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Chapter 1 – Meet Adam
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Song Pairing: ‘Four Five Seconds’ - Rhianna & Kanye West

––––––––
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SETTLED ALONE AT A corner table in the campus café, hunched over a laptop, headphones in, half-heartedly stirring the remnants of a chai latte that’s gone cold sits an unassuming 6” student with warm brown skin, sharp cheekbones, and a perpetual mop of curly hair. His crown of tight, springy curls seem to have a life of their own, framing his face with a soft yet striking halo of texture, catching the light, showcasing subtle undertones that glint against his rich toffee toned skin; hinting at hours spent outside, walking between classes or sitting in the sun with a book in hand. His dark thoughtful eyes, always seeming to carry a glint of curiosity or the edge of unspoken melancholy. 

Adam Britt’s calm demeanor and easy smile draw people in, but it’s his quiet nature and tendency to keep others at arm’s length have left him feeling a bit... isolated.

A buzz of laughter and conversation from the table next to him reaches his ears as a soft sigh escapes his lips, his gaze shifting to the window where rain blurs the campus skyline. It’s here, in this quiet pause, that his longing for connection becomes palpable, setting the stage for... something. 

Adam’s experience figuring himself out was both a layered and complex journey. 

In high school, Adam hadn’t had much success in the dating/hookup department. He often felt out of place but couldn’t quite put his finger on why until he realized that his admiration for Evander Kane’s skill on the ice was actually a big fat fucking crush. The smile, the fashion sense... the body! 

After some crying and a deep dive into the vile depths of Google, he was finally able to admit to himself that he was, in fact bisexual, which begat another few hours of sobbing. His sister had come in then, prepared to yell at the wounded noises that were emanating from his bedroom, but halted when she took in his tear-streaked face and pained expression. Instead of yelling, Trish held him as he spoke the words out loud to her before, you guessed it, breaking down once more. Adam kept his new life altering discovery to himself for a while, wary of how his peers might react. He was already navigating the challenges of being one of the few Black kids in his school, and the idea of adding another layer of difference felt overwhelming.

For the most part, people were cool. When he finally works up the courage to come out to his parents a few weeks later, Trish sits beside him as he braces himself for uncertainty. His mother immediately pulls him into a tight hug, her voice soft but firm as she says, “Adam, we love you. That’s never going to change.” His Dad quickly joins, chiming in with a smile and a joke, “Well, son, I guess that means more people have good taste.” 

Their response is so calm and genuine that it takes Adam a while to process the depth of their acceptance, a constant reminder that, no matter what, Adam always has a home where he is seen, valued, and safe. 

Others. Well. Some people were not so affectionate or kind. His best friend since 4th grade, who’d he shared many a school night sleepover, who always found a reason to touch or tickle him, his first kiss under the guise of “needing practice”, called him a faggot before hanging up the phone. 

Naturally, the first few months after coming out, there seemed to be an abundance of homophobic comments, but over time, Adam found these hate filled diatribes from people he cared nothing about, stopped bothering him. Well. They didn’t bother him as much. There was still the rare occasion when, after a long arduous day, someone would overhear a rumor or would feel that Adam’s gaze lingered too long for their liking. In those moments, overwhelmed and dejected, he would find himself crying in the fetal position and momentarily wishing he could be different.  

However, once he arrived at college last year, he finally found the space to explore his identity more freely. Yet, even in more progressive circles, he’s sometimes felt pigeonholed—his sexuality treated as a curiosity or his Blackness as a statement. 

Despite his newly found emancipation, Adam’s dating life was an egregious mix of hesitations and half-starts, colored by his caution and his longing for real connection. He’s had a few dates here and there, mostly casual encounters sparked by mutual friends or fleeting moments of courage on dating apps. His natural charm and intelligence draw people to him, but he often overthinks things—worrying about saying the wrong thing or not meeting expectations—which can lead to him second-guessing himself and pulling back before things get serious.

To make matters worse, while most people loved bisexual women, the idea of a bisexual male, conjured ideas of selfishness and disgust in the eyes of many observers. Despite others' perceptions, once he felt real freedom, he’d leaned into his sexuality fully. He’d purchased a bisexual flag pin at the campus bookstore as well as several books on queer sex, for research of course. He even made a point of informing not only his closest friends, many of whom weren’t that surprised, but also his teammates on the hockey team. 

His first year was spent in a hyper state of endless anxiety, alcohol, and the words, I'm actually bisexual. Halfway through the semester, despite a thriving social schedule, something was missing. Adam was smart, witty and people liked him, like really liked him and wanted to spend time with him, but he still didn’t feel like he fit in anywhere. He was too straight for the gays, too gay for the straights, women thought him a tease while the men regularly just shook their head, mumming something under their breath about him being a “silly little queer.”

As the fall semester edged to a close, after holding up in his apartment drenched in self-loathing, surrounded by the remnants of takeout containers, wearing the same sweatpants he’d had on all weekend, all week to be honest, Adam decided enough was enough. He showered, shaved and put on what his sister called his “fuck me outfit”, consisting of skintight tobacco-colored pants, a t-shirt that was entirely too tight, but showed of the pecs he’d worked hard for, and green silk front button shirt covered with burnt orange mandalas. He wasn’t sure if he would call it “fuck me outfit”, but he knew he fit him well and made him feel good and feeling good was important right now.

Going nowhere in particular, he ended up in a small café, tucked between a comic bookstore and a vape shop. It was going noon, so the small establishment was bustling with people.  While he waited in line, he couldn’t help but hear the conversation in front of him.

“Terry, you don’t have to fuck him, you know that right?

“Of course, I know that! I’m not a fucking idiot. But as a queer in America...” Adam’s ears perked up at this.

“Blah blah blah!” She holds up her left and makes a talking motion with her hands. “No one wants to hear your tired excuse for screwing your way through campus under the ruse of taking back your queer sexuality.”

“Pretty please pull the feather duster out of your pussy Donna Reed, it’s true and you know it.”

“Is it though? Show me the facts! Show me the figures! Show me data!” each sentence punctuated with a sharp clap of her hands.

Before Adam could help himself, the words traveled out of his traitorous mouth, “Nearly 70 countries around the world still criminalize same-sex sexual behavior. For centuries gay, bisexual, and queer men have pursued sex while navigating violence, discrimination, arrest, and disease.  As queers, we’ve found our voice when speaking openly and honestly about sex and desire. We’ve discovered that using our bodies to pursue a fulfilling sexuality is a radical political act.” He instantly furrowed his brows so deeply that his eyes closed. He didn’t even realize he remembered that passage from an article he read on BLAVITY six months ago, and yet here he was, eavesdropping and intruding on someone else's conversation. He sighed, brought a hand up to pinch the space between his eyes with his thumb and pointer while quietly cursing under his breath. He opened his mouth to express his sincerest apologies, when the broad smile on ‘Terry’s’ face transmitted their joy before words could, followed by a strong clap on Adams shoulder.

