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You ever have somebody in your life that you think you know, but then you find out you don't?

They're not at all like you thought. You finally meet the real them and discover they're completely different than you thought?

Cuz I have, and recently.

You know what I mean. They're the kind of person you've maybe known for years. You worked with them, or went to school with them, maybe they live in your neighborhood, but never really talked to them much—you might have had conversations, but it was never about anything important, it was always just sort of superficial?

Then something happens, something changes, and you find yourself getting to know them a whole lot better, finding out more about them than ever before. It's like your eyes are opened and you see them, really see them. Boom, your eyes are opened and you discover that they are nothing like you thought.

I've always considered myself an open book, but maybe I'm not so much of a book as I am a decently written magazine. A glossy one. One with a mix of beefcake, literature, and science. Nah, I'm not that  cheap or disposable. Maybe the book analogy was bad.

So, I'm not sure if anyone has had that experience with me, I mean, I try to be the kind of person that is exactly who they seem to be. I used to think I had no secrets. But that's not true anymore, if it ever was - I have a few secrets, I guess. But everyone does, don't they?

My secret crush on my professor is fairly common, I guess and isn't that big of a secret. Nope, the big secret is that he and I have been doing it in a hotel room, wearing masks. But other than that, I'm pretty much what you see is what you get.

I thought that's how it was with James. Straight, blonde, sporty, well off family, smart, good grades, hot girlfriend, perfect life, perfect everything. The kind of guy you either wanted to be or be friends with or who you hated because he was everything you weren't.

He and I were friendly enough. We talked, laughed, and joked when we wrestled together. I got along well with him, and liked him in fact. He was a decent person and a great wrestling partner. He put me through my paces without being a jerk about it. Some guys just took the competition too far, and then it wasn't fun, it was a chore.

Beyond that, I didn't really know that much about him except what I guessed. And damn, was I way off.

One thing I was pretty sure about, though, was that he wasn't hyper competitive to the point where you don't get along. I think you can be in competition with someone and also get along with them, especially if they're on your team. At the end of the day, we're wrestling against guys from other teams and practicing with the guys on our own.

But a lot of guys aren't like that. A lot of them have this attitude that everyone else is competition. Even the guys on their own team. I get it: scholarships. championships, professional competition, endorsements, all that stuff. For some guys that's all that matters. You know, that's the way the man's world is. You are top dog or you're dog food.

But for me, I guess it's just more complicated because I don't see these guys as just being competition. I see them as guys that I want to fuck or have them fuck me.

So, it's complicated - looking at some guy and thinking to yourself that he is your competition. He's the one that you got to beat, but at the same time you're finding him attractive. You like everything about him - his chest, his slim waist, the bulge at his crotch, his strong legs, his face, his voice, the way he smells. You can't stop and thinking about how good his dick would taste or how hot it would be to have him fucking you.

Meanwhile, all he's thinking about is how he can get you on your back or face down until the referee calls it and you lose to him, and then he's the alpha, the dominant, the stronger one.

I never got that vibe from James. He always seemed to have a good sense of humor and a good attitude towards the game. It was about sportsmanship, and team building - being good sport and all that stuff.

Almost too good to be true. Too wholesome, you know. Boring kind of. Maybe that's why I didn't push it with him - seemed like we played on different teams (if you know what I mean) but also that my life would look messy next to his.

He was nice. Normal. A basic good guy. I never got any kind of vibe from him beyond that. Just a good, decent, straight, well-off friendly guy. You know, the kind of guy that we could use more of.

Then his girlfriend decided to dump him, and he decided to confide in me.

I had no idea at the time why he picked me. I found out later, of course, but at the time I thought maybe it was just that he didn't want to tell anybody who knew him well or who knew his girlfriend or his family. I had noticed he was a pretty private person.

Maybe he just needed to talk to somebody who didn't have any skin in the game, and that would be me, because I didn't even know his girlfriend. Never even met her. I'd seen her around, though, from a distance. She was pretty hot.

He had confessed everything to me and then he'd asked me to do something for him, and that's when I realized why he'd chosen me. It wasn't just about him unloading his feelings about his girlfriend, it was about unloading his balls down my throat. Was I insulted? Hell no, I'll take sucking some young, hot dick over being someone's therapist any day.

