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Warning! This work contains adult content,
which may include strong language and sexually explicit scenes. If
you consider these subject matters offensive, please do not read
any further. The people and events depicted in this novel are
fictional. Any similarity to past or present events or any person
living or dead is merely coincidental. The characters depicted are
all 18 and over.


Tony was the most attractive man that I had
ever seen. When that thought went through my head the first time I
saw him, I wasn’t sure what to think of it. I was definitely not
gay. I had never found a single other man attractive. But there was
something about Tony that made my brain go wild and change all the
rules.

Tony was a sexy Latin man with caramel sweet
skin and a well-built body. His family had come to the country just
before he was born, so he was the first generation to grow up here,
and the first in his family to go to college. When I listened to
the stories of being an immigrant family, I had so much respect for
him. Tony was a hard worker, respectful to his parents, and had
made his way up to one of the best colleges in the
nation.

When I found out during freshman year that Tony
would be my roommate, I couldn’t have been any happier. He was
quiet and studious, and he never brought over any girls. Our room
was a tiny space crammed with two beds, two desks, and a mini
fridge with no room for anything else. We shared a tiny bathroom,
but both of us were clean and easy to please. Life in our dorm was
perfect, and I couldn’t have been any happier.

Tony and I were quick to become the best of
friends. So many people from our dorm joked about our “bromance,”
and we always played it up for others. However, I had always gotten
a strange, secret sensation from those jokes. I liked it when
people commented on how close we were. I liked it when I went to a
party, and people would see me and ask where Tony was. We were a
pair, almost inseparable, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.
If Tony had found another friend, I would have been jealous.
Luckily, Tony didn’t need to seem much more than me.

 


 


Going into our sophomore year of college, we
had done everything we could to ensure that we would be living
together again. Of course, the university always insisted that
there were no guarantees, but I had bothered them so much during
the summer that they couldn’t have forgotten to get us a room
together even if they tried.

Because Tony had gone back to his hometown for
the summer, we hadn’t seen one another for three whole months. As
moving day came and I had gotten all settled in, my stomach filled
with nerves. What would it be like to see Tony again? Would things
be different? Was I just romanticizing the memories from my
freshman year? As I waited for him to show up, so many thoughts
like these rushed through my mind.

He arrived late in the afternoon with his
father and his older brother. I helped the three men carry in all
of Tony’s stuff, and I had to force myself not to get too excited
over seeing my best friend again. His father seemed gruff and
non-emotional, so I didn’t want to make a huge scene. Of course, I
was a little embarrassed of the way I usually acted with
Tony.

As soon as Tony said goodbye to his family and
the door was closed, though, everything was different. The
excitement in the room rose, and we did our greetings all over
again.

“Man, it is so good to see you again,” Tony
said. His voice was somehow pained as he spoke.

“I missed you, dude,” I said. Just like we had
never even parted, our relationship felt good again.

Tony and I embraced in a tight hug. I patted
him on the back and pulled away from him, but he seemed more
reluctant to let go. Strange.

“I missed you too, man,” he said. He seemed
bashful suddenly, like he was self-conscious about something. I
didn’t press him about it, though.

We got to putting away all our stuff, which
took very little time considering how little we had. By the time we
were done, it felt like we had never even left. We were back to
laughing and joking, just like usual. Everything just felt right.
After we were done, we had our favorite local pizza chain deliver a
large pizza to us, and then we sat down and traded stories about
our summers.

“You have no idea how much I missed this, man,”
Tony said.

I gave my roommate a concerned look. He had
already mentioned how much he missed me at least twice. I tried to
remember if he’d always been this way.

“Wow,” I said with a chuckle. “Was your summer
really that bad?”

Tony gave me a confused look. It took him a few
seconds to understand what I meant.

“Oh,” he said with a chuckle. “It’s not that. I
had a lot of fun. But…”

I watched him, unsure of what he was getting
at. There was something on his mind. I knew him well enough to know
that. However, I wasn’t sure if it was my place to push him about
it. If he wanted to tell me, then of course he could.

“Everything okay, man?” I asked. I grabbed the
empty pizza box and stuck it by our garbage can. I could deal with
it later. I wanted to pretend to be only half interested and not
totally invested in what was going on with him. I figured that
might be too much pressure.

I stood up straight after wedging the box
between the bin and the wall, and then turned around. I was
surprised to see Tony standing as well. As soon as I looked at him,
he averted his gaze from me. Everything about his stance was
insecure and unsure. I was really beginning to worry about
him.

“Tony…” I said.

“Look, I have to tell you something,” he said.
“I just don’t want you to judge me for it.”

My heart began to pound a little faster. I had
a few ideas of where this might be going, and I wasn’t sure if I
was ready for it. However, the look on Tony’s face was so pained
that I couldn’t turn away now. With a feeling of dread, I
spoke.

“What is it, Tony? You know I won’t judge
you.”

