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9th January 2023

Snodland, England

14-year-old (but 15 he said to everyone else) Ethan Gibson started to walk down the long school corridor that all secondary schools just seemed to have so naturally these days with its weird white plastic walls and windows to the typical blue carpet made up of little titles. Ethan had never really understood why or how blue carpet tiles had become a thing in schools, but they just had, even though they were a little tasteless, horrible and just strange.

Ethan had always loved the Homes School, originally set up by some guy called Mr Homes a long time ago and even though Ethan tried to be the good student and tried to know everything about the school’s past, he had actually lost a bit of interest after he learnt that the school was once a pig farm after it was a Church and after the pig farm it was a school to under ten year olds. 

Not exactly the sort of material that would give him any conversation starters, not that Ethan exactly met too many people anyway these days.

Sure Ethan had his joyous friends, his amazing parents and a few great teachers who he got on well with. He still wanted something that he wasn’t sure how to grasp exactly.

Ethan just wanted love.

Even though it was slightly before school and the bell would go in the next five minutes, Ethan kept going down the long school corridor with a few thick blue fire doors in his way, because all he really, really wanted to do was go to see his top-secret boyfriend Caleb for a few delightful wonderful minutes before the school day started, and then another agonising wait of unknown when he could see his secret boyfriend again would begin. 

As Ethan passed through a large blue fire door, the entire corridor smelt of stale energy drinks, chewing gum and lots of other not-exactly-pleasant things rather attractive boys had left when they were messing around. Ethan had no intention of ever getting any of these things but as he went past a reinforced window, he noticed plenty of stale chewing gum attached to the edges of the window.

As much as it disgusted Ethan he just smiled because that was school, his school community and oddly enough he actually wouldn’t have it any other way.

Ethan past through another blue fire door and just stopped for a few moments as he saw after four little steps there was a thick silver door belonging to a completely empty classroom with the lights off and that was where a beautiful hot boy was meant to meet him.

After the long Christmas break with his amazing family that involved a lot of great gifts (Ethan had gotten a new electronic piano, some new video games and some new books), Ethan was so looking forward to seeing Caleb. It would be wonderful to know what he had been up to, how his family were (that Ethan had never ever met) and just know more about him.

Ethan had tried, really tried to meet up or talk with Caleb over the Christmas break, but he was always busy or concerned about getting caught.

Ethan actually could understand that, it certainly wasn’t easy being gay and it did involve a lot of “soul-searching” as some people might say. And even though Ethan completely hated that term normally, it was strangely adept at trying to decide what a person’s sexuality was, but he did just want to see beautiful Caleb.

The sound of light footsteps echoed up the corridor behind him, and Ethan just knew that it was a teacher coming so it was now basically now or never, and each second he wasted was another second away from the beautiful boy he really liked. 

Ethan quickly went over the four steps and went through the bright silver door only to find no one inside.

Ethan silently shut the door behind him to get a better look in case Caleb was hiding in a corner, but he wasn’t, and Ethan heard the teacher from the corridor walk past the classroom so at least he was never going to get caught.

The lights were completely off and the only thing inside the classroom were rows upon rows of desks, chairs and an empty teacher’s desk tucked away in one corner, looking completely abandoned just like Ethan felt right now.

Ethan took his smartphone out of his blazer pocket, making sure not to mess up any of his perfect school uniform, and he saw exactly what he didn’t want to see. Caleb had texted him two minutes ago cancelling their secret meet up and Ethan just felt so deflated, embarrassed and even a little sick.

After weeks of the Christmas break pining and so badly wanted to see the beautiful boy he really liked, Ethan had just been cancelled on, he was half tempted to see if Caleb wanted to meet up later, at lunchtime or just do something after school together, but from past experience that was so pointless.

Because Caleb never wanted to do anything that wasn’t on his terms, so the waiting game would start again and until then Ethan would continue to pine, want love and just want to see a beautiful guy.

The school bell rang and Ethan just rolled his eyes and went to his new form or tutor room (it was impossible to keep up with the rubbish the school was calling it these days), another bone-headed idea created by the headteacher but Ethan supposed it was possible there would be something in his form room to cheer him up.

But he doubted it. Form was always the worse part of the school day so Ethan doubted this term would be any better.
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9th January 2023

Snodland, England

Barely 16-Year-Old Jamie Richards sat in his brand-new form room, which wasn’t quite as bad as he feared. At least his form was a large bright white science classroom with rows upon rows of white desks that were taller than normal class desks (that was great because of Jamie’s height) and at least there were normally cool things left on the row of cabinets on the right-hand side of the classroom.

