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Chapter 1

Dustin Hanson sprawled out on the unforgiving mattress in his dorm room.  A notebook with doodles in the margin lay open by his hand.  "Did I already read this part?" he asked himself aloud as he stared at his Western World Literature textbook.  The words all seemed jumbled together like a bowl of alphabet soup.

Dustin sighed as he wondered why he, the guy with the 3.95 GPA, couldn't come up with a decent answer as to why the Pardoner in Chaucer's Canterbury Tales was the most controversial of the pilgrims.  He remembered the professor saying in class, "Some scholars claim the text asserts that the Pardoner character is gay or bisexual."

He could use that!  Surely, being gay would have been controversial in medieval Europe, just slightly more so than it was back in his small town high school in Oklahoma!

He eagerly wrote a few words in his notebook and then stretched his neck.  When his eyes glanced up at the bottom of the unoccupied bunk bed above him, his concentration flew out the window.  That explained why he couldn't focus on his homework – all Dustin could think about was Jeff Ridgewood, the blond-haired, blue-eyed god that slept on top of him!

Well, Jeff didn't sleep on top of him so much (Dustin only wished) as above him, in the upper bunk.  Dustin would lay in bed at night letting his hand wander below his waistline while he stared up at the way his roommate's ass sagged in the cheap, college-issued mattress.  His mind imagined what it would be like if the mattress, as well as Jeff's clothes, magically disappeared giving him a full view of...

"Ouch!" Dustin pinched his own hand to stop the daydream and bring himself abruptly back to reality.  How could he, the studious geek who worked in the college library and said words like "gosh" and "darn," ever hope to get it on with a stud – even a gay one, like Jeff?

Jeff played on several college sports teams, worked out like a fiend, and even partied with the straight frat boys!  Instead of being the token gay guy hanging around their crowd so the frat could claim its annual required brownie points with the College Diversity Office, Jeff was actually the sought after "cool gay guy" on campus.  The frat dudes all went to him for advice like on that old show Queer Eye for the Straight Guy.

Dustin loved to watch Jeff in action.  Jeff would advise a macho frat guy, practically reduced to tears, how to get back in the good graces of a pissed off girlfriend.  He even had to explain to the frat guys how to ask out a special girl in the first place.  Imagine, the hottest straight guys on campus went to gay Jeff to learn how to treat a woman!  

"It's not their fault that society doesn't teach those straight boys common sense and manners," Jeff would say to Dustin with a wink as the latest frat hunk would stroll out of their dorm room with a new-found confidence to put his love life in order.

Dustin absently doodled in his notebook.  If only he could get up the nerve to ask Jeff for some advice himself, namely on how to get the gay guy of his dreams – the one right in front of his face, yet hopelessly out of his reach.



Chapter 2

"Hey, Little Dude," Jeff called out as he entered the dorm room using his nickname for Dustin.  Since Jeff stood several inches taller and dozens of pounds heavier in comparison, the moniker fit perfectly.  It also allowed Jeff as the older roommate to assert his status as a junior as opposed to Dustin's status as a freshman.

The two young men had been paired as roommates by the Student Life Office's pilot program of mixing grade levels in the dormitories.  The fact that they were both gay was just a convenient coincidence.

Jeff covered his eyes with his baseball glove.  "You're not jerking off in here or doing anything else you don't want me to see, are ya?"

Dustin longed to point out that in some ways he did indeed want Jeff to see him pleasuring himself!  Nonetheless, he laughed off Jeff's teasing and said, "You can open your eyes, I'm just working on some English homework.  Fully clothed!"

Jeff dropped his baseball glove on the desk.  He chewed his gum as he eyed his roommate up and down with a smirk.  "Maybe I'm just a bit disappointed I didn't catch ya doin' the one-handed tango."

Dustin lowered his glasses and peered over the top rims.  "Did you just call masturbation the, um, one-handed tango?"

Jeff shrugged and snapped his gum.

"So, how was practice?" Dustin asked more as an attempt to change the subject than anything else.  He didn't really know the difference between line drives and fly balls.  His knowledge of baseball pretty much began and ended with the sexual position euphemisms of "pitcher" and "catcher."

"I fooled two guys in a rundown and stole home base."

"That's good, right?"

Jeff smiled.  "Yeah, that's good.  So what are you doing here on a Thursday evening?  Why aren't you working at the library?"

Dustin didn't realize that Jeff paid that much attention to his schedule.  He wondered if his roommate was getting blown by hot guys in their room while he was shelving books and shushing people in the library every Thursday evening.  "Oh, the library had a couple rooms painted because of the water leak from the big storm last week.  Then, the ventilation system was malfunctioning so they closed down the building because of the paint fumes."

"Their loss.  My gain."

"How's that?"

"I know just what you need, Little Dude," the athlete announced.

Dustin's throat went dry.  "You do?" he croaked out.

"Yeah.  I've got a big surprise for you!"

"Surprise?  For me?"

"What are you, an echo chamber all of a sudden?  I've just got to get out of these clothes first."  Jeff grabbed the hem of his jersey with one hand and whipped it over his head.

Even though it happened so fast, Dustin's perception altered the movement to slow motion.  It felt like watching a sculptor rip the sheet off his latest masterpiece, which turned out to be the perfectly-sculpted upper torso of a Greek god.  Dustin stopped breathing for a second when Jeff wiped the shirt across his sweaty and lightly hairy pecs.

How could he bother to breathe when he was about to make love to the only man he'd wanted since the day he laid eyes on him?  Dustin remembered it all too well.  He'd walked into the dorm room on that late August day and saw Jeff casually lounging on the bed with his head resting on his bulging bicep.

He couldn't believe how lucky he was to have a hot roommate like that.  Jeff soon told him that he was gay.  Instead of telling Jeff about his own sexuality and finally coming out to someone, Dustin had kept it all bottled up inside.  Somehow it was just easier to fantasize about Jeff than admit his feelings for his roommate and risk rejection.

In the eight months since that fateful day, Dustin had spent all his free time daydreaming about Jeff – even though Jeff thought of him only as a friend.  Well, until now, apparently.  That thought, not to mention the half-naked hunk in front of him, put a smile on Dustin's face and sent a wave of excitement between his legs.

Jeff unbuckled his belt with his other hand.  "I'm gonna hop in the shower and when I get back we'll pick out something for you to wear."

"Wear?"

"You're killing me with the whole parrot thing today, man."  Jeff playfully tossed his sweat-soaked jersey across the room.

