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Dedication
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To my eldest son, who like Chad, shared so much of his life, thoughts, and ponderings with his mom.

Your trust and openness is something I will treasure forever.

You are deeply loved.



Author's Note

The word faggot is used and this story gives an impression of an off-page suicide attempt. One of the main characters spends some time addicted to drugs and performing sexual acts including prostitution. There is drug use in this story.
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Chapter One | Monday
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The trees were only starting to turn color, but the wind was bringing in some icy cold arctic air. Chad Parker pulled his jacket closed as he made a run from his car to the front doors of Tekla Senior High School. It was already the second week of classes, but he'd only just transferred in from a school that was in the next city over. Tekla had a football academy that Chad and a few of his friends had decided to take advantage of when the program had been opened up to accept students from other school districts. He was running later than usual because he'd slept in, and his friends had made other arrangements for the first day, so he hadn't had them to rely on as his backup plan for waking up on time. It had taken him nearly forty minutes to reach the school even though he'd been traveling at top speed.

It was times like these that Chad hated living out as far as he did. But his father had insisted on it. His family owned a string of high-end hotels in the middle of Vancouver, but his father had wanted what he considered a more wholesome environment to settle his family in, so he'd built a massive estate almost five hours in from the west coast of Canada.

Chad was an only child, and they'd moved into the estate just after he'd turned eight. Luckily, there had been an elementary school close to his home, and he'd managed to make a lot of friends. He was good looking, naturally outgoing, and partially due to the amenities in his house, Chad had become very popular.

He checked the time on his phone as he opened the door into the school office and smiled at the secretary sitting behind the counter at her computer, but it didn't look like she was in the mood to be swayed by his charm.

"Can I help you?" she asked blandly.

"Yeah. Today is my first day," Chad replied. "I transferred here for the football academy, but I don't have a timetable yet."

"And you're late. Name please."

"Chad Parker."

"What grade are you in?"

"Twelve." 

Chad looked around as he waited for the secretary to print off his timetable. The notice board contained very few items, but he perused the information anyway to pass the time. There was a stack of documents on the counter, and he lifted one. It had a map of the classroom locations on it, so he folded it up and stuffed it in his pocket. He was about to start reading through a newsletter when the secretary came back with a printed copy of his timetable. He thanked her and stepped out into the hallway.

His first class was History 12 in room 136 with Ms. Clare. He pulled the map out of his pocket and was relieved to see it was only a few doors away from where he was standing. He found the room and peered in the window of the door, spotting two of his friends sitting at the back of the room. He quietly opened the door and nodded his apology to the teacher as he made his way toward the back. He exchanged silent high fives and a few stupid faces with his friends before taking a seat in the only vacant spot in the room.

After falling into his seat, Chad placed his books on the table he'd be sharing with the guy next to him. Once he had himself organized with his binder and a pen, and the teacher went back to instructing the class, he turned to introduce himself.

"Hey, I'm Chad." Chad held out his hand under the table to avoid detection by the teacher, who was probably already annoyed at his disruption.

"Hi. Derek Steeple." Derek shook Chad's hand and then went back to taking notes from the board.

"Would I be able to borrow your notes for the last two weeks?" Chad asked as he pulled some paper out of his binder and began writing down the information the teacher had written on the board. He'd always been good at school, managing to maintain an average of about ninety-six percent in most of his classes, except French. Languages were not his thing, but Chad needed one to get into the university his father had picked out for him. History was one of his favorite classes, and he wanted to make sure he hadn't missed anything crucial in the two weeks he'd been absent.

He turned to face Derek, waiting to hear his response.

"Umm ...sure," Derek agreed as he flipped through his binder and unclipped the rings to remove about twenty pages of notes. "It's pretty detailed, but you only need to know the definitions and the dates and stuff to pass the course."

"Thanks, buddy," Chad replied. "I'll photocopy these at break and give them back to you."

After an hour of tedious detail regarding the cause and effect of any potential world conflicts, the bell rang for break and Chad made a dash for the office before it became too crowded. His friends from his history class, Sam and Dillon, were waiting for him when he emerged from the office.

Sam and Dillon had been friends with Chad since grade two, and the three of them were practically inseparable. Their elementary school teachers had always referred to them as the Three Musketeers, and they'd continued their close friendship all the way through high school. But of the two of them, Chad considered Sam to be his best friend.