“See!! Even he gets it.” Terry begins appraising him from head to toe, taking in his blushing cheeks and the too tight shirt “This adorable baby gay gets it.” Suddenly, he felt like an antelope on the Serengeti about to be pounced on by an aggressive and waiting tiger, lurking in the tall grass. 

“Baby bi, actually.”

Terry’s waggles their eyebrows. “Even better.” They say with a wink.

Maybe this was his fuck-me-outfit, Adam thinks.

Terry's friend just smiled and shook her head, then, once she noticed Terry’s focus shift from the conversation to Adam in a way that may not have been appropriate for this venue, she grabbed the hand from Adam’s shoulder and turned them back around, but not before Terry threw him another very sultry and exaggerated wink that made his cheeks flame in embarrassment. 

Once he made it to the counter, he purchased his meal and decided to have a seat outside at one of the decorative round tables out front. Terry and the other girl passed in front of him and gave him a wave as they made their back toward campus. 

Like earlier, he made another declaration. No more sulking in shadows. No more wishing he was different. It was time to live. Join some clubs. Expand his friend group. Meet new people.

Those two from earlier seemed nice.  

Next semester was Adam’s, and damnit, he couldn’t wait!

•• ━━━━━ ••●•• ━━━━━ ••
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Chapter 2 – Intoxi-GAY-ted
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Song Pairing: Call it Love – Felix Jalen

––––––––
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AS THE SPRING SEMESTER begins, Adam resolves to step out of his comfort zone and tries his hand with a few campus clubs. He dives into campus life, but none of them quite... click. There were sororities, fraternities that offered social status, but also felt kina cult-y; sports clubs, that offered comradery but also came with a hearty dose of toxic masculinity; academic clubs that tested and encouraged your knowledge, but the idea of doing math problems outside of class hours made Adam’s head hurt. The activities are fine, and the people are nice, but he doesn’t feel the spark of belonging he’s searching for.

On the verge of giving up, Adam noticed a flyer posted in the foyer of his apartment building. 

[image: image]

“FIND YOUR PEOPLE,” the flyer declares in bold, inviting letters. Adam hesitates, then snaps a picture of the details on his phone.

Though nervous, he decides to give it a shot. Something about the idea of a space where his full identity might be embraced pulls him in. The bottom of the flyer notes that they met on Friday evenings and for the first time since his return to campus, he was excited! Their title, according to the administration was the GSA, around campus, the more inclusive, LGBTQIA+ Society, and lovingly known by its members, “Intoxi-GAY-ted" on behalf of their weekly meetings and the bar visits that followed, along with their tendency to get completely trashed. 

Adam looked into the mirror for what must have been the 700th time that evening. Walking into room 356 in Jones Hall, he was greeted by an infectiously bubbly caramel skinned girl with thick, voluminous curly hair in various shades of brown who welcomed him, not with a firm handshake or a pamphlet, but a warm hug that Adam returned gladly. He was introduced to the whole gang, Alex(she/her-the hugger), Marisol(they/them - the wise ass), Pele(he/they - the bartender), Michael(he/him - the troublemaker), Gabe(she/they - the softee), Samantha(she/her or divine feminine - WILL get into a fight), Trin(she/her - hates everyone... yes EVERYONE), Terry(just Terry - the slag) and last was the only person who WASN’T in attendance that evening, Isiah(he/him - the fearless leader). 

For the first few moments, it was more like a meet & greet than a campus society, but after everyone said their hellos and Alex had given ALL of them a long hug, even Trin who just stood with her arms at her sides, doing their best to seem annoyed. Adam, the hopeful romantic that he was, swore that he saw a hint of a smile on Trin’s lips followed by a pout when Alex went to wrap her arms around someone else. A few minutes before they were set to begin, everyone finally began wandering toward the circular formation of teal folding chairs. Adam was pulled quickly pulled into a seat beside Alex, who never fully let go of his arm. She tugged him a bit closer and whispered,

“Are you going out with us tonight?” she asked hopefully.

“Oh... umm... I don't know? Where were you going?” Before Alex can answer, Terry plops down in the empty chair to his left and leans over him.

“What are we whispering about?” they said, head leaning on their hands, elbow pressed into the meat of Adam’s thigh.

Alex, following suit, assumed the same position as Terry, driving another elbow into Adam’s other thigh.  “I was asking Adam if he was going out with us.”

“And what did he say?”

Adam spoke up then, considering they were having a conversation about him, “He hasn’t answered yet.”

Terry looked up at him then and a flash of recognition bloomed across their dusky cheeks. “Oh my God!”

“What?!” Alex and Adam exclaimed together.

Their eyes softening, Terry just brought both hands to Adams face a squeezed, making his nose wrinkle and lips pucker, “BABY GAY!” they coo at him.

Adam’s eyes widened; Alex gasped as the wave of remembrance hit her at the same time. Alex pulled his face from Terry’s grip, turning it to face her now, Adam's face still scrunched, eyes still wide. Alex’s hazel eyes bore into him, searching and then, smiling bigger than when he first entered, she enveloped him in another huge hug.

“We found you! Or, well, I guess you found us.” she pulled back, glancing from Terry to Adam. “We should have asked you to join then but after that we never saw you again! But you found us!” Alex says smiling brightly, their animated energy infectious. 

Adam found himself grinning back at her, “Yea, I guess I did.” 

Eventually, the meeting got underway, and Adam couldn’t help the smile that overlayed his features. The topics ranged from the current campus administration and their possible decision to remove the Gender Studies department. to volunteers being needed for next weekend's Habitat for Humanity build. There was even a slight argument about who would be in charge of securing the items and permissions needed for the PRIDE float—Isiah was chosen unanimously since he was President and also NOT present to protest.

“So,” Terry said bumping Adams hip as they helped put the chairs back in their places, “you’re coming tonight, right?”

Even though Adam decided that he was in fact going long ago, he shrugged. His original plan was to check out the meeting, check out the people, go home and decide if this was where he wanted to spend his Friday evenings for the next few months.

“Oh, come on!” Alex whined. “We’re going to CROCKER, it’s lowkey, fun with hella cheap drinks cause Pele works there and Michael's driving...”

Trin interrupts and says in monotone, “which means he’ll be blitzed halfway through the night.”

“Buut,” Marisol interjected, “he knows the rules, if he drives, then drinks, he has to pay for ALL or our rideshares!” There was suddenly a cacophony of voices directed at him and there was a moment when he couldn’t figure out who was saying what.

“Come on, Baby Gay!”

“You know you wanna...”  

“Do it! Do it!”

“If Trin’s willing, you don’t have a choice.”

“Fuck off Samantha.”

Then there was silence. All eyes bore into him, and he felt exposed. Adam hesitates, the usual excuses forming in his mind, but something about their easy warmth breaks through his caution. 

“I mean,” Adam clasps his hands in front and began dragging his right foot in a semi-circle across the floor, “you had me cheap drinks.”

The group erupted with laughter, cheers, several slaps on the back, one cheek pinch and, of course, a very tight hug from Alex.

