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“Kyle! Hey Kyle! Wake up man!”

Kyle came back to reality with a start, looking around. They were in JT’s basement, sitting around a table playing D&D. The others—JT, Sam, and Dane—all sat staring at him in consternation. Kyle had zoned out, and it was, presumably, his turn again.

“My turn?” he asked hesitantly.

“Yes!” all three of the others yelled in unison.

This was often the reality for Kyle. A nerdy dreamer, an introvert, and gay, in 1988. In a pretty conservative little town. It was not a good fit, and he frequently retreated into the sanctuary of his head.

Needless to say, he was deeply, deeply closeted...not even his best friend JT had a clue. Nobody was openly gay in those days, in that town. And to complicate things further, Kyle had a crush on JT. It was a mess.

Somehow, he muddled through the rest of the D&D session, and soon Sam and Dane were getting ready to leave—to go smoke weed, Kyle knew. They were all eighteen now and recently graduated. In high school, they had all been pretty nerdy, but now some of their friends were starting to experiment and rebel a bit. They smoked, drank, smoked a little pot. Nothing major, but still, nothing Kyle wanted any part of really.

Kyle had straight, dirty blond hair that he kept short, but did not really do anything else with. It just sort of flopped there, unattended. He had a slender build and wore his usual worn blue jeans and a yellow polo shirt his mom had picked out for him. His jeans were tight rolled at the bottom, as was the fashion, revealing ankle socks in white and black checkered Vans shoes, with a small strip of lightly hairy leg exposed as well.

JT—short for Jeremy Thomas—their dungeon master, and Kyle’s best friend since they were like six, had grown into a good-looking young man. He dressed pretty similarly, this day wearing a dark blue polo shirt over jeans of a slightly darker color, also tight rolled, with black Airwalk shoes. It was nerdy for sure, but JT looked good in everything these days. His body was also slender, but much more toned and muscular. He had short brown hair that he sometimes fully spiked, sometimes spiked on one side, sometimes just combed over. This week it was spikey on one side only.

Kyle was wildly, hopelessly in love; lust, really. He daydreamed about JT. Night dreamed about JT. Jerked off thinking about JT. And when they were together, he would frequently steal looks at the cute boy whenever possible, especially in those moments Kyle lived for, where JT was changing his shirt or bending over or doing anything that revealed his body more than usual.

JT, for his part, seemed to really like Kyle as well, but in a totally platonic way. They had been close forever, and had been through a lot together, good and bad. He clearly thought of them as friends and nothing more, and thought Kyle was straight. He often talked about girls—a major subject of interest all of a sudden—and confided in Kyle about whatever girl he had taken an interest in most recently.

Sam and Dane, dressed a little more stoner-like, with metal shirts over their stonewashed jeans—but still with nerdy haircuts, in Kyle’s opinion—said their goodbyes and headed upstairs. Kyle started putting his things away in his red JanSport backpack, getting ready to head out. It was Friday evening, which meant nothing to him. He would simply go home and read or play video games. But he knew the others would all have plans, more than likely.

“Hey man, wanna spend the night tonight?” JT asked all of a sudden, putting his hand affectionately on Kyle’s arm and giving him a big smile. “We haven’t done that in forever. It’d be fun!”

“You sure?” Kyle replied, surprised. “I figured you’d be hanging out with Jennifer.” JT had been sort of dating a girl from their school named Jennifer, and Friday nights they were usually off making out somewhere.

“Nah. She’s being weird. And anyway, you and I haven’t hung out as much lately. So I didn’t make plans with her.”

Kyle’s mind immediately drifted again, to the worst thing it could drift to, with JT standing right there. Back in the day, they had spent the night together many times, often alternating houses each weekend. Mostly they played video games or played with their toys. Sometimes they would watch a movie. Ordinary things. But also pretty often, they would mess around. Masturbating, he supposed you could call it, although neither of them had known what they were doing. Mostly they had just gotten naked and handsy.

They were young, and Kyle knew it meant nothing to JT; just two boys having fun. He doubted his best friend even remembered any of it. Or perhaps more accurately in their homophobic town, he had probably blocked it all out. Either way, Kyle was sure they would never speak of it again. But he still could not help thinking about it, wishing for it. And he knew it would be torture, since nothing would happen now that they were older.

“Oh, I don’t know, man. I wasn’t planning on it, so I don’t have pajamas or a change of clothes or anything.”

“That’s no problem.” JT shrugged. “You can borrow some of my sweats and a T-shirt if you want, but I usually just sleep in my underwear.”

“What? Oh ya, me too,” Kyle lied, thinking of the NASA pajamas he actually wore to bed. Mortifying. He was too old to still be dressing like that. But the thought of seeing a grown-up JT in his underwear was quickly overriding his shyness. As kids, they had been naked in front of each other countless times. Now, it was different, and Kyle was definitely self-conscious about his body. Still...

