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Chapter One










Wednesday Afternoon




One of the things Clay loved most about Jack
Bowman was his ability to make an entrance. Sure, he was suave and
cool, funny and charming, but no one could make a dramatic
appearance quite like the University of Colorado’s self-proclaimed
God of the Senior Class.

“My life is over.
Completely. Nothing left worth saving. Just kill me
now.”

Speak of the devil, Clay thought as
Jack stormed into their dorm room and collapsed on top of the
nearest bed.

Unfortunately, it happened to be the bed
Clay currently occupied.

“Oof! Get off me, fucktard!
I can’t breathe.”

“Life as we know it is
finité, and all you can think about is breathing?” Jack
rolled off and lay beside Clay in the bed. His hand settled on the
curve of Clay’s hip, a warm weight that made the blond hairs on the
back of Clay’s neck stand on end.

“Can I help you with
something?” Clay asked, proud that his voice cracked only a little.
Ever since the start of the school year, being so close to Jack
made his body do weird things, like make his stomach churn or start
his heart racing.

Fuck it all if he knew what it meant,
though.

His dark-haired roommate sighed and stared
at the ceiling as if searching for the meaning of life among the
cracks, spit wads, and trophy condoms that had accumulated during
their nine-month tenure in the room.

Clay watched Jack and waited.

Three.

Two.

One.

“Aren’t you even going to
ask me what’s wrong?”

Right on time.

“Jack, after four years,
I’ve learned to wait until your hissy fits are over before
interrupting.” He sat up and stared down at his friend. “Are you
done flouncing yet?”

“You’re cruel, Clayface. An
ass, just like everybody else!” He rolled off the bed and stormed
across the room, arms folded over his chest. Jack stared out the
window instead of pacing like he usually did during his
snits.

Clay began to think something might actually
be wrong this time when Dominic and Miles came into the room, the
former’s face bright red.

“Jesus, Bowman. It was just
a joke!”

Jack kept his back turned. “There’s a lot of
truth in jest, asshat. Didn’t your mom ever tell you that?”
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