At first, Adam wondered what kind of car Michael had and how it would fit all of them as they waited on the sidewalk outside Jones Hall. When Michel pulled around the corner and stopped directly in front of them, Adam’s question answered itself. Michael’s car wasn’t a car at all. It was in fact, a Cadillac Escalade ESV and it was massive! While the others loaded in, Adam noticed the 22" alloy wheels, bold lines and expensive looking accents. 

Samantha noticed his look and nudged him, “it must be nice to be a rich dickhead, right?” she says.

“What was that?” Michael asked leaning out of the passenger window.

Samantha, not missing a beat, replies, much louder, “I SAID, IT MUST BE NICE TO BE A RICH DICKHEAD!” Adam’s eyes darted from Samantha to Michael.

“Ah, carry on then.” Michael says and shrugs.

Samantha slings an arm around Adam’s shoulder as they both double over with laughter before climbing into the SUV. 

The drive passed easily. Michael had great taste in music, which meant that if they weren't all talking over one another, they were belting out lyrics to Tank and the Bangas. Even Trin perked up and sang along when Felix Jaehn and Ray Dalton started playing.

Adam finds himself in the backseat, pressed between Marisol and Alex, who leans forward excitedly to point out landmarks. Adam found himself staring out the window to take in the new area.

He’d read about this part of town, but never found his way here and now, for the life of him he couldn’t understand why. The streets are alive with color and light, an abundant amount of rainbow flags fluttering from storefronts, adorning the street signs as well as the incredible architecture, murals celebrating LGBTQ+ icons, and neon signs for bars, cafés, and bookstores lined both sides of the streets. There were people everywhere, emerging from smokey bars, eating inside small neighborhood diners and even making out in the street. Adam takes it all in, wide-eyed, as if stepping into a world he’d only imagined. He was home.

“First time here?” Alex asks, noticing his quiet awe.

Adam nods, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Yeah. It’s... a lot to take in.”

Marisol grins. “Wait until Pride season. This place is magic.”

For the first time in a while, Adam feels a sense of possibility blooming in his chest and he hopes to carve out a space for himself here in the midst of this vibrant, unapologetic community.

The bar chosen tonight was a small hole in the wall nestled in the heart of the neighborhood. Michael parked directly in front of the tiny building so the group could exit the vehicle.

“I gotta find somewhere to park the tank.” he says before saying “Yo, Adam!’ and tossing him what looked like a small pen case containing 8 pre-rolled joints and a Spearmint vape. When Adam looked up, Michael just winked before driving away.

While they waited, Adam, not one to look a gift-joint in the mouth, held the cardboard tip to the corner of his lips as he patted his pockets hoping to find a lighter. An unsuccessful search found him prepared to put the joint away and save it for later before a brilliantly large flame appeared inches away from his nose, held by a scowling Trin. He offered thanks once the initial shock wore off and the joint was lit. On brand, her response was a barely audible “Yeah.” before walking away. He inhaled, feeling the familiar burn in my chest, enjoying the dank scent as smoke billowed into his nose. After his third hit, he offered the joint to the other members of the group, who gladly accepted. This spurred Samantha to question the etiquette of the smoke circle when she was confronted with babysitting the weed. Adam smiled at their antics before taking in the tiny bar. 

It looked like a simple single-family home with a wraparound porch. Edison bulbs that hung from the exposed wood beams sent showers of multi-colored light that bounced off all the surfaces it touched, creating a warm embrace of red, green, yellow, and orange. People hung off the railing and gathered in small groups, some laughing, others whispering conspiratorially while their drinks sloshed over their hands. The weed was doing its job and Adam could hear the music faintly, even from outside. Whenever the door opened, either for a new patron to enter or the sweat and alcohol soaked to breathe in fresh air in the hopes of not passing out and the pounding beats from the speakers the seemed to make the very ground he stood on quake. What pulled him back into the present were Michael’s hands gripping his shoulders.

“Ready?” Michael asked.

“Took you long enough.” Samantha said teasingly.

“Why?” Michael says while shooting a cheeky wink in Samantha’s direction before pulling her close to his side and taking the dwindling joint from her lips, “Did you miss me?”

“Momentarily, then I thought twice about it and tried to encourage the others to fuck off without you.”

Michael eyebrows raised as he placed a hand over his heart in feign offence, “N ’ta think, I defended you when these monsters called you a bitch.”

“Oh really?” Samantha slaps his hand before turning to glare at the group behind her. “Show of hands, who here thinks I'm a bitch?”

10 hands shot in the air, of which Michael and Marisol raised both.

Mouth agape, “I hate you people.” Samantha said.

As if by magic, Alex was suddenly at Samantha’s other side, an arm wrapped around her waist, “but, you’re our bitch.” and plants a kiss on Samantha’s cheek.

Samantha busts into laughter, an arm around Michael and Alex as they lead the way and Adam followed eagerly. The group is lively, pulling him into conversations and sharing stories that range from hilarious to deeply personal. For the first time in a long while, Adam feels like he doesn’t have to explain himself or hold back. As the night unfolds, laughter, dancing and a ridiculous amount of alcohol replace his usual loneliness, and he wonders—hopes—if he’s finally found his people.

••●••

The next morning, Adam wakes up with a groan, his head pounding and the faint taste of regret on his tongue. Sunlight slices through the blinds, far too bright for his liking, and he pulls a pillow over his face.

Flashes of the night before come back in pieces—the laughter, the music, the countless toasts raised by the group, and Terry daring him to try a drink with an absurdly long name. He winces as he recalls attempting to keep up with their energy, realizing too late that his tolerance was no match for theirs. He reaches blindly for his phone and winces at the brightness. Once the room stops spinning for a second, he finds a hastily scribbled note on his phone from Alex.

Alex:  Drink water, eat carbs, and text us when you’re alive. 

Despite his current misery, Adam smiles. His moment of joy is fleeting. It hits him like a slow, creeping wave. At first, it’s just a vague unease in his stomach, easy to ignore as he lies sprawled on his bed. Then the queasiness sharpens, spreading like a rising tide until it grips his whole body.

A cold sweat breaks out on his forehead, and the room feels suddenly too warm, too stifling. His mouth waters unpleasantly, and a deep, instinctive dread churns in his gut.

“Oh no...” he whispers, bolting upright, the motion making it worse. Panic and inevitability set in as he stumbles toward the bathroom, one hand pressed against his stomach, the other bracing against the wall. He doesn’t even have time to regret the choices that brought him here—he’s too focused on making it in time. 

Adam barely makes it, gripping the cool edge of the sink as his stomach revolts. His head feels like it’s stuffed with cotton, and every movement sends waves of nausea rolling through him. After what feels like an eternity, he sinks to the tiled floor, resting his forehead against the wall and breathing deeply to steady himself.

“Never again,” he mutters, though even he doesn’t quite believe it. 

After a continuous cycle of retching, Adam finally feels empty, hunched over the toilet dry heaving, his knees pained from the cold tile of his bathroom, his subconscious wishing he’d purchased that area rug he saw last week instead of insisting it wasn’t necessary. 

