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Chapter 9

My whole body jolted. I turned sideways and tried to slip past him as fast as possible, only to accidentally brush my waist against his big hand.

I shivered again.

While I soaked the bedsheets, my head was full of dream-Jace kissing me, mixed with the memory of the last time I’d accidentally brushed his lips.

The dream was starting to feel way too real.

I licked my lips, wiped my wet hands twice on my pants with shaking fingers, pulled out my phone, and made a post.

[What do I do if I think I’m not a straight guy after all?]

I thought maybe I’d gotten kissed gay.

Honestly, I should’ve realized it sooner.

Ever since that kiss with Jace, something had been off with me. Everywhere. All the time.

I really might be into guys.

After making the post, I secretly started searching for stuff related to it.

That was when I found someone online with the exact same problem.

He also thought he might not be a straight guy after all.

The difference was, this person had already made over a hundred desperate posts about it.

The latest one said:

[I can’t even look at him right now! Am I seriously not straight?! Every time I look at him I want to kiss him! He was just so close to me a second ago. I almost couldn’t hold back!]

His username was:

[Wanna Hold My Soft, Sweet Little Roommate]

I stared at the profile of this fellow sufferer—someone with the same illness as me, except way, way more terminal.

There were more than a hundred posts. I didn’t have time to read through all of them.

So I clicked into his DMs.

[Hey. I think I’m dealing with the same thing you are. I’m starting to think I’m not straight either. Do you want to talk?]

[Yeah.]

He replied almost instantly.

I asked my question with complete sincerity.

[Last night I saw my roommate’s body and ended up having... a dream. Does that mean I’m not straight? Like, am I reacting to men now?]

The guy who wanted to hug his soft, sweet roommate seemed weirdly experienced in this area.

He calmly analyzed it for me.

[Are you reacting to all men, or just this one roommate?]

[I don’t know.]

I honestly hadn’t thought about that.

So I sent back:

[I’ll observe a little.]

That night, our other two roommates were getting ready to shower.

I sat stiffly at my desk, pretending to look normal while stretching my neck toward the bathroom.

Both of them had their shirts off. Their bodies were better than mine, and they had the usual light tan skin.

Sure, they had muscle too, but it was nothing like Jace’s—none of that pulse-spiking, dark, sexy, chocolate-toned skin.

Nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

I was not gay.

To make sure, I craned my neck even farther—

And suddenly my vision went dark.

A wall of dark skin and very clearly eight-pack abs blocked my view.
Chapter 11

I still hadn’t managed to open my mouth when, completely out of nowhere, he spoke to me first.

“Evan, want to grab lunch together?”

I nodded yes immediately.

On the way to the campus cafeteria, I secretly pulled out my phone from my pocket and, buzzing with nerves, messaged the anonymous user who called himself Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate.

Want Chocolate: I got asked out!

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: Me too!

Want Chocolate: I feel like maybe he doesn’t hate me that much after all!

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: I think getting more time together was the right move. I feel like I’m finally seeing some hope!

Want Chocolate: Don’t go offline. We need live updates. Stay in contact!

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: Deal. Keep your phone on you. I’m so nervous. I’m losing my mind.

With my online friend cheering me on, I felt a little braver.

Maybe Jace didn’t hate me that much.

But when I looked up, I saw him walking beside me while staring intently at his phone, his brows slightly knit.

And instantly, my confidence collapsed again.

Maybe he still kind of hated me. Maybe he just couldn’t find anyone else to eat with, so he asked me.

We got our food and sat down at a table.

I was so tense I had no idea what to say, so I quietly unlocked my phone under the table and opened my chat with Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate for emergency discussion.

I turned slightly sideways, pretending to eat while typing with my phone hidden under the table like I was carrying out some kind of covert operation.

Want Chocolate: What do I do? I don’t know what to say!

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: What do I do? I don’t know what to say either!

I sneaked a glance at Jace and kept typing one-handed.

Want Chocolate: Oh no, he’s just looking at his phone and not talking to me. He really does hate me!

I looked up again—and accidentally made eye contact with Jace.

I shoved my phone down and gave him an awkward laugh.

He gave me an awkward laugh back, then turned slightly away from me and lifted an arm like he was half hiding his face.

So naturally, I also turned a little farther away and went back to checking my phone in secret.

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: Oh no, he’d seriously rather look at his phone than talk to me too. I really have no chance.

Want Chocolate: Then what do we do? Should we try to start with something? Maybe put some food on his plate?

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: I think that could work.

There was one shared dish in the middle of the table.

I aimed straight for the biggest drumstick and reached over to pick it up for Jace.

Except my chopsticks bumped right into his.

He had been reaching for the drumstick himself.

“You eat it.”

