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Dedication




This book is still for all the fans who have supported Aron and Quinton’s story for a whole decade. I see no reason why y’all don’t deserve three book dedications so prepare to see this page in volume three as well.


Thank you!
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CHAPTER ONE




The unexpected dating status between Quinton and I come up faster than I imagined it would. 

Aday before spring break ends, I get a frantic phone call from Autumn; “How the hell did you manage it?”

“Manage what?” I ask while shoving a few things into my bag.

I probably wouldn’t be packing if it weren’t for Quinton, who reminded me to do so. I played it off as if I already knew that it would be a good idea to pack sooner rather than later. Although he said nothing about my obvious lie, he gave me a look. You know the look that says ‘I can clearly see through your bullshit, but arguing with you about it isn’t worth my time’? Yeah, that one.

Our spring break ends tomorrow. Willow and her family left a few days ago. As expected, she didn’t talk to me after our movie tonight. She would speak to me in front of our parents when absolutely necessary, but other than that, she kept away from me. Part of me feels bad about it and wished to speak with her, but I know that would be too much. Anyway, back to Autumn!

“Getting an official dating status with Quinton,” Autumn says, sounding genuinely surprised.

I choke out of shock. How in the hell did she...? Quinton had to have told her! How else would she know? Who knew Quinton was the gossiping type.

“When did Quinton tell you?” I huff.

“Well, he didn’t mean to,” she says, giggling. “I called to see how things were going.”

So she was snooping.

“He wasn’t complaining as much, which is a signal that something good happened.”

As much? So he has complained? Asshole.

“I simply asked if he was having a good time on his honeymoon with his boyfriend and he said it was tolerable. He didn’t deny that you were his boyfriend, so I took that as you two are officially dating and you confirmed that assumption by overreacting.”

“You tricked me,” I say.

“You bet your ass I did. I should work for some secret intelligence service after I graduate. I’m pretty good at getting information.”

“I don’t want to imagine you as some secret government agent. You’d probably sell out your country for a million dollars.”

“I would never!” She hesitates. “Unless I knew I could get away with it. Enough about that, give me the details. How did this happen?”

I zip up my suitcase and shrug. “It just did.”

“A dating status with your archenemy doesn’t just happen. Something stirred the pot.”

“Nothing worth sharing.”

Autumn remains silent for a long moment, then laughs. “You got physical, didn’t you?”

And here I am choking for the second time this evening. I barely regain my composure enough to whisper, “What? No!”

“That tone says yes, but I will stop prying because you clearly don’t want to talk about it. Yet. But I am here if you ever change your mind.”

“Thanks, I think?” I glance towards my bedroom door where Quinton is stepping in, then whisper over the line. “I have to go. Talk to you later.”

“Bye,” she sings.

I don’t even get to say hello to Quinton before he’s standing beside me staring at his phone. I raise a brow when his curious gaze lands on me.

“Why is Autumn messaging me about whether we got—” He holds up a hand to make quotation marks. “Physical, over break?”

I fall onto my bed in laughter. Quinton asked that so seriously. How could he keep such a straight face while asking about why his best friend is asking for details on our possible sexual encounters? Most people wouldn’t be able to stop laughing, but Quinton asks like he’s in a bloody meeting.

“I haven’t a clue. She’s your crazy friend,” I say.

“Who spoke with you a moment ago and learned that we did more than just kiss during spring break.” Quinton takes a seat on my bed, continuing to read through the many texts Autumn sent him.

“Hey!” I lean over to whack the back of his head. “You’re the one who didn’t deny our boyfriend status, so she started asking. Don’t blame me she caught on when it wouldn’t have even happened if you hadn’t clued her in first.”

“She didn’t need clueing in. She’s suspected it for months.”

“Months?” I stare wide-eyed at the boy who simply nods while attempting to reply to Autumn without giving anything away. From where I’m sitting I swear I read a ‘fuck off’ in that text. Knowing Quinton, that is probably all it said. Still, he suspected for months? Oh god...was I that obvious?

If Autumn, a girl who simply heard more than saw, suspected we were together, then what about everyone else? If a rumor about me being gay—though technically it isn’t a rumor, albeit false since I do still like girls, I am dating the cold-hearted pretty boy—nothing good would come of it. My father’s name would be dragged through the mud because of me. I was trying to be so cool about us the other day yet here I am freaking out over it again. Get it together, me! Be stubborn and cool like the other day! You can do it!

Oh shit. Langley. He has to know. I have suspected that he knows something, but he couldn’t possibly be thinking the same thing, right? He would have said something or asked. At least, I think he would have said something. 

Even if he suspects it, I should tell him so he knows for sure. Langley is my best friend. He wouldn’t actually hate me because of this, right?

Sick feelings rise in my stomach.

I like to think he wouldn’t but no one truly knows a person until they’re put into a situation where they are forced to act. What do I do if Langley isn’t okay with Quinton and I? He’s my best friend. I have so little people that I can trust, so to lose one would be devastating.

“Whatever you’re mentally freaking out about, stop it. You know you can hurt yourself thinking too hard,” Quinton says with a devious smirk.

“And you are going to get yourself an ass kicking if you don’t stop being a dick.”

Quinton snorts. “Yeah, think whatever helps you sleep at night, Princess.”

“Would you mind if I told Langley?” Major turn of the conversation but sometimes my mouth goes off before my brain has time to process what I want to say.

Quinton rests his phone on my bedside table. He leans back onto his elbows and shrugs. “That’s up to you.”

“Why only me? It affects you too.”

Quinton looks at me with a blank stare that makes me squirm. Though I cannot read through his eyes what he is thinking, I get this feeling that it isn’t good. Sighing, he asks a question that sends a shiver down my spine, “Out of the two of us, who will be more affected should the truth come out?”

Yet again, this problem arises. We both know it’s me who would suffer the most from our relationship getting out. I was thinking the same thing earlier. Hell, I was thinking about it the other day with Willow. If people were to find out, I would be so screwed. Sure, Quinton would get ragged on too as the boyfriend of the prince, but all eyes would be mostly on me. After fifteen minutes of fame Quinton would be forgotten and I’d probably be paired up with any guy I was seen speaking to.

I know I got all philosophical or some shit earlier, but truthfully, I need time. We both need time. Time to wrap our heads around this new relationship we’re in. Time to think of what we’re going to say or how we’re going to react when the truth gets out. It’s not as if there haven’t been openly queer aristocrats before. I know of a few, but most aren’t the heirs to a throne, so they don’t have the same problem as me.

“I guess there wasn’t much of a point to us admitting that we’re dating. It’s not like we can tell anyone.” I sigh, flinching at how dejected I sound. Quinton had to have caught that...and I tried so hard the other day to sound all confident and cool. I suppose I can’t expect myself to just get over it so easily.

“Does it matter?” Quinton asks, no longer looking at me but now at the ceiling seeing as he has fallen onto his back. He sighs again and rests his hand behind his head. “We know it so who cares.”

