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Dorm Room Desires (Evan and Eric Gay Romance Saga, #3)

Hey Evan, I wasn’t sure if you’ve been busy or not, but I thought I’d reach out first. I’m visiting my cousin Brandon in SoCal. He has an amazing condo right by the beach. I’m sleeping on his couch, but I don’t mind, because I can listen to the ocean all night long. I really wish you could be here to see it. Brandon says hi, by the way...

I had to pause and wipe my eyes. Seeing Eric’s email at the top of my inbox was a rare, peaceful interlude in an otherwise awful day, and reading it made me feel homesick.

Adjusting to life in England was a struggle. I’d been in the city of Birmingham for an entire week, and I hadn’t seen the sun once. People were less friendly in my eyes (although to them, I was too friendly). The professors at my university were cold and downright mean.

Of course, I’d been thinking about Eric the entire time. Our last night together was the happiest night I’d had in a while.

I wanted to write back to him, but I also wanted to tell the truth. The truth was that I was miserable. Eric thought I’d be forgetting him by now, too busy socializing with sophisticated, academic Brits to remember my best friend back home. In reality, I was just cold, friendless, and thinking about Eric constantly.

So how could I even face telling him the truth?

Just as I began typing my reply, I heard someone walking into the flat, and I hurriedly shut my laptop.

“Hello?” a voice shouted from the kitchen.

I hopped off of my bed and poked my head out my bedroom door. A tall, dark-haired guy was standing by the kitchen table. He had thick, black eyebrows, which arched high over his gray eyes as he spotted me.

“Evan...right?” he said uncertainly.

“Jonas?” My heart was racing.

“Yeah.” He grinned and strode forward, extending his hand. “Pleased to meet you, roommie.”

I came out of the room to shake his hand. I could feel myself blushing. The university had emailed me that my flatmate would be checking in today, so it wasn’t like I was surprised by his arrival.

I was just surprised by how smoking hot he was.

He was a couple inches taller than me and leanly muscled, like a track athlete. His dark brown hair was long and unkempt, but still looked like it was on purpose. He wore a white tee shirt tucked into a pair of fitted, black jeans. And his smile was aloof and distracted, as if he was in on some naughty little secret.

But it was his eyes that had the biggest effect on me. When I looked into them, I was immediately seized by the urge to look away.

I pointed him to his bedroom and retreated to my own room after making an excuse. Then, I locked myself in and leaned my back against the closed door behind me, breathing heavily.

My heart pounded in my ears. My stomach was tied up in knots, and there was sweat forming on my palms. This feeling was uncomfortable and bewildering, and I’d only felt it once before, on the night I realized I was in love with Eric.

* * *
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The dormitories at this English university were different than what I knew from American schools. First, they weren’t called dorms, but “halls,” and they were set up apartment-style, so bunking in the same room with another student and using a communal shower were practically unheard of. My flat had two bedrooms connected by a shared kitchen, bathroom, and small sitting area. Up until now, I’d had the whole place to myself.

I heard Jonas rummaging around in the kitchen. Figuring he was unpacking, I finally decided to emerge from the safety of my room.

I found him with his sleeves rolled up, unloading a case of canned beans into the cupboard above the sink.

I stood in the doorway and cleared my throat. “So, uh, where are you from, Jonas?”

“South London,” Jonas immediately responded in what I’d recently learned was a middle class, city accent. “And you must be American.” He shut the cupboard and turned to grin at me.

“Gee, and I’m not even wearing my NASCAR shirt,” I said sarcastically.

Jonas raised his eyebrows. “What’s NASCAR?” he said with genuine curiosity.

“It’s...” It was basically cars driving in a circle really fast, and I wasn’t sure if it would impress Jonas or make him think I was another dumb, loud American. “Never mind,” I said instead.

I was so nervous, my heart was racing, but Jonas barely even seemed to notice me. After filling one last shelf, he hopped up on the counter and opened a bag of potato chips.

Crisps, I mentally recited to myself. They call those crisps here. Jonas offered me some, and I accepted a handful.