It landed smack dab on Dustin's face.  The young man felt his cheeks flush warm.  He closed his eyes and breathed in his roommate's musky after-practice scent.  Dustin reluctantly lowered the shirt.  His only motivation to do so was the anticipation of seeing Jeff strip down completely.

Jeff, still clothed from the waist down, had just started to walk through the bathroom door when Dustin opened his eyes.  The shirtless stud looked back over his shoulder.  "Oh, and lose the glasses.  Put your contacts in.  You're gonna want perfect vision for where we're going tonight."

The bathroom door closed and Jeff disappeared behind it.  Dustin waited a moment until he heard the baseball uniform pants drop to the floor with the quiet clang of the belt buckle against the tile.  A few seconds later, he heard the water splashing against the shower wall.

Dustin sat on his bed, alone, feeling like a complete fool.  Thank goodness he hadn't said anything to let Jeff know what he had been thinking!  The gorgeous jock probably would have laughed him right out of the dorm room and off the campus grounds entirely.

Dustin's mind raced.  So, Jeff didn't want to make love to him after all.  But the question remained, what exactly were Jeff's plans for the two of them?



Chapter 3

"Boston!  That sign said: Boston next six exits!" Dustin said with his eyes taking in the suddenly looming skyline in the distance as the car rounded the curve in the highway.

"Sure did!" Jeff agreed as he tapped his fingers rhythmically against the steering wheel.

"But, that's like, you know – the city!"

"No kidding."  Jeff glanced across at his roommate and rolled his eyes.  "You, my friend, need this.  You need to get out into the real world.  You haven't even left campus since school started."

"That's not true.  I left at Christmas break."

Jeff side-eyed him again.  "You went home.  To Oklahoma.  To a farm!"

Dustin sunk down in the seat and shrugged.  "I've never seen this much traffic," he commented to change the subject as the constant pulsating brake lights of the surrounding cars reminded him of a field full of fireflies back home.

"Imagine that, and not a tractor in sight."  The impish grin on Jeff's face prevented Dustin from getting mad at him.

A few minutes after they exited the highway, Dustin's jaw dropped open as he looked at the signs in  some of the open lots.  "It cost fifteen dollars?  To park?  Are they serious?"

"Lots of things are different in the big city."

Dustin stared out of the car windows at the huge buildings.  He craned his neck, but still couldn't see the tops of some of the skyscrapers.  "I'm surprised to see this many people out at this time," he said when he noticed that the sidewalks teemed with pedestrians even though it was almost nine at night.

"Some areas have more people in the evening and at night than they do during the day."

A group of college kids walked along the sidewalk laughing and joking as they passed the car.  Dustin suddenly envied them because something occurred to him for the first time.

Even though he'd gotten out of the stifling small town he grew up in and gone halfway across the country to go to college, he had recreated that same small town bubble atmosphere around himself.  He spent all his time in the library and in his dorm room instead of getting out and exploring everything (and everyone, perhaps) that the campus had to offer.

Dustin said to Jeff, "I know our campus is busy sometimes, but this is crazy.  Everything here just seems so - alive!"

"I know what you mean.  The city definitely has its own vibe," Jeff agreed.  The tires screeched around a corner.  "This area is called Back Bay.  It's where I lived most of my life until high school when my parents split up and I moved out of town with my mom."

"Oh, wow.  I didn't know you grew up in the city.  That's cool.  Not about your parents splitting up, I mean."

"It's OK.  They're happier apart.  Some people just aren't meant to be together, ya know?"

"True, but some people are...they just don't know it.  Yet."

"Hmm, makes sense, I guess," Jeff said as he and another driver who passed dangerously close to the car exchanged rude gestures.

Dustin marveled at the buildings that lined both sides of the street.  Most of them were made of brick, not the brick facade of the buildings in the suburbs.  "I know there's a name for this style of building..."

"Brownstones."

"Yes!  That's it," Dustin said still taking it all in.  Many of the buildings had stores on the first level or the level that many people would consider a basement.  They were five or six steps down from the sidewalk.  They reminded the young man of split level ranch houses in which you either have to go upstairs or downstairs immediately upon entering.

Dustin recognized clothing and restaurant chains as the same ones found in malls around the country.  It seemed strange to him to see them standing side by side in rows in these buildings.

Jeff pointed and said, "See that window up on the third floor with the light on?  Our condo was the unit right next to it.  Even though these buildings look old on the outside, most of them have been completely renovated over the last twenty years.  It kind of fascinates me when something looks one way on the outside, but surprises you on the inside.  What do you library geeks like to say?  Don't judge a book by its cover?"

Again, Jeff's irresistible and teasing smile prevented Dustin from getting offended.  Dustin wished he had the courage to tell Jeff exactly what library geeks like to say about their drop dead gorgeous roommates!

"This looks good," Jeff announced as he abruptly swung the car into a parking spot on the street which Dustin thought came awfully close to blocking a fire hydrant.  Jeff squeezed the vehicle between a sleek, new Mercedes and an old beat-up truck.  Dustin liked the contrast.

"Now, will you finally tell me what we're doing here in Boston?" Dustin asked as he followed Jeff across a busy intersection.

"Patience, young Jedi," Jeff smiled.



Chapter 4

"Did you see that?  That girl we passed had green hair!" Dustin stage-whispered, which meant that everyone on the block heard him.  The girl in question just turned around and laughed.

"I don't know what you're so surprised about.  Don't students from the art department ever go in the library?"

"OK, touché.  But her skirt also had at least fifty holes in it!"

"Welcome to the big city, Little Dude!"

Dustin stopped for a moment and glanced over his shoulder, but the girl had disappeared into the crowd.  He jogged a few steps to catch up with Jeff.  The last thing he needed was to get separated from him in the middle of Boston.

"We're cutting across here," Jeff pointed to the sudden open area in front of them.  All the trees on Boston Common were in full bloom.  The sweet smell of fresh cut grass permeated the air.

The two young men passed an elderly man and woman sitting on a bench holding hands.  A group of foreign travelers held up their cell phones and took pictures of everything while speaking a language Dustin didn't recognize.  A broken lamppost completed the scene.

They left Boston Common and headed down another busy street.  Up ahead of them, Dustin noticed a lot of guys standing around on the sidewalk in one particular spot.

"And we're here!" Jeff announced.

"We're where?"

Jeff pointed to the sign above their heads.  "Illusions."

A guy with slick-backed hair and tight jeans that clung to his ass like a second skin walked out of the building.  He paused as he walked by Dustin.  The stranger stood close and stared directly into the young man's eyes.  "Nice!" the guy said with an approving nod as he shuffled down the sidewalk.