“Wow,” I whistle and move over to hang my head over his. Quinton squints up at my grin. “I didn’t think you’d be so laid back about this. My speech must have worked.”

“One of us has to use their brain in this relationship,” he says, tapping my forehead with his fist for emphasis, but does not deny that my speech was excellent. Seriously, it was. I should get some praise here.

“I hate you,” I growl anyway.

Quinton rolls his eyes. “The feeling’s mutual.”

I pull away with a heavy sigh. He didn’t answer the question, but he never said I couldn’t either.

“I’m going to tell him. It feels wrong to lie.” Because he is my best friend and I miss having someone to talk to. Sure, I have Autumn and she’s sweet, but we go to different schools. We only talk over the phone.

Quinton hums. I fall onto my back to rest next to him. Neither of us move, choosing to stare at my totally fascinating ceiling.

“I guess our friends will know. That’s cool, right?” I ask.

“I guess.” Quinton turns to face me with a curious look, like he isn’t sure what I’m getting at.

Ha! He doesn’t know something for once. I guess we’re all good at something and I’m apparently good at stumping Mr. Know-It-All over here. I shouldn’t be as proud of that accomplishment as I am.

“What I mean is, we don’t really have to hide around them, you know?” I ask, trying to clarify.

“We aren’t holding hands or some shit if that’s what you’re getting at.” Quinton’s voice is enough to tell me he is disgusted by the idea. I roll my eyes.

“Because holding hands is so much worse than jerking another guy off,” I say, grinning.

“Don’t worry. It won’t happen again. Everyone is allowed a moment of insanity.”

Insanity he claims, yet an hour later we do, anyway. Who’s the childish one now? I won’t say that though out of fear that he may actually decide against ever helping me get off again. I rather not go back to getting off on my own, thanks.

I double check that I’m finished packing later that evening. I can’t help but feel depressed about our departure. Tomorrow is our last day of spring break. I hate to admit it, but spring break went so much faster with Quinton around. It’s not like I spent my break much differently than any other time, yet it ended so quickly. Quinton mostly read as I played games. On the days I had to study or go through boring meetings with my father, Quinton would wait for me, usually by reading in his room.

Every now and again, I’d get him to play a game with me, but he really sucked. I would laugh, which would result in him huffing and going back to read. To think something so simple as having Quinton around would make our vacation end in a flash. The thought is a little sickening, so I send the boy a glare that he glares back at even though he does not know why I’m doing it.

I’m not the only one who enjoyed Quinton’s company. My mom has fallen in love with the kid. She constantly checked in to make sure he was enjoying himself. About every morning, I found them awake before me eating breakfast together. Mom said every day about how smart and funny Quinton was. I can’t help but think she’s insane because Quinton is anything but funny. Every time she complimented him, he’d send me a smug smirk that I wanted to slap off his annoyingly stupid face!

By the end of break, my mom already insisted on me bringing him over more often. I think she’s already asked if he wanted to come over some time during summer vacation. I was going to ask him eventually, Mom, stop jumping the gun!

It’s the last night. Tomorrow we’ll be leaving in the afternoon. I’m mostly dreading it. Sure, I want to see Langley and fill him in on what’s going on. At the same time, the idea makes my stomach churn. I feel sick. I don’t even know what to say. I need to stop fretting about it. I’ll think of something later. For now, I need to sleep because my eyes actually hurt from being so heavy.

I sigh and turn onto my side to find Quinton fast asleep. I can’t help but smile.

Why did I bother putting him in a guest bedroom? Neither of us has slept alone all break. I said nothing about how Quinton wouldn’t make any move to leave when either of us got tired. Quinton said nothing about how I didn’t ask him to leave. I’m sure if either of us brought up the fact that we’ve been sharing the same bed all week, we’d stop and that would just ruin it, so we’ve kept our mouths shut.

I don’t know if Quinton is aware, but whenever he sleeps, he curls up like a cat with his hands clasped beneath his chin and legs brought up. Whenever I see him like this, I can’t help but wonder if he’s cold. Sighing, I move closer. The moment I do, the boy stirs in his sleep. I wait until there’s no sign of him waking before wrapping my arms around him. He must have found this to be a good idea because, soon, he had his head on my chest and a leg thrown over my waist.

I bite my lip to hold back a chuckle. I wish I could tease him about how I always knew he had kindness in him and it had to come out sometime. The idea of him not cuddling like this with me at night makes me keep it to myself. I will keep my mouth shut about enjoying sleeping this way too because I rather not ruin this either.

All fluffy moments of ours must come to an end, and I am reminded of Quinton’s lack of caring the next day when we’re on our way back to Thorton’s.

“Will you come with me?” I ask with a voice hardly above a whisper.

“You’re joking,” he replies.

“Whatever, never mind.”

“Stop overreacting.” Quinton sighs, sounding utterly exhausted, which he probably is. I have been panicking the entire way back to school. Quinton has had the same look since he left, one that tells me how tiresome he finds me, but I don’t care. I’m allowed to be tiresome! I’m about to tell my best friend that, not only am I dating a guy, but that guy is the one who has been my arch nemesis since I’ve come to Thorton’s!

Ok, so we haven’t been enemies for a while now. Langley has clearly caught onto that, but still, it has to be weird. Will he even believe me? Will he think I’m joking? How am I supposed to bring it up? Should I just walk in and say ‘Hey Langley, got something to tell you that’s kind of important. I’m dating Quinton!’ That’s probably too blunt. He’ll definitely think it’s a joke.

Quinton shakes his head beside me. It’s as if he knows what I’m thinking and is insulting me in his own mind. He probably is. No, I know he is, because Quinton doesn’t have a soul, so he has no problem with the idea of possibly losing a friend. Jerk.

“I have a soul.”

“Huh?” I stare at Quinton wide-eyed. How did he know what I was thinking? I knew it. He does read minds! What the hell? That’s not even fair!

“You said that out loud,” he says, followed by the hundredth sigh today. He runs a hand through his hair, messing the already untamable dark locks. “He’s your best friend, right?”

I nod. Is he going to give me advice? Hold on, I need to record this. It’s a miracle!

“If he’s a true friend, he’ll be okay with it,” he says.

How very Quinton-like. I won’t admit it, but that makes me feel better because it’s true. A true friend would be happy if their friend is happy. If Langley is as close to me as I think he is, he will accept how I feel.

I sigh and nod, as if to say that everything will be fine. I will be ok.

Quinton and I part ways at school. I head to my room with heavy steps, yet somehow I make it in record time. I was hoping Langley wouldn’t be back yet, but when had the world ever been on my side? Langley is there, putting his things away when I enter.

Langley smiles upon seeing me. “Hey, Aron! I’m slightly surprised to see you alive.”

“What does that mean?” I laugh, although my insides are squirming. The toilet seems like a great place to be at the moment, seeing as I’m about ready to upchuck.