"Why were you so fucking late?" Sam asked as he began pushing buttons on the vending machine they were standing next to in an attempt to coerce it to drop a bit of change. 

"We were starting to think you'd changed your mind about coming to Tekla," Dillon added. "You had us worried."

"I wouldn't leave you guys without your best quarterback," Chad replied. "Why didn't you phone me if you were so worried?" 

"We did. Your phone is off ...again," Dillon said, then jostled Sam out of the way, as the machine began dispensing free bags of chips.

"Fuck, are you kidding!" Chad fished his phone out of his pocket and turned it on. There were ten missed calls and a stack of text messages waiting. He swore as the bell for the start of class rang. "Damn, I have to piss. Can you give these papers back to the guy sitting next to me? I'll be there in a minute."

"You're seriously going to tick that teacher off," Sam said then waved the papers away, not wanting them, as he continued to stuff bags of chips into his jacket. "You better get moving." 

"I know. I'll be quick. Just give the guy next to me his notes and put mine under my binder." Chad pushed the stack of paper at Dillon and took off down the hallway, in what he hoped was the correct direction to find the washrooms. 

He finally found them and relieved himself quickly, but decided to check his appearance before he headed back to class. He had dark blond hair, which he wore short, and had startling blue eyes that were common in his family. He stood about six feet tall and had his dad's rugged good looks, which had provided him with an obsessive following of girls wherever he went. He'd decided to wear the football jacket from his previous school today over an old t-shirt and jeans and was pleased to see his friends had decided to do the same. They needed to stick together until they met a few people and felt more comfortable with their new school.

Chad headed back to class and peered in through the window of the door at the back of the classroom, which turned out to be locked, so he motioned for Dillon to let him in. Dillon reluctantly pulled himself out of his seat and opened the door.

The teacher didn't look impressed as Chad took his seat.

"I'm sorry, Ms. Clare," Chad said. "But as you know I was running late this morning ...and I'd had three cups of coffee before I left the house ...I was dying for a piss." A few people laughed aloud, and Ms. Clare cleared her throat. "And then I had to photocopy the notes for the past two weeks of class because I aim to get an 'A' this semester. I love History. It really is my favorite subject—"

"Thank you, Mr. Parker," Ms. Clare interrupted. "I look forward to seeing your enthusiasm reflected in your first assignment."

Chad opened his binder and stuffed the photocopied notes into it before taking out the papers he'd been writing on earlier so he could take down the new information that was on the board.

"Did I miss anything else?" Chad showed Derek what he'd written down so far.

"There's a test Wednesday on chapter one through five," Derek replied, so quietly Chad almost missed what he'd said.

"Fuck, I don't even have a textbook yet," Chad said. "This is shaping up to be the week from hell for me."

"You could borrow mine. I already know this stuff."

"That would be fantastic. Thanks, buddy." Chad clapped Derek on the back and then leaned into the aisle to attract Sam's attention.

"Do we have a practice today?" he asked Sam.

"No, just a meeting. Fifteen minutes tops," Sam answered.

"Do you need a ride home?"

"Yeah, we'll catch a ride with you." Sam sat up and pretended to be working as Ms. Clare made her way down the aisle.

"Mr. Parker," Ms. Clare said. "You might think you're pretty hot shit coming into this school as a star quarterback, but I will not be putting up with any more of your interruptions."

"I'm sorry," Chad replied. "I'm feeling so overwhelmed by everything. I don't normally behave like this ...I promise." He smiled confidently at the teacher until she sighed and made her way back to the front of the class. It wasn't long until the bell rang and Chad found himself back out in the hall trying to locate his next classroom before he took off for lunch. He was on his own for now, because Sam and Dillon had been called to the office to complete their registration.

"What do you have after lunch?" Derek motioned for Chad to hand him his timetable. "Physics 12 with Mr. Peters ...impressive. That's near my locker. I'll show you the way. It's a bit tricky to find because you have to go in behind the gym." He handed Chad the history textbook and started walking toward the gym. "So, you transferred in with those other guys?"

"Yeah, there are five of us from my old school. Tekla has an excellent football academy. Are you into football?"

"I watch it with my dad sometimes." Derek stopped in front of his locker and deftly spun the dial around until he had it unlocked. "Your physics class is just across the hall there."