Dustin instinctively moved closer to Jeff.  "Did you see that?  It was creepy.  I guess he liked this shirt you told me to wear."  (Jeff had gone through Dustin's closet earlier and picked a button down black shirt which he declared the "dressiest casual thing in there.)

"He wasn't talking about your clothes, silly," Jeff told him.

"Then what did he mean?  Why was he looking at me like that?"

"Because you're cute," Jeff answered matter-of-factly and went back to surveying the crowd himself as he put a friendly arm around Dustin's shoulders.

Dustin closed his eyes.  He felt his knees go weak as he experienced the warmth of the muscular arm land across his back from shoulder to shoulder.  He wanted to turn his head and bury it in the crook of Jeff's neck while throwing his own arms around Jeff's waist and pulling the hot stud into a long and breathless embrace...

Reality soon intruded on the pleasant daydream.  He might be in the big city in Massachusetts, home of the first legal gay marriages in the country, but still, they were on a busy public street.  What if someone didn't like the fact that one guy had his arm around another, even in a friendly gesture?

Dustin opened his eyes and nervously scanned the crowd around them.  Then the proverbial ton of bricks fell on his head!  Out of the thirty or forty people on the sidewalk, only four of them were women and they all stood together.  Dustin grabbed Jeff's arm.  Even in the relative darkness, he was sure Jeff could see his face turning white.  "This is a gay club, isn't it?" Dustin said louder than he meant to.  Several men glanced his way.

"Surprise!" Jeff beamed.

"But how did you know?  I never said anything about being gay all this time we've known each other."

Jeff folded his arms.  His fingers rested on his round, worked out biceps.  "Come on, Little Dude, really?  Like you needed to actually tell me!  Look around you.  You're not in Oklahoma anymore, Dorothy."

Even though he wore his contacts per Jeff's earlier instructions, Dustin reflexively pushed the bridge of his nose in the space where his glasses usually rested. "I think that's what they call a mixed  reference-"

Jeff interrupted.  "You know what I mean, smart guy."

Dustin simply shook his head in agreement.

"So, let's go..."

"I can't, I mean, I shouldn't," Dustin stammered.

"Why not?"

"I've never been to a gay club before," he admitted, hoping it wouldn't make Jeff think any less of him.

"No shit, Sherlock!  That's exactly why I brought you here tonight."

"Besides, they won't let me in anyway.  You're twenty-one.  I'm still eighteen," Dustin pointed out.

"Thursday nights are eighteen and over.  Of course you can't get alcohol unless you're twenty one.  Or know the right people."

"That's illegal!"

"Lighten up.  So what else have you got?  Huh?  Let's get the excuses out of the way so we can get to the fun."

Dustin tapped his foot on the ground saying, "Um" and "Ah" while he stalled for time.  "Well, because it's a gay club, someone might see me.  Someone I know."

"Here's another mixed reference for you.  You do the math to figure this out... if you see someone you know in a gay club, then that probably means what?"

"OK, weak point," Dustin conceded.

"Good.  Glad we've settled that."  Jeff stepped closer to the door, but Dustin remained bolted to the sidewalk.

"What do people, you know, do in there?" Dustin asked.

"The usual...voodoo ceremonies, orgies around chocolate fountains, and naked knitting.  Yep, naked knitting is really big in gay clubs this year."

"You're making fun of me," Dustin pouted.

"And you sound like one of those whackos on a cable news talk show asking what do 'those people'  do in a place 'like that?'"

"You're right," Dustin admitted with a sigh.  "I guess I was being kind of silly."

"To answer your question seriously, they do the same thing people do at straight clubs.  Dance.  Drink.  Meet people.  Well, I'm going in.  You can either come in with me or stay out here by yourself."  Jeff flashed a devilish grin.

"You wouldn't dare..."

Jeff pulled out his driver's license and headed for the door.

Of course, Dustin followed him.  The two young men stepped into the world of Illusions.


Chapter 5

The pulsating rhythm hit them like a shock wave.  The bouncer guarding the door looked like a professional wrestler who bench-pressed motorcycles in his spare time.  They showed their licenses to him and he waved them through.

They walked down a long, narrow, and sloping hallway to get into the club.  "Reminds you of a subway ramp, doesn't it?" Jeff asked over the music.

"I don't know.  I've never been on a subway," Dustin half-shouted back.

The tunnel-like walls were painted black.  Multicolored neon lights sprung to life by flashing for a second and then fading into darkness.  They were designed to make the club patrons wonder if they were really there or just imagining them.  Illusions!

At the end of the hallway, they reached a huge main room.  The music blared louder.  "I can feel the bass passing right through me," Dustin commented.

"They'll pump up the music even louder as the night goes on and more people arrive," Jeff explained.

"It seems pretty crowded to me already."

"In a couple hours, there will be twice as many people."

Three separate bars sold drinks in different parts of the large room.  Jeff pointed towards one and asked, "Would you like me to get us some soda?"

"You're not going to leave me here alone," Dustin said, almost in a panic.  He followed Jeff so closely on the way to the bar that he bumped into him three times.

"Hey, Jeff!" a voice called from behind them.  Dustin turned to see a hot jock type push his wavy hair to the side with one hand as he slapped Jeff on the back with the other hand.

Jeff introduced them.  Dustin thought the jock's grip would break his hand!  Standing there with his soda and looking around at the crowd, he started to wonder what he had been so nervous about.  Now that he was in the club, it really didn't seem any different than a school dance.  Except for the part about the crowd being ninety-five percent men and many of them shirtless!

Dustin excused himself so Jeff could catch up with the friend.  Dustin figured if they were more than friends, then there was nothing he could do about it anyway.  Obviously, Jeff wouldn't be interested in him when the man could have his pick of perfectly-toned fellow athletes like that.

The dance floor seemed alive with movement.  Some of the guys danced like professionals in music videos.  Their amazing bodies moved in perfect sync with the music.  A couple shirtless hunks were dirty dancing, but the music was so fast that most people weren't really touching each other.

Dustin made his way to another room of the club.  He noticed the spinning disco ball on the ceiling as it threw sparkles of light in every direction.  This room had only one bar and the average age of the crowd skewed older.

The DJ periodically welcomed newcomers as they streamed into the oldies room, telling them that they would experience the best mix of 70's, 80's and 90's music in all of Boston.  Dustin appreciated that the volume of the music was definitely set lower than in the main room.  At least a person could hear himself think in here and even have a conversation if he wanted to.