So yeah, I was more than ready to be his friend and whatever else he wanted now that I knew he wasn't quite as conservative as I thought he was. I was pretty pleased: from the friend zone to my comfort zone. He didn't want a relationship, he wanted a brojob. Cool.

Then I got to know him even better and I realized he and I were a lot more alike than I realized. A whole new world opened up, a whole new perspective. I had had no idea about him at all—not a single clue. Almost nothing I'd thought about him was accurate. So when he asked if I wanted to go for a drive, I had one perspective after that drive, I had a very different one.

We got talking. He confessed things. Maybe it's easier to tell someone who doesn't know you well. Guys talking about their feelings is never easy or straight forward. At first I thought maybe he chose me because I was a good listener. Or maybe because we didn't run in the same circles, except for the wrestling team. But you know, telling someone you don't know that well can be like talking to someone with no skin in the game, a blank canvas.

Spilling your guts to somebody who knows too much about you already can be a minefield.

Maybe you've already had conversations with them about it. Maybe they have formed hard opinions about it. Maybe those opinions aren't what you're looking for. Maybe you're just looking for a sympathetic ear, someone to listen and not judge, and not give you advice and not say things that you already know.

So maybe he just needed someone who felt unbiased or at least less biased than maybe the other people in this life? I don't know. I don't have all the answers, I'm just taking shots in the dark.

I could only imagine what his mom and dad or brother, if he had one - what they would think of the girlfriend. They probably didn't like her much because she did seem kind of snooty or maybe they really liked her and thought that he was a fool for screwing things up with her. Maybe they didn't care either way.

Sometimes you just needed someone to listen and nod and be sympathetic and not contribute that much to the conversation. It's not because they don't want to, but mostly because they can't because they don't know the whole story. They don't know the players, or the details, and they can be a hundred percent on your side. Cuz what other side is there?

As James was telling me about breaking up with his girlfriend, I was about as invested as I could be, which wasn't much - just a buddy, listening to a team mate lament a failed relationship.

I eventually found out that he had ulterior motives - like so many guys. But i'm not complaining his ulterior motives were fun and I was into it

I'm not always just all about the fucking. I love fucking—don't get me wrong—but it's great when you actually like the guy. I liked James. So if lending a sympathetic ear had been all he'd, that would have been fine. There were no ulterior motives on my part.

Besides, having sex with guys you like James was a slippery slope. Guys like him, or at least who I thought he was, want to date, to be exclusive, they get jealous. If you're just fuck buddies, and you end up liking them too much, you might fall for them. Either way, that's where things get tricky.

It's funny, but friends with benefits seems to work out well for me usually, nobody gets hurt. But as soon as there are feelings involved, on one side or the other, well, that changes everything. People can get possessive, people's feelings can get hurt. Or when one side loses interest, and the other side still wants to keep it going, it can get unpleasant.

I'm always trying to walk that line of not getting too involved with somebody that I'm not romantically interested in. And it's not just about them, it's me too. I could fall for someone, hard, if I'm not careful. And I don't want to do that, not yet anyway. Professor Altman's the closest I've come to those kinds of feelings, and it's making me crazy.

There are all these guys in my life that are great and lots of fun and good-looking. We have a lot of hot sex with, but they're not really guys I want to be in a relationship with, if that makes sense. Except for two.

Steve, possibly being one exception. But I don't want to ruin our friendship, we both agreed. And getting romantic can spoil things fast. Because when things get romantic, people open up, and then you find out things you didn't know. Attitudes and behavior you weren't expecting.

Plus, Steve's a bit wild still, and into Eric, and I'm trying to respect that.

My other romantic possibility is a disaster - Professor Altman. He's twice my age, and apparently straight, but he's so sexy and smart and I just like him. A lot. I could see myself being in a relationship with him if he wanted that.

Would I be willing to give up all the guys for him? I think so. But that's a whole other thing, something I'll deal with when the time comes. In the meantime I'm just trying to have some fun while I still can.

So, yeah, when James asked if I'd hang out with him, I said sure. When I found out he needed someone to confide in, I was ready and willing to be the sympathetic ear he needed. I even
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