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13th April 2024

Canterbury, England

“How’s your finger now?” 

Now of all the things that university psychology student Mathew Ash liked about his best friend Maya, it certainly wasn’t her driving, nor her car’s broken air-conditioning but he did like her ability to be caring and slightly judgmental. 

Mathew sat in the passenger’s seat next to Maya in her little grey Ford Fiesta Aztec as Maya drove down a narrow country lane. Mathew couldn’t deny the wide open fields either side were impressive and beautiful with their massive slopes and sheer emptiness If he was still dating that photographer student, he might have arranged a date around here so they could take photos together, but that was never going to happen. Not after last week when the sod dumbed Mathew.

Mathew tried to open the car window but just like everything else in Maya’s car, it didn’t work. Mathew wiped the sweat off his forehead and he just couldn’t believe how damn hot it was in April.

If this was June or July or even August, he could accept the heat but not in April. It wasn’t natural, it certainly wasn’t right then he realised that this was Maya’s car. For all he knew the car was probably pumping out the heat and making it even worse.

He wasn’t even going to try.

Mathew just focused on the pothole-filled country lane up ahead as Maya artfully drove around them like she drove for a living. And he hoped he didn’t melt before he got to the university.

Mathew supposed the only benefit of being in Maya’s car was that he didn’t need to buy a train ticket (which was just an assault on his bank account at this point) and he got to spend time with his best friend in the entire world.

“So, how’s your finger?” Maya asked smiling.

Mathew rolled his fingers and gently pressed his middle finger on his left hand. It was still a little tender, white and there were still two tiny needle marks.

“A little tender but I don’t care. I wanted to do the standard sexual health testing because I’m a healthy guy and I don’t care that my blood wasn’t cooperative,”

“Beau,” Maya said, “I watched you trying to milk your finger for twenty minutes. You only have to get 400 milligrams of blood at a minimum, with the rate you were going anyone would think you were trying to milk a litre out,”

Mathew laughed. He had no idea why his blood didn’t want to come out a little quicker but he was still proud of himself. He knew a lot of his former boyfriends or partners (there were only 6 in total) had refused to get tested for free, because it was too hard or it took too long.

Mathew didn’t care. As long as he was safe that was all that mattered and he didn’t care how long it took. 

“Thank you for letting me post off my samples on the way,” Mathew said.

“Could you imagine if the box opened and the poor postman has to see your samples? Including your blood and urine,”

“Anyway,” Mathew said laughing, “how’s your love life?”

Mathew tensed a little as he felt something change in the car. He hadn’t noticed it before the car was still humming and banging and vibrating like it was about to explode, but Maya had been humming a little tune to herself and now she had stopped.

He looked over at her and admired her in her blue ambassador t-shirt, blue jeans and her long brown hair was perfectly done up with some seriously cool sword hairpins. But she was silent and very, very still.

“What’s wrong?” Mathew asked.

Maya frowned. “Me and Luke had an argument about the relationship last night about graduation and what he was doing afterwards,”

Mathew felt his mouth turn dry. He had never been too fussed about Luke because he was a politics student and he was a little self-righteous and a hard-ass and very opinionated about every single little thing. He had no idea how Maya had put up with him for so long. 

Yet he knew Maya loved him more than anything in the entire world, he couldn’t imagine Maya not dating Luke. And he was clearly upsetting Maya, he couldn’t understand what had happened.

“What did he say?” 

“He said-” Maya said closing her eyes for a moment.

Maya drove over a pothole and Mathew jerked. He reached for a handle but it bent under his grip. He seriously hated this car and he wiped even more sweat from his forehead. 

He was almost annoyed at himself that he had been silly enough not to bring a spare ambassador t-shirt like he always did. Now he was going to be sweaty and feeling gross all day.

Not his idea of a brilliant time, but he was with his friends, the psychology department and Maya so it would be a great day regardless.

“That he wanted to move to London to do his Masters in International Relations and he had already found a place for us and been accepted onto a course,”

“Oh,” Mathew said.

He was surprised Luke had actually been that bold and focused that he had done all that without even asking Maya what she wanted to do. Mathew liked to think he would have remembered if Maya had mentioned Luke wanting to move so clearly this was brand-new to her.

And he couldn’t believe what a dick Luke had been by arranging all of this and only telling Maya now.

“What do you want to do?” Mathew asked.

“I don’t know. I love Luke, he’s amazing and really special but I don’t want to move to London. It’s expensive and awful and I want to stay here,”

Mathew didn’t agree at all that Luke was amazing but he was certainly special in his own way.

“Then stay and do long distance,”

Maya shook a little and Mathew really didn’t want to die in a car crash in a nameless country lane. 

Maya straightened the wheel. “He said if I don’t move with him then he’s going to break up with me,”

He just grinned as Maya turned a left and started heading towards the university, because if there was one thing he liked it was a problem. 

