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Adrian's worked hard to get where he is. He knew once he aged out of the foster system, it was

either college or the military. Fortunately, he managed to snag an academic scholarship to

USC. Lately, his interests lie elsewhere. A particular distraction that plays on the football team

and makes him weak in the knees.Beck's had a great life so far. He's got a loving family,

friends, and popularity. However, something is missing from his seemingly perfect existence...

someone to share it with. The problem is, he's got a secret crush. A beautiful blonde boy that

he sees from time to time around campus. One that, if anyone finds out about, might cause him

to lose everything.Maybe a little getaway might ease his pain. Unfortunately, what starts as a

secret spring break rendezvous soon turns into a hurricane of emotions and realizations. Join

best-selling author Daniel Elijah Sanderfer for this sweet friends to lovers coming out story

about living your truth and falling in love. Sometimes we have to break with the tide to find true

happiness.
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against or disagree with a prevailing or popularly held opinion or perspective. To act or behave

contrary to the majority of others. I suppose that’s what I’ve done my whole life. That’s why I’m

currently in a car with a gorgeous boy I barely know, on our way to the beach for spring break.

You’ll find out more about him later and why he’s important to the story. In the meantime, I

guess I should tell you more about myself. My name is Adrian. I grew up in the foster system

and no longer speak to any of my guardians. My whole life, people have told me I’d never

amount to anything that I’d end up on the streets and struggle just to make it.I proved them all

wrong. I graduated from high school and went on to college. Right now, I’m not sure what I

want to be. So, I’m just taking general classes to extend my education and maybe get a shot at

a professional career. My life in college is basically the same as every other dude here at the

University of South Carolina. I do my work, go back to the dorms, and occasionally hang out

with my roommate’s friends.I’m not really a part of any circles. I just roll with the punches and

do what I feel like doing. Although, I do try to avoid the parties. I haven’t got time for that shit. I

spent too many years of my life watching my guardians get drunk and high. I usually end up

leaning against a wall, drinking soda from a solo cup, while I watch everyone else make a fool

of themselves. There is another reason I go to the parties from time to time. One of my

roommate’s friends happens to be one of the most gorgeous guys I’ve ever seen.He's

muscular and tall and plays on the football team. We share a few classes together but haven’t

really spoken much. One time I dropped my books in the hall, and he helped me pick them up. I

guess that’s where it all started. I’ve always known that I’m gay. I hid it well with posters of pop

singers and by avoiding anything that might make it look like I am gay. That includes not

wearing bright colors, listening to music by gay artists, and even not watching shows with gay

characters.I hate myself for it now, but I’m still not one hundred percent able to be everything I

want to be. That roommate I was telling you about is your typical frat guy. His name is Jason,

and he’s always talking about girls he thinks are hot. If it’s not that, he's talking about scoring

some Roxy or something to get high on. I fear that one day, I’ll get a call that he's done

overdosed at some party. The saddest part about it is when he’s not high or hungover; he’s

really smart. I totally see him being an anchor on ESPN or something one day… if he lives that

long.I want to live. I want to fall in love. Maybe eventually have a little family and a little house

with a white picket fence. Yeah, that would be so sweet. Unfortunately, sometimes I feel like

they are all just pretty, pretty lies I use to keep myself distracted from the truth. If I ever leave

South Carolina, I imagine it will be for necessity rather than choice. I mean, there are jobs here,

but most of them want you to have a couple of years’ experience before hiring you. That leads

me to a pretty stark realization. Why am I putting myself through all this? Why am I toiling and

stressing over exams and classes with no guarantee I’ll even be able to get a job when I do

graduate.On the other hand, isn’t that life in general? We work, we strive, we get up every

morning without knowing what the day ahead holds. Yet, by faith, we start with the familiar and

tackle one problem at a time. Whether that’s in work or love or anything. That’s kind of what led



me to decide to go away with a boy I barely know for Spring break. Remember that friend of

Jason’s? His name is Beck, Beck Gibson.He’s a really nice guy. Outside of the time he helped

me with books, he’s always saying hi to me when I’m alone. Every once in a while, when I’m

riding my bike home from classes, I see him and his buds practicing their game. He’ll look up

and stare at me for the longest time before licking his lips and looking away. For someone who

puts on a great show at games, he seems very reserved and shy in person. I’ll even go out on

a limb and say he’s repressed… just like me.At parties, he usually hangs around the guys

while they get drunk and make a scene. He’s always that one at the end of the night, with some

puked-on frat boy hanging from his shoulder. It’s nice of him to look out for his friends like that.

If it were me, I’d leave them to their own devices. If they woke up in some strange place,

hungover as hell, that would be on them. That’s what I usually do with Jason. If he was stupid

enough to get drunk the night before a big test, he’d be the one calling his teachers to make it

up. I just let him be and sleep it off.Back to what’s important… Beck. A couple of days ago was

the Friday before Spring break. As usual, there were to be parties galore where every junkie

and whore on campus could indulge in every sin they saw fitting. They were all upstairs making

out and dancing in the living room when I decided to go outside for some air. Lo and behold, I

wasn’t the only one. I took a deep breath and exhaled.An amused chuckle came from down the

patio. He turned and smiled, “Not your scene either?”I shook my head and kept my gaze low.

“Not really. I only came because my roommate insisted.”“I come because I have to.”I

approached, clutching my solo cup, “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”“Pssh… I

wish.”I leaned against the deck railing. “I’ve seen you around campus. You’re on the football

team, right?”“Sh-yeah… running back.”I giggled. “I don’t know what that is.”He turned around

and leaned his back against the railing like me. “I don’t either, anymore.”I took a hit from my

drink. “What’s that supposed to mean?"“I don’t know. I love the game. I just don’t love the

lifestyle. Everyone thinks that because I’m on the football team, I’m supposed to be Mr.

