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Leon’s mouth hung open like a fish. His brow furrowed as he struggled to comprehend the sight in front of him. 

“Trent? Is that you?”

“Hey, Leon! I never thought I would see your goofy face again!” Trent, a young man with a body that screamed “lifelong athlete”, was suddenly pulling Leon into a headlock, just as he did every day in school. Leon struggled against his anaconda-like arm that wrapped around his neck. He pushed balled fists against Trent’s red shirt, ducking his head to hide the obvious hot blush rising in his cheeks, before wriggling away from his vice.

“Look! You got out faster than you used to! Have you been working out, man?” Trent questioned with a smirk, ducking his head a few inches to meet Leon’s gaze. Leon darted his eyes away.

Of all of the roommates that could have been assigned to him, this might be the worst possible choice. The worst. 

For four years of school, Leon couldn’t seem to keep a friend for more than a few months, if that. The closest he got to a friend was Trent, or as he called him at the time, his eternal tormentor. Every day, Trent would find some new way to irritate, bully, or torture Leon, like hiding his backpack on the track field, tossing his shoes in the cafeteria trash, or pulling the fire alarm and blaming it on Leon; at least they were both suspended for a week for that one. 

Now, that same Trent—all the way down to his choppy brown hair and freckled cheeks—stood in the doorway of his dorm with armfuls of luggage and boxes at his feet. 

“I hope you’re pranking people less, nowadays, Trent,” Leon sighed, turning and stepping back so Trent could enter his—or their—dorm room. “If I find my laptop on the dorm building roof during finals week, I’m reporting you, no hesitation.” 

“Ha! Now, that’s a good one,” Trent cackled, tossing a duffel bag over his shoulder and heaving a box into the other arm. “I might have to take that idea from ya,” he whispered, leaning his face close to Leon’s and winking with those ridiculously long eyelashes of his. Leon rolled his eyes to try to hide the fluster plastered on his face.

It’s just embarrassment, Leon assured himself. Nothing more. Words that felt awfully familiar, as he had repeated them more than once a day back in school, every time Trent would toss an arm over his shoulders or whisper too closely to his ear. Now, those words were back, just like Trent. The torment begins again, Leon sighed in his head, shaking his dark locs from side to side.

“Help me move in my things, could ya?” Trent called from the far end of the room as he neatly placed down his things. “Also, what bed is yours? I’ll let you pick, because I’m nice, and all that.”

Leon rolled his eyes again. Nice is probably at the very, very end of the list any person would make for words to describe Trent. 

“Mine’s the right bed,” Leon huffed as he bent down to snag a box from the hallway, heaving it into his arms with a small grunt. Unlike Trent, he didn’t live in a gym or on a baseball field, but more so preferred the comfort of a couch and the light of a movie screen, so his trek back to his—their—bedroom was less graceful.

“The right bed? Like, the right one to be in? Whoa, man, I didn’t know you were into me like that!” The apartment was then filled with the dreaded cackling and snorting that everyone knew Trent by. The laughter of him finding his own jokes to be the funniest thing anyone in the world has ever said. He bowled over, smacking the mattress with his hand like he needed first aid.

“Oh, jeez, Trent, come on. That wasn’t even that funny! You know what I meant!” Leon grumbled with a face as hot as a flame, dropping the box he was carrying next to Trent and swiftly turning to grab another.

“Hey, man, I dunno. I haven’t seen you in a while. Maybe you turned gay, too!” he said with a wide smile and eyes just as wide, glued onto Leon’s. 

Leon froze.

“...Wait, ‘too’?”

Trent laughed again, a bit softer than before, wiping a laugh-tear from the corner of his eye.

“Yeah, man, I’m gay. Figured it out right after I graduated. Who could’ve guessed?” Trent shook his head and chuckled to himself before beating Leon to the door and grabbing another armful of luggage. 

Trent. Gay. Trent from high school, his bully, his tormentor. He’s gay. That Trent.

Leon stood still in their shared room, his eyes unblinking and face frozen in shock.

The boy he told himself for years that he wasn’t secretly in love with—though he definitely was, and anyone within a 50-mile radius could figure that out with their eyes closed—was gay, and was going to be sleeping a few feet away from him for the next year.