"Yeah. Hey, thanks for the textbook," Chad replied. "Maybe I'll see you around tomorrow." He punched Derek in the arm and headed across the hall. A group of boys was standing outside the classroom talking. They were all wearing Tekla football jackets.

The largest guy of the group stepped forward. 

"Hey, you're one of the new guys, right?" he asked.  

"Yeah," Chad answered. "Name's Chad ...quarterback. Are you in this physics class?"

"Unfortunately," replied the ominous, obvious leader of the group. "Mr. Peters is a real douche. He says I've gotten behind on some of my labs, so I have to spend lunch in here catching up.

"That sucks."

"Yeah. Hey, my name's Zeek, and this is Marlboro and Pete."

The other two just nodded.

"Cool," Chad replied. "So, how come there's no practice today?"

"With all you new guys coming in, they had to reshuffle things a bit. There'll be a full practice tomorrow." Zeek moved closer to Chad so he could speak quieter. "Just a head's up. You do not want to be seen talking to that freak, Derek."

"Why not? He seems all right." Chad looked back to see that Derek was still at his locker trying to fit everything back in, but books kept spilling out onto the floor and being kicked away from him down the hallway. He was a bit of a lightweight in comparison to most other boys their age, and he was dressed a lot nicer than any of them as well. Chad watched as Derek struggled to close his locker door, but was thwarted when a random passerby hauled the door open causing the contents to spill back onto the floor. 

Chad sighed and turned away, and followed Zeek into the physics room to see if he could find out what he'd missed.

The football meeting turned out to be nothing more than an opportunity to introduce the new players and have them sized up for their gear. The entire thing still managed to take forever, and forty-five minutes had passed before they were finished and heading to the parking lot. It had started to rain at the beginning of the meeting, but now it was bucketing down, and they had to make a run for the sleek new sports car Chad's parents had bought him for his eighteenth birthday.

He unlocked the doors and climbed in, but had to wait while Sam cleared a bunch of beer cans and hamburger wrappers off the passenger seat before starting it up. He'd already been in trouble more than once at his old school for firing up his stereo while the doors were still open. 

Chad let Sam fiddle with the stereo while he backed out of the stall, and was about to floor it out of the parking lot when he saw Derek standing in the rain, without even a coat on. He wheeled around so Derek would be on the driver's side and rolled down his window, then reached over and turned the stereo down, fanning the air out of the car as Dillon lit up a joint in the backseat.

"What are you still doing here?" Chad asked Derek.

"I'm waiting for my ride, but I don't think he's coming."

"Who? Your dad?" Chad brushed his thumb across his bottom lip as he watched Derek. "Did you try calling him?"

"Yeah. No. I don't have a phone."

"Here, you can borrow mine." Chad reached into his jacket, pulled out his phone, and handed it to Derek, then turned around to Dillon, grabbed the joint, and took a long drag before handing it back. He brushed his hand over his jeans. "Fuck," Chad whispered under his breath. The rain was splashing in through the open window, soaking his clothes, so he began fiddling with the heat as he waited for Derek to complete his call; he didn't appear to be having any success. Chad rolled the window up a bit.

Sam's phone beeped, signaling a text message, and he instantly started howling and pounding the dash before turning in his seat to show Dillon what was coming up on the screen.

"Oh my god," Sam continued, laughing as Dillon began grunting and moaning in mock ecstasy. 

"Hey, Dillon. Watch it back there, would you?" Chad shouted as he looked over his shoulder at Dillon. "Don't be jacking off in my backseat, or I'll make you fucking lick it up." He threw a lighter at Dillon and just shook his head as the guys critiqued what turned out to be nude photos of some girl on their new cheerleading squad.

"He's not answering," Derek said as he moved timidly toward the car and handed Chad his phone back.

"Where do you live? I'll give you a lift." Chad opened his door and jumped out, then pulled his seat forward and pushed at Dillon with his foot to get him to move over.

"Put it away, Dillon," he warned. "I'm fucking serious."

"That's all right," Derek said, backing away. "He'll probably show up eventually."

"By which time you'll have drowned," Chad replied. "You're not even wearing a coat. Come on, they won't bite, I promise." 

When Derek hesitated, Chad leaned back into his car, and Derek could hear Sam complaining as he climbed through the center of the car and into the backseat. 