Popularity, shacking up with girls, drinking till I hurl, all that shit.”There was a pause before I

replied. “I don’t. I believe everyone is in charge of their own destiny. If you don’t want to do all

the stuff those guys are doing, then don’t and be you.”A funny little smile quirked his lip; then,

he shoved out his fist. “I’m Beck.”“Adrian…”In his best Sylvester Stallone voice, he shouted,

“ADRAIN!”I rolled my eyes. “Do you know how many people say that to me?”He shrugged,

amused with himself while I quipped, “A LOT.”He shook his head. “Hopefully, we’re still cool, but

I couldn’t resist.”It was at that moment, with his hopeful eyes gazing into mine, I realized I

couldn’t be mad at him. “We’re cool,” I mumbled, then smiled.“Cool,” he sighed.Our

conversation stopped momentarily. All that existed was the soft thump of the bass from the

music inside. He shifted and turned his gaze upward. “Stars are out tonight….”I glanced

upward, “Yeah… they are.”A stiff wind picked up and prompted me to shiver. He redirected his

gaze, “Oh, I’m sorry.” Then, he took off his letterman jacket and handed it to me. My eyes

sparkled at his gesture then I mumbled, “I’m fine.”He shook his head and smirked. “Just take

the jacket. You can give it back once you’re warmed up.”I sat down my drink and put it on.

Suddenly, I was engulfed by the scent of him… cheap cologne and sweat. Not necessarily

roses, but at that moment, I was just trying to keep from getting a boner. We turned our gaze

back to the sky as I thanked him. “No problem… it looks good on you.”Rule number one, if

you’re a closeted gay dude and another dude hands you his jacket, don’t put it on. Because

now, he would be all I could smell for the rest of the night. As it got later in the evening, we

talked more about our plans for spring break and where we might go. I told him I would

probably just hang around here. That it was the only peace and quiet I would get until Jason

came back.He laughed and told me he wasn’t sure what he would do. He mentioned he should



probably head down to Charleston to see his parents, but he didn’t really feel like getting

harassed about having a girlfriend. I just listened and enjoyed the conversation until one of his

friends staggered outside. “Yo, Beck, we were wondering where you went.”He glanced at me

with a disappointed expression before the guy ran to the balcony rail and barfed. “I should

go.”“Me too.”I started to take off his jacket and hand it back, but he stopped me. “Just catch me

later. I’ll be around.”“O-kay…”With a chipper tone, he went to his friend and patted his back.

“You good, Dylan?”Dylan nodded as Beck clutched the guy’s shoulders and escorted him back

inside. I just stood outside for a while longer and stared up at the sky while inhaling Beck's

heavenly aroma. Eventually, I went back inside to see where Jason was and couldn’t find him

in the mass of passed-out bodies. So, I just decided to go back to the dorm. He's like a cat in

heat. He’ll come back eventually.Come Saturday morning, I was awakened by the sound of

Jason’s phone ringing. He’d stumbled in sometime during the night and was passed out in his

bed. I rushed to answer it because his parents occasionally call to check on him. I usually just

tell them he was up late studying and will call them back when he gets awake.However, this

time, a familiar voice came over the line. “Hey!”“Hey!”“Jason’s knocked out right now.”“Actually, I

was hoping to reach you. I didn’t get your number last night, but I had Jason’s and thought I

would call.”“About the jacket?”“Yeah… but no. My folks are busy this week with work and stuff,

so I was wondering if you wanted to go with me to the beach. They have a sweet condo right

on the main strand, and I just thought… it might be nice to get away with someone who doesn’t

want to party.”“Um… wow. This is kind of sudden.”“If you can’t go, I understand. However, I’d

really like it if you could.”I thought for a moment and glanced at Jason, passed out with his

pants wet from god knows what, probably piss. “You know what? If it won’t be any trouble…

then yeah… the beach sounds nice.”“Awesome! I um, I’ll pick you up in an hour or

two?”“Sounds great.”“See you then.”“See ya.”As I hung up the phone, a smile invaded my

expression. Of all the people he could have called to go with him, he called me. He called me!

After basking in the moment a little longer, I rushed to pack and waited for him to show.

Hopefully, Jason would stay knocked out until after I left. It would be easier to leave him a note

than to tell him I went to the beach with a boy. Furthermore, I went to the beach without inviting

him. Whatever Beck’s intentions were, the last thing I needed was Jason around to screw

things up and be… himself.BECK �I’ve had a good life so far. My mom, Reginia, and my dad,

Charles, are the best parents anyone could ask for. Mom was a stay-at-home mom, but as we

kids got older, she started volunteering for the local schools back in Columbia. We lived on the

east side in a nice community, and it’s everything you’re thinking. Pretty upper-middle-class

homes in a row. A few with varying gardens and shutters but mostly the same. �Ours is a nice

two-story one with plenty of room for my two sisters and me. They’re both older than me, which

makes me the baby. Growing up, the whole family spoiled me. Sometimes it got annoying, but I

can’t complain too much because there’s a lot of love between us. That’s why I chose to go to

college close by. That way, I can see them on the weekend and occasionally during the week

when I need to do laundry and get something good to eat.

Whitewater Love Story, Hair that Laughs in the Wind, Blaine for the Win

Guy Venturi, “Blest be the tide that binds. Spring break on the beach is similar everywhere. It
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brings out the kid attitude in the adult body that can make things happen. But secrets and

regrets can ruin the happiness and hope of true pairing into couples that are accepted instead

of being shunned and disgraced. Honesty is important, but also must be accepted.”

The book by Daniel Elijah Sanderfer has a rating of 5 out of 4.3. 19 people have provided

feedback.
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