I’m fucked, Leon thought. Completely fucked.

The first two weeks of the term played out surprisingly smoothly. Conversation with his new dormmate was easier than expected, aside from Trent’s typical irritating comments about his new training regimens at the gym, or whatever new vitamins or supplements he needed to buy. All of it sounded like nonsense to Leon. Leon prioritized a well-rounded sleep schedule and three meals a day, but otherwise, staying in shape wasn’t his priority. Though, he could much appreciate the fine figure of an athlete like Trent, especially when he came home fresh from the gym, his shoulders glistening with sweat in the late-evening light. 

“You know, you should come with me sometime,” Trent said as he tucked a strand of hair behind one ear. 

“Huh?” Leon hummed, almost forgetting to take his eyes off of Trent’s bulging bicep. 

“To the gym, dude! Come with me,” Trent asked again. He sighed from his place behind the couch where Leon was sitting before tossing himself forward, his arms landing on either side of Leon’s torso, and his face tucked into Leon’s shoulder.

Leon jolted in his seat, jostling the laptop from his lap and onto the floor. Suddenly, the smell of salty sweat and musky cologne filled his nostrils, and a warm, slightly stubbly face was pressed into the skin of his shoulder beyond where the strap of his tank top rested. His brain filled with a sweet, warm fog before he blinked his eyes open, snapping himself out of the haze.

“Trent, dude! My laptop!” Leon barked. He snatched his laptop from the floor, ignoring the mumbled apologies from the man behind him, and breathed a sigh of relief when no scratches or cracks showed themselves. “You’re lucky. I would’ve made you pay for this thing, and it was not cheap.”

“Sorry, Lee, I’m seriously sorry! It was an accident,” he huffed, now placing his hands on his hips. “To be fair, if you had been listening to me in the first place...”

Leon flipped his head around and scowled. The return of his old nickname was no help to the situation.

“...Okay, never mind,” Trent chuckled. “Is there any way I can make it up to you? Any way I can make you chill out for a few minutes, maybe?”

Leon’s first thought sent an ocean of heat through his body. He had plenty of ideas as to how Trent could help him relax, but some kind of knot in his belly kept holding him back from making any sort of move. He could barely admit to himself that he liked him, or liked men at all, yet with every annoying word that left Trent’s mouth, he pictured himself closing the gap between their lips, shutting him up forever.

“Leon? Leeeeon? I swear, sometimes I wonder if you’re even human, man,” Trent sighed, snapping his fingers before Leon’s dazed face to no avail. “I’ll pick the place. We’re gonna get you to relax for a bit. Just get a jacket and put some shoes on,” he said with a grin, turning away, rustling a hand through his mullet of hair. “You’d better be ready in five minutes!”

Leon’s brow furrowed. Whatever Trent had in mind was probably totally out of Leon’s comfort zone, which was mostly restricted to his couch, his bed, and slightly into the hallway of their dorm building, but once Trent was set on something, there was no getting out of it. It was best to put his head down and just get it over with. He only hoped it wouldn’t make his mind-numbing crush any worse than it already was.

After six minutes, much to Trent’s over-acted despair, Leon and Trent’s feet made quiet footsteps out the door, Leon turning their key in their lock behind them.

“For the record, I do not trust this, or you, or anything you have in mind,” Leon said, his voice echoing in the stairwell. That earned him a sweet chuckle from Trent.

“Hey, anything you don’t want to do, I won’t make you do. I just want to help my buddy out.” His voice was surprisingly earnest, a soft grin blooming on his freckled lips. 

Leon smiled. The night hadn’t even started, and his eyes were already glued to Trent’s handsome face. This, on one hand, was not good when he reminded himself of his hopes of not making his crush worse—that was already a failure. On the other hand, maybe, by the end of the night, Trent could make him forget about his worries, and he could get closer to opening up about his feelings.

“See? I can already tell that you’re lost in those thoughts of yours again,” Trent said, poking a finger to Leon’s forehead. Leon chuckled. A horrible defense. “Just follow me and stop thinking for a little while. Can you do that for me?”

Leon’s cheeks filled with heat. “Yeah, alright. I can do that... for you.”

The two hopped into Trent’s short, beat-up car, and Leon watched the dorm building pass




































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
DEREK DART