“You eat it.”
Chapter 12

We spoke at the exact same time, then both gave another painfully fake laugh before turning away again so hard we were practically back-to-back.

Want Chocolate: That was so awkward! He was trying to grab it himself!

Want to Hug My Soft, Sweet Roommate: Same here! I got in his way!

The progress on both our sides was so slow it was honestly tragic.

So I made an executive decision.

Want Chocolate: What if we just ask them straight up what they think about gay people?

I had just lifted my head, ready to say it—

when I realized Jace was staring at me.

He let out a dry little laugh.

“Wow, the weather’s great today. So, uh... what do you think about gay guys?”

I froze.

That topic switch was so abrupt my brain fully blue-screened.

I had no idea why he was asking me that out of nowhere. Maybe he’d seen some gay couple in the cafeteria or something. But I was terrified of answering wrong, so I threw the question back at him.

“What do you think?”

At the same time, I whipped out my phone and hid it behind my arm so I could type without him noticing.

Want Chocolate: Do we need to expose ourselves?

Want to Hug My Soft Sweet Roommate: Of course not. We absolutely cannot expose ourselves. We have to read the room and answer based on the other person’s reaction. Start with something neutral that’s hard to mess up. If things go bad, then we definitely can’t say more.

Want Chocolate: Okay.

I looked up again just in time to hear Jace say, “I mean... they’re... fine?”

He sounded like he’d actually thought about it. He even hesitated.

Fine?

What was that supposed to mean?

That was way too vague.

“And you?” he asked.

I had to answer.

So I hesitated too, then echoed his tone as uncertainly as possible. “I mean... yeah... they’re... fine?”

Jace took a deep breath.

“Yeah,” he said. “I think they’re just... fine too.”

I took a deep breath right back.

“Same. Totally fine.”

Then I saw the weird look on his face, and immediately concluded that he definitely did not like gay people.

Once I thought I understood his stance, I got bolder and doubled down.

“Like, really just fine. Extremely fine. Super fine. Very, very fine.”

Jace frowned.

“Exactly,” he said.

He frowned.

He frowned.

That meant I was right. He really didn’t like gay people.

Now that I thought we were on the same page, I charged ahead. “Right? It’s just... bad taste.”

He followed instantly.

“Seriously. Who even likes men?”

And somehow, after that, the two of us got weirdly fired up. The more we talked, the more intense we got.

“Exactly! Isn’t that gross?”

“Right? What could be grosser than liking men?”

“You’d have to be out of your mind!”
Chapter 14

He started going everywhere with me. Wherever I went, he followed. He did my laundry, brought me food, and during our fitness assessment, he didn’t fight for first place. Instead, he stayed back and ran the last lap with me, dragging along my weak, scrawny self.

When it rained, he would just stand beside me and hold the umbrella over both of us without saying a word.

Jace was the kind of handsome that felt almost feral—tense, sharp, impossible to ignore. The size difference between us was obvious, and whenever he walked next to me, he looked exactly like some absurdly loyal guard dog in human form.

When he held the umbrella, he always tilted it toward me without thinking. But his shoulders were so broad that half his body would end up outside the cover anyway, getting soaked by the rain.

So every time we got back to the shared dorm room on a rainy day, his white button-down would be drenched on one side, plastered tight against his chest.

That half-soaked look should have seemed messy.

Instead, it was weirdly restrained and insanely attractive.

And every single time I saw it, my heartbeat sped up all over again.

Jace kept a careful distance from me. He didn’t touch me, didn’t push, didn’t make things harder than they already were—but whenever I needed him, he was there.

When I got sick, he was even more anxious than I was.

We ended up in the ER in the middle of the night, and while I sat there getting an IV, Jace held my hand and tried to calm me down.

“Don’t be scared,” he said quietly. “I’m here.”

I didn’t sleep at all that night.

The next morning, I messaged my best friend Nate.

I need to see you! Something huge happened!

“What was so huge that you dragged me out of bed this early?”

Nate was still wearing his bedhead like a crown, squinting at me with obvious suspicion.

“You don’t look injured.”

“You are never going to guess this.”

I leaned in until I was practically in his face and said, with utmost seriousness, “You remember Jace, right? My roommate. The one who’s ridiculously hot and also kind of terrifying.”

“Yeah. What about him?”

“He held my hand. Interlaced fingers and everything.”

“...”

Nate’s silence was deafening.

“You woke me up at dawn to tell me that?”

He was way too calm.

How was he not shocked at all? Two guys holding hands should be at least a little—well. A little something.

“You don’t think two guys holding hands is kind of... you know?”

Nate gave me a flat look. “You two do that banana thing every single day. At this point, what exactly do you think is off-limits?”

Okay, yes, I was still giving Jace one banana a day.

But the way Nate said it sounded weirdly suggestive.
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