“Quinton,” he answers. Hearing his name makes my toes curl because, in a moment, I am about to tell Langley a bit about Quinton and I.

Gah, I don’t know if I can do this! Looking at my best friend, who has been with me for so long that the idea of losing him physically hurts, shakes the already trembling courage I have built up during the plane ride back.

“Neither of you are in body bags and that is great,” Langley continues to joke, not noticing my inner turmoil.

“Ha...ha...yeah.” Way to not sound freaked out, Aron. Langley obviously notices my strange behavior. He stares at me when I rest my luggage on my bed and play with the zipper. 

“Actually, “ I mumble, staring at said zipper I am continuing to tug back and forth. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

“Oh, no.” Langley’s eyes grow wide. A moment of silence passes between us, but my mind is screaming. Shit, does he know already?

“He is in a body bag, isn’t he?” Apparently not.

The corner of my mouth twitches a bit with the desire to smile. His joking is helping me continue. “No. Surprisingly, he’s still breathing.”

“Oh, ok, good, because I’m not helping you hide his body or anything.” Langley is trying to joke around, but I am failing to give him the responses he wants. When I don’t laugh at his joke, he knows I have something serious to talk about, so he walks over to take a seat on my bed.

“Are we going to have another therapy session that I will not get properly compensated for?” He asks with a disgusted scowl.

“Maybe.” I take a seat on my bed, keeping my luggage between us. In case it doesn’t go well, there will be something for me to block myself with. Better safe than sorry!

“Ok, what’s up?”

I can’t bring myself to look at him out of fear that I may see the utter disgust that he may show on his face after hearing what I have to say. Taking in possibly the deepest breath I have ever taken in my life, I sputter out, “You know Q-Quinton and I haven’t really b-been fighting recently. I mean, w-we are, but not like we used to, which is w-weird, but what’s even weirder is that we uh...are kind of...you know...together.”

“Together?” Langley asks.

“Yeah.” I bite my lip until it aches. “You know, like...d-d-dating together.”

That feels really weird to say. A good weird.

Langley sighs. “Since when?”

Why does that matter? I want to ask, but decide against it in case he’s bothered. I don’t want to make him angry if he isn’t already. With a shaky breath, I answer, “We kind of...made it official over break.”

Silence follows. Every passing second feels like an eternity. Somehow, I hear the ticking of time when there isn’t a single clock in the room. Anything and everything around me freezes with an eerie silence that makes my limbs shake.

I clench my eyes shut when I hear Langley take in a breath and flinch when the boy grumbles, “Son of a bitch.”

My chest burns with fear and regret. I am ready to open my mouth to apologize and beg for forgiveness, but Langley grumbles to himself, “Couldn’t you have worked up the nerve to ask him out sooner? Now I owe Ariel 50 bucks, dude! Thanks a lot.”

Hold it. Say what?

I finally whip my head from the luggage, ignoring the way my neck cracks from the force, to stare wide-eyed at Langley. He’s pouting at me. He doesn’t look bothered at all. Not at Quinton and me, at least. He seems more concerned with this 50-dollar bet.

Hold on. A bet? With Ariel?

“I’m confused,” I whisper.

“Real shocker there,” Langley teases with a laugh that dies down when he sees the confusion and fear on my face. “I’m not stupid,” he adds. “Did you think I didn’t know something was up between you two?”

With a slack jaw, I sputter out, “I...no...maybe...kind of. I thought you knew that we were getting along, but no—was I really obvious?”

My eyes grow to the size of saucers. Please tell me I wasn’t so obvious and that the whole school is talking about us. I couldn’t handle that!

“I’m your best friend. Of course I know!” He slams his hands against his chest to emphasize. “And Ariel knows because she’s around us and we discussed it. She also has no problem with it, by the way,” he says with a wave of his hand. “I doubt if anyone else has noticed, seeing as I haven’t heard anything, so don’t worry about it.”

He pats my shoulder, and the feeling makes me smile. It’s like he’s touching me on purpose to show that it really doesn’t bother him.

“To be honest, I thought you guys were dating since the Valentine’s Day dance.” He tacks on with a sly grin.

“What?” I squeak.

“Ariel and I thought you were acting all weird, so we made a bet. She said you two weren’t together while I bet you were and now I owe her 50 bucks!” He jabs me in the chest. “Thanks to you! Give me half.”

He holds out his hand expectantly, but sorry I’m still flabbergasted.

“I can’t believe you bet on me. Why didn’t you ask or say anything?!” I huff. Because I’ve been freaking out. It would have been nice to have someone to talk to, yet he just sat around let me mentally beat myself up. What an ass!

Langley sighs and acts like Quinton with the way he’s staring at me like I’m an idiot. “I knew you would deny it. There was no point in saying anything. You’re kind of like,” He hums and swings his arm around in the air. “Like a cat. I had to wait for you to come to me.”

I punch him hard in the shoulder while he laughs. “That’s not even funny, you little shit! I’ve been freaking out thinking that you’d hate me or something!”

Langley gasps, acting hurt as he presses a hand to his chest. “I am offended that you would think such a thing!” My scowl shows I don’t find this funny, so the boy smiles and playfully punches my shoulder. “Come on, we’re best friends. You sucking dick will not change anything. Actually, it makes it better because now I have less competition!”

“Not really. I still like girls, so I am still very much a threat.”

Langley cackles like a crazed witch. “Aw, it’s cute that you think you have anything against me.”

Rolling my eyes, I push his stupid laughing face away. “You’re still an ass.”

“Sorry, sorry, but seriously, this doesn’t change anything.” He ruffles my hair with a soft smile that helps my crazily beating heart. “I’m glad you told me, but from now on don’t hide stuff, ok? You should know I’m always here to listen to your constant meltdowns.”

“I don’t have meltdowns,” I grumble.

“Are you sure about this?” Langley asks, his voice suddenly becoming very serious. I can already imagine what he’s thinking. I’ve been thinking about it since I started developing these feelings; the repercussions towards me and my family.

“Yeah.” I nod, more to myself than him. “I can’t deny my feelings, even if the two of us can’t be open about them.”

Langley pats my shoulder and gives it a good squeeze. “Anyway, now that you’re finally out of the closet, let’s lay some ground rules.”

I cock a brow at the boy, who is actually grabbing a post-it-note to write said ground rules on. 

“What ground rules?” I ask.

“First, please warn Langley of any possible dude on dude action so Langley is not forced to witness possibly the most disgusting thing in the world,” he says while scribbling rule one onto the note.

“If I’m involved, you should feel honored to witness such a thing.” I hold my chin up high.

“Second.” Langley totally ignored me and holds up two fingers. “Keep the making out to a minimum while Langley is around because the idea of seeing Quinton all lovey-dovey makes Langley’s skin crawl.”

“Why is Langley speaking in third person?” He’s actually writing these rules down and sticking them on the wall. I shake my head at him.

“Third, please don’t ask Langley any sex related questions like which position would be best for anal because he does not know nor does he want to imagine his best friend or Quinton in those positions.”