Jamie wasn’t exactly sure what yesterday’s class had done but it looked like they were growing plants for some unknown reason, Jamie wasn’t the best at biology but he had to admit it was fun, and he did enjoy dissecting sheep hearts as much as it caused a fuss amongst others in his biology class, both men and women alike.

But Jamie’s favourite thing about the new form room was that he was at the back of the classroom so if push come to shove, he could just plug in his earphones and listen to some music or a podcast about the latest football game, or soccer as his sister’s boyfriend would insist on him calling it.

As the little year 7 and 8 students that barely came up to Jamie’s chest gingerly walked into the science room and went straight over to Mr Smount, who was a tall middle-aged man with shiny black hair and way too much energy for the first day back, Jamie had a sneaking suspicion that he really wasn’t going to like form time.

In the brilliance of the headteacher, the entire staff had apparently decided it would be simply amazing if the different new years were mixed so the older students would support the new students. 

Jamie had never heard so much rubbish in all his life, now he wasn’t against helping people in the slightest. As captain of the football or soccer team, he spent two hours after school teaching the year 7 and 8 students how to play football, and some of them he actually hoped would join the proper football club when they reached years 10 and 11. They were that good.

But these little students with their wide eyes, sheepish looks around the science room and their jokes about some of the reproductive science posters on the white walls, seriously made Jamie question how much patience he had for these young students.

It was even much when a group of five skinny year 7 students thundered over to their desks in the seating plan (come on who the hell has a seating plan for a form room) and they stay in the row in front of Jamie and they smelt of intoxicating amounts of deodorant that made Jamie willing to time how long it would take before he choked to death on their smell.

“Next to Jamie Richards at the back there. He’s in year 11, the year above you so he should be able to help you if you’re stuck,” Mr Smount said.

Jamie looked over at the large messy teacher’s desk that made Jamie seriously wonder how Mr Smount could ever find anything, much less have productive lessons, and he was surprised to see the back of a tall boy with curly black hair and perfect school uniform, at least it looked like it from the back.

When the boy turned around and started walking over to him, Jamie felt he recognised him from somewhere and there was just something about him. It definitely wasn’t attraction because Jamie was definitely straight, but he really just felt drawn to this random boy.

Like some reason Jamie just instantly knew that he was a great person, kind and generous, and like he had seen him before. It was actually rather annoying, but Jamie couldn’t place it.

Jamie kept looking at the boy walking towards him, and for some reason focused on his perfect school uniform that really made it look like he took pride in the fact that he came to his school (something Jamie would both agree and completely disagree with depending on the week, day or hour) and his face was... wasn’t sweet because Jamie was straight, but kind.

As the boy turned and entered the row that Jamie was sitting on, he quickly looked ahead so the boy wouldn’t know that Jamie had been staring at him. The last thing he wanted was for the boy to think he was weird or liked him or anything else.

Out of the corner of his eye, Jamie watched the boy sit down and then Jamie looked at him and he was smiling. He was actually really smiling at Jamie, and it felt good and nice to have someone smile at you like that.

Jamie had no idea what sort of smile it was, but it was a smile he hadn’t seen before, like... he just didn’t know.

“Hi,” the boy said. 

“Hey,” Jamie said, grinning for a reason he didn’t know.

Jamie offered his hand like he did with all his mates and the boy seemed hesitant for a moment, but he took it, and Jamie had no clue why he focused on the detail but the boy’s hands were smooth and soft and cool.

“I’m Jamie,” he said.

“I’m Ethan,” the boy said.

Jamie nodded slowly, that was where he had seen the boy before. He was the gay boy that came out less term, suffered tons of bullying (mainly from Jamie’s mates) and he had been through a lot.

Jamie felt so bad for him because all that Ethan was was gay at the end of the day. He never deserved to be bullied, hated and nothing should never have been said against him, that was cruel and Jamie really hoped that Ethan had had someone to stand up for him.

“Form,” Mr Smount said from the front of the classroom like this was some kind of military drill (even though in Smount’s mind it might have actually been). “I’ve done the register when you came in, today get to know the people around you because we’ll all be seeing each other a lot over the rest of the year,”

Jamie smiled and turned his head at Ethan and for some reason, mainly as he looked at Ethan’s great smile, he just knew that his form was actually going to be great.

Mainly because he was going to get to know the only gay boy in school and for some reason that actually excited him.
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9th January 2023

Snodland, England

Of all the forms Ethan had definitely not wanted to be in was Mr Smount’s form room, it totally wasn’t because Mr Smount was a bad teacher (but that was part of it), it wasn’t even that Mr Smount was a horrible messy person, it mainly came down to the fact that when Ethan had been seriously bullied last term, he had always done the natural thing and told his form tutor in an effort to get it sorted. Mr Smount sort of smiled, said he would do something but he never did.

