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      Bane clutched his champagne flute as he crossed his condo. Pushing past his friends making out in the hallway he continued on to the bathroom. It was a night of celebration and after two group tequila shots and three glasses of bubbly, he had to pee like a racehorse.

      Turning the unlocked knob he entered the bathroom.

      “Oh sorry,” he said finding Faiden at the sink.

      “Nah, come in,” Faiden replied adjusting his hair in the mirror.

      Bane paused momentarily taken aback. Bane hadn’t invited Faiden to his party. He certainly wanted him there, but Bane had only seen Faiden around campus.

      It had taken Bane half of a semester to find out Faiden’s name and another year before they had interacted at all. Now Faiden was a senior while Bane was a junior and here Faiden was in Bane’s condo.

      “Did you have to use the bathroom,” Faiden asked not budging from the mirror.

      “Yeah, I do.”

      “Then don’t let me stop you.”

      Bane’s heart raced as he entered and closed the door. It was a small thing, but there was something erotic about the idea of taking out his dick in the same room as Faiden. Bane immediately became self-conscious and prayed that everything would come out in an impressive way. Bane hadn’t had to worry though, he really had to go.

      “Congratulations,” Faiden said as Bane joined him at the sink.

      “Thanks,” Bane acknowledged wondering who had told him.

      “How much was your trust fund?”

      Bane debated whether or not he should say. He barely knew him. But Bane wanted Faiden to like him and it was an impressive number.

      “Five million,” Bane stated watching for the response on Faiden’s face.

      “Nice. I can’t wait for my trust fund to open up.”

      “When do you get it?”

      “Twenty-five.”

      “Wow,” Bane sympathized.

      “Yeah. It’s thirty million so I guess grandpa thought that twenty-one would be too soon. Your parents set up yours, right?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Lucky you. I have to deal with the coot and his old world thinking. But you’re free now, right?”

      “Well, I have the rest of this semester and then another year. But after that I’m free.”

      “Why? You got your money. You’re free to do whatever you want.”

      “You kidding? If I left university before I graduated, my parents would disown me.”

      “But what does it matter? You have five million dollars. Do you know the type of life you could have with five million dollars?”

      “I think you’re overestimating how much five million dollars is,” Bane replied.

      “And I think you’re underestimating the amount of fun two guys could have without spending a penny.”

      Bane felt his cock tingle. For a long time, Bane had had an unexplainable attraction towards guys. Sure, he was attracted to women as well. But a hot guy had a way of turning him on and making him weak in the knees. Faiden was the hottest guy that Bane had ever seen, and Bane was fairly sure that Faiden was flirting with him.

      “Wouldn’t it be amazing if the two of us took off right now? We could travel the world. We could use your trust fund now and then when my trust fund opened in four years I could take over from there. We could live like princes.”

      Faiden reached out and touched Bane’s wavy shoulder length hair. The sensation made Bane’s cock flinch hard. He could hardly believe what was happening. Without pulling away or discouraging what Faiden was doing, Bane responded.

      “You don’t even know me. We’ve barely even talked before now.”

      Faiden looked him in the eyes offering him a knowing smile.

      “Your name is Bane Vanderbilt, the only son of Scott and Louise Vanderbilt. You grew up in Martha’s Vineyard. Freshman year you lived in Barrowman Hall and sophomore year you ditched your roommate and leased this place.

      “For a short while you dated Mimi Carlson, but I suspect that you two broke up because you became bored with her. In fact, I’ll say that you’re bored of everyone at this party. Your soul dies a little every day that you have to wake up and drag yourself to class. And you die inside every time you have to make small talk with any of the visionless robots outside that door.

      “Bane, we both know that you weren’t born to live like this. You were meant to be free. You were meant to travel the world and consume it like a fine cigar.”

      Bane looked at Faiden shocked. He was right about everything. Bane used, what people referred as his “wicked smile,” as a mask to hide the slow death that he felt inside.

      “How did you know all of that?” Bane asked shaken to his core.

      “Because a guy that looks like you has a way of capturing my attention. And you, Bane, have captured my attention. You have had it for a very long time.”

      Bane was ready to melt. His brick hard cock pushed on his pants fighting to get out.

      “Let’s get out of here,” Faiden suggested.

      “It’s my party,” Bane reminded him with a nervous chuckle.

      “I don’t mean out of this party. I mean out of the life that we’re both pretending to live. Let’s go off and be the men who we were born to be. We’re princes. Let’s live like kings.”

      Bane lost his breath staring at Faiden. Faiden’s words had awakened something within in him which he could no longer silence. Faiden had gotten his hook in him and there was nothing Bane could do to escape.

      But Bane didn’t want to escape. He desperately wanted to run away with Faiden. He wanted what Faiden was offering. He wanted to be free.

       

      Taylor looked up from his laptop exhausted from two straight hours of cramming for his midterm exams. He needed a break but he also needed a ‘B’ in Physics 201 to maintain his scholarship. That meant that he would have to ace the final exam.

      Taylor looked around. The library was quiet but packed. Everyone had their head buried in a textbook or hidden behind a computer screen.

