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No one’s happy when their best friend gets
divorced, and I was no exception. I wasn’t happy.

 


I was fucking ecstatic.

 


Of course, my situation was different than
most. I had been friends with Ryan since I was thirteen, and from
the very first moment he walked into my life I’d had a ridiculous
crush on him.

 


Ryan never gave any indication that he was
even bisexual, let alone gay. The ladies loved Ryan, so more often
than not he had someone on his arm, and I was relegated to just
being the best friend even though I wanted to be way more.

 


Ryan surprised us all by getting married
right after high school to an older woman. He was absolutely
enamored with her, and, at least at first, it seemed mutual. I
tried my best to be happy for them both, but I couldn't help being
jealous.

 


As the time went on it became more and more
obvious that the honeymoon period didn’t last long. Ryan complained
about spending more nights sleeping in the guest room than in his
own bedroom, and I’d even overheard a few furtive conversations at
family events where they whisper-yelled at each other, Ryan
throwing out words like “prude” and “cold fish” while his wife
hissed back “oversexed” and “pervert.”

 


Needless to say, things weren’t happy around
his house.

 


Despite it all, Ryan and I had a great
relationship, and his wife never tried to come between us. I
quickly realized that it wasn’t a lack of jealousy. She just didn’t
care as long as she had a hot young guy on her arm.

 


My junior year of college had just ended,
and when I showed up back at my house, my car stuffed with the
contents of my dorm room, I drove past Ryan loading up a small
moving van.

 


“Ryan?” I called, “Where are you going?”

 


Ryan smiled, though his blue eyes looked
sad, shoving the last cardboard box inside and pulling the van door
closed before turning to me.

 


“It’s finally over. The two of us should
have called it quits ages ago, but you know how Hailey hates
anything that upsets her schedule.” Disdain dripped from his
lips at the last word. Hailey had always been someone who scheduled
every minute of her life, and I had no doubt that extended all the
way down to sex.

 


Ryan shook his head. “I’m sorry, Logan, I
know I shouldn’t dump all this on you with no warning. I would have
told you sooner, but I didn’t want to upset you during finals.”

 


I felt the familiar rush of heat flood me
and how considerate Ryan had been. Even during a stressful
situation like this he still thought of me first.

 


“Where are you moving to?” I asked, hating
the idea of him having to stay in some lonely apartment.

 


“I found an apartment pretty close to school
actually.” I brightened instantly at the idea of having him so
close, but the thought of having to go without him for a whole
summer had the next few months looking grim. Ryan didn’t seem to
notice my rollercoaster mood as he finished loading a few smaller
boxes on the front seat of the moving van. “Students have taken up
all the one bedrooms, so I ended up with a two bedroom. Not really
sure what I’ll do with the extra space.”

 


“I could move in,” I blurted out.

 


Ryan’s head snapped up. "Are you sure?" he
asked, shocked. "I'd never ask you to do that."

 


“I know you wouldn’t, Ryan,” I said, trying
to think about anything other than the throbbing in my jeans. “But
I’m definitely getting sick of living with the parents, and I’d
love to live closer to the school this summer. Plus it has to be
cheaper than the dorms.” I paused before adding, “And if I don’t
come, who will take care of you?”

 


Ryan pulled me into a tight hug that
lingered just a bit longer than necessary. “Guess I have a new
roommate then!”

 


***

 


I was so screwed.

 


Living with Ryan and hiding my crush had
been difficult enough when things like marriage kept us apart. But
now that he was divorced and we were sharing an apartment, all I
could think about was how badly I wanted Ryan to fuck me.

 


We were taking a break from unpacking. Ryan
had brought out a six pack of beer, and I was sipping one. “I’m not
going to pretend you didn’t go to any parties just because you
aren’t 21,” Ryan said with a laugh. “A couple beers certainly won’t
hurt.”
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