Tony was quiet for a long time. I could see his
mind working over the right words to put together. I was beginning
to feel sick with worry.

“Chris,” he began and then stopped, trying to
find his voice. I could tell that he was shaking with nerves. “I
think I love you.”

My heart was pounding so fast, and I could hear
the blood rushing in my ears. Just from the build-up, I had
expected something like this, of course. However, I wasn’t
expecting the “L” word to come from Tony - especially not aimed at
me.

“What?” I managed to say, just because the
silence was too long and painful. It wasn’t a question that I
really wanted to ask.

Tony gave me a heartbroken expression. I rushed
to him and put my hand on his shoulder.

“Come on, man,” I said. “Don’t look at me like
that.”

“Sorry, man,” he said, keeping his gaze
downwards. “I knew I shouldn’t have said anything about this too
you. I know it was really awkward. Can we please just agree to
forget I said anything?”

If I hadn’t felt so bad, I would have laughed.
How could I just forget what he had said? He had thrown it out
there, and now it would be on my mind forever. However, just to
make him feel better, I agreed.

“Alright, Tony. I get it,” I said. I wasn’t
sure what else to say in that moment. “But…if you ever need to talk
about anything, just let me know, okay?”

“Thanks, man,” he said. He forced a laugh and
shrugged my hand away from his shoulder. “I’m gonna go get some
fresh air. I’ll be back later, okay?”

“Alright, man,” I said. I couldn’t help but be
worried about him, though. “Do you want me to go with
you?”

Tony gave another fake laugh. “Nah, it’s okay.
I’ll see you later.”

I watched him grab his wallet and leave our
tiny dorm. My mind raced for something to say to him, but no words
came out.

I collapsed on my bed, and a sick feeling came
to my stomach. I had just fucked everything up.


 


As much as Tony had insisted on me just
forgetting about what had happened, I couldn’t get it off my mind.
It was a hard confession to just ignore and forget, and both of us
knew that. Every time I saw him, the thoughts would swirl through
my head. That man is in love with me.

The thought of that had made me feel a huge
range of emotions. I had gone through dread and confusion, pity,
flattery, and then, the current feeling that I just couldn’t
describe. Every time I thought about it, a weird smile came to my
face.

It didn’t help that Tony had begun acting
totally different after his confession. We had been best bros
before. We did anything and everything together, and we always had
fun doing it, even if it was nothing in particular. However, now he
didn’t seem to want anything to do with me. I could hardly blame
him, of course. He had risked everything in hopes of getting the
answer that he had dreamed of. I hadn’t been able to give that
answer, and so he had to distance himself from the source of his
heart ache.

However, that left me feeling lonely and
confused. I could understand that he couldn’t be around me anymore,
but my own heart ached over the fact, too. Tony had been the best
friend I had ever made in my life, and seeing him act so distant
now was horrible.

Even friends and acquaintances began to notice
that something had happened.

At a get-together at someone else’s dorm room,
I walked in only to be greeted by a hundred different “Where’s
Tony?” questions. It was like my friends had come to see us as two
halves of the same being, and seeing on without the other was too
bizarre.

I went to lunch at a fast food restaurant on
campus, and the girl taking my order gave me a sad look.

“Where’s your friend today?” she asked as she
handed over my cup. My bewildered face made her explain. “You
always come in here with that other guy. He didn’t come
today?”

I laughed nervously and managed to tell her
that he was busy that day. I didn’t have the heart to say anything
different.

It had only been a week since our awkward
encounter, but I was suffering more than I ever could have
imagined. I wanted my friend back, and I was starting to come up
with strange ideas to get him back. Some things that surprised even
me.

I started to wonder what it would be like to
try it out with Tony. Could I really put myself in a relationship
with a man? For the most part, it wouldn’t have been that
different. Hanging out and going on dates would be fine. However,
there was that one sticky detail of what separated friendships from
relationships. Sex.

I thought about the process of having sex with
Tony more than was probably healthy. I had never before considered
the idea of having sex with another man, so this whole thing was
making my head spin. Would it be good? Would I ever be able to
enjoy it? What if I liked it? What if I fell in love with
Tony?

So many questions flew around my head that I
got dizzy just thinking about it. I wasn’t usually much of the
thinking and pondering type, though. I was a man who like action.
Sometimes, it was better to just do things and worry about the
consequences later. That was what I decided to do with
Tony.

The first problem came in trying to track him
down, though. Even though we technically were living together in a
tiny dorm, he hardly ever showed up anymore. I was pretty sure that
he was sleeping over at a different friend’s place, and the only
time he went to our dorm was when he knew I would be gone. So, I
made the ultimate sacrifice and cut class one day just to ambush
him.

It was a Monday, so I knew he had almost the
whole day off. It was the perfect time for him to come home. I just
had to hope that he thought the same way as me. I waited around,
playing with my phone and computer, until I heard the sound of a
key entering the keyhole of our
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