So he was a useless form tutor, and after finally being able to put all the bullying behind him, Ethan just wished for a fresher start which would have been nice to include a new form tutor, but that was clearly never going to happen.

As Ethan glided his way through a sea of little year 7 and 8 and even 9 students as they rushed around trying to find their form rooms in the science block, which was a very thick corridor with lots of larger science rooms jetting off from it with the same awful blue carpet tiles that the entire school seem to have, bright white walls with marks from angry students who were sent out as punishment (not that Ethan ever believed that worked in the history of school punishments) and bright colourful science posters that no one actually cared about.

Ethan had always loved science as a subject, and he was one of the best students in his year about it. Everyone joked about his ability to be great at biology even though he was never going to practice it in real life. Ethan actually didn’t mind that particular joke about the reproductive system, because it was funny at first, but after the bullies heard it. That was when Ethan hated going to biology classes for a few weeks, but at least things were improving now.

As blasts of cold brushed past Ethan’s cheeks from more students coming and going out of the glass front door tens of metres behind him, Ethan finally saw the large blue fire door that was the entrance to Mr Smount’s classroom. Ethan just wanted to get this over and done with because no one liked form, no one liked mixing with younger year groups and it was just going to be awful.

Ethan would much rather spend his time in the music department practising on the electronic pianos and improving his skills again, but the rules were the rules apparently. And going to form was a must.

When Ethan saw two year 7 students go into Mr Smount’s classroom, Ethan quickly followed and coughed a little at the overwhelming aroma of cheap deodorant that some students must have decided to drown themselves in. Ethan had never understood why students felt the need to do that.

Ethan felt his heart rate increase for a moment as he looked at all the white higher-than-usual science desks in their rows upon rows and the awfully messy teacher’s desk at the front of the classroom, and Ethan had hated walking into his biology class last term with all the bullies just staring at him like he was a freak.

Ethan forced himself to focus that this wasn’t last term, it wasn’t with the same group of people and it wasn’t even the same classroom. He was going to be fine.

“Mr Gibson,” Mr Smount said.

Ethan went over to the large messy teacher’s desk filled with Mr Smount with his middle-aged face frowning at him and the light reflecting badly off his shiny black hair.

“Sir,” Ethan said, far less happy than he wanted.

Then Mr Smount told him where he was sitting in his seating plan (Ethan still had no clue why the hell someone created a seating plan for form) and started telling Ethan who he was sitting next to and why it would be great for him.

It all just went over Ethan’s head because the only thing that would actually make form time any better was for it to be over, him sitting next to one of his friends or for him to be sitting next to a stranger that was actually a good person.

Ethan nodded and thanked Mr Smount, for no reason, and he went over to the back of the long science room, past tons of rows of white desks filled with wide-eyed year 7 and 8 students and then Ethan went onto his row which was at the very back.

There was only one other person sitting on the row of desks, and he was actually rather cute and beautiful in a way. 

Ethan couldn’t help but focus completely on the clearly taller-than-average guy with longish blond hair that was perfectly straight, and as Ethan sat down next to him on the uncomfortable plastic chairs of the classroom, Ethan realised how handsome and stunning the guy’s face was.

It was smooth and amazing and as the guy looked at Ethan, Ethan just realised how absolutely stunning the guy’s dark blue eyes were that Ethan wanted to stare into all day.

His stomach filled with butterflies, his hands turned sweaty and he just couldn’t help but smile at this beautiful and really cute stranger.

Ethan knew that he was staring and smiling too long for him to possibly be cool in the slightest so he just said “hi,” to the cute boy next to him.

“Hey,” the cute boy said, and it was only now that Ethan realised that the cute boy was grinning at him too. Ethan just couldn’t understand why in the slightest.

Then Ethan was really surprised when the cute boy actually offered out his hand like he wanted Ethan to shake it. No one had ever done that to him before, Ethan had never done it with his mates, but he had seen the rather attractive sporty “manly-manly” boys do it to their mates, but given how cute the boy was Ethan shook it.

He was surprised that the cute boy’s hands were rough, warm and he loved the sheer power of electricity that flowed between them. Ethan had no clue if the other boy felt it, he probably didn’t because he was probably as straight as they come, but it was nice to imagine.

“I’m Jamie,” the cute boy said.

Ethan’s smile only grew that finally he knew the name of this cute beautiful boy. 

“I’m Ethan,” he said.