As miserable as he feels, there’s a strange comfort in knowing this hangover came from a night where, for the first time in a long while, he felt like he belonged. Suddenly there’s a succession of “pings” and vibrations from the back pocket of the jeans he’s still wearing. The sudden shrilling causes him to groan and hold his head in his hands, gently massaging his temples. His body is shaky, and his head still felt like it was being pulled apart, lobe by lobe, by a stable of Clydesdales. With fumbling hands and a bit of a struggle, he pulls out his phone. The messages were from the group chat that Alex added him to during their car ride to the bar. One of the few clear and sober memories he has from the previous evening.

GROUP CHAT- Intoxi-GAY-ted

Michael: ...

Alex: shhh

Samantha: Michael I swear...

Michael: it’s the rule! 

Michael: come on!

Michael: lets see em!

Trin: 😑

Adam: what is happening?

Michael: you don’t remember??

Alex: how r u NEVER hungover??

Michael: I’m just built better than you lightweights

Michael: ...

Michael: losers

Michael:
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Samantha:

[image: image]

Adam: sry, still confused...

Adam: ...and a lil dnruk

Adam: ugh

Alex: after a night out, everyone sends a selfie

Alex: doesn’t matter where you are

Terry: OR WHO YOU’RE WITH 😉

Marisol: @Terry turn off your CAPS!

Terry: I DO WHAT I WANT MARIBEAR!

Samantha: @Adam SAME!

Marisol: @Samantha not u too 

Samantha: WHAT CAN I SAY...

Samantha: @Terry IS A TRENDSETTER AND I WANT TO BE THEM WHEN I GROW UP!

Gabe: @Samantha booboo, you know you’re like 18 months OLDER than @Terry, right????

Pele: Age is a construct...

Adam: you’re only as old as u feel

Adam: and I feel 1000 years old

––––––––
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Adam:
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Adam: (this was taken in real time)

SAMANTHA: @ADAM OH AD-ROCK, I KNOW WE WERE GONNA GET ALONG!

Adam: LOL

Trin: ...I hate ALL of this...

Machel: its basically a check in

Michael: now that we ALL know what to do, lets see em!

Michael:

[image: image]

The first to come through was Michael, smiling and coated in sunshine, in what looked like a park. Maybe he was built better. Next was Alex, hair covered in a purple silk scarf that was barley still on her head, one hand covering her eyes; Samantha held up a peace sign on her couch; Adam’s head laid on the raised lip of the toilet; Terry was in bed glancing to the shape that lay beside them; Pele was eating dry toast, staring at it with pure disgust; Gabe was also sat on the floor of her bathroom, a bottle of Pepto beside her; Trin’s middle finger shielded her obvious scowl and lastly Marisol in a hoodie, strings pulled tightly where only her nose and mouth shown, tongue poking from her lips.

After siding his phone across the floor, a continuous cycle of retching and making promises about never drinking that much again, Adam is finally able to pry himself from the floor.

With shaking hands, he turns on the shower, hoping that a scalding shower will make him feel like a human being again. Which works. 

Eventually—minutes or hours later, Adam has no idea— he drags himself back to his room, towel hanging low on his hips, hair still sightly damp and lay back, not even bothering to put on clothes. He grabs a bottle of water from the mini fridge and collapses onto his bed. Somehow, he’d at least had the sense to remove his contacts, but Adam had a sinking feeling that they wouldn’t be in their case on his bedside table. It looked like he would be in glasses until he was able to get more. he notices more texts in the group chat. Plugging his phone into the charger, he squints and attempts to read the notifications that have popped up on the screen. The image is a photo of a desk littered with forms and a very large cup of steaming tea. 

GROUP CHAT- Intoxi-GAY-ted

Samantha: @Isiah y are you being PRODUCTIVE?????

Samantha: also

Samantha:
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Isiah: LMFAO

Isiah: It’s my check in!......you bitch

Samantha: our President ladies and gentlemen!!

Gabe: @Isiah hey love, missed u last night

Gabe: @Samantha your exuberance in making me nauseous

Gabe: I still haven’t left the bathroom floor!

Michael: Wanna come to mine for fried eggs and pork chops?

Gabe: @Michael TWAT!

Michael: what?! just trying to be helpful 😇

Isiah: @Adam welcome! Sorry I couldn’t make it last night, but I look forward to meeting you soon. Hopefully these maniacs didn’t frighten you off

Private Message:

Unknown number: Hi

Unknown number: Its Isiah

Unknown number: Hope you feel better! 

Unknown number: Saw your check in Heard you survived last night—barely. How’s the head?

🤭

Adam: yeah

Adam: not sure that gives the best impression of me...

Unknown number: We’ve all worshiped at the porcelain God once or twice

Unknown number: Unfortunately for the rest of us, we don’t look as cute as you when we do it

Adam: who told you I barely survived?

Isiah: Word travels fast in our little queer mafia.

Adam felt a flutter in his stomach and found himself smiling shyly at his phone. Once he saves Isiah’s number and feeling emboldened from the residual liquor in his system leaving him with very few ‘fucks’ left to give, he boldly adds: 

Adam: as for my head, never had any complaints

Worried he’d overstepped, he impatiently waited as those three dots appeared. Luckily, Isiah didn’t make him wait too long.

Isiah: Good to know 😅

Isiah: [image: image]

Isiah: ANNNNYYYWAAYYYYY!

Isiah: Glad to have you, truly! Hopefully I see ya at the meeting nxt week and we can talk more.

Adam: looking forward to it

Adam: or you can text me whenever

Adam: I mean

Adam: Im nothing if not a loyal follower of my leader

Isiah: LOL

Isiah: Luckily, this isn’t a dictatorship, but I will keep it in mind

Isiah: It’s always good to know when I go FULL Cersei, you’ll have my back

Adam: just call me The Hound

Adam: but seriously

Adam: if im not in classes or at hockey practice, im usually not doing much

Adam: soooo ...feel free to 

Adam: ya know...reach out...if you want

Isiah: I’ll take you up on that!

Isiah: Gotta go, paperwork waits for no man

Adam: Goddess speed!

Isiah: Ok

Isiah: You’re easily becoming my favorite!

Adam can’t help but smirk. Isiah’s texts come through with an effortless charm that makes Adam simultaneously roll his eyes and giggle like a secondary school child. It’s very clear Isaiah knows how to flirt, but beneath the teasing, there’s a genuine warmth that makes Adam feel unexpectedly at ease as he locks his phone, closes his eyes, and crosses his arms behind his head. He still felt like shit from the night before, but he couldn’t help the goofy smile that crept across his face. This was going to be a fun year.

•• ━━━━━ ••●•• ━━━━━ ••
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Chapter 3 – A Chance Encounter
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Song Pairing: ‘Kiss the Boy’ – Keiynan Lonsdale

––––––––
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ADAM’S SCHEDULE WAS pretty consistent. 

Monday through Thursday followed a steady rhythm for Adam, each day carved into a predictable routine. Classes ran from 9 to 2, and hockey practice followed from 5 to 8. The hours in between, however, were a scramble—a chaotic blend of trying to make the most of every spare moment.