Dustin soon wanted to rethink his idea about conversations when a thirty-something man wearing a white short sleeve shirt and black leather vest eyed him across the room.  The man danced his way over surreptitiously until he got so close that Dustin tried to take a step back.  That didn't work at all since Dustin forgot he was already leaning against the wall.

The guy pulled his phone out of his pocket.  "Too bad.  I don't see you showing up on my app.  So what are you here for tonight?  You ready to hook up?" he asked in a sexy and seductive voice.

"Hook up?"

"Yeah, you know, have sex, man."

"I know what it means," Dustin snapped.

"You have nice eyes," the stranger said as he reached out and caressed Dustin's face without asking.

"Hey!" Dustin said, pushing the offending hand away.  

"What's with the 'tude?  You just crawl out of the closet or something?"  He didn't wait for a response.  "I get it, you think you're Mr. Hot Stuff because you're so young and cute.  You can't be more than what, nineteen or twenty?"

"Eighteen," Dustin corrected him.

"Of course.  And I look like an old troll to you because I'm past my thirtieth birthday."

"I never said that or thought it.  You just surprised me by asking if I wanted to have sex with you.  I don't even know your name!"

"I see.  You like to play sweet and innocent.  What's next?  Are you going to tell me you're a virgin?"

"As a matter of fact-" Dustin began indignantly.  Then he stopped.  He didn't know why he was debating any of this with a horny stranger.

The revelation of his innocent status got the guy even more excited.  "We can fix that little problem right now.  My car is outside, just down the block."  Reacting to Dustin's unbelieving stare, he flexed his arm and said, "You could do a lot worse than me tonight, buddy."

Dustin pursed his lips.  "That would be awfully difficult.  When you're at the bottom, there's nowhere to go but up."

The guy snorted an acknowledgment, but didn't move.

"I believe the young gentlemen has made his intentions clear.  Perhaps you should move along," said a deep masculine voice on the other side of Dustin.

Dustin turned around.  His gaze landed at the other man's chin level.  Dustin looked up into his eyes.

The tall man, about twenty-five years old, glanced down and smiled.  His dark eyes and olive complexion looked European.  Though he had only spoken a couple sentences,  Dustin detected a slight accent, but couldn't place its origin.  The man's finely tailored clothes hugged his body perfectly in all the right places.

The horny stranger who had touched Dustin without permission decided he didn't want to be so easily brushed aside or told what to do by someone else.  He turned to the interloper and said, "I believe you should mind your own business.  I saw him first."  He took a threatening step forward, clearly meant to show his aggression and mark his territory, so to speak.  

Suddenly, a six foot five, two hundred and eighty pound gorilla of a man appeared out of nowhere.  He stepped between the two men with his arms folded.  He merely stared down at the first guy who had spoken to Dustin and touched him.  The muscle man didn't have to use words.  His expression said everything: Make one more move towards either man and lose whatever body part you lead off with!

"Screw it, you hot little twinks are never worth the high maintenance anyway."  The rude man gave them all a dramatic sneer and skulked off, pushing his way across the dance floor.

The giant muscle man also faded back into the crowd.

"Gosh, that was intense.  I guess that was one of the bouncers, although he didn't have one of those staff t-shirts on," Dustin observed.

The tall man with the accent corrected him.  "He works for me.  He's one of my bodyguards."


Chapter 6

"Bodyguards?" Dustin echoed with a quizzical look.  "Oh, do you own the club or something?"

"No, but I can buy it for you if you like."

Dustin thought that was an odd thing to say.  Even odder, the dark-complexioned man didn't seem to be joking.  "What on earth are you talking about?"

"If you like the club, I would be happy to purchase it for you.  Well, really for me, as an investment, but you'd be welcome to have as much input as you like."  Responding to Dustin's look of confusion, the man explained further, "That's why I came on this trip to America.  Well, one of the reasons anyway.  To answer your original question, yes, that man is one of my bodyguards, part of my royal security detail."

"Are you insane?  Wait, why am I asking you?  If you were insane, you wouldn't know it!  This is my first time in a gay club and I don't know why I keep attracting crazy people tonight!"

The dark-skinned man laughed.  "Please forgive my inexcusable momentary lapse of manners.  I can understand why you were taken aback.  I failed to properly introduce myself."  He extended his hand for shaking.  "I'm Prince Thaddeus of Caldavia."

Reluctantly, Dustin offered his hand in return.  At least this guy was polite about it and didn't go all grabby-hands on him.  "I'm Dustin."  The unexpected firmness of the handshake caught Dustin off guard for a moment.  "Dustin Hanson," he added his last name as an afterthought, like that would make him sound more prestigious or something.

"My friends just call me Tad, though.  It's a little shorter than Your Royal Highness and all those other fancy titles that get thrown around."

"You're putting me on, right?  Do you have hidden cameras somewhere to try to catch people's reactions when they think they've met royalty?"  Dustin scanned the crowd to see if anyone seemed to be secretly filming them.  You can forget it.  I'm not signing any release forms.  I have no interest in being on some cheap reality TV show."

Tad looked amused.  "You're a feisty one, aren't you?  I can see you didn't need my intervention at all.  I think you could have taken care of yourself with that other guy just fine."

"Thank you."

Tad took a deep breath and started talking almost in a bored way, like a professor who has given the exact same lecture in one too many semesters.  "I know Caldavia might sound like a strange name.  A lot of Americans have never heard of it.  It's an independent Greek island located in-"

Dustin interrupted and rattled off, "Once an ancient center of trade, it's now one of the leading tourist destinations in the Mediterranean, renowned for both its natural beauty and extensive nightlife.  With relaxed liquor licensing laws like Las Vegas here in the United States, the island has become a tourist mecca, especially for cruise ships, bringing immense wealth to  many of the inhabitants as well as to the royal government."

Tad's eyebrows shot up in surprise.  "I've never met a random American who knew that much about my country.  I'm highly impressed."

Dustin shrugged.  "Don't be.  That's what happens when you think getting an A in social studies is more important than having a life!  That still doesn't mean I'm convinced that you actually come from Caldavia or that you're a member of its royal family."

Tad laughed.  "A healthy skepticism is a sign of an intelligent mind.  Something tells me you're wise beyond your years.  So, tell me, Dustin, why would anyone lie about being a Caldavian prince?"

"I know a couple girls in my Biology 101 class who come in every Monday morning sharing wild stories of their clubbing adventures from the weekend.  They love to fool guys into thinking they're French girls on vacation here in the USA.  It works every time.  The best part is, neither one of them can speak French!  Why would they want to fool strangers into thinking they're from France?"

