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Jack Willmore stood outside his best friend in the entire world’s small university apartment. As he stood in the bright white corridor that shouted how modern and updated it was, he just smiled to himself as he waited for his best friend, Hannah, to finally come out.

The corridor he was standing in was perfectly warm, not too cold, not too warm and filled with the delightful hints of basil, tomatoes and cooking pasta filtering through the air from a nearby kitchen.

Jack just rested against the perfectly warm walls, and stared at the thick blue carpet that was a little silly for a university corridor in his opinion. There were so many university students walking up and down it at all hours that it would only take one of them having muddy shoes to ruin it. But if the university really wanted to buy great looking things over more practical things then he was hardly going to argue with them.

There were so many yellow wooden doors lining the corridor that Jack was really wondering how many students actually lived on this floor alone. He knew that Hannah shared her kitchen with ten other students, and that certainly got interesting at dinner time for sure, but he had no idea about the other kitchens on the same floor.

Whatever the answer that was certainly one of the reasons why Jack absolutely loved living on campus. There were just so many great people to meet, get to know and become friends with that life really was amazing.

In Jack’s own apartment block that wasn’t quite as nice as Hannah’s, he had become great friends with a cute French boy (that he seriously wished was gay but sadly wasn’t), an amazing Italian girl and they all tolerated a Portuguese boy. 

Jack looked back at Hannah’s yellow door and really wanted her to hurry up so the queue to sign the Queen’s Book of Condolence wouldn’t get too long.

He wasn’t even much of a royalist beyond what was apparently normal for a British man to be. Jack admitted that the royal family did a lot of important diplomatic work for the country, they were kind and did actually loved their subjects. But Jack would never watch a royal event if it was on and he didn’t even pay much attention to the Jubilee a few months ago.

It just didn’t interest him.

Jack listened to the rustling coming from behind Hannah’s door, and smiled at a very cute blond man as he walked past with his good-looking girlfriend as they looked with they were going to study in the library judging by the sheer amount of books they were carrying.

Jack might have been a first-year at Kent University but he supposed he should be taking the first year on his psychology course seriously, but he just wanted to enjoy university and it was only the first proper week of lectures anyway. Most of them were just boring introductory talks anyway.

Being a part of this so-called historic moment seemed a lot more interesting, and Jack would only be going into Canterbury City centre to go shopping with Hannah later anyway. 

Apparently Hannah needed some more clothes for going out in the evening, and even though Jack didn’t like shopping too much (he definitely wasn’t that type of gay) he wanted to spend some more time with her, because with her being on a different course to him, Jack was embarrassingly concerned about not seeing his childhood best friend as much as he used to.

A few moments later, Hannah’s bright yellow door opened and she walked out and Jack felt very underdressed now. Hannah looked flat out amazing with her long shoulder length brown hair that was perfectly accented by her posh(ish) black dress, leggings and high heels that really made her look important.

Jack almost felt silly in his white hoodie, blue jeans and black trainers that were covered in mud from a wrong turn through the woods that he had taken with some other friends yesterday. That was definitely the last night Jack was going to go hiking with those friends without his phone again.

“Ready to go,” Hannah said, way too excitedly for this early in the morning.

Jack didn’t normally get up until about 9 o’clock in the morning but because of his own interest and Hannah’s rather extreme interest in signing the book of condolence for the now-dead Queen, Jack had had to get up at the ungodly hour of seven o’clock in the morning.

There was only one person, Nick Locke, in existence that Jack knew of that would get up that early and actually function and look good, but that boy was long gone and as much as Jack had missed him for years, he was looking forward to meeting new people, enjoying the student life and hopefully finding a hot man in the process.

And as much as he didn’t understand it, he couldn’t help but feel like he was going to meet someone in a queue of all things.

A very special queue.
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Nick Locke seriously had no idea why in the world he had decided to come to the university library to queue up and sign a book of condolence for a monarch that he wasn’t even that interested in.

The part of the university library where the book was located was a part that was normally off-limits for students with its high floor-to-ceiling windows, massive temperature controlled cabinets filled with ancient books and documents, and there was even an old coffee machine tucked away in one corner.