My face flushes as I holler, “As if I’d ask you!”

“Fourth, and lastly, Langley is to be paid for having to listen to any and all relationship problems because, knowing Aron and Quinton, there will be many. Langley should get paid. It’s only logical.”

I nod, completely agreeing. Knowing us, there will be. I wonder how long we’ll last before getting into a huge argument. I am going to say a week, especially now that we’re at school. One of us will piss the other off. Come on, it’s us. We can never be fully civil.

“Is Langley done with his rules?” I ask after he places the so-called last rule on the wall.

“Yep! Please follow these rules.” Langley pats the notes. “If you don’t, you must pay the toll of five dollars.”

“Sounds fair. Do these rules apply to Langley and Ariel, seeing as Aron has no desire to walk in on Langley’s pale ass, either?” I ask around a toothy grin to which he glares at.

Pursing his lips in thoughts, Langley nods. “Fine. They apply.”

The two of us laugh at the new rules on the wall. Langley pats my shoulder one last time before returning to unpacking and telling me everything that happened over break. Apparently, Ariel meeting his parents went well. He has nothing but good stories to tell. I’m happy for him. Ariel is a great girl, who is apparently perfectly ok with Quinton and I, seeing as she was in on the bet with Langley. It feels nice to have so many people knowing the truth, although there aren’t really many. Considering who I am, that’s probably the best we’ll get. I’m lucky to have a friend like Langley. I don’t know what I’d do without the idiot.

A couple minutes after our conversation, I receive a text that makes me grin.

Quinton: You still breathing?

He can claim not to care all he wants, but him texting me is proof enough that he was concerned about Langley’s reaction as well. I have to bite my lip to prevent Langley from seeing how stupidly happy I am at the thought.








  
  
CHAPTER TWO




“Remind me again why I wanted to go to public school?” Because it should be a crime to get up this early. It’s tough going from two weeks of freedom where waking up at noon is acceptable to coming back to a place where waking at 7am is necessary. The sun didn’t even want to rise, seeing as it was hidden behind clouds making the already sad morning worse. 

“Because you’re insane,” Langley replies around a long yawn. His eyes are as half-mast as mine. I keep rubbing said eyes to get the eye boogers out. Gross. I wipe them from my hand to Langley’s shoulder.

“Ew, dude,” he grumbles.

I snicker, continuing on our way to class, which is very boring. During class, I actually pass out and ram my head against the desk before tumbling out of the chair. The entire class erupts with laughter.

The professor looks back at me with a glare, but simply says, “Try to stay awake, Mr. Vaughn.”

I nod and smile sheepishly. Beside me, Langley grins, so I punch his leg since the ass hadn’t even bothered to try to keep me awake. Lunchtime cannot get here fast enough. When it finally does, I bolt with Langley hot on my heels. We’re in the cafeteria in no time, stomachs growling loudly enough for it to be embarrassing.

“Calm down,” a familiar female voice says from behind us. I glance back to see Ariel making her way to the line with a smile. Langley’s face breaks into an enormous grin that makes me stick out my tongue in disgust.

“Hello Ariel,” I greet the smiling girl, who kisses Langley. “Gross.”

“Shut up, my partner is way prettier than yours,” Langley whispers.

I shove him away hard as he laughs. Ariel giggles too and, hey, that reminds me.

“I can’t believe you bet on me.” I point accusingly at Ariel. She holds her hands up in surrender. “Him,” I kick Langley in the ankle. “I can understand, but you? That isn’t right.”

Ariel shrugs her shoulders. “Sorry, but I couldn’t pass up an easy 50 bucks.”

“Easy!” Now she’s teasing me, isn’t she? “We weren’t that obvious.”

“No, but a woman’s intuition is scary.”

Langley nods vigorously, mouth stuffed with food. “It is.”

Ariel grimaces at him for speaking with his mouth full. He smiles sheepishly at her, to which she rolls her eyes at. She and I grab our own trays and the two of them make their way to a table. Though they say nothing, I hear the both of them snickering when I pull out my phone to ask Quinton if he’s in the library. When he says he is, I don’t even bother asking. I head straight to the library. Behind me, Langley howls with laughter, but I ignore the bastard and make a mental note to kill him later.

“Hello,” I greet Quinton when I find him in the same spot as last time in the library. He doesn’t seem shocked to see me or surprised that I take a seat across from him and start eating my lunch.

“Is this going to be a reoccurring thing?” He asks, sounding annoyed, yet he takes a fry from my tray to pop into his mouth. I scowl at the boy, who dares take my food when his lunch is next. This is mine!

I wrap an arm around my tray to defend my precious and answer, “Maybe not if you try to take my food again.”

“Well, if that’s the case...” The bastard reaches for my food again, so I whack him over the head. He narrows his eyes and continues to move over the table towards me. I continue to protect my food, watching and waiting for him to advance and try to steal it, but he catches me off guard.

My eyes widen when he presses a soft, lingering kiss to my lips. After a few seconds of shock, I eagerly reply. When he pulls away to reveal mischievous brown eyes, I know that I have been robbed. I look down at my tray to see the bastard had taken a handful of fries. Before I retrieve them, he shoves the food into his mouth.

“You bastard!” I holler, slamming my hand over my mouth. I feel violated!

Quinton shrugs, continuing to happily munch on my lunch. I’m about to kick the shit out of him when I hear, “Quinton?”

Both of us turn to find a petite brunette standing in the aisle. My heart stops. Shit, did she see us? 

Biting my lip, I look at Quinton to see he has narrowed his gaze on her. He must be wondering the same thing as me. However, the small girl says nothing of our kiss. Smiling kindly, she says, “Oh, Your Highness, I’m sorry. Am I bothering you?”

I shake my head and hands to signal to the poor girl, who actually shrinks beneath my gaze. 

“No, no, not at all.” I scratch at the back of my head. “And Aron is fine.”

She blinks rapidly. “Ok... Aron.”

“What are you doing here, Raina?” Quinton asks. I am looking at him now. He knows her, so they probably have a class or something together.

Raina smiles shyly and turns her attention to Quinton as well. “Since we both had a study hall this period, I thought we could work a bit on our chemistry project, but I see that you’re busy...” 

She looks at me. I quickly shake my head.

“No, no, don’t mind me. You two can work on your project. I was just here to bug this asshole!” I laugh and playfully reach across to slap Quinton’s shoulder. The boy is really glaring at me and I don’t know why. What did I do this time?

“I should probably go then.” I laugh and get up to leave. However, Quinton reaches out to grab my wrist. I stare wide-eyed at him when he tugs my sleeve.

“Sit,” he orders. That should piss me off that he’s ordering me. However, my stomach erupts with very manly butterflies. How butterflies can be manly, I have no idea, but let’s say they are for my sake.

Dumbly nodding, I do as he says without realizing it. I take my seat and stare down at my lunch that I am now poking at with my fingers with a blush on my cheeks.