"There you can have the front seat," Chad said. "Much less scary, unless of course, you're afraid of crazy ass driving habits." Then he slid into the driver's seat, reached across, and popped open the passenger door, motioning for Derek to get in.

Reluctantly, Derek circled the car and got in, making sure his seatbelt was done up before setting his bag down on the pile of beer cans at his feet. He cringed as Chad reached over and turned the volume of the stereo back up and yelled at him to tell him his address. Derek contemplated yelling back, but then decided to write his address on a piece of paper, and handed it to Chad, who immediately typed it into his GPS system. He'd never been in a car with as much power as what was about to be wielded, and it made his heart jump in his chest as Chad revved it up.

Chad, wanting to relieve some of the stress of the first day back, burned a few doughnuts in the parking lot before peeling out into the street. He reached back and took the joint from Dillon again, flicking at it before taking a drag. He almost dropped it as he fishtailed around a corner and took off down one of the side streets. With the car back under control, Chad extended his arm, nudging Derek on the shoulder to take the joint off him.

"No, thank you." Derek shook his head, but Chad wasn't paying any attention to him; he was trying to read his GPS while changing the track on the stereo. He took the joint from Chad and turned around to pass it to one of the guys in the back seat. Sam grabbed it from him and yelled something that he couldn't make out at all. It became clear when Sam passed him his phone and pulled up one of the pictures they'd been looking at. 

Derek knew the girl in the photo. She was on the cheerleading squad, and he'd known her since kindergarten. He couldn't understand why the girls thought it was a good idea to take naked photos of themselves and send them to the football players. It was asking for trouble, in his opinion, but then maybe that's what they were looking for. He smiled and nodded at Sam as he passed the phone back, and then pointed out his house to Chad.

Derek stood on his front step, watching as Chad reversed at top speed out of his driveway, and flew off into the traffic. He pulled his key out of his bag and let himself into what he knew would be an empty house. His parents were both working most evenings that week, but his dad was supposed to have driven him home from school before he went to work. As usual, he'd forgotten.

Soaked through, Derek grabbed a towel to dry off with and flicked on the television before heading to the kitchen to forage in the fridge for anything halfway edible. He found a loaf of bread and some cheese to make a grilled cheese sandwich, but before he could start cooking, he had to dig in the sink for a frying pan and wash off what was probably food from days ago. As it was cooking, Derek pulled a milk jug out of the fridge and took the cap off to smell it. Totally off ...typical, he thought, almost choking as he walked over to the sink to pour it out.

Derek had been taking care of himself for as long as he could remember. His parents had always worked two or more jobs each, and he was often alone in the house until well past midnight. He didn't mind it so much. At least it was quiet when his parents weren't home. When they were home, it was like living in a war zone, the screaming and launching of projectiles being a constant occurrence. When he was home alone, he could sit in peace and watch television in the living room instead of having to hide out in his bedroom. He wasn't always at home in the evenings though. He had a part-time job at the local mall in one of the exclusive clothing stores where he worked two nights a week plus Saturdays. It provided him with an excuse to be out of the house, and enough money to fund his ever-increasing wardrobe. He had a lot of fun with his clothes, experimenting with lots of different styles, even though it tended to draw a lot of negative attention from the other kids at school. Not that he cared.

He flicked the television off and headed back to the kitchen. And after surveying the area, he decided to wash up the dishes and clean all the rotten food out of the fridge before heading off to his room to study for Wednesday's history test, from what few notes he had. He still couldn't believe he'd lent his history textbook to Chad like that. It was rare for someone like Chad to speak to him, never mind actually be civil. It had thrown him off. He'd spent most of his high school years as a bit of a loner with the occasional friend that was usually worse off than he was. Eventually, those friends always ended up transferring to a different school to avoid the bullying that was rampant at Tekla. He'd managed to survive by keeping a relatively low profile, avoiding places like the cafeteria and the gym. He exhaled an exasperated sigh and flopped down on his bed to start studying and doing his homework.

Chad flipped through the history textbook and took his own notes on the chapters they were having the test on. He'd been a bit late getting started because the weed they'd been smoking after school was a bit stronger than their usual stuff, and he'd passed out after dinner. His mom had woken him up at nine to ask him if he had any homework to do, and he'd reluctantly pulled himself out of bed and headed to the office that was part of his bedroom suite. He'd been at it for two hours and was about to pack it in when his mom showed up at his door with a cup of herbal tea for him.