"Now what would I know about girls?" Tad teased.

"Fair enough."

"But I do know how to prove I'm really Prince Thaddeus of Caldavia.  My arrival was covered in the Boston news.  Just pull out your phone and check some of the local coverage."

"OK.  Challenge accepted."  Dustin swiped his fingers over the screen and tapped the virtual keyboard.  A couple seconds later, he found a story in the Boston Globe business section about Prince Thaddeus's visit, explaining the emphasis on finding investment opportunities.  The prince's cute and dimpled smiling face in the article was indeed the hot Greek guy standing in front of him in Illusions.  "I humbly apologize, Your Royal Highness," Dustin said seriously.

"I told you that my friends call me Tad."

"Ah, but I'm not your friend," Dustin pointed out.

"Perhaps not yet," the prince said with a twinkle in his eye.

"You're very attractive and you seem like a nice guy-"

"Sounds like there's a "but" coming my way.  Disappointingly, that's "but" with one "T" instead of two."

Dustin laughed despite not wanting to encourage the prince.

"Finally.  The young man smiles.  What an engaging smile it is too."

"Thank you," Dustin replied with his eyes downcast.

"You know something, I don't usually have to work this hard to get another guy interested in spending time with me."

"I'm sure.  Well, it's just that..." Dustin stopped.

"Perhaps another man holds your heartstrings?  And it's...complicated?" Tad prompted.

"Yeah.  Something like that."

"The course of true love never did run smooth," Tad quoted.

Dustin's jaw dropped open.  He couldn't believe what had happened since he got up that morning.  Twelve hours ago, he'd never even told anyone about being gay.  Now, here he stood in the middle of a gay club in Boston being pursued by a Shakespeare-quoting Greek prince who looked like a Greek god come to life.  He wondered exactly whose life he was suddenly living.

"Is something wrong?"

"No, it's just that you quoted William Shakespeare.  A Midsummer Night's Dream."

Prince Thaddeus nodded his approval.  "You're educated in the classics.  Yes, that's part of Lysander's speech.  Act one, scene one," Tad affirmed.

Dustin smiled again.  "Now you're just showing off!"

"Maybe a little.  For you."

Dustin blushed.  He knew it would happen, but there was no way he could stop it.

"May I see your phone?" Tad inquired.

"Sure.  Here."

Tad tapped the screen a few times and his own phone rang in his pocket.  He handed the cell phone back to Dustin saying, "There, now our numbers are in each other's phone memories.  Should you wish to contact me if your love life becomes 'uncomplicated,' I shall be in the United States for a couple weeks.  I shall look forward to hearing from you."

Tad held out his hand and Dustin reciprocated.  Instead of shaking it as Dustin expected, Tad carefully gripped his fingers and turned his hand over.  The prince raised the back of Dustin's hand to his lips and lightly kissed the young man's fair skin.

Dustin felt a tingle go up his arm from Tad's day's worth of beard growth.  Coming from anyone else, the gesture would have seemed phony or even comical, but from Prince Thaddeus of Caldavia, a kiss on the back of the hand seemed appropriate.

"It was a pleasure meeting you.  Good evening, Dustin."

"Good-bye...Tad."

The prince's dimples popped in response to Dustin using his first name.  He soon disappeared into the crowd.  Dustin noticed the large bodyguard unobtrusively appear again and follow the prince.  As unobtrusively as a six foot five, two hundred and eighty pound bodyguard can move anyway.


Chapter 7

Dustin returned to the main dance room with its loud music and overwhelming beats.

Jeff had been right about the crowd; it did increase as the night went on.  Dustin took in the atmosphere and the men.  He looked from face to face.  Some had beards, some had clean-shaven cheeks.  Some had glasses, some had chains around their necks.  A few guys had long hair, but most had short, close-cropped cuts.

Ironically, what struck him most was the normalcy of it all.  "Just a bunch of guys – who all happen to be gay," Dustin said out loud, although nobody heard him over the music.

"Hey, Little Dude, you having fun?" Jeff suddenly asked directly in his ear.

"You know, I really am," Dustin answered, actually meaning it.

"I like this song.  Wanna dance?"

Dustin shook his head in agreement.  Jeff pulled him onto the dance floor. 

"Wow, you're really good," Dustin said as he mentally put him at the same level of the guys he'd classified as professional earlier.

"You're not so bad yourself.  Now I know what you do on quiet nights in the library, practice your dance moves in the deserted meeting rooms!"

The music never stopped for the next half hour and neither did they.  Finally, Dustin leaned in and said, "I'm ready for a break.  You?"

Before Jeff had even nodded his head, the music stopped anyway.  One of the bartenders wearing nothing but bikini briefs (which left nothing to the imagination) jumped up on the platform next to the DJ.  He danced wildly, showing off each of his well-defined ass cheeks.

The bartender held a bottle of beer in each hand and shook them crazily.  He opened the beer bottles and sprayed the cheering crowd.  The foam splattered the people in the front near the speakers.  The dancing bartender grabbed the DJ's microphone and announced, "All beers are two dollars off for the next fifteen minutes.  Woo-hoo!"

The crowd went wild and rushed the bar in response.  Jeff and Dustin took that as their cue to leave the main dance floor and head off to the third and final room of the club which Dustin hadn't explored yet.

Smaller and quite different from the other two rooms, the third one featured quiet background music as opposed to the earsplitting sounds they'd been dancing to previously.  Several flat screen TV's mounted on the walls all played the same music video without audio.  Tables, chairs, and couches popped up all over the place.  Three pool tables covered an area that obviously used to be a small dance floor.

"I wonder how long some of those phone numbers have been scratched into those," Dustin said as he pointed to a bank of empty payphone cases with a post-apocalyptic look located on the wall between the restrooms.

"Probably since before we were born!" Jeff responded.

Curiously, one long wall in the room looked completely pitch black.  At least that's what Dustin thought until the entire wall suddenly sprang to life with red neon letters spelling out: Life is the Ultimate Illusion.  Dustin watched as the letters and their lingering glow disappeared.  The scene repeated itself a couple minutes later.

A magician with her show already underway, performed in one corner of the room.  She placed an electronic toy kitten in one guy's hand.  "Bet the last thing you expected to get at a gay bar tonight was a little pussy!" the magician winked with a naughty smile.  The crowd groaned at the bad-on-purpose joke.

The magician threw a cloth over the stuffed kitten and gave it a light tap of her wand.  The kitten disappeared.  A moment later, the kitten meowed.  Everybody turned towards the source of the sound and saw that the kitten had magically appeared on another guy's shoulder.  The crowd clapped.