He turns back to Raina to say, “We can start working on our project together another day. Aron was speaking with me first. We’ll talk more in class tomorrow.”

Raina nods prior to saying goodbye, I think. I wasn’t really listening. My heart thumps so loud that the noise blocks out all sound around me. I’m nervous Quinton may hear it. I bite my lip because—damn, he just acted like...like a boyfriend. Like a boyfriend who actually wants to spend time with me, so he made Raina leave. Gah!

I hide my face with my hands and rub at the skin, hoping that it’d somehow cool me down. It doesn’t. I keep blushing even when I peek out between my fingers to see Quinton staring at me oddly. Really, I should look at him oddly because he did that!

Crap, am I allowed to think he did that because he wanted to spend time with me? It’s so cheesy, but why else would he pull me back down and brush her off? A very pretty girl, might I add. Raina with the pretty brunette hair and bright brown eyes. Not that Quinton has ever shown any open interest towards anyone, but come on, no one could deny she was very pretty.

“She was hot,” I finally say after clearing my throat. I shove some of my burger into my mouth and say nothing when Quinton reaches for more of my fries.

Quinton shrugs. “I suppose she is.”

“So you two have chemistry together?”

Quinton nods and shoves whatever he was reading into his bag. He rests his elbows on the table and his chin on his hands. I have to swallow the lump in my throat. Why is he staring at me instead of working on something? Isn’t he supposed to be a crazy, studying bookworm? Stop staring at me!

“You two could have worked on your project now. It’s not like you to pass up an opportunity to do well in your classes. What’s wrong? Were you worried she’d be too infatuated with me to concentrate?” Yes, good job Aron. Joking around always works!

Quinton scoffs. “No. I simply knew that you don’t have the mindset to comprehend chemistry. We’d have to call an ambulance to remove your unconscious body after only a minute of hearing our discussion.”

“I am not that dumb! And I don’t even need to understand it. It’s just that—I don’t want to, like, get in the way or anything.” I wave my hand dismissively.

“You’re not,” he says. “I wouldn’t have told her to leave if you were.”

“So why did you?” I ask.

Shit, why did I ask that? He’s going to think I want him to say something cheesy, which I totally don’t! Right? I don’t, right? There’s something wrong with me. I need therapy. Screw you Quinton, it’s your fault!

Quinton’s stumped for a moment. I bite the insides of my cheek while looking at our surroundings rather than risk blushing even more.

“Because I knew later you’d go all crazy on me about how I didn’t want to spend time with you like the total kid that you are,” he finally says.

I look at him so fast my neck cracks. I flinch at the pain but ignore it to shout at the jerk. “Like hell I would!”

He smirks. Why is he smirking? Wait a minute!

“And I’m not a kid!” I kick at him beneath the table, but he avoids all of them. “Fuck you!”

The bastard makes my blush worsen when his eyes glisten mischievously in a way that should be illegal and he purrs, “You wish."

Ok, so my heart skips, and I consciously or not lick my lips while my eyes run over his own. Let’s pretend like none of that happened. Let’s say I totally do not find the bastard so utterly attractive right now that I actually consider jumping across the table to attack him. Heart, can you take a break for a moment because I cannot handle you beating against my rib cage like that? And it’s so clear he knows what he is doing to me because he continues just looking and smirking and, damn, this bastard is the worst!

“Can you... stop? I’m feeling all grossed out here.” I fake a scowl.

“I beg to differ.” Again, with the purring. How does he do that?

“I beg to punch you in your pretty boy face.”

His eyes glaze over with devious intent. “So you find me attractive?”

I slam my head against the table, now completely forgetting about my lunch, although the bastard seems to enjoy it. He’s eaten all my fries. All that is left is half of my burger. For a second, I think he’s going to eat it but he goes for my drink and I gape at how he so easily drinks from it as if it’s totally normal.

Wait, is it normal? I guess it is because we’re dating, but people don’t know. I look around to check if anyone is nearby. There isn’t, which is no shock, but still I panic a bit at the idea of someone seeing Quinton drinking after me. Who said he could drink after me!?

“Why are you stealing all of my nourishment?” I grab my drink and hold it against my chest. “My fries I can deal with, but you are not taking my soda.”

“I only wanted a sip. Soda is disgusting anyway.” He scowls, smacking his lips together as if the taste offended him.

“There is no way you are a member of the human race that dislikes soda.”

My disbelief is ignored by the boy, who says, “I’ll probably be working on my project with Raina during study hall after today.”

And somehow I completely forget my disbelief. I feel my shoulders slump at hearing that. Realization hits me. Our already limited time together is about to become even more limited.

I like hanging out with the bastard. We don’t have classes together, though. This is the only time during school we can see each other. Langley will definitely tease me tomorrow if I stay in the cafeteria with him and Ariel. He’ll probably ask if we’ve already had a lover’s quarrel, which will piss me off and I will be forced to dispose of him.

Quinton has to do his project, though. I can’t get all childish and complain about us not spending time together. We can always hang out after class.

Quinton removes his gaze from me to place it on the books behind me. I want to say that he’s disappointed at the idea of us not hanging out during his study hall, but who knows, he might like the idea. At least I think that until he says, “You can still come down if you want, but I’m not explaining anything to you.”

I feel my face break into a smile, a smile that he rolls his eyes at.

“Don’t get excited. I’m only saying this so you can’t complain later,” he says, keeping his eyes on the books behind me rather than on my painful smile.

“Sure, whatever helps you sleep at night, Princess,” I mock him from what he has once said to me. He sends me a glare that is nowhere near frightening, more like it was forced out to make him appear angry. Would it be weird for me to say he’s cute? It’s weird, isn’t it?

“Never mind. Don’t bother.” Quinton scoffs.

“Too late!” And you bet I will come down to bother him because he offered! He dug his own grave. Not my fault if he regrets it or not.








  
  
CHAPTER THREE




Our first day back from break ends. 

Langley groans beside Ariel about how he already has homework. Ariel walks between us, occasionally glancing at me with a smirk whenever Langley says something stupid, which is often. I smile back at her and shake my head at my best friend, who continues on and on about how it should be illegal to have work the first day back from break. I completely agree, but I am not in the mood to complain, for once.

“So, Aron,” Ariel calls.

I smile at hearing my name. She’s definitely getting used to calling me by my name, and I love it. Man, to think once I actually enjoyed people calling me Your Highness or My Lord. Now I can’t even stand it.

“Yes, Ariel?” I happily hum.

“How was lunch?”

“None of your business,” I answer, glaring at the giggling girl.

She elbows me playfully while Langley peeks over to watch my reaction. “No need to be shy,” she says. “Langley and I are totally ok with it.”

“So?! It doesn’t mean I need to tell you anything. Shoo.”

Ariel shrugs. “I’m just curious about your love life, My Lord. I wish to know that you are being taken the utmost care of.”

I point at the brunette and look at Langley. “I changed my mind. I don’t like this one. Get rid of her.”