Most days, he could be found in the library, hunched over his laptop, fighting to stay ahead in his Statistics class. The numbers swam on the page as he tried to ignore the hum of conversation around him. Other times, he was at the gym, sweating it out with his teammates as they pushed each other.

When hunger hit, the student union became his haven, grabbing whatever snacks he could shove into his bag—protein bars, trail mix, or maybe just a bag of chips if he was feeling particularly reckless. More often than not, though, he was literally running across campus, his bag bouncing against his back as he darted between buildings, rushing to make it to class on time.

But on rare, glorious days when the universe was kind and his schedule didn’t squeeze every second, Adam could be found sprawled on top of his threadbare duvet, shoes still on, face buried in his pillow. Those moments, brief as they were, felt like stolen treasures—a few minutes to simply exist, breathe, and rest before the whirlwind of his day picked up again.

Fridays were sacred to Adam—a reprieve from the relentless grind of the week. Unlike the other days, Fridays were his “dick around day,” and he loved them unapologetically.

The morning started slow, with him lounging in bed, watching through his window as others trudged groggily toward campus. Some still smelled of last night’s liquor, others wore the same clothes from Thursday evening, their walk of shame written all over their faces. But not Adam. No alarm blaring him into wakefulness, no mad dash across campus. He stayed in bed until his body decided it was time to rise.

Breakfast was often an afterthought, usually some leftovers scavenged from his fridge. With a plate in hand, he settled onto the sofa, pulling up Young and the Restless to catch up on the week’s drama. For the next hour, Adam was completely absorbed in the betrayals, secrets, and scandals of Genoa City, letting out audible gasps at every shocking twist before the commercial breaks.

Eventually, the pull of the shower became too tempting. Fridays were for indulgence, and Adam made sure to take his time. He stepped under the hot spray, letting the water cascade over him as he followed his full Buttah Skin regimen, massaging his face and body until he practically glowed. As the steam enveloped him, his hands often wandered south, teasing himself as he leaned into the moment. The heat, the pressure, and the sheer luxury of being unhurried created an intoxicating atmosphere as his hands would drift down to his semi erect dick and would begin stroking lazily. The heat, the steam, the steady pulse from the shower head was heady and, with his free arm bracing on the wall, soft moans escaping his lips, he throws his back and cums into the stream of water, watching as his load swirls and disappears down the drain.  

Once refreshed, Adam procrastinated a little longer before tackling his homework. He wasn’t in any rush—Fridays had no hard deadlines. He’d throw on a hoodie and sprawl across his bed or couch with his laptop, making slow but steady progress on his assignments.

When night fell, Adam had a choice: two equally comforting rituals that made Fridays his favorite. Some weeks, he went out with his teammates, drinking until he was absolutely DESTROYED, stumbling back home with a sore throat from yelling over music and too many blurry videos on his phone. Other weeks, though, he chose the quieter route—joining his mom, dad, and sister for their weekly Amazon Prime Watch Party. Everyone synced their screens, and even separated by miles, it felt like home.

See? Fridays were simple, consistent, and indulgent—a small island of calm and joy in the middle of his chaotic life. Fridays were his favorite. 

The following Wednesday was rough, to say the least. Adam had started the evening with good intentions—just another typical post-practice hangout at the dingy sports bar near campus. But somewhere between his first beer and the third round of shots his teammates insisted on, “just one drink” had snowballed into “a few more than a few.”

All the while, his phone remained his anchor. Underneath the sticky wooden table, he texted Isiah, a playful grin spreading across his face as their messages bounced back and forth.

Isiah: What’re you doing in a bar full of sweaty straight boys? Tragic.

Adam: Sweaty, sure, but not all straight.

Isiah: Oh? Do I sense an opportunity?

Adam: Not when the hottest guy isn’t here.

Adam sipped his beer, the warmth of alcohol coursing through him and mixing with the flutter of nerves from Isiah’s teasing replies. Their conversation swerved from light-hearted jokes to subtle flirting, a balance Adam found himself enjoying far too much.

Isiah: Careful, Adam. I might think you’re trying to seduce me.

Adam: Maybe I am. You scared?

Isiah: Scared? Please.

He could almost hear Isiah’s cocky laugh through the screen, and the thought made Adam’s cheeks flush. The dim lighting of the bar did little to hide his soft smiles, and more than one teammate gave him a knowing look.

Isiah: how many drinks are you on now?

Adam: 4....ish

Isiah: on a Wednesday?

Isiah: oh snuckums... 

Adam: Shhh!

Adam: don’t

Isiah: Don’t what?

Adam: pet names trigger my praise kink

Isiah: LMFAO!

Isiah: please take your cute drunk ass home

Adam: are you saying I’M cute? 

Adam: or that my ASS is cute?

Adam: im honestly fine either way 

Isiah: GO HOME!

Isiah: (maybe both)

Adam: im leaving now

Isiah: ... good boy

Adam: ...

Adam: tease

The night stretched on, drinks kept coming, and Adam’s focus remained divided between the half-drunken banter of his teammates and the electric thrill of his phone lighting up with every new message. He ordered an Uber back to his apartment, the alcohol coursing through his veins making him feel heavy and uncoordinated. By the time he stumbled into his apartment, heart fluttering and head buzzing, he was too tipsy to remember much of the walk from the car to the door. After a shower that took longer than necessary—the words good boy, running on a loop in his head, Adam spread out on his bed, picked up his phone, eager to resume his and Isiah’s conversation. Despite both men stating that they had busy schedules the next day, the exchange continued to flow until the wee hours of the morning both fell asleep with phones still clutched in their hand, Isiah’s face glowing on the screen.

Snoozing his alarm to the point that it finally just gave up and turned off was the first sign of how Thursday would go. Dragging himself out of bed after realizing he’d overslept, Adam barely managed to throw on some semi-clean clothes before heading out.

The second disaster struck when he tried grabbing coffee from the campus café. In his haste to sling his bag over his shoulder, the strap caught on the door handle, sending him sprawling forward and knocking the coffee clean out of his hand. The hot liquid splashed spectacularly across the tiled floor—and his shoes. Adam let out a string of curses under his breath, earning a glare from the barista but no offers to replace the drink. Typical.

By the time his three back-to-back classes had dragged on for what felt like an eternity, Adam was ready to write the day off as a total loss. Slumping onto a bench outside the lecture hall, he pulled out his phone to scroll through notifications and drown his sorrows in memes. That’s when he saw it—hidden among the messages and promotional emails he usually ignored:

Your copy of “The Mirror and the Lamp” by M. H. Abrams is available for pick up! 

**NOTE: books are only held for 24 hours

Adam’s stomach dropped as he checked the timestamp: the text had arrived yesterday afternoon. The realization hit like a freight train—he’d completely forgotten about the book. ‘Well, fuck me’, Adam thought, as he did need the book for his next class, but if he went to the bookstore now, which was across campus, he ran the very high risk of being obscenely late. If he didn’t go, yes, he would be on time, but then he would miss his pickup window and must wait another 7-10 days for another copy to come in and that would NOT work. 