      Rubbing the glare from his eyes he scanned the room again. Taylor thought about how no one there even knew he existed. It was a small college, yet somehow he had remained a faceless body in the crowd.

      Taylor wasn’t one to complain about his anonymous status. In fact, he kind of preferred it that way. His father had taught him that people always looked for a weakness, and once they found it, they would beat you to death with it. Even from a young age, Taylor knew what his weakness was and there was no way that he was ever going to reveal it to anyone.

      Taylor was about to return his gaze to his computer when something out of the corner of his eye drew his attention. He turned reflexively finding a guy from his physics class staring at him. Taylor didn’t know his name but he had caught the guy staring at him before. In the middle of class, his stare had made Taylor feel awkward, but now Taylor couldn’t get himself to turn away.

      There was something comforting about the guy’s eyes. They seemed compassionate. The guy looked like the type of guy that Taylor wished he could be friends with. And just as he thought that, the guy got up, collected his belongings and headed towards him.

      Taylor’s heart raced as the guy approached. He decided he had made a mistake by not looking away. He had revealed too much. Taylor lowered his eyes focusing on his screen. He longed for the ability to make himself invisible as much as he yearned for the guy to talk to him.

      “Hey, you’re in my physics class, right?” the guy said standing across the desk from him.

      Taylor’s heart thumped with exhilaration and dread. His body tingled with panic and developing a sudden lump in his throat, he didn’t want to look up in fear that he wouldn’t be able to speak.

      “Taylor, right?”

      It was then that Taylor looked up. He wasn’t sure how this guy could know his name. Taylor had been sure that no one knew his name.

      “Yeah,” he acknowledged.

      “Adam,” he said pointing at himself.

      “Hey.” The single syllables were all that he could get out.

      “Hey. I was wondering if you had any idea what the Hohenberg–Kohn theorem meant? Because I gotta tell ya, I was lost when Professor Polly explained it.”

      “Shhh!” a girl hissed from the far end of Taylor’s shared desk.

      “I understand it,” Taylor replied just louder than a whisper.

      “Then do you think you can explain it to me?” the guy asked already moving to the empty seat next to him.

      “I guess.”

      “Thanks, man. I really appreciate this. I can’t fail this class.”

      As the guy sat Taylor got a whiff of his scent. He had a musk that smelt weirdly alluring. He smelt like a man. Taylor liked it so much that it made him feel uncomfortable.

      “So what do you wanna know about it?” Taylor asked forcing himself to look Adam in the eyes.

      “Everything. Anything. Nothing about it makes sense to me. Why does it even exist?”

      “It exists to make Hohenberg and Kohn feel good about themselves,” Taylor joked to his own surprise.

      “Haha!” Adam barked drawing the attention of everyone in the room.

      “Shhh!” the girl hissed again.

      Adam put his hand over his mouth trying to contain himself.

      Taylor’s face flushed having made Adam laugh. The sensation was thrilling. Suddenly unable to clamp down his thoughts he began to picture being friends with Adam. The thought immediately made his cock hard. Taylor considered running from the feeling, but for the first time in his life didn’t. And once he opened the gate to that feeling, a flood of others rushed in.

      Taylor’s eyes darted around sneaking a peek at Adam’s flannel covered chest. Taylor had to admit that Adam was really hot. He was built like a football player, but there was something about him that was telling Taylor that Adam was just like him.

      “Hey, how much longer are you planning on staying here?” Adam whispered.

      “Why?” Taylor asked nervously.

      “Because I think that the girl over there doesn’t want us talking.”

      “I think I might be done for the night,” Taylor admitted giving in to his exhaustion.

      “Then you wanna get out of here? I could walk you back to your place while you explain the theorem?”

      “Okay,” Taylor agreed over his deafening heartbeat.

      Taylor slowly stood hiding the bulge in his pants. Quickly sliding on his jacket, he packed up his laptop and followed Adam outside. The cold air hit Taylor’s face like a frying pan. He lowered his head, stuck his hands in his pocket and headed for the stairs.

      “Watch out. It’s icy,” Adam said grabbing Taylor’s arm.

      Taylor looked back at Adam surprised. He couldn’t believe that Adam had touched him. Why had he? Taylor was too scared to touch anyone, let alone another guy. What would people think? Who would see them touching?

      Safely on the sidewalk, Adam let him go. By that time Taylor was shivering. He could blame it on the cold but that wasn’t why.

      During the ten minute walk back to his dorm Taylor did his best to explain the theorem that he barely understood himself.

      “You’re so smart,” Adam said when Taylor had finished and they were standing in front of his dorm.

      Taylor felt lost. He wasn’t sure if he was supposed to invite Adam up. Was this the beginning of a friendship or was it something more.

      “You got a girlfriend?” Adam asked startling Taylor.

      “No,” he replied, his hard cock flinching under his jacket.

      “That’s surprising.”

      “Why?”

      “A good-looking guy like you? You would think that you would have a girlfriend.”

      Taylor blushed unsure of how to respond. He didn’t have a lot of experience in this area, but he was sure that Adam was flirting with him.

      “Hey, what time are you going to lunch tomorrow?” Adam asked. “Maybe I could pick your brain a little more then.”