Then as Mr Smount announced that they were just meant to talk to and get to know each other, Ethan felt his hands get sweaty again and his stomach filled with even more butterflies because there was literally nothing else he would have rather done then get to know this amazing and very cute boy called Jamie that he just knew he would be spending a lot of time with throughout the year.
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9th January 2023

Snodland, England

Jamie had definitely been expecting a lot of things to come up in the first few moments of him meeting Ethan Gibson, the boy that was bullied and the only openly gay person in the school and the boy that was so kind that it still surprised Jamie after hearing so much about him through the grapevine, and awful mocking of Jamie’s friends.

As all the year 7 and 8 students talk, joked and shouted like all young children did when they were still learning to use their indoor voices as Jamie’s mother called it, and some silly students decided to spray even more deodorant on themselves and Jamie coughed a few times because it the aroma of it was so strong, he realised that form time might not be this bad after all.

It definitely wouldn’t be that bad because Mr Smount always had a grumpy look when students didn’t turn up for form or anything, and he didn’t have that look today. In fact he looked “happy” as he flicked through his messy desk seemingly knowing where everything was, and that meant that it was only Jamie and Ethan on the back row of bright white higher-than-usual science desks.

Just a little space that was just for them and for some reason, and Jamie seriously didn’t know why, but he really liked that idea.

“You’re the boy that bullied and came out last term,” Jamie said.

He had no idea why he felt the need to bring that up straight away, but it was clearly a bad thing to do considering Ethan sadly looked to the ground in shame, and Jamie felt like an idiot.

“Sorry,” Jamie said, “I know you’re more than that. It’s just I’ve never met a gay person before,”

As soon as he said it he felt like even more like an idiot, Ethan was a person, his sexuality didn’t define him and that statement was clear in the look of shame in Ethan’s dark hazelnut eyes.

“Let’s start again,” Jamie said. “I’m Jamie, you’re Ethan, I’m captain of the school’s football team, what about yourself?”

Ethan sort of smiled at that random question and raised his eyes to look at Jamie.

“No I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have looked so shamed or whatever. It’s just I thought I had left the I’m-the-new-gay-boy stuff behind last term,” Ethan said.

Jamie could seriously understand that wanting to leave the past behind, and he felt bad in a way for bringing it up again, but given how some of the younger students were turning round and pointing at Ethan, Jamie just sadly knew that Ethan wasn’t going to get his wish.

And oddly enough Jamie wanted to be around Ethan so he didn’t have to deal with all those questions alone, and so Ethan could have someone to talk to that saw him as more than his newly revealed sexuality.

Jamie rolled his eyes. Why was he feeling like this? He had never thought, acted or wanted strange feelings like this before. Maybe it was just that he wanted a new friend and Ethan was different. Jamie just shook his head slightly and just hoped the troublesome ideas would go away.

“I play the electronic piano for the school,” Ethan said.

“Wow,” Jamie said. “That’s really cool. I think the last time I played music was in year 8 and I broke the department’s drums,” 

Ethan laughed. “So you’re the boy that meant I couldn’t start drum practice in year 7,”

“Yeah sorry about that,” Jamie said, smiling. “But it is seriously cool you play the piano. That must be hard and complex at times. I mean like how do you even do it?”

Ethan smiled even more now and Jamie couldn’t understand why, wasn’t this a fairly normal conversation for Ethan to have with someone? Wasn’t it naturally cool to play an instrument? Or maybe it was that Jamie actually wanted to know how who Ethan was and not his sexuality?

Jamie didn’t know but it was interesting to imagine.

“I don’t know,” Ethan said. “I’ve been playing for years. It provided a good escape last term and the years before, and I don’t know, I suppose it’s like you just let the music flow through you,”

Ethan laughed hard and Jamie just smiled. Jamie knew exactly why they were laughing because it was such a typical musician answer that only made sense to other musicians and just sounded so weird to everyone else.

“I mean I guess it’s like how you know how to play football. I can’t play in the slightest, I think the last time I played probably two people kicked me so hard I was bruised for a week,” Ethan said.

Jamie smiled and covered his hand with his hand. That was awful but he nodded because he did understand what Ethan meant. When he was playing football, Jamie didn’t think about what needed to be done, he just played because it felt so natural to him.

“Any other fun hobbies?” Jamie asked.

Again Ethan looked almost surprised by the question, and Jamie really couldn’t understand why.

“Why do you keep looking so surprised at me?” Jamie asked, a bit harsher than he meant to.

Ethan looked to the floor again like he had made a massive mistake that was all his fault.

“I’m sorry, really sorry,” Ethan said. “It’s just I only really have three friends and no one else talks to me. No one else shows an interest in me besides of the oh-my-god-he’s-a-queer stuff,” 

Jamie wanted to gentle place a hand on his shoulder and comfort him but he couldn’t, surely? That wasn’t the right thing to do, no it wasn’t, so Jamie only
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