“When did you arrive?” he asked just as I shoved the entire handful into my mouth.

I held up a finger and chewed as fast as I could. “Last week. All the international students were required to get here a week early to take these seminars—”

“’For a successful transition into university life in England’? Yeah, I saw those posters all over the place. You must’ve met a lot of interesting people,” Jonas said.

I shrugged. “A few. There are like three other Americans on campus, I think.” I hoped he wouldn’t ask any more questions, because I’d made zero friends with any of them.

Jonas nodded and licked the salt off his lips. “Cool. Well, I made plans to meet some friends at the pub. Why don’t you come along?”

I hoped my eagerness didn’t show on my face, but I still couldn’t hide my smile. “Really?” I said before I could stop myself.

“Yes, really. Our drinking age here is reasonable, unlike in America,” Jonas said with a smirk.

My heart gave a little flutter. He’s joking with me, I thought happily. We’re joking around now.

Both of us grabbed our coats. Then, we locked up our flat and headed outside. Our hall of residence was part of an entire row of connected brick buildings, all of which were devoted to student housing. There was a sidewalk right in front of us. Turning left took us to the main university campus. Turning right took us into town, an area I hadn’t worked up the courage to explore just yet.

Jonas turned right.

I fell into step beside him. “You know, I’m really glad the school matched us up. I was worried I wouldn’t get along with my flatmate.”

Jonas didn’t answer for a while. When I looked at him, he was biting his lip. “Yeah, I’m relieved as well,” he began apologetically, “but I’m not sure how long I’ll be your flatmate. I’m studying music, you see, and I’m just staying there for the time being until a room becomes available in the music hall.”

“Oh. So you’re not staying?” I said.

“I’ll be moving out at some point this term, yeah,” he said. “But don’t worry. I’m sure your next flatmate will be cool. And if he gives you any trouble, you just give your good friend Jonas a call.”

Friend. I finally had a friend!

“Thanks, Jonas,” I said with a grin, and we strode ahead.

Jonas’s news was disappointing, but I was still feeling happier than I had in days. I was about to have my very first legal beer, so it was hard to be in a sour mood for long.

* * *
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Classes finally started, and I spent the next few days feeling like a proper university student. I had a big stack of books to read with an essay due for each of them, and I’d joined three study groups.

Jonas and I weren’t best friends, but we were friendly. I learned that he played the trumpet in the school orchestra. He spent most of his free time rehearsing in his room, and I finally understood why he was so eager to move to the music building, where the neighbors were more understanding.

Of course, I couldn’t stay busy enough to stop thinking about Eric. For some reason, Jonas reminded me of him. Maybe it was his confidence, or his warm smile. Maybe it was how I felt when I was around him. Whenever I’d hang out with Jonas, hours would fly off the clock and my cheeks would hurt from laughing so much. I still missed Eric, but having Jonas around made me miss him a little less, because being around Jonas felt like being around Eric.

Nothing could take the place of the memories Eric and I had made together, though. Especially the night of my going away party. That night held a special place in my heart, because it was the first and only time we made love.

I thought of that night every day, and one day I finally decided to open and reread the email Eric had sent me.

I had the whole thing memorized, so my eyes skimmed over the familiar words. Then, they stopped at the last line of the message:

I miss you. I love you. Come back soon. Eric.

I could almost hear his voice whispering the words into my ear. I love you.

I was lying on my stomach on my bed, my laptop open in front of me with Eric’s email on my screen. I still hadn’t replied to it yet, because I had no idea what to say.

I love you, too. At least I could say that much. Just as I began typing my reply on my laptop, my cock throbbed to life in my jeans, and suddenly it was impossible to lie on my stomach anymore.

I sat up and cursed. I’d been missing Eric for so long, thinking about him for barely a second was all it took to get my cock hard.

I have to do something about this, I thought to myself, gritting my teeth.

There was only one solution.

Sitting on the edge of my bed, I stared down at myself as I lowered the
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