The magician smiled and took off her top hat.  She held it upside down for a donation.  A short guy with a leather jacket and a mustache dropped a five dollar bill into the hat.  The five dollar bill vanished quickly too, right into the magician's wallet, Dustin imagined.

Jeff wandered off to use the restroom while Dustin settled in to watch the rest of the show.

"What trick would you like to see?" the magician asked Dustin.  "The magic rings?  The knotted scarf?"

Dustin thought carefully.  "I'd like to see everyone end up with the right guy without any struggle or heartbreak."

"Oh, dear.  You're new to all this, aren't you?"

"How can you tell?" Dustin asked by way of admission without a trace of sarcasm in his voice.

The magician just smiled at him.  She announced to the crowd, "Thank you so much, everyone.  Come back in half an hour for the next show."  Then she turned to Dustin and said, "Let's sit ourselves down for a chat.  These high heels are killing my feet and it's only the second show of the night.  By the way, I'm the Amazing Jamie."  She held out her well-manicured hand.

"Hi, I'm Dustin."

"Well, Dustin, let's start with the obvious.  Are you in love with a straight man?"

"Um, no."

"I had to ask.  I hear that one a lot.  So, then, tell the Amazing Jamie how you ended up here at Illusions tonight."

"I came with my friend Jeff.  We're both college students so actually he's my roommate and my friend.  He brought me here as a surprise tonight."

"Roommate and friend, huh?"  She eyed Dustin like a detective interrogating a perp.  "But you'd like it to be something more?"

"Well, no, but, yes, I don't know, I mean...Are you a psychic too?"

"That's my other show," Jamie laughed.  "Seriously, it doesn't take a psychic to see how you feel about this Jeff guy."

"But how did you know?"

"It's the way your eyes lit up when you said his name.  Also, the look on your face when you talked about him."

Dustin let out a bewildered sigh.  "Is it really that obvious?"

Jamie smiled sympathetically and shook her head yes.

"Then why doesn't Jeff say something and put me out of this misery?"

"Where is Jeff right now?" Jamie asked.

Dustin pointed across the room to where Jeff had emerged from the bathroom and stood at the center of attention with a group of guys.  "He's the blond guy leaning on the end of the pool table," Dustin explained.

Jamie twisted in her seat.  She observed Jeff talking and interacting with the other guys for less than a minute.  She turned back towards Dustin.  "He's the macho jock type, right?  Plays every sport known to man and hangs out with the straight frat boys?"

"Gosh, you are good!" Dustin agreed enthusiastically.

"That explains it, then.  Those types are clueless when it comes to what's right in front of their eyes, romantically speaking."

"But he helps the straight guys sort out their love lives," Dustin pointed out.

"Of course he does, he is gay after all!  Just because he can help straight guys figure out how to get along with women doesn't mean he knows the first thing about his own romantic feelings."  Off Dustin's doubting look, she continued, "Trust me.  You'll see when you get a little more experience with men."

"Speaking of that..."

"Yes?" she coaxed.

"Well, I just met this prince..."

"Oh, honey!  They all present themselves as princes until you kiss them a few times and they turn out to be frogs in disguise!  Don't be fooled by the fairy tales.  They've got the story backwards."

"No, you don't understand.  This one was an actual Greek prince as in Prince Thaddeus of Caldavia."

"I stopped there once on a cruise!  That island is awesome!" Jamie informed him.

"And so is its royalty, apparently."  Dustin quickly filled Jamie in on his meeting with Tad.

Jamie leaned back in her chair.  She tapped her fingers against her red lipstick for a moment.  "OK, let me get this straight, so to speak.  I see the same guys come in here night after night striking out as they look for love, sometimes even striking out just looking for a hook-up.  This is your first time ever in a gay club.  You've got romantic feelings for your friend who by all accounts is a hot jock with a good heart – who also conveniently already happens to be your roommate."

Dustin nodded since that summed it up nicely so far.

"Then, still on your first night at a gay club... an honest-to goodness, drop dead gorgeous Greek prince, who spouts Shakespearean love quotes, flirts with you and gives you his phone number."

"Uh-huh."

"Honey, I'm not sure if the universe loves you and favors you above all others or hates you with a passion!" Jamie laughed.

"Exactly!" Dustin responded with no laughter at all in his voice.  "So what am I supposed to do?  I guess I'm clueless too."

"Well, you're asking questions so that's a step in the right direction.  How do you feel when you're with him?"

"Which one?"

"Good point.  I meant Jeff, but let's start with the Prince Perfect."

"It was fun to find out that a really hot and charming guy would show interest in me.  I didn't know I could have that effect on men."

"The innocence of youth!  And what else about the prince?" she prompted.

Dustin shrugged.  "That's it."

"What about the fact that he's probably rich beyond your wildest imagination and could show you the world?"

"But what would be the point of seeing the world if I'm not seeing it with the right man?" Dustin countered.

"Precisely.  That's what I thought you'd say.  I knew you were a smart guy.  It takes some men many years to learn what you already know.  Five minutes of flirting with a new and exciting hottie is nothing compared to being with a man with whom you've already developed a real relationship on several levels.  From what you told me about this prince, he sounds like a playboy type whose out looking for a good time and knows exactly what to say to find one!"

Dustin's initial shrug turned into a nod of agreement.

Jamie continued, "So let's get back to Jeff.  You said you two are roommates, how do you feel when he comes back to your room after he's been gone for hours, at a team practice for example?"

"Oh, that's easy.  When Jeff's gone, I can hardly concentrate on my assignments.  I just keep thinking about him: what he's doing at practice, if he's winning or whatever they call it since I don't even know half the rules of the sports he plays.  When he's not around, I just have this, like empty feeling in the pit of my stomach."

"Yep, go on," Jamie urged.

"Then when I hear the door knob opening, my heart races faster in anticipation and I can't stop this huge smile from coming on because I know I'm about to see Jeff's handsome face and perfect body.  Finally, he comes in and starts talking to me, asking me about my day or my classes and I just want to stare into his deep eyes.  I imagine him pushing me onto the bed and putting his rough lips on mine... Feeling his hands..."

Dustin stopped abruptly.  He put his hands up to his cheeks and felt them flush with embarrassment.

"Don't stop when you're getting to the good stuff," Jamie joked.  "Look, honey, you've got it bad for that boy.  That feeling in your stomach, the constant thinking about him, the racing heart in his presence.  That's what they call chemistry!"

