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THE THING ABOUT IGNIS is, it's hard to get him alone.

He's popular and charismatic, tall and lean, with golden brown skin, golden blond hair and pale blue eyes. He's like the sun. Warm and bright, breathing life into everything his light touches.

Right now, he's across the cafeteria, the other kids around him laughing at some joke he just told, and heaven what I wouldn't give to be even the air particles in his vicinity.

Suns and stars, I've got it bad and I know it.

Get it together, Sallon Lee, I tell myself, clapping my hands on my cheeks and tearing my gaze away from my golden boy.

The thing about me is, I'm easily found alone.

I have no friends.

I'm quiet and timid, easily embarrassed, short and curvy, with plain wavy brown hair that I fluctuate between wanting to grow out and shaving. Currently it's almost to my shoulders, and I like the way it hides my blush.

The mess hall is emptying. I've spaced out—I don't know how long—and now I'll probably be late to class. I hurry and throw my tray in the receptacle, breakfast half-eaten, but whatever, it'll be used for compost.

Nothing gets wasted in space.

I make my way through the corridor, where normally I'd take a moment to enjoy the view of space through the windowed walkway ahead. Looking out at that empty space calms me somehow. It's like it empties my mind and turns it into the same void I'm looking upon.

There’s no time for sappiness and poeticness today, though.

I jog through the walkway whenever no one's looking—some of the sciencey adults will give you the stink eye for that—and make it through into the education corridor with mere seconds to spare. I can see our teacher coming down the other side, and I hurry again, but don't run, since she's seen me. I get through the door to class about five seconds before she does, and slip into my seat in the second row.

Last term, I was just a couple seats behind Ignis, so I was able to watch him sometimes. It was both a blessing and a curse. Often, I spaced out, watching the back of his golden head, holding my breath whenever his fingers passed through it. Was it as soft as it looked?

This term, he's in the back row.

I wonder if he ever looks my way?

I doubt he does. He doesn't know who I even am.  

I mostly zone out during the lesson, staring down at the presentation that comes on over the display on my desk and taking in colors and shapes but not much else.

"Now, for the work study this afternoon," the teacher says. "We'll be touring the boiler room and doing an exercise on the pipeline infrastructure."

There are a couple of groans, but I perk up.

The work study program is meant to provide onsite training to various areas of the station in an effort to educate and entice students on all the career paths available to them. Or something like that. There's an informational thing about it that explains it all. We had to read it all in class when we were of age to begin the program, and it bored most of the class to sleep.
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