      “I have an eleven o’clock class, so maybe twelve fifteen.”

      “The café or Pearson?”

      “The cafeteria.”

      “Can I meet you?”

      “Yeah, sure,” Taylor said with a smile.

      “Cool. Then I’ll see you there,” Adam said backing away with a broad smile.

      Taylor watched him leave and then ducked into his dorm. Entering his room he found his roommate. His roommate was never home, but this time, when Taylor desperately needed to jack off, he was there.

      Taylor couldn’t sleep that night thinking about Adam. He wasn’t positive about it but Adam had to like him. Today wasn’t the first time he had caught the guy staring at him and this time he had come over to talk to him. What type of guy touches another guy and calls him good-looking if he isn’t interested in him?

      The next day Taylor counted down the minutes to lunch. When it came, he practically sprinted from class to the cafeteria. Scanning the tables he spotted him. Seeing Adam look up and wave him over, Taylor felt his heart race before signaling that he would grab some food and join him.

      Although they talked about physics, they also talked about a lot of other things. The chemistry between the two was unmistakable. Staying for an hour and a half, Adam left when he had to run to class, but they made plans to study together every night until the exam.

      Though Taylor was nervous at first, the time he spent with Adam turned out to be magical. As Taylor had guessed, Adam was on the football team. He was also in the football fraternity but that didn’t reflect in his personality. Adam was a tantalizing mix of a frat boy and a genuine soul. It was while listening to Adam tell him about himself that Taylor learned the first of many life lessons, you can’t judge a book by its cover.

      Within a week, Taylor knew that he was hooked. He liked Adam a lot and all indications were that Adam liked him back. He had never felt like this about anyone and Taylor’s soul screamed out to touch him. He desperately wanted to kiss him.

      This wasn’t the time to be scared, so in an uncharacteristic show of confidence, Taylor came up with a plan. The following night when the two met in Adam’s room to study, Taylor would sit shoulder to shoulder with him. When the time was right, he was going to make a move. If Adam didn’t pull away, he was going to kiss him.

      It would be the first real kiss of Taylor’s life. He couldn’t wait for it to happen. The time he had spent with Adam had told him that his father was wrong. He could show his weakness to others. They wouldn’t use it to hurt him.

      That night when the two got together, Taylor sat next to Adam as planned. Adam seemed to be receptive to it even resting the textbook across both of their legs. Taylor’s pulse pounded in his ears waiting for the right moment. Adam’s body heat was engulfing him. Taylor struggled to find his breath.

      When Adam’s arm accidently touched him and Adam didn’t remove it, Taylor decided that the moment was right. With panic screeching in his ears he locked eyes with Adam. Adam didn’t look away. Still barely able to breathe, Taylor slowly leaned over. Adam didn’t move. Then finally when their lips met and fireworks exploded in Taylor’s mind, Adam jerked away and looked at Taylor with disgust.

      “What are you doing?” Adam protested.

      “What do you mean? I thought…”

      “What? You thought I was gay?” Adam spat in a panic.

      “I don’t know. I just thought… Never mind.”

      Horrified, Taylor packed up his stuff ready to run out. Adam jumped up placing himself between Taylor and the door.

      “Wait, you thought I was a fag or something?”

      “I didn’t think anything,” Taylor said wanting desperately to leave.

      “No, you thought I was some type of queer.”

      Taylor tried to push past Adam. Adam wouldn’t let him.

      “Just let me go.”

      “I’m not some type of fag,” he said with building anger.

      “I just wanna go.”

      “Say I’m not a fag.”

      “Just let me go.”

      “Say it!” Adam shouted. “Say it!”

      When Taylor didn’t, Adam struck him in the face and continued to strike him until Taylor was curled in a ball on the ground.

       

      Six months after dropping out of university, Bane found himself dancing at a nightclub in Barcelona, Spain. Three sangrias deep, he looked around for Faiden. He had been out there with him but had now been gone for two songs.

      Bane headed back to the bar spotting Faiden talking to a woman. She looked like every woman Faiden had slept with since they had left school. Watching Faiden with a woman was painful, but Faiden had never claimed to be anything other than straight. Bane paused wondering if he should go over or if he should look for his own Spanish beauty to spend the night with.

      About to turn around, Faiden lifted his hand waving him over. Bane approached not allowing Faiden’s exploits to bring him down again.

      “This is Maria,” Faiden yelled over the music.

      “Nice to meet you,” Bane replied not shaking her hand.

      “Hola,” Maria said with a wave.

      “She’s beautiful, right?” Faiden said as if she wasn’t there.

      Bane looked at her for a response and noticed a blush.

      “Don’t worry she doesn’t understand a word we’re saying.” Faiden turned to her. “Un poco de Inglés, ¿ sí?”

      “Un poco,” Maria repeated.

      Faiden looked at her as he talked to Bane. “I pointed you out and she said she liked you.”

      “Yeah?” Bane replied surprised.

      “Yeah. I think she’s up for some fun.”

      “What kind of fun?” Bane asked unsure of what Faiden was saying.

      “All kinds. Get to know her. I’m going to hit the can.”
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