"But what do I do about it?" the young man practically whined.

"Besides passing the fun-seeking, hot, Greek prince playboy on to your new friend Jamie?" she asked with a sly smile.

"Yeah, besides that," Dustin chuckled.

"I can tell you what you don't do – and that's let a great guy that you obviously care so much about get away.  You don't let Jeff wander around a place like Illusions where another man will recognize those great qualities and scoop the hot jock up for himself."

Dustin felt the doubt creeping up on him.  "I'm out of Jeff's league.  He's just so perfect and I never even, well you know, did it with anyone..."

"I understand.  There's a first time for everything."  She glanced over her shoulder at Jeff again.  "With a stud like that, it will be an awesome first time, I'm sure," Jamie said with a wink.  "It's really simple.  Dustin, do you love Jeff?"

Chapter 8

He'd never admitted it out loud or even to himself in his daydreams.  The Amazing Jamie's question just brought all those months of crazy developing feelings and fantasizing about his friend into sharp focus.  Dustin gulped.  "I think I do," he squeaked out.

Jamie turned away.  She tapped her long fingernails on the tabletop.  "I can't hear you," she teased in a sing-song voice.

"Yes," Dustin declared more forcefully.  "I love him.  There I said it.  I love Jeff Ridgewood."  Dustin sank back in the chair and sighed happily.  Just hearing the words spoken aloud made him smile.

"Congratulations, I think we've had a breakthrough."

Dustin leaned forward again.  "Thanks.  OK, what's the next step?"

Jamie shook her head with a bemused smile.  "You sweet, first time innocent types want it all handed to you!  OK, now comes the easiest part and the hardest part all rolled into one.  Ready?"  Dustin nodded so she continued, "Now you have to tell Jeff how you feel."

"Oh!" Dustin responded as he sat back.  "I was hoping as the Amazing Jamie that you had a magical shortcut in your bag of tricks."

"There are no magic shortcuts in love, my young friend.  But I think you'll find that love has a magic all its own when it's shared between two people who belong together."

Jamie snuck one more look at Jeff across the room and shook her head in approval again.  "Yes, yes, what a good-looking guy!  I wish I had a 'roommate' like that!"

The reaction on Dustin's face gave away his thoughts before he even voiced them.  He'd assumed Jamie was gay.  "Oh, do you like guys?" he asked her.

"Yes, very much," she answered.

"I thought everyone here was gay!"

"Oh, no, straight people come to Illusions all the time."

"They do?  Why?"

Jamie shrugged.  "Some say the music's better.  Some like the atmosphere.  It's great for women who just want to go out and dance and not be bothered by groping men.  Hell, women don't even have to wash their hair or put on make up when they come here – unless they're trying to attract other women, of course."

Dustin laughed.  "I guess I never thought of that."  He looked at Jamie's tastefully applied makeup and her long, blonde hair which flowed from under her magician's hat.  He decided she was definitely the kind of woman that straight men would find desirable.  "I took up so much of your break already.  I guess I should get going," Dustin said as Jeff walked back towards the table.

"Nice talking to you, Dustin.  Now, go get your man!  And make sure you see my grand finale show at the end of the night."

Later in the evening, Dustin stood against the wall and watched Jeff dance with a group of admiring guys.  Jeff had asked Dustin to stay on the dance floor, but Dustin declined.  He figured he could watch and fantasize about his friend just as easily from a few feet away as he could up close under the flashing lights.  Besides, he needed time to plan exactly what he was going to say to tell Jeff how he felt about him!

They managed to catch the last couple tricks of the Amazing Jaime's grand finale magic show.  The club patrons clapped forcefully as the Amazing Jamie took her presumed final bow of the evening.  From her position where she stood slightly raised above the audience on her platform, she removed her top hat and sent it spinning into the crowd.  Her long, blonde hair moved gently in the breeze from an overhead vent.

"Thank you for partying with us at Illusions tonight."  She made a grand gesture with her arms.  "I hope you had a good time and please come again soon."  She winked to indicate she knew she'd just delivered the line as a bad pun.  "Remember, magic is only an illusion," she said as she threw her magic wand at the audience.

Several people ducked, but there was no need to do so.  As the wand reached halfway towards them, it transformed into a dove which flew off into the other room.  "And illusions are always in the eye of the beholder," she said and bowed again as the crowd applauded.

This time, when she straightened up, she yanked on her hair, pulling off a blonde wig.  She peeled away her false eyelashes and removed her sequined magician's cloak.  The audience erupted in more thunderous applause as the Amazing Jamie herself proved to be an illusion – because she wasn't a she at all, but actually a man!



Chapter 9

When the applause for the Amazing Jamie's performance finally died down, Dustin and Jeff turned towards each other.  "There's something I have to tell you!" both young men said excitedly at the exact same time.

"Sorry, go ahead," Jeff said.

"No, you go first.  Mine can wait another minute.  I've been waiting a while to tell you," Dustin responded.

"Like all night?"

Dustin smiled to himself.  "And then some."

"Please then, I'll shut up while you talk."

Dustin took a deep breath.  "I, um..."  His lips and throat felt so dry, he could barely get the words out.

"Go ahead," Jeff urged.

"Jeff, I-"

"I can't believe it!  Jeffrey!" a booming voice shot across the room.  "Is that really you?"

Both Jeff and Dustin turned towards the source of the voice.  A hot DILF type in his mid-forties came charging at them with his arms wide open.

Had anyone been paying attention to Dustin at that exact moment, the shock and irritation could be read on his face as easily if he had screamed the words:  Really, universe?  Now?  Are you freaking kidding me with this?

The attractive older guy passed right by them and threw his arms around another middle-aged man standing at the bar, almost knocking the drink out of his hand.

"Bob?" the man asked with wide-eyed disbelief.  "It can't be."

"Jeffrey, it's been so long!"

"Like twenty-five years!"

The two men held hands and looked into each other's eyes.  As they spoke, the shared memories caused huge smiles to play across their faces.

"I would recognize you anywhere.  I'll never forget the week we spent together..."

"In San Francisco.  We met at that little dive bar..." Bob laughed.

"Out on the pier."

"You had on your Navy officer's uniform."

"While you had on the tightest short-shorts I'd ever seen!"

"Hey, they were in style then.  I just wish I could squeeze into them these days," middle-aged Bob said, looking down and patting his thighs which had obviously put on a few pounds since his short-shorts days.

"Now there's a sight I'd like to see," Jeffrey teased.

"Well, you should talk, you had that mullet!" Bob shot back.