Langley shakes his head. “No, no, she’s right. We’re only concerned about your well being, Your Highness. How are your hips?”

Ariel throws her hands over her lips to conceal her giggles.

“Nothing like that has happened!” I hiss. The jerks actually give me disbelieving looks, and I groan at them. I should have never told Langley, although it was obvious he already knew, even so, now they are teasing me about it! If that’s how they want to play it, so be it.

“What about you two?” I grin at the blush that takes over both of their faces.

“How is your love life going? I hope Langley has been taking care of you.” I wiggle my eyebrows at Ariel. Her face swiftly takes on the tone of a firetruck. Langley whistles to himself, scratching nervously at his neck. “Hmm, your reactions are suspicious. I hope you kiddies are using protection. We wouldn’t want any happy little accidents.”

Ariel slaps Langley’s arm, who looks to her in confusion why he is the one being slapped. I cackle evilly, feeling victorious that I got sweet, sweet revenge. As if I would lose to either of them. Quinton is far worse than the both of them combined and I have been putting up with him for years! Nothing this trivial will defeat me.

Speaking of Quinton, I pull out my phone to see I haven’t got a message from him. He doesn’t have to text me all day or anything, but I was thinking he might ask if I wanted to come to his dorm after class today. Is he busy? I could ask or go on and march over there like I own the place because. Let’s face it, he expects me to act like an idiot.

“As much as I’d love to spend every waking moment with the two of you,” I sing to the two scarlet children beside me. “I have other things to do!”

“Like Quinton.” Langley grins.

I don’t even bother that with a response. I head off towards Quinton’s dorm room. Why I go there rather than invite him to mine is beyond me. I guess because I assumed Langley and Ariel are going to our dorm? I don’t know, but I pound on Quinton’s door in no time. There’s hushed voices and movement within before the door opens to reveal Raina. Quinton sits at his desk, back facing me. That’s kind of irritating, but I put on a cordial smile for Raina.

“Aron,” she says, seeming to have easily gotten into calling me by my name, looking between Quinton and me. “I did not know you were coming over.”

“Yeah, I usually come over whenever I please,” I answer around a grin, though I feel like running into the room to smack the jerk that still isn’t looking at me. Look here, ya big jerk! I’ve come to grace you with my presence.

Raina laughs. Her light brown eyes linger on Quinton. “I see. You two are pretty close.”

“I wouldn’t say close.” Close enough to make out and exchange some hand jobs, but you know, no one else needs to know that. “It’s more like we have no one else to tolerate us, so we tolerate each other. It’s like a pity friendship.”

Raina continues laughing at my jokes, which boosts my self-esteem a bit, not gonna lie. Man, I may have a boyfriend, but I am still good with the ladies. Quinton, on the other hand, does not find as much enjoyment in my jokes, seeing as he asks coldly, “What do you want?”

He still isn’t looking at me. I fist my hands at my side for being ignored so obviously. “I came over to hang out for a bit, but if you’re busy, go ahead and tell me.”

“Oh no, it’s fine!” Raina declares, retreating into the room to grab her things. She walks over to Quinton to say something I can’t quite catch before looking back at me. “We have our last class of the day together, so we were talking about our project. We’ll finish our talk later. I hope we can talk again, Aron!”

She waves to me, looks at Quinton one last time, though he keeps his back turned to her too before leaving.

Ten minutes later, I’m thinking she should have stayed, seeing as Quinton hasn’t said a word since she left. He flips through what appears to be his homework, scribbling answers to the questions. Every couple of seconds, the lead of his pencil snaps from the force of his writing. Is he mad about something?

“Should I go?” I ask, watching how he actually breaks the lead pencil in his grasp. He groans and tosses the thing into the trash. It hits the side of the trash can with a loud ‘ding.’

“Are you ok?” I ask. He is seriously being weird. Quinton rarely ever looks so bothered. It scares me a bit. “I know you think I’m stupid, but I can still listen if there’s something bothering you.”

Quinton sighs. It’s the first time I’ve ever heard him sound so exhausted. This doesn’t sound like the exhaustion he gets from spending time with me. No, this is real, physical and mental exhaustion that leaves me wondering what could have possibly made him feel so drained.

He didn’t even bother to hide the obvious annoyance in the sound. A part of me feels triumphant at having earned enough of his trust to let him feel so comfortable around me to let his guard down. Another part is worried, seeing as he never does such a thing.

I get up to walk over to him to tap his shoulder. He sighs again and finally looks at me, but I think it might have been better if he hadn’t. His eyes are half-mast, full of some type of annoyance, anger, frustration, and exhaustion. Whatever happened is really bothering him, to the point that it’s obvious. Usually, nothing is obvious about Quinton.

I bite my lip and hesitantly squeeze his shoulder. I’m still getting used to this boyfriend thing, ok give me a break!

“What’s wrong?” I mumble.

Quinton gets up, brushing my hand off as he does. He runs a hand through his hair and moves from the desk to his bed. He falls onto his stomach with an ‘umph,’ but pats the space beside him as if to say ‘come here.’ I roll my eyes. Leave it to Quinton to demand I come over rather than ask.

I lay beside him and nearly shouted when he immediately turns onto his side in order to pull me into him, his chest pressed into my back. What in hell’s name is he doing, being all cuddly? What if Taylor walks in? I thought he was the one who didn’t want to do this! Hold on, give me a moment. I am not mentally prepared.

“Uh... uhm... ah... what are you doing?” I ask as my brain melts into mush from the close proximity. A shiver runs down my spine at a distinctively hot breath that fans over my neck.

“I’m tired,” he answers, as if it’s totally normal to grab me simply because he’s tired. Then again, it’s Quinton and he will deem what he finds fit to be normal regardless of what others think. The bastard.

“And that is a reason to cuddle with me whenever you said you didn’t want to do this lovey dovey shit, how?”

I don’t receive an answer other than a soft breath that tells me he actually fell asleep. My jaw drops. How did he fall asleep so fast? Is he actually asleep or is he faking it?

I turn a bit in order to peek back at him. He looks asleep. Although I want to shake the bastard awake and demand he explain himself, I can’t bring myself to do it. There’s a reason he’s so tired, a reason he’s so bothered. Maybe he needs to rest. For once, I remain silent and do as he wishes me to. I lay there as my brain puts itself into overdrive, asking many questions while attempting to come up with answers that are immediately shot down.

I’m not sure how long we stay like this, long enough for my arm to fall asleep by the way we’re laying. Sighing, I elbow Quinton in the gut. He grunts and grumbles some form of profanity at me, to which I roll my eyes at. “My arm is asleep. It hurts. Get your ass up.”

After some more elbowing, Quinton finally does as I wish and rises like the undead. He rubs his tired eyes and allows me freedom. Thank goodness, because I really have to piss too! I run to the bathroom, sighing as I relieve myself.