Was there still time? Maybe, if he hurried fate would be done messing with him today. However when he arrived, of course there was a line. Of course! When he reached the front of the queue, the frazzled employee proceeded to tell him that his book was in fact, not available. Adam stood there, elbows on the counter as he massaged his temples, doing his very best not to scream or cry. After another 10 minutes of back and forth, and the assistance of a different employee, they were able to locate his book. Adam all but snatched the book from their hands before muttering a small “thank you” in their direction, he ran for the door and didn’t stop until he reached the English building. As he sprinted, the sky above darkened, thunder roared in the distance as singular drops of precipitation began to sprinkle, hitting his cheeks and eyelashes.

Fucking great. He thought and ran just a bit faster.

After his Literary Theory and Criticism lecture, of which he was in fact late and fell asleep twice, he was all set to make the 15-minute jog back to his apartment and take, what he felt to be, a well-deserved nap until practice. That was his plan. Adam gathered his things and accidentally knocked a girl's book off the desk in his haste. He rounded the corner and stopped dead in his tracks as he looked toward the double doors that led to outside. To his bed. To a nap. The torrential rainfall battered the glass foyer of the building while several other students, Adam presumed, in the same situation as he was, stood around looking to one another, waiting to see who, if anyone was going to be brave enough to test the Gods and face the rain full on. 

Not waiting for the rain to let up, Adam made the only logical decision—though it barely felt like one. He darted through the connecting glass-encased walkway that stretched between the English building and the library. His footsteps echoed faintly against the tiled floor, the rhythmic patter of rain drumming overhead and along the transparent walls.

Even at over six feet tall, the towering expanse of the glass corridor made him feel insignificant. It was the kind of architecture designed to awe, with its high, arched ceilings and sprawling view of the storm above. The rain slithered down the panes like rivulets on a windshield, obscuring the gray sky beyond.

Adam couldn’t help but feel a little nostalgic as he walked, shoulders hunched against the chill air. The corridor reminded him of the underwater shark tank at the aquarium he’d visited as a kid. Back then, he’d pressed his palms against the cool glass, wide-eyed as hammerheads and sleek, black-tipped sharks glided effortlessly above him. It was the same feeling now—a strange mix of wonder and smallness, like he was merely passing through something larger and far more significant than himself.

He reached the library doors with a shiver, brushing rainwater off his bag. The storm raged outside, but here, in the quiet sanctuary of books and the steady hum of fluorescent lights, Adam felt the world slow down. He told himself it was just a place to kill time while the rain passed—but something about the stillness, about the library itself, always felt like an invitation.

Adam weaved through the other students milling around the library and headed straight for the third floor, his pace quickening as he climbed the stairs. By now, the route was muscle memory—left past the double doors, a sharp right down the narrow hallway, and another left. He checked the halls, scanning for anyone who might be lurking, and, satisfied it was clear, slipped into his little-known, mostly forgotten study room.

The moment he shut the door behind him, the familiar stillness of the room enveloped him. It was small and unassuming, almost claustrophobic compared to the grand open spaces of the lower floors. Six massive bookshelves lined the walls, their spines faded with age and dust collecting in the crevices. A single study table sat in the middle, its dark wood surface marred by scratches and coffee rings. The air was warm and stuffy, carrying the faint scent of old leather and neglect, punctuated by the steady hum of machinery from the Maintenance Room next door.

Adam pulled out his laptop, opting to tackle the quiz that had just been assigned instead of indulging in his usual habit of procrastination. For once, he figured, he could try to be productive.

This room—this tiny, overlooked gem of a room—was his sanctuary. He’d stumbled upon it entirely by accident last year during midterms. Back then, finding a quiet spot to study had felt like a Herculean task. The first and second floors were always packed, every table buried under books and laptops, students speaking in hushed tones, their stress palpable. The overflow had spilled into the aisles, students pressed into corners or sprawled against shelves, their notes and highlighters spread across the floor.

Desperate, Adam had wandered aimlessly to the third floor, so resigned he’d even considered studying in an unoccupied bathroom. He’d made turn after turn, navigating hallways that felt more labyrinthine with each step, until he realized he was completely lost. And then he’d found it—tucked away between the Maintenance Room and the African American Annex.

The moment he’d stepped inside, he’d known it was special. Quiet, private, overlooked by the bustling masses below—it was everything he needed. It had become his secret, a place where he could think, study, or just be alone. Here, he could breathe.

It was perfection as hidden treasures like this were rare, and he intended to keep this one all to himself. That evening, upon his return home, his neighbor—eyes reddened, visible line stretching across his face from stress—regaled him with the how his study session was ruined when he reached the library and was forced to camp out next to a law student who kept reciting civil litigation precedents outload and sobbing after each answer, right or wrong. Adam felt bad for him, but selfishly, he just shrugged and reiterated the struggle to find a quiet place to study. 

It became his respite, where he went when he wanted a quiet place to study or read or think or cry. His secret place where he found comfort when people were mean, peace when he was lonely and silence when his brain felt overwhelmed, which in his first year was... often.

And now, here Adam sat, in the rarely used Historical Non-Fiction section of the university library; back pressed against the wall, shoulders slightly slumped, cross-legged on the floor with his laptop perched precariously on his lap. The faint hum of the fluorescent lights overhead mingled with the soft patter of rain against the frosted picture window to his left.

He glanced up at the glass, its textured surface blurring the outside world into a wash of gray and sighed when he realized the rain still hadn’t let up. It had been over an hour, maybe more—long enough for him to finish his quiz and start idly scrolling through memes on his phone. He could have worked on one of his assignments or reviewed his stats notes, but instead, he stared at the window, willing the rain to pass.

The room felt timeless, cocooned in its quiet solitude. The low hum of the Maintenance Room next door buzzed softly through the walls, grounding him in the present. Adam exhaled slowly, brushing away his distractions. He shifted slightly, finding a more comfortable position against the wall, and focused on the questions displayed on his laptop screen. The glow of the screen illuminated his face, pulling him into the task at hand.

He tapped the keys lightly, his brow furrowing as he considered the first question. A faint grin tugged at his lips when he realized it wasn’t as daunting as he’d anticipated. Clicking through the options, he began to find his rhythm, the room’s quiet atmosphere lending itself to his concentration.

Question 1: What is the difference between the Formalist and Deconstructionist schools of literary criticism?

Answer (Please be detailed): The difference between the Formalist and Deconstructionist schools of literary criticism is that the former emphasizes finding the unity or coherence in a literary text while the latter focuses on the contradictions, silences, and disunities in a text. Formalism and Deconstructionism are both schools of literary criticism, but they look at.... 

One question led to another, and soon Adam was deep into the work, his fingers moving steadily as his brain sorted through the problems. Each answer felt like a small victory, the kind that reminded him why he’d chosen his major in the first place.