Jeffrey ran his hand over the short gray hair, shaved and cut close to his head which helped minimize the slightly receding hairline.  "It didn't last long.  They chopped it off before I set sail."

Watching the scene unfold in front of him, Dustin tried to take it all in.  He had just been interrupted at the most crucial moment of his young life by the coincidence of standing next to two former lovers rediscovering each other after twenty-five years...and one of those guys happened to have the same first name as the object of Dustin's affection.  Still, he thought, how could he and his Jeff turn away from the two guys until they saw how the spontaneous reunion scene played out?

"So what are you doing in Boston?" Bob asked Jeffrey.

"Visiting some family.  You?"

"I live here now."

"Cool."

Suddenly, both older men turned serious.  "You know," Bob started, "even though it's been so long, not a day goes by that I don't think of you."

"Oh, wow!  Same here!  It can be the littlest thing, but something always reminds me of you and our time together."

"We were such fools.  How did we ever lose touch?"

"It was different in those days.  No email, no cell phones.  Long distance landline calls cost a fortune."

"And with you out seeing the world with the Navy..." 

Jeffrey shook his head.  "It sure was a different world back then.  It's hard to believe that week we spent together was even before Don't Ask, Don't Tell was implemented."

"Hey, stop that.  You're going to give our ages away to all these hot young guys in here!"

"There's only one guy in here I'm thinking about right now.  And I'm talking to him!"

"Oh, Jeffrey, you are just as smooth-talking as I remember."

"Still smooth in some other places, too," Jeffrey winked.

"Don't tease me like that.  I'm going to want to verify that for myself and I can't believe you're still single after all these years."

"I am.  I've had relationships of course, but honestly, whenever I was with those guys, they never compared to you.  What about you?  You must be married to some hot hunk, since it's legal and all these days.  I remember you predicting gay marriage would happen someday and I laughed it off thinking you were crazy."

Bob held up his hand to show Jeffrey that he didn't have a wedding ring.  "I never got serious enough with another guy.  If I'm honest with myself, I think it's because I always held out some little piece of hope in the bottom of my heart that we'd find each other again someday.  Once you've met your soulmate, everybody else pales in comparison."

"I don't know what to say..."

"Say you'll come home with me tonight and find out if we can pick up where we left off."

"I don't have to find out.  I know we can.  Yes, I'll definitely come home with you tonight – and every other night too.  We have a lot of lost time to make up for."

Bob smiled.  "You know what I'd like to do first?  Remember when I-"  Bob glanced around.  He leaned over and whispered into Jeffrey's ear.

Jeffrey's eyebrow went up.  He laughed.  "It's been a long time, but I could definitely go for that tonight!"

Bob turned serious again.  "For the first time since we last saw each other all those years ago, I feel complete again."

"I know what you mean, like we were meant to find each other again.  Meant to be together."

The two older men left the club with their arms around each other laughing and smiling like a couple of twinks in love ready to explore each other's bodies for the first time.

Dustin watched them leave and then turned back to his friend and roommate, his Jeff, the man he'd hoped would soon be so much more to him as well.  Dustin had lost track of time since they'd been interrupted in their own serious conversation.

Jeff's gaze lingered after the departing older men.  "I guess it's true what they say about happiness being a single soul split between two bodies."

"Love," Dustin said.

"Huh?" Jeff asked.

"Love.  The quote.  'Love is composed of a single soul inhabiting two bodies.'  It's from Aristotle, the Greek philosopher."

"Oh," Jeff responded.  "Are you sure it's love?"

"Definitely," Dustin answered, meaning it in more ways than one.

"OK, you should know, you're the library geek.  And speaking of Greeks, you won't believe this.  What I wanted to tell you before is that I just accepted a date – with a real Greek prince!  He's Prince Thaddeus of-"

"Caldavia," Dustin finished the sentence for him.

"Yes, how did you know?"

Dustin waved his hand dismissively.  "I may have heard he was in town."  Dustin did his best to force a smile to his face, although his heart was breaking inside.  "You seem really pumped about it," was the most neutral thing he could say without breaking down in tears.

"It was the craziest thing.  He was on his way out and we literally bumped into each other.  We introduced ourselves, exchanged a few words and he asked me out for tomorrow night."

Dustin bit his lip and willed his head to bob up and down in acknowledgment.

"Enough about me, what is it you were going to tell me before we got interrupted?" Jeff asked.

Dustin shifted his weight from one leg to the other.  "It's nothing, I just, never mind.  It doesn't matter now."

"If you change your mind, you know I'm always here for you, Little Dude."  Jeff punched his arm lightly in an affectionate way.  "I know I probably never said it before, but even though we just got randomly thrown together as roommates and despite our way different personalities, I really have come to think of you as a good friend this year."

"I know," Dustin responded quietly.  Then he added in his own mind, and that's exactly why this hurts so darn much.

"I'm really glad you let me surprise you tonight like this.  I think it did us both a world of good!" Jeff said as he put a friendly arm around Dustin's shoulder as they walked out of Illusions.


Chapter 10

Back in their dorm, Dustin tapped his foot nervously on the floor as he sat on the edge of the bottom bunk.  He could hear the shower water running through the pipes in the thin walls.  He wanted to scream.  The man that he loved stood just on the other side of the wall, completely naked in the shower.  So close and he might as well have been a million miles away for all the good it was doing Dustin at that moment.

The Amazing Jamie had warned him – he better tell Jeff how he felt before some other guy swooped in like a vulture.  Well, Jamie hadn't stated it quite like that, but that's exactly how Dustin perceived the situation.  If only Jamie's prediction had a timer attached to it.  How was he supposed to know that he didn't even have the rest of the evening before the competition showed up and made its move?

The young man stood up and paced around the room.  "Think, you idiot," he chastised himself.  "What good is a near-perfect GPA and a scholarship if you can't even think your way out of your own problems?"  He clasped his hands together and cracked his knuckles.  "Desperate times call for desperate measures," he said aloud as he dug his hand into his pocket.

A few minutes later, Dustin stared out of the small dorm room window at the dimly lit campus walkways.  When he heard the bathroom door knob, he turned around.  His heart skipped a beat as Jeff emerged from the bathroom and tossed his pile of dirty clothes on the floor.  The jock had a short towel wrapped around his waist and another draped around his shoulders.  A few errant streaks of water ran down his hard pecs.

"You feeling better?  You hardly said two words all the way home from Boston."  Jeff ran the upper towel over his head.  His damp and tousled blond hair went in every direction.

"Yes, thank you," Dustin responded.
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