned into a good fifteen minutes before I had enough energy in my legs to leave Stanley’s room, the abode of the humongous orgasm I’d just had, and go to my own room to attend to Christmas errands. But I did so. And I called parents, and grandparents, and one aunt and two uncles, all with awkwardness and silences and not a lot of real connection, but still, I’d done my duty. 

“Whatcha studying at college?” 

“Physics.” 

“Didn’t you already take that in high school?” 

“Yeah, but I wanted to study it more.”

“No use repeating what you already studied in high school.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

And so on, to everybody in the “family” section of my Skype contact list. I never felt as though I’d particularly been able to connect to them, even when we discussed totally non-academic things. I’d always been the odd one out.

My mother? She was likely busy thinking about buying jewelry to impress the neighbors at Christmas dinner, and clipping college rankings from magazines to prove that indeed, her son, her son she for the most part rejected, was attending a top-tier private college, and no it’s definitely not in Champaign-Urbana.

With Stanley, though, everything just clicked. But I didn’t want to come off as a clingy boyfriend to him, so even after my familial Merry Christmas duties, I attended to my own things that afternoon and evening, and fell asleep, exhausted, in my own bed, alone, at eight P.M.



​Five

Christmas carols outside my door. Distinctively only one voice singing. It was Christmas morning, and Stanley was outside my room. I opened the door. 

“We wish you a merry Christmas, we wish you a merry Christmas, we wish you a merry Christmas, and a happy new year!” He took one jump-step from opening my room door to sitting next to me in bed. And he had something gift-wrapped for me.

I opened it. It was a DVD. Luis Bunuel, The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie. There was a set of big lips on the cover, which only reminded me of the previous night. But I knew well enough to thank him heartily, not only because it was the polite thing to do with any Christmas present, but because I, like an idiot, had pretended to know who Luis Bunuel was, and to know French. 

I came to believe that of all the people around me, Stanley was the only one completely being himself, not play-acting. I, certainly, had faked more small shit about myself—like speaking French—than I’d cared to even privately remember.

“Hey, a Luis Bunuel movie! Thank you! Hey, we should watch it together sometime!”

“Sounds like a plan, Benji-man. You know, I really did call my grandparents yesterday, but I also wanted some privacy so I could order the DVD for you for next-day Christmas delivery.”

“Wow. Thank you. No one has ever, I mean, I’ve never, I mean—”

“Don’t worry about it, Benji.”

“And I never even got you anything. I mean I don’t really want to leave the dorm in this weather, but still, I should’ve at least—”

“Dude, don’t worry about it! It’s Christmas! Don’t make me feel bad over getting you a movie for Christmas!”

His smile showed the faint traces of childhood dimples, already receding, but not impossible to discern for the intrepid Stanleyologist—which I, at that point, was definitely becoming. His sinewy legs in the short swim trunks he wore to deliver my Christmas gift and carols, they looked that much sexier than any girl’s legs I’d seen. I only imagined how the muscle looked on the upper thighs, the upper thighs near his pubes, his ass, his cock.

“Can we go back to your room? I kind of like it there.”

“Anything you say, Benjamin.”

We trudged over to his room. It felt like crossing the gay Rubicon, willingly going back to the place where I’d experienced what I’d experienced. But it was ours, purely hours, and there was no one in the dorms to judge us. Stanley certainly didn’t look down on me for what I’d done with him, and who else was there whose opinion I’d care about?

Once we closed the room door behind us—our vanity assuming there was anyone watching—we kissed furiously. The physical aspect was there, and I felt it, but more importantly, I’d never felt anyone care for me the way Stanley had. I licked his mouth, I sucked on his lips, I kissed his ears, I even tried to suck his nose. He kissed, sighed, panted, moaned, and most of all, encouraged me to continue.

“Uh, Stanley? Do you have condoms in your room?”

“Yup.”

“And uh, lube?”

“Yeah, that too. Are you feeling horny?”

“Horny and curious, yeah.”

The condoms were in a calculator box in his desk drawer. The small bottle of lube was hidden inside a big empty shampoo bottle on his dresser. Both were unopened. He hadn’t lied about not having had any sex at college.

I wanted to be part of opening them, so I reached over, almost like a curious small child, and insisted on helping him unseal the lube, then the condoms. I was feeling curious not just sexually but even just generally about the lube, so I squeezed some onto my hand and smelled it. Pretty much as I’d expected, like clear hand lotion. Only I didn’t want it in my ass. I wanted to do the fucking—at least at first. It was always how I’d imagined my first sexual experience, and I wanted to be true to that fantasy, even if Stanley was most definitely not a woman.

“Stanley, I don’t want anything in my ass, I mean at least not this time.”

“Whatever’s clever, Benji. Fine with me. I like fucking and getting fucked. And even if I didn’t, I’d like it with you.”

Mentally, emotionally, I melted, I swooned, I wondered whether I could ever be straight again. Physically, I was hard, super hard, and I unwrapped a condom, pulled it into my dick, then put lube all over it. Stanley, the by far more experienced one, wordlessly put some lube on his hand, then used that hand to spread it in his asshole.

He went on all fours on the bed, in the same position in which I’d always liked to imagine Janice, except he was all blonde, built, ripped, sinewy athletic muscle, compared to Janice’s skinny mouseish femininity. Stanley’s dick was indisputably super-hard, and pointed down at the bed from his all-fours position. And he’d already expertly lubricated his ass. There was only one thing for me to do: make love to him, fuck his ass hard, lovingly penetrate him, get my balls off and express my love to him and lose my virginity.

I stood behind him, looking out onto the snow blowing all over the Midway, the winter sun glimmering through frosty clouds, and Stanley’s back and ass offered to me, to me, Benjamin Huddlesworth, eighteen, from and of Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, educated at the Casady School and the University of Chicago, nerd, geek, virgin, about to lose his virginity, ladies and gentlemen, on Christmas Day, 2015. I accepted the invitation. Lubed up on both his ass and my cock, I went in. The feeling was incredible. It was tightness. It was being held and loved. It was similar to the feeling of his having sucked my dick the previous evening, but that was the only sexual experience of any kind that I had to compare it to. 
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