“So, what do you think? I bet Mom would let us order pizza. We can watch a movie, play Nintendo, whatever you want to do.”

“What the heck, sure,” Kyle finally agreed. His friend’s enthusiasm was contagious.

The basement was unfinished, but long ago JT’s parents had put some nice touches down there to make sort of a play room; comfy—if old and very 70’s—couches and chairs in various shades of brown, orange, green, yellow, any ugly color you could imagine, a rug on the floor, table and chairs where they played D&D, movie posters on the walls, even a VCR. It was a cozy room.

They spent the first few hours hanging out and chatting, playing Nintendo, eating pizza. Soon it was dark outside, and they could hear JT’s parents heading upstairs to their room.

“What do you want to do now?” JT asked. “Wanna watch a movie? We have The Lost Boys, Spaceballs, Who’s That Girl...that one has Madonna, you know!”

“Ya, cool, whatever you want to watch,” Kyle said, lounging back on the couch, with his stockinged feet kicked up on the coffee table.

“Alright. I think I’m gonna get more comfortable first though.” With that, JT stood up and casually peeled his shirt off over his head, revealing his tanned torso, a defined chest over six-pack abs. Soon he was unbuckling his belt, and pulling down his jeans, revealing white briefs. Kyle was frozen. Even though they had talked about it, he still could not believe it was actually happening.

“You gonna stay in those all night?” JT asked him with an amused smile, looking down at Kyle’s jeans.

“What? No, of course not,” Kyle stood up hurriedly and started undressing himself, trying not to think about it. Before long, they were both stripped down to their white briefs, and JT came and sat casually on the couch next to him. Kyle equally casually put an arm over his crotch, to cover up the fact that he was getting slightly aroused. He tried to think of something else—anything else!—but it was not working so far.

“You’re gonna love this movie, I think. Madonna’s supposed to be hot in it,” JT carried on, not noticing Kyle’s discomfort.

“Ya, I bet,” Kyle muttered.

Soon JT had the movie going, and a blanket pulled over them, and they settled in to watch. Kyle was finally loosening up and having a good time.

Partway into the movie, JT hit the pause button on the big remote and turned to Kyle with a mischievous smile on his face.

“Hey man...do you remember what we used to do as kids?”

“What do you mean?” Kyle answered slowly, heart starting to beat faster.

“You know, messing around and stuff.”

“Oh that. I’d forgotten about it. We were just dumb kids,” Kyle shrugged, tried to sound casual.

“Ya, I guess so,” JT nodded, looking down. He had sat up to reach the remote, causing the blanket to fall down and expose his bare chest in the light from the TV. Kyle was trying hard not to stare. The quarter-sized dark nipples, defined collarbones...”It was pretty fun, though. And my parents are in bed now...”

“What are you saying?” Kyle asked cautiously, not daring to hope for what he thought JT was getting at.

“You jerk off, right?” JT asked, the nervous one for once.

“Ya, of course. All guys do,” Kyle answered sheepishly.

“Well...do you want to do it tonight? Like we used to?”

Kyle’s heart was now thumping out of his chest, and his cock had come fully awake. This could not be happening!

Seeing his hesitation, JT pushed on, his grin coming back. “I can see that you have a boner. C’mon, let’s have some fun! I’m horny.” With that, he pulled the blanket down past his waist and then pulled his underwear down as well. His beautiful cock was fully at attention, sticking straight up at a right angle from his body.

Kyle stared for a minute before shaking himself, and before he knew it, he was pulling down the covers and his own underwear, and soon had his own cock exposed and in his hand. Kyle was pleased and relieved to note that they appeared to be about the same size.

“Ready?” JT asked, his voice quivering with excitement as he looked down at Kyle’s member.

“Yep,” Kyle confirmed breathlessly, and they started stroking themselves. They both tried to start slowly, but being teenagers, sped up in no time, unable to help it. Kyle watched his friend for a while, then looked up at his face, taking in JT’s glazed expression.

Things were coming to a crisis rapidly, but JT sat up suddenly, stopping his strokes, but still holding himself in his hand.

“Hold on. I don’t want to come yet.”

“Why not?” Kyle panted. He was almost there, and although he stopped, he really wanted to finish. He had lost all inhibitions by that point. He wanted to watch his friend come, and he wanted JT to watch him come.

“I mean, I do.” JT also panted. “But it’ll be more fun if we make it last. Let’s take a break.”

“Okay,” Kyle agreed reluctantly, taking his hand away and sitting up straighter on the couch. They gave each other a goofy smile.

“That was fun. I almost couldn’t stop in time,” JT admitted. “It’s way more fun with another person watching.”

Kyle just nodded, still smiling. He did not trust himself to say much. He was afraid he’d blurt out something that would reveal his true feelings. He was quite sure that to JT, this was just a platonic “guy thing,” a bonding experience. To Kyle, it was sex. Or the closest he
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