Question 8: What are Andrew Bennett and Nicholas Royle essentially saying in their 1995 Pleasure?

Answer (Please be detailed): Andrew Bennett and Nicholas Royle claim that the pleasure in literature is too rarely discussed in theoretical analyses today. As evidence, they refer to frequent use of the word (not just related concepts) in literature of earlier eras. They refer especially to William Wordsworth in Lyrical Ballads...

The rain outside faded into the background, becoming little more than a soothing white noise. He scratched the back of his neck absentmindedly, occasionally glancing at his notes on a second tab. The stillness of the room and the gentle hum from next door seemed to sharpen his focus further. For a while, it was just him, his laptop, and the steady click of the keyboard—everything else faded away.

Question 12: What is psychoanalytic criticism? 

Answer (Please be detailed):

‘Shit’, he thought, pulling the thoroughly chewed pen from his lips and twiddling it between his fingers. This was one of the last things they went over in class and his mind is drawing a total blank. Psychoanalytical criticism is...is.

Fuck!
“Psychoanalytic criticism is...” he speaks outloud. 

“ ...it adopts the methods of "reading" employed by Freud and later theorists to interpret texts.” a voice says from somewhere in the room. Adam jumps and his well nibbled pen drops onto his laptop. Other than the fright, the thing he notices is how nice that voice sounds. Deep and melodious; soft and knowledgeable without being condescending; conversational and euphonious.

Attempting to sound casual, “Satan?”

A bark of laughter came from behind the bookshelf to his right and the most handsome man Adam had ever seen popped his head around the corner.

“Satan? Really? That was your first guess?” he asked, the smile etched on his face bright and beaming.

Adam couldn’t help but smile and sit forward a bit, shrugging “It was the first thing I thought of, but now that I see you...” he trailed off and the stranger’s eyebrows raised in amusement.

“And now?" he asks, his bright smile showing a hint of something that Adam couldn’t place. 

Is he...  flirting with me? When it came to romantic advances, Adam would be the first to admit that he was as dense as a brick, never sure if someone was actually flirting or simply being nice. Only one way to find out, he supposes.

“Well, if I had known a handsome intelligent man was lurking...”

“I was not... lurking!” a rosy blush materialized on raised cheekbones. “I... I was...researching!” his voice squeaks as he holds up a flyer and 3 large tomes in his left hand. 

“Mmhm” he smirks as he feels the heat blooming on his own cheeks. Not wanting to push his luck, he lightly tugged on the lobe of his right ear, a nervous habit that he wasn't able to break and that’s when he notices the artwork on the flyer he’s holding.

“Is that art by B. Moore?” he asks. There is a moment when the stranger is utterly lost until he looks where Adam’s fingers are pointing, and he finally registers his inquiry.

“Oh! Yea it is, do you know his work?”

Adam slid his laptop off his lap, his back leant against the wall, attempting to show an “aloofness” and “mystery” that he didn’t feel. They were no more than 3 feet apart and Adam took the opportunity to get a good look, gently appraising him. 

Adam was stunned, caught in the kind of reverence that made his surroundings blur into insignificance. There was a certain kind of beauty that transcended polished, airbrushed perfection recognizable in artwork, television and various celebrity Instagram pages, loaded with so much filler, you would think it was a Rodeo Drive plastic surgeon’s office —the kind that stopped you in your tracks, stripped of artificiality, and tethered you to the present moment.

And then there was him.

Olive skin, the color of tea with honey, kissed with undertones of warmth, like peach, softening into the faint flush of his lips. The contrast was arresting—cool, ethereal blue eyes shaded by lush raven curls that seemed to defy gravity and order, falling just shy of obscuring their brilliance. They weren’t just blue—they were alive. Not quite charcoal, not quite slate. Glaucous, maybe? Adam didn’t know the exact hue, only that they seemed to hold stories untold, depths unplumbed, and secrets worth discovering. Adam was mesmerized.

His gaze fell to the rest of him, the subtle architecture of his body pulling Adam’s attention in. He wore dark, well-fitted jeans that framed shapely thighs and tapered down to reveal his delicate left ankle. A hummingbird tattoo sat there, a splash of color that felt unexpectedly soft yet vibrant—a quiet rebellion against the structured masculinity of his attire.

The purple and blue pinstriped button-up shirt clung to him in a way that teased hidden strength, the fabric taut across his chest and shoulders, gaping just slightly at the top buttons, exposing a sliver of golden skin. The tan-brown blazer he wore hung effortlessly, draped across angular shoulders that carried themselves with confidence and elegance. Adam believed that this was the kind of man that looked good in anything... or better yet, nothing at all.

It wasn’t just his looks—it was his presence. Everything about him was deliberate yet unassuming, polished yet natural. And Adam found himself frozen, held captive by the sheer magnetism of this stranger who seemed to embody the kind of beauty you didn’t see on screens or in galleries. This was the kind of beauty that lived, breathed, and existed right in front of him, leaving Adam utterly awestruck.

“I ... yeah... I follow him on IG. He kinda reminds me of some of the work by one of the artists who did the paintings for Nia DaCosta’s Candyman.” The stranger takes a step forward, “I love that movie!”, he says beaming (another step closer), “Once I get home,” now taking a seat beside Adam on the floor, “I'm watching either that or Eyes Wide Shut.”

“Eyes Wide Shut?!” Adam gapes at him.

“Yep!” he shrugs. “It’s my favorite movie”

“So, you plan to go home, kick off your shoes, relax your feet? Party on down to the XSCAPE beat, just kick it and settle in for some good ol’ kinky fuckery?”

At this, the stranger emits a thundering, unreserved laugh, his head falling back and leaning against the wall behind them. Adam’s stomach flutters.

“Did you just quote XSCAPE and Fifty Shade of Grey in the same sentence? There’s gotta be some laws against that.” Adam is taken in by the warmth in that laughter, so comforting and deep, he’s sure that if he leaned in, he would be swallowed whole.

Not that he’d mind.

“Well...” Adam subconsciously resumes rubbing his earlobe. “I won't tell if you won't.” The other man runs his hands through his fringe, cheeks pinkening, he seemed to lose some of the previous confidence, revealing this bashful beauty beside him. “So... um... are you an English Lit major?” It wasn’t what Adam wanted to say, but in the hopes of continuing their conversation, it was the first thing he thought to ask.

The shorter man’s head tilted to the side as his brow furrowed for a moment, confused. It was adorable and Adam wanted to reach out with shaking hands and smooth it away. 

“Psychoanalytic criticism?” Adam reminded him.

“Oh! Right! My intellectual grandstanding... sorry about that. That was so fucking rude of me.” Again, he runs his hands through curly ebony locks. A hint of coconut wafts into Adam’s orbit and this time his stomach doesn’t just flutter, it summersaults, it spins and wraps itself into knots that Adam doesn’t know if it will ever untangle.

Adam shrugs, “Its only rude if the answer is wrong, and I don’t think it is, so apology not taken.” 

“What makes you think it’s right?” his knees leaned slightly toward Adam, “I could know nothing at all about...what was it again?” He asks feigning confusion.