"How was your first day?" she asked as she threw some blankets aside and took a seat on the sofa across from his desk.

"I was really late," Chad replied. "And I pissed off my history teacher. But other than that, it was all good."

Chad's mom shook her head, tsking under her breath.

"Did you meet the other boys on your football team?" she asked.

"Yeah, we had a kind of meet and greet thing after school today. They seem like decent enough guys. We'll see how they stack up tomorrow at practice."

"Any new friends yet?"

"I gave a guy from my history class a ride home today. He lent me his textbook to study from. We have a big test on Wednesday."

"Didn't he need it?"

"No, he told me he knew everything already. He seems pretty cool. But some of the guys from the team told me to stay away from him." Chad leaned back in his chair and blew across the top of his tea to cool it off before taking a sip. "Mom, why is it that people are so freaked out by anyone that's different?"

Chad's mom wrinkled her nose in thought.

"Anthropologically speaking," she replied, "it's a survival mechanism. But in today's society, it's unnecessary and socially irresponsible."

"Yeah, but you're forgetting how ignorant the common teenager is. Which is why I dress the way I do, instead of like Derek."

"Is Derek the boy from your history class?"

"Yeah, he's into all the designer labels, and stuff ...you'd love him." Chad drained his teacup and stood to give his mom a kiss. "I'm going to bed. I'm spent, and I have practice after school tomorrow, and I don't want to be playing cream the new guy."

"Chad, please be careful," she said as she studied her son with concern. "We'll see you in the morning for breakfast. I think the cook is planning on making your favorite waffles."

She ruffled her son's hair on her way out the door and stopped to lean against the wall after she closed it behind her. The idea of Chad starting at another public school for his final year of high school had seemed insane to her after everything he'd been through at his old school.

If it had been entirely up to her, she would've sent him away to a private school instead, where he'd be safe. At least he wasn't at Tekla alone. He had his football friends from his old school to protect him if he got himself into trouble again.
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Chapter Two | Tuesday
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Chad pulled the timetable from his pocket and looked it over. It was a different system for the classes than he was used to. He only had four subjects to deal with each semester, but each class was almost three hours long, and it alternated from day to day. It was going to take a bit of time to get used to, but after locating the proper block, Chad was pleased to see it was English; another of his favorite classes. He climbed the stairs, assuming that any classroom starting with two would be on the second floor.

Looking around, Chad didn't see any of his friends in the class, but at the back sat Derek—alone. Chad took an empty seat a few rows up from where he was sitting. The last thing he needed to do was piss off the guys on his team by sitting with the guy. It was a sure fire way to get himself injured during practice. He was pleased that he'd made that decision when he saw Marlboro and Pete wander into the room and take a seat at the back, across the aisle from Derek.

Chad pulled a piece of paper from his binder and wrote Hey Fuckwads across it, then crumpled it up and chucked it at them. They howled with laughter as they read it and tossed an eraser at his head. He had just lifted the eraser from the floor, about to throw it back at them, when the teacher arrived.

"Excuse me, Mister ...," the teacher said.

"Parker, sir. Sorry." Chad turned back in his seat and opened his binder while trying to look as abashed as possible.

"Right," the teacher began. "Today we're going to be reading A Rose for Emily by William Faulkner. He was a writer from the southern states during a time of great change ..."

Chad tried to pay attention, but he was finding the content of the poem to be so dull and irrelevant that he was having trouble staying awake. When a question sheet was handed out, he cringed but set to work completing it.

"This is horrible stuff, isn't it?" the girl next to him commented as she leaned in his direction, touching his arm.

"I hate these kinds of poems," Chad replied. "Why not just write a short story instead of trying to sell the thing as a poem."

"Totally. My name is Ivy," Ivy said, batting her eyes.

Chad let out an inner sigh but smiled.

"So, how are you managing so far?" Ivy asked, and then poised herself to hang on Chad's every word.

"It only being your second day and all," she added.

"I'm doing all right," Chad answered. "I'm Chad by the way."

"Yes. I know. You're a quarterback aren't you?" Ivy replied. "I'm on the cheerleading squad." She shifted her chair closer and leaned into Chad's shoulder, lowering her voice to an intimate whisper as if she were about to tell him a secret. "We're having a start of season party at Zeek's on Friday. Did you want to go?" 