I kind of expect Quinton to talk about whatever is up when I come back, but instead he’s back at his desk doing homework. I should have known better. Like the most closed off guy in the world would ever willingly talk about his problems. Ok, so I probably wouldn’t either, but I can complain internally!

I retake my place on his bed and watch on, utterly bored. I want to ask what’s wrong, but he looks really done, like he might just flip shit if I bother him too much. I guess everyone needs their space, needs time to think, even Quinton. I opt to not ask and instead keep him company. I talk about my first day back to classes. When he doesn’t make too many smart-ass comments, I take that as my permission to continue.

Quinton occasionally hums or nods to show that he is actually paying attention. When I complain about my abundance of homework that I have yet to even look at, he chuckles and basically says I’m too much of a dumb ass to do the homework, anyway. I do everything in my power to keep him from successfully doing his homework, which results in us rolling across the floor, his homework in my hands as he tries to get it back.

“Stop being a child,” he says through gritted teeth. “Unlike you, I care about my grades.”

“I care. I just don’t overachieve like some people!” I push his chest with my foot and hold his tablet away from him.

He grabs my ankle. I curse as he pulls me across the carpet. Ouch! He’s between my legs now and his fingers are about to grip the tablet when I quickly throw it. It skids across the room and under Taylor’s bed.

Speaking of Taylor, “Where is your roommate?” I ask.

“Tutoring.” Quinton’s voice is muffled, telling me he is looking beneath the bed for his homework. I watch, amused by how he tries to squeeze under the bed. After a couple minutes, he finally retrieves it and looks at me with a glare that I only smile at.

He returns to his homework, but I don’t bother him anymore. Instead, I play some games until it gets a bit later. I announce that I’m leaving and I’m about to go out the door when Quinton calls me over. I raise a curious brow, but walk over to the boy, anyway. I am wide-eyed when he grabs my jacket and pulls me down to press a long kiss to my lips. It’s nothing deep, just a sweet kiss that somehow leaves me breathless and blushing.

For the first time that evening, Quinton appears to feel better, seeing as that smug expression is back on his face. I should scowl or frown or yell at him, but I smile, happy to see a familiar expression.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he says more than asks. I roll my eyes.

“Because you’d miss me too much if you went even a day without me, right?” I wink playfully.

He shoves me away. “Leave, idiot.”

I wave goodbye, still smiling like a total goof. I’m glad that, even if it was just for a second, he seemed to be ok. I’m even happier that it was because of me.








  
  
CHAPTER FOUR




I thought Quinton would be better the next day, but he isn’t. I may only see him once during lunch, but something is off. I hate admitting that I notice such slight changes in his behavior that others would either pay no mind to or even notice, and yet, to me, they are huge signs, to his obvious annoyance. It goes to show how much I’ve had my eyes on him. Aron, you’ve got some serious problems. 

Raina is here, jibber-jabbering away with me, and sometimes getting scowled at by Quinton for talking rather than working. Quinton throws a few of those scowls towards me when I distract either of them. Hey mister, you said I could come down, so don’t look at me like that!

I sit across from the two of them, eating my lunch, doing my best not to stare at Quinton too much. It’s actually a lot harder than I’d like to admit, not because I enjoy looking at him or anything! No, no, that would just be silly. I’m only doing this to notice his changes in behavior.

Like he had said, I have absolutely no idea what the hell they are talking about. Some kind of chemistry shit that I don’t understand. I have regular chem, which I can hardly keep up with, so advanced is way out of the question. I do my best not to disturb them, though every now and again I feel the desire to leave, seeing as I can’t contribute much to the conversation. However, whenever I make any kind of move to leave, Quinton sends me this look that glues me in place. I don’t know how to explain it, as if his eyes are saying how he actually wishes for me to stay or perhaps I’m imagining it, but the expression makes me stay put every time.

Raina doesn’t notice how odd Quinton is being because she obviously doesn’t know him like I do. He keeps tapping his pencil impatiently, eyes moving from Raina to the books to me then back to his work. Quinton is known as a man who keeps eye contact. Looking away is a sign of backing down in his book. Quinton does not back down. He isn’t sitting properly like he usually does. His shoulders seem slumped. He keeps scrunching his nose like he’s annoyed or deep in thought about something that bothers him.

Quinton seems to be especially put off whenever Raina touches him, which she does a lot. I want to say it’s because she’s friendly, but it’s starting to even bug me now. She keeps putting her hand on his shoulder or leaning over to brush up against him. Once she even patted his head like he was some kind of dog. I sat here, stunned, as Quinton’s eye twitched from controlling the urge to chuck her out a window. I would have teased him, but he looked seriously ready to murder someone. Why he hasn’t asked her to stop, I don’t know. Maybe he’s trying to be nice? But that isn’t very Quinton-like. Normally he’s fine with telling people off, so why isn’t he doing it to Raina?

They’re partners in chemistry, but Quinton doesn’t need a partner. He’s a bloody genius. If anything, Raina is probably holding him back. I know, mean to say, but Quinton is top in the school. I don’t know about Raina. She’s in Advanced Chemistry with Quinton so she has to be sort of smart. It’s odd to see him like this, though. I wrack my brain for an answer. Something happened between when we hung out during lunch yesterday and when I went over last night. That’s not a lot of time for something to happen. The incident had to occur during school, but what? Did he do badly on a midterm? No, the grades have been out for a while now. Could he have gotten into a fight with someone?

I roll my eyes. Like a fight would bother Quinton. He probably kicked the shit out of them, put them back in their place, and walked off with the wind blowing through his silky black locks. What could it be? I can’t think of anything that would make him act so weird. Does he know he’s acting weird? He has to know.

The bell rings, signaling the end of my lunch and their study hall. Raina pouts, facing me. “Aw, we were having so much fun though,” she says.

Quinton rolls his eyes. I have to be the adult and reply to her with a smile, “We’ll hang out again tomorrow.”

“Ok, then I will see you later, Aron!” She waves and leaves with Quinton for lunch. It kind of pisses me off that they have lunch together, too. If they have lunch together, why couldn’t she have left him alone during study hall so he and I could hang out?

Whoa, whoa, whoa, what did I say? They are working on a project together and she does not know that Quinton and I are together, so why would she leave us alone? And I shouldn’t be annoyed that he’s hanging out with her. He can hang out with other people if he wants to, although in this case he’s forced because of a class. I can’t be getting mad because we didn’t have some alone time. I’ll see him after class.

I head for my next class, head hung low and arms swinging lifelessly at my side. Langley must notice this because he jabs me in the side and asks, “What’s with the long face?”

“Is it wrong for me to be mad at a girl who is unaware that she is getting between my alone time with my...you know?” Because there’s no way I’m saying boyfriend out loud in school.

Langley holds out his hand for money. I swat it away because he’s my best friend. He is meant to lend an ear for free! Fuck his stupid rules.

Laughing, he replies with a slight shrug, “It happens. Feelings are never bad. I get jealous of Ariel talking with other guys, although I have no reason to. It’s natural. Normal. We just shouldn’t do anything stupid because of it.”