The chuckle escaped Adam’s lips before he could stop it, soft and low. He shifted slightly, angling his body so that their knees touched. The contact was subtle but electrifying, heat sparking through the layers of denim that separated them. It lingered, searing its way into Adam's awareness like a brand.

“First, fuck you," Adam teased, his voice carrying a warmth that betrayed his sharp words. "And second, it’s psychoanalytic criticism, and you know it. Besides..."

He trailed off, losing the battle to steady his heart as it raced against his chest. His heart is beating too fast. This guy is too pretty and Adam’s composure was slipping fast. He glanced away, trying to gather himself, but then he felt it.

The touch was faint, so light it could’ve been imagined, yet impossibly real. The warmth returned, this time over his right hand. A single fingertip brushed over his middle finger, tentative, testing the boundaries between them.

Adam froze, his gaze dropping to their hands as his breath caught in his throat. The sensation was delicate, as though it carried the weight of something unspoken. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. The gentle graze became a slow, deliberate movement—a quiet exploration of the space between them. It felt significant, like an unspoken agreement made through the smallest of touches.

Then he heard it—an intake of breath, soft and audible. But it wasn’t his.

Adam looked up, his chest tightening as their gazes met. His eyes, a stormy swirl of blue-gray, were fixed on their hands, just like Adam’s. There was something so raw and unguarded about the way he looked at the union of their bodies, even in this infinitesimal way.

The weight of it struck Adam like a tidal wave—tangible, yearning, fond, admiring, and kind. It was ridiculous, silly, and juvenile to feel so much from something so small, so fleeting. But he felt it anyway. And as Adam studied the soft parting of his lips, the way his brows knitted with quiet wonder, Adam was pretty sure he felt it too.

Fucking sap! He thought to himself.

“Besides, what?” the stranger says quietly, eyes still on their hands resting on Adam right leg.

“W-well,” Adam stammers. “You don’t seem like...an ultracrepidarian.”  Adam winces as the word leaves his lips. Damn his parents for giving him Word of the Day calendars every year. Damn his arduous hours of SAT prep. Damn it all! 

Adam prepared to mourn the loss of skin to skin; the caress as soothing as a lullaby; already anticipating the glacial feeling that would envelope him once the stranger drifted away; instead of less, there’s more. Additional warmth spreads as the neurons that are embedded in his epidermis send an explosion throughout his nervous system. The simple caress ended when nimble fingers, index and middle, slipped into the space between Adam’s thumb and pointer, grasping his palm lightly while continuing the torturous brush of his thumb on the back of Adam’s hand. He shakily releases a breath he didn’t even realize he was holding, expelling the built-up carbon dioxide from his lungs.

“Talk about intellectual grandstanding.” the stranger says huskily, almost a whisper. “Ultracrepidarian... wow. That may have been the sexiest thing I've ever heard.”

At this confession, Adam forces himself to look away from their hands and that’s when he’s sure. This man feels it too, whatever this is. 

Azure eyes meet the golden flecks in Adam’s. He was familiar with the idea of instant attraction. The concept that strangers meeting in a wooded clearing, Victorian balconies, palace banquets or both reaching for the very last bottle of champagne on New Years Eve. They spot the other from across a room and float towards each other on a cloud of infatuation and the undeniable knowledge that this person was the one. 

Adam also knew it was complete bullshit. He was aware that instant attraction was a heady mix of horniness and desperation and that previous undeniable knowledge, could easily wain for an endless number of reasons and most of those instant attractions ended badly 99% of the time.

Adam knew this. He was aware. But still, here they sat, knees touching, hands intertwined, soundtrack of rainfall peppering the windowpanes, Adam found himself thinking, “But what about that 1%?”

“I... I can say more words if you like.” Adam says, gently tugging the hand that holds his own further into his lap, closing the distance between them. The stranger's eyes widened, seemingly unsure yet curious, which made the side of Adam’s lips curve into a smile as they continued to lean in until their cheeks rested against one another. 

In his eagerness, Adam hadn’t thought this through, because now here he was, entirely enveloped in this man’s fragrance of coconut and jasmine. Talk about a heady mix. Adam’s lips skim over his ear. In a voice he hoped wasn’t as shaky as he felt, he whispered, “Pulchritudinous...” There is an inhalation of breath, fingers in his hand squeeze and Adam can't help his widening smile as he continues, “ tergiuersation... polyphiloprogenitive.” Adam begins to pull away, not trusting that he wouldn’t drift millimeters lower and capture this man’s pulse point with lips he was already moistening. Then there are words being said to him, warm breath dancing across his ears and neck and Adam bites back a groan.

In a timbre that was thick and modulated; tremulous and smokey; breathy and honeyed, “Tell me the truth, how many of those words did you make up on the spot?” 

Adam threw his head back in hearty laughter that echos around the small space and the man’s face is illuminated, his smile reaching his eyes, causing the skin to crinkle there.

They sit in silence, the air between them settled into something warm and comfortable, a quiet cocoon where only their hands, their shared scent, and soft laughter mattered. Adam couldn’t stop the fleeting glance at the stranger's mouth—peachy, pillowy, the bottom lip full and inviting. A small dart of his tongue across it only deepened the longing in Adam's chest. He wanted to be the one pulling that lip between his own, tasting the moans that would escape between them, but he hesitated, unsure.

Instead, he glanced up into those blue-gray eyes, darting back and forth between his mouth and his gaze, silently asking for permission. The stranger’s eyes softened, and a small nod was all Adam needed. He leaned forward, just barely, but before he could close the distance, a shrill, blaring ringtone shattered the moment.

“Shit!” The stranger exclaimed, pulling the phone from his back pocket and fumbling to silence it. “Shit! Fuck! Tits!” he muttered, unsteady as he scrambled to his feet, sending a small avalanche of books crashing to the floor. His curses filled the space, but they were barely more than a humorous echo to Adam’s dazed state.

“Let me help,” Adam said, snapping himself back to reality. Moving forward on his knees, he gathered the books the stranger had missed in his frantic haste. As he sat up, a sudden realization hit him—he was still crouched in a position that had his body aligned in a way that felt very intimate. Their current position is precarious to say the least, as he knelt crotch height on his knees, Adam quickly shifted, almost flustered. "Um... here you go."

As he handed the books back, the briefest touch of their fingers sent an electric jolt through his system. It wasn’t the static shock of socked feet on carpet, but something deeper, an undercurrent of sensation that left Adam breathless. To be clear, Adam had never experienced the sensation of being electrocuted, but the lightning that passes between the modest brush of their fingers, feels like millions of bolts leapt and dispersed in undetectable bursts and leaves him speechless. 

“I...” He opened his mouth, words caught in his throat, but before he could finish, the stranger’s phone rang again.

“Shit! I’ve gotta go.” the stranger muttered, panic in his voice, his body moving swiftly toward the door. Adam’s thoughts scrambled to catch up, his mind racing with what had just happened. 

“Wait!” he called out, his voice slightly strained. “I... um... I
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