And as much as Mathew didn’t like Luke or even respect him at this point, his best friend loved Luke so he had to save their relationship no matter what.

Even if he didn’t realise he was about to meet the love of his life too.
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13th April 2024

Canterbury, England

University psychology student Ollie White was so excited to finally be back on Kent University campus for the first time in three long, awful months. It was even better that the sun was thankfully out shining bright but Ollie was a little unsure about the heat. It was only April and it was already too warm for his liking.

Ollie flat out loved being back as he went along the block pavement towards central campus. He really liked how to his left Kent University had a massive open, sloping hill that led towards the great city of Canterbury. Long blazes of thick green grass danced in the wonderfully warm breeze and there were even students, wearing some black and blue shorts and white t-shirts, sitting out in little groups sunbathing at 9 o’clock in the morning. Ollie tried to tell them apart but they all looked the same to him. 

He had really missed this place, because even now in the middle of the Easter break, there was still such a great sense of fun, relaxation and community. A community he was so ready to dive back into.

Ollie weakly smiled to a young woman in a long pretty red dress as she went past heading towards the Lion Library to his right.

He was so glad he didn’t have to go into the massive cuboid glass building today on campus tours or whatever. He really liked the artful combination of glass walls and massive floor-to-ceiling windows that made the library feel so light, airy and modern despite containing over 1 million books. But Ollie wasn’t ready for that just yet, there would be way too many people there, it would be too noisy and too much pressure.

He needed to go easy.

Ollie still couldn’t believe how hot it was, even the air as it coated his lungs and filled them with hints of grass, nature and strong bitter coffee, felt hot.

He really hoped that it wasn’t going to be so hot that he was going to start sweating. He seriously didn’t need that, not on his first day back, and much less when he was going to be working an Open Day for the School of Psychology.

He seriously couldn’t afford to turn up all sweaty and unprofessional.

Granted he wasn’t exactly sure what was professional in the first place about his Student Ambassador uniform. He was only wearing a blue t-shirt with the university logo on and some black jeans that he had managed to wash and dry last night.

It wasn’t exactly the sort of outfit someone would instantly see him as a working professional if they saw him walking down the street. 

Ollie’s phone buzzed in his pocket but he ignored it. He seriously didn’t want to talk to his mum right now, because she would just be worrying and being overprotective. 

Not something he wanted right now.

Ollie smiled to himself as he reached central campus and enjoyed how bare and empty the massive plaza was. Normally there was a nice semi-circle of food trucks on the end serving great food including some Korean fried chicken that Ollie had been meaning to try before The Event three months ago.

If the food trucks ever came back then he was trying that fried chicken for sure. And Ollie kept ignoring his buzzing phone. 

The sweet aromas of doughnuts, rich coffee and candyfloss filled the air as Ollie noticed a group of white-clothed adults probably from the university’s hospitality team rolled large silver boxes down the plaza. They were probably filled with coffee and food for the guests.

Open Days were big events and Ollie was just glad he could finally work.

His phone buzzed even more so he answered it. 

“I was worried,” his mum said. “I thought something had happened. Are you okay so far?”

Ollie took a deep breath as he kept going across the plaza focusing on the smooth concrete tiles under his feet and the strong doughnut and coffee aromas lingering in the warm air.

“Yes mum, I’m fine and I’m going to be fine all day. This is a simple Open Day where I’ll be talking to students about the psychology course and this is an easy event,”

“I’m here if you need me honey,” Mum said. 

Ollie nervously laughed and he seriously did love his mum. Ever since he was assaulted and The Event happened, she had been supporting him, making sure he was going to therapy, eating and drinking and he was great.

Ollie just wanted, needed to try and get back to normal so working a nice Open Day with his fellow psychology students and the lecturers that he got on well with was a great place to start.

“I know mum and, I love you,” Ollie said walking past the local university shop that still stunk of burnt coffee beans. “I doubt I’ll get triggered and have a panic attack or start screaming and crying,”

Ollie had no idea if that was true but he really hoped he could simply have a nice calm day without anything triggering popping up.

“I’ll come and pick you up later okay. I notice you only brought a train ticket there on my debit card by the way,”

Ollie smiled. “Thanks Mum again. Love you,”

“Love you too,”

Ollie kept smiling as he wiped the damn sweat off his forehead and really hoped that he wouldn’t get sweaty armpits before the Open Day had even started. He did love his mum and it was nice that she was going to pick him up later, and he just hoped beyond hope that he would have nothing negative to tell her.

He wanted a nice calm day that would show him that he could continue at university and he didn’t have to leave because of The Event and what it had done to him.

Little did he realise today was going to be life-changing in a way he never thought possible.

d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SWEET GAY UNIVERSITY ROMANCE NOVELLA





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