“Define stupid.”

“Don’t do anything, Aron. Knowing you, it’ll be stupid.”

Ignoring his insult, I bring up my second problem of the day. “Also Quinton is acting weird and I don’t know if I’m supposed to point it out or interrogate him or what. This is much more difficult with him. Damn, Quinton makes it so difficult being all stubborn and shit.”

“I am going to point out that you are as stubborn as he is so you both make it difficult,” Langley says, shrugging innocently at my glare.

“Wow, thanks dude, you’re so helpful,” I say, my voice oozing with sarcasm.

Langley smiles and pats my shoulder reassuringly. We head to our next class, my problem still unsolved. I sat throughout my classes the rest of the day wondering what the hell crawled up Quinton’s ass and died. I try texting him. Through texts, he seems pretty normal. He teases me like he always does. He answers fairly quickly most of the time. So what in the hell could be bothering him? I try to think it over...could…

Could someone have said something about his dad again? I know that works him up whenever he is compared to him. Professor Bennett did it once. Quinton seemed pretty ticked off about it. Wouldn’t he talk to me if that were the case, though?

I sigh. Quinton, the walking enigma. He is driving me nuts. I thought once we got over our mutual sexual frustration and started dating, things would be easier, and yet he is still an ass, a very stubborn ass. Can’t he tell me what’s wrong? He knows I will probably never find out, which will lead to me acting like an idiot and freaking out like I always do. We could skip that step completely if he would talk to me.

Oh god, I sound like a nagging husband who has been married to his silent partner for too long. I want him to talk to me. It’s exactly what a married couple would say! I slam my hands against my face in utter horror. What have I become?!

Doing my best not to think like that helps the day move by faster. Before I know it, it’s nearing the end of the day. I am ready to bolt out the door to Quintons when I receive a text from him saying that Raina and he are going to go into town to get materials for their project. I frown, looks like I won’t be getting the answer out of him today, but that’s not the only reason I’m frowning.

I’m feeling totally jealous that the two of them can leave campus whenever they wish, unlike me. It’s so not cool that I can’t leave, but I was lucky I talked my dad into it once, so I doubt he’d allow it again.

It’d be nice if he did, though. Quinton and I haven’t actually gone on, like, a d-d-date. I can’t even think of it in my head without stuttering. How sad is that? But it’s normal because we’re dating. We should go on dates and dates are nice. I want to go to the movies or to a café or out to eat with him. I want us to be able to do fun things together off campus. We could go shoot paintball or play laser tag or go bowling! Couples do fun stuff like that, right?

Would he like to do stuff like that? I wonder if Quinton has ever even thought about us going on a date. Knowing him, probably not, the unsociable ass. I would ask if there was any hope for us to do any of that. Dad would probably say that we could watch a movie at the house or have coffee and good food at home. We have an arcade, so why go outside? I wonder if that’s the whole reason he got so many of those things so that I’d be able to at least experience such things. It’s not like I can’t go out, but we get death threats every day. Eyes are always on me. My parents feel much safer with me being watched by people we can trust. I totally get that and I respect their wishes, but sometimes I want to have a day where I can go out and enjoy myself.

I don’t want to be followed by guards or paparazzi. I want Quinton and I to walk around together hand in hand and not have to worry about those around us. I want to be able to hug and kiss him whenever I wish, without the worry of others seeing. I want us to do things that couples do. Is that wrong to want such things? Does it make me a bad person to want that?

Man, sometimes I don’t even know how I go on such tangents. My brain functions like no other. One minute it’s thinking about this and the next it’s about something completely different. I need to stop thinking about such depressing shit, though; it’s giving me a headache. I’ve already accepted that Quinton and I will never have the ideal relationship. I’m content that we have a relationship at all.

I head back to my dorm to find Langley and Ariel there. I sigh in relief at seeing that they are only studying and I haven’t walked in on any sort of hanky panky.

“Way to be a cock block,” Langley says, although it’s clear neither of them are doing anything.

I smile. “What else are friends for?”

“I thought you’d be at Quinton’s,” Ariel says, giggling.

“He and Raina went to get shit for their chemistry project, freaking advanced class, overachievers,” I grumble. I wish I could have gone along with them...or rather just Quinton and I. Yeah, I would have preferred that.

“Raina?” Ariel asks, looking confused. “Like, little brown-haired girl, super pretty?”

“Yeah, do you know her?” I ask.

Ariel nods. “She’s normally shy, so I imagined that she’d be intimidated by a guy like Quinton.”

“She seems like a chatterbox to me. Quinton was glaring at her about as much as he was me earlier,” I say around a snort. Quinton is just weird, choosing to spend 75% of his life silent as a rock than interacting with the rest of the human population.

Langley, deciding now to cut into the conversation, looks at me with a grin and asks, “Why are you so bothered about not hanging out with your lover boy? Getting a little jealous, are we?”

Ariel laughs along with her boyfriend, both thoroughly enjoying the way my cheeks heat up. I narrow my eyes on the both of them and say seriously, “I am not scared to kick both of you out of not only this school, but also the country.”

Ariel tries to silence her giggles while Langley fakes being stabbed in the chest. He makes some strange gurgling sounds, I think, are the sound of him dying and falls back onto his bed. I roll my eyes at his dramatics and pull out my homework for the evening. I scurry over to the two of them in order to start on it, seeing as if I don’t do it now, I won’t do it at all.

Even after hearing such things from Ariel, I continue to worry about Raina. I feel that it’s more about the fact that the two of them can so freely spend time together both on and off campus while I can’t. That thought alone pushes me to send a text to Quinton, who I pray remains ignorant to how much control he has over my thoughts.

Aron: How’s it going with Raina? I text him and seconds later get a reply.

Quinton: She talks too much, like someone else I know.

I grin at the speed of which he answered back. Was he possibly waiting for my text? I am pathetic, getting so excited about a freaking text. I’m so hopeless.

Aron: One of us has to since someone can’t hold a conversation to save his life.

Quinton: I can. I simply choose which are worthy of my time.

Is he implying that I’m not worthy of his time? That dirty bastard! Before I know it, I’ve called him and I’m shouting into the phone, “My conversations are worthy of everyone’s time! You best be honored to speak with someone as glorious as myself.”

Langley whispers something like ‘wasn’t he supposed to be studying with us’ to Ariel, who shakes her head with a smile.

“There is no need to shout. It will not change the fact that your conversations, like this one, for example, are utterly pointless,” Quinton says.

I can hear his smirk. Oh, you know what, screw him! I don’t care if he’s bothered by something, he can solve his problem himself.

“If they are so pointless, why did you answer the phone?” I hiss.

“I thought I’d humor you.”

For a moment, it feels like Quinton’s back to normal. We exchange insults as we normally always do, joke about and hang up shortly after. I go to sleep thinking that tomorrow Quinton will be in a better mood, but when has Quinton ever done what I thought he would?