Nick was currently standing at the start of a very long line of university students that snaked around the massive library room with aromas of musty old books, flowery and earthy perfumes filling the air. There were three female students in front of him wearing red, white and blue (the colours of the union jack) and they were talking about what the new King was going to be like and what it meant for the monarchy, and even what it meant for the Commonwealth that still had the British Monarch as their head of state.

Nick wasn’t really too interested in all that but it was great to see that some people were really excited, and thankfully the line was moving very quickly.

There might have been another hundred or so students in front of Nick, but he didn’t mind. It was an early Thursday morning and he didn’t have any lectures or anything, and it wasn’t even like he had much of a routine at the moment because this was the first proper week at university.

There was meant to be something about the different social clubs you could join later on, but Nick wasn’t too sure what he wanted. 

Well, that wasn’t exactly true as Nick seriously wanted to know about the gay scene at university and in Canterbury. It wasn’t that he was looking for clubbing, sex or anything like that, it was just more than he wanted to be around other gay people.

Nick had always loved being gay despite being closeted until a few years ago, and even though his parents and entire family had been amazingly supportive. They had still lived in a small village, so he was technically the only gay in the village and that was hard.

The wonderful smell of chai latte, sweet iced coffees and delicious buttery Danish pastries filled the air as more and more students joined the line and that really made Nick happy. Especially when the taste of rich, fruity Chelsea buns formed on his tongue. Nick absolutely loved their fruity, sweet buttery flavour.

He was definitely going to have go to a bakery later on and get one. 

As the line moved a lot more and the three women dressed in red, white and blue got more excited, Nick thought he heard a very familiar voice.

It was a husky, sexy voice that sounded so manly and attractive, Nick never knew that he was attracted to voices before, but it sounded so familiar.

Nick turned around and his body just froze as he saw a ghost from his past. 

As Nick stared at a very sexy man with cute curly brown hair, skinny jeans that highlighted how fit he was and a bright white hoodie that looked to be covering washboard abs, Nick was shocked that he was looking at a fully grownup Jack Willmore.

Jack looked so amazing with his face being all lines and angles now and wow, he really did look so wonderful.

Nick just couldn’t believe that he was looking at the boy that he had fallen in love with so many years ago, tried to date in secret and ultimately shattered his little heart all because how do you tell someone you love them if you couldn’t even hold their hand in public.

Nick was drawn to talk to Jack a lot more than he ever wanted to admit.
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The delightful smells of bitter coffee, chai lattes and the sweetest chocolate Jack had ever smelt filled the air as he joined the massively long snaking queue in the university library for people to sign the book of Condolence for the late Queen. Jack was just surprised more than anything at the sheer amount of students queueing up.

There were so many different types of students in all their different heights, sizes and countries of origin. Jack had suspected it might only be British, Canadian and a handful of other countries, but he was impressed.

He was even surprised that a group of three young female students were standing tens of people in front of him wearing the red, white and blue of the Union Jack, a symbol that Jack had mixed feelings about these days given how abusive England was towards Scotland and the other nations making up the UK.

“This hot chocolate is amazing,” Hannah said. 

Jack just smiled because she had been acting like a kid in a candy store ever since they had left her apartment building. Jack really liked how into the royals Hannah was and she had been telling him all sorts of things about the royal family on the way over here.

But Jack had a feeling that sooner or later he was going to have to run away from Hannah, because as much as he loved her, he didn’t really want to listen to royal tales all day.

“Jackie,” a man said a few metres in front of him.

Jack’s stomach tightened instantly as his stomach recognised the voice way before his brain. He flat out couldn’t believe that the love of his life, his childhood sweetheart and the only man that ever made him feel special was here.

Jack instantly looked in the direction of the voice and a lump formed in his throat and he grabbed onto Hannah for support as he stared at the beautiful sexy Nick.

Even now after all these years, Nick was still stunning and beautiful like he had been five or six years ago back in secondary school before he had broken his heart and fled to live in some rural village in the middle of nowhere. 

Jack just focused on Nick’s thick black hair that still looked just so tempting for Jack to run his thin fingers through as the day they had met, kissed and told each other everything about each other. That was an amazing day, and even Nick’s strong jawline, manly looks and insanely seductive grin hadn’t been dulled by time.

“You two know each other?” Hannah asked.

Jack could only nod as beautiful Nick walked towards him and Hannah, and Jack truly had no idea what to
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