"Sure, yeah." Chad nodded his head. "That sounds cool."

"Great. Here's my address."

Ivy tore a small piece of paper from her binder and wrote down her address and cell number. "You can pick me up at eight."

Chad bit his lip and then grinned.

"Nice. Here's my number ...just in case you need me ...for anything. Anything at all." Chad winked at Ivy, then took her hand and used his pen to write his cell number on her arm. He knew from experience that girls like Ivy craved the bragging rights that came with having a football player's number written on their arm.

And he was only too willing to oblige. 

He'd just finished when the bell rang for break. 

Ivy bounced up out of her seat, and took off into the hallway, probably off to find her squad to show them the number. Chad decided to stay in the classroom for the break to work through the poem in front of him. He was about to get started when Marlboro and Pete attacked him from behind, putting him in a headlock and playfully roughing up his hair.

"You lucky bastard," Pete said. "Did Ivy give you her number?"

"Yeah," Chad replied, grinning. "Apparently, I'm taking her to Zeek's on Friday night."

"You're only here two days, and you already get to tap something like that." Marlboro dropped himself into the chair beside Chad and threw his feet up on the desk. "I'm so fucking jealous."

"Hey, what time does practice usually finish on a Friday?" Chad asked. "I want to make sure I have enough time to swing by the drugstore and replenish my glove box before picking Ivy up."

He smiled as the guys started howling and pounding him on the back. They were so fucking predictable—it made him sick.

"Are you going out for break?" Pete asked.

"No," replied Chad. "I want to get this stupid worksheet done in class, so I don't have to work on it tonight. I have to study for a history test."

"All right, see you later," Marlboro said. "Hey, by the way, watch your back. The freak is still in the room. You don't want him sneaking up behind you. If you know what I mean."

Chad forced a smile and a nod in Marlboro's direction, keeping it fixed in place until the two left the room and headed outside.

He pressed the worksheet flat on his desk, smoothing out the wrinkles caused by his eraser. Anything to delay wading through the next question. He could hear Derek's pencil scratching away behind him. Other than that, the silence was deafening, leaving Marlboro's comment to churn around inside his head.

Chad turned in his chair to face Derek. "I'm sorry about that," he said to Derek. "Those guys are complete assholes."

"I'm used to it," replied Derek. "It's not a big deal. But thanks."

"I don't understand what is wrong with some people." Chad left his seat and went to sit beside Derek. "It's like someone forgot to turn their brains on when they were born." He leaned forward on the desk and paused for a moment "Hey, thanks again for the notes and the textbook. I finished my own notes last night. Did you need the textbook back? I have it in my locker."

"Just bring it to class tomorrow." Derek shuffled nervously as the bell rang, signaling the end of the break. "You should get back to your seat before anyone sees you sitting back here with me."

"Yeah, right. I'll see you tomorrow."

Chad squeezed Derek's shoulder affectionately as he passed by, making Derek jump, then slid back into his seat, imagining the flush of heat that was likely coloring Derek's cheeks.

The rest of the class crept by painfully slow, and Chad was relieved when the bell finally rang, and he could go find his friends. The plan was to meet up and throw a football around during lunch. He found Sam and Dillon out in the furthest field with a joint already lit as they passed the ball back and forth. He intercepted a pass and howled as Sam nailed him into the ground, knocking the breath clean out of him.

"Hey, fuckers!" yelled the other two guys from Chad's old school as they ran onto the field and took off after Dillon, trying to grab the joint from him. The bigger of the two was Gus, short for Augustus, which they never let him forget. And the other guy Tyler was new to their group. He'd only been hanging out with them since tenth grade, but Chad trusted him implicitly. He'd proven his loyalty on more than one occasion.

Rain began spitting down, slicking up the grass, so they decided to take shelter under a tree to wait it out.

"So, party at Zeek's on Friday. Are we going?" Gus asked, then stuffed an entire sandwich into his mouth and laughed, almost choking on it as Tyler punched him in the ribs.

"Yeah, I have to go," Chad said. "I got myself roped into it by this girl, Ivy, in my English class."

"Fucking typical," Tyler said, leaning forward and pulling out tufts of grass in irritation. "Why do they always go for you?"

"Oh my god! She's the one in those pictures!" Sam shoved Dillon and scrambled to pull his phone out of his pocket. He brought up the pictures before passing his phone around.
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