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Introduction






​I
like to write small scenes about my characters, for fun, for
writing practice, to better get to know their personalities, or to
stretch my imagination. Sometimes, the little bits I write and post
end up becoming canon, either by appearing in a book or by me
referencing them in a published story. Most of the time when I
reference them, I try to post the smaller story somewhere for free
so that readers can get the full picture if they want to. In fact,
most of the stories in this collection are still up online either
on my website, or tucked away on Tumblr or somewhere. But someone
asked me for those stories to be easily downloadable, and it
occurred to me that most casual readers, while not needing these
shorts to understand the Being(s) universe, almost certainly don’t
know they exist. So here they are.

This collection does not include alternate
universe stories or any stories that might be lovely to read but
don’t contain anything really “necessary” to understand the
published books of the Being(s) in Love ‘verse. I have assembled
these in roughly chronological order of these events taking place
(give or take a few months), not when they were written or in what
books they are mentioned. The stories include general fiction along
with some romance, which includes m/m, f/f, and m/f.

As I said, none of these are required reading
for any past or future Being(s) books. They’re just little
insights. I hope you enjoy them.

R. Cooper
















Hungry






​First posted, probably on Livejournal, circa 2013.

Set far before the events
of Some Kind of Magic

Summary: A gay teenage werewolf in a
heteronormative human world. (Ray likes a boy.) Gen.
















Baseball practice after school meant Ray got
home just after sunset, but he was still surprised to see his mom
at home too. Working in the law office meant she kept whatever
hours her boss kept, but they must not have had a pressing case
tonight because his mom’s car was in the driveway and he could see
lights on in the kitchen.

Ray didn’t swear out loud, not with her sharp
hearing, but he picked up his backpack and his gym bag and moved as
quickly as he could through the back door and past the kitchen.

“Raymond.”

Ray froze at the single word, then heaved a
sigh.

“Hey, mom,” he started as he turned around. He
dropped his bags and came forward into the kitchen to kiss her
cheek. He didn’t have to stoop, but she turned her cheek up anyway,
so Ray tried to keep himself angled sideways so she wouldn’t
see.

He still didn’t know if it was a mother thing or
her greater experience with filtering out smells letting her detect
hurt/pain/wound, but she inhaled sharply and then grabbed
his arm with one hand. She used the other to turn his face toward
her.

Ray could have shaken her off—he was stronger
now and still growing—but at her soft growl, he ducked his head and
held still.

He’d been planning on running out into the woods
behind their house tonight and shifting for a hunt so the extra
strength would make him heal faster. A hunt where he could stretch
and be himself, not hunch his shoulders to fit in small high school
doorways, where he didn’t have to hold back. Just the wolf and the
scents of wild and free. That was the only time Ray
felt normal anymore.

Now his mom was gently touching the tender skin
around his left eye. He half expected her to put some of the raw
meat out on the counter in front of her on his face, but instead
she took a piece of the bloody steak and popped it in his
mouth.

Then she let go of him and went back to
preparing dinner.

Ray was actually starving. He always seemed to
be starving these days. He’d wake up bigger and taller, with more
hair all over him, and be hungrier than he’d ever been in his life.
So he chewed and swallowed before looking at her again.

“I was going to ask if you’d thought about what
we talked about on Saturday, but I guess now I’ll just ask, was
anyone else hurt?” She meant: had he hurt any humans?

Ray shook his head. Not much. Just what it had
taken to push the other guy off and let him know it would be a
mistake to try that again. One slight push of Ray’s paw—hand—and
the guy had been on his ass on the dirt in front of everyone, eyes
wide with real fear before he’d hidden it.

Ray had had to stop himself from shaking, or
shifting, or following the action with another, like going for the
throat.

He realized he was snarling and stopped,
flushing hot. His mother wouldn’t blame him for that; she was
always telling him and his sister that puberty was a hard time for
werewolf, saying it so often it was embarrassing. But she was
right. Everything made him want to shift or pounce. He was always
too hot.

“They are weaker than we are and don’t know any
better. But for this to work, they can’t fear us.” She took a sip
of her white wine. Ray didn’t know why his mom liked wine, except
to flavor her cooking. He didn’t know why anyone liked it,
honestly. He would have tolerated the taste the way he tolerated
stolen beer at house parties, to fit in without making a scene, but
he wouldn’t drink it on his own. She might have gotten into the
habit from doing the same thing. It was always about appeasing
humans. Even….

Ray sighed and kicked the fridge, lightly, with
his cleat. “I know they’re weaker. But he said...”

He shut his mouth and clenched his jaw.

Senior prom was coming up. Everyone was supposed
to go—with a date. Even the were people wanted on their team
because he swung the bat harder than anyone else but didn’t really
want to hang out with because he didn’t like beer, or couldn’t get
drunk, or because he didn’t want to date a cheerleader.

“It doesn’t matter,” Ray finally rumbled, barely
suppressing a growl. “He was right.”

“Raymond.”

Ray looked over at his mother through his loose,
falling hair. She stood tall and straight, her hair without a touch
of gray, her arms toned as she sliced up more steak. She smelled
like perfume and wine and blood, a weird mix like
iron/strength and soft/warm.

He looked at the floor. “No one is going to go
with me,” he muttered. Not who he wanted anyway.

His mother made a noise.

“Didn’t I tell you on Saturday that Cici next
door said she’d go with you?”

Ray hadn’t forgotten. How could he when the
humiliation of being found a date by his mother made him squirm?
Cici’s family lived on the next property over, just on the
outskirts of town, and had gotten used to their werewolf neighbors
years ago.

Cici was fifteen and pimply and very sweet
but....

“She isn’t who... She’s not....” Ray bit back
the rest and turned. He opened the fridge and rooted around so he
wouldn’t have to turn back, finally taking out the milk carton to
have a long drink from it. Any other time, his mother would have
lightly smacked the back of his head for that. Now she just waited,
patient.

“Raymond.” Worry/worry/worry radiated
from her. He had to turn back. “Have you asked anyone?”

“No.” That made it worse. Ray closed his eyes,
but suddenly all he could see was himself trying to ask that
question, how his voice would change, subtly drop into a growl the
longer he talked. As close as he’d have to be to ask, his instincts
would be so much stronger, overpowering, and he wanted... he
wanted....

The growl emerged despite his struggling. He
opened his eyes to stare at his mother, absolutely mortified. Her
eyes were so wide, he couldn’t help himself—he howled.

“I don’t want to go with a girl, all right? I
want to take Bradley Carmichael!” Take him. That was exactly
right. Ray had barely ever spoken to him, didn’t dare, but he
didn’t care about the dance, he wanted to take him, to get Bradley
in his dad’s old truck, and pin him down, and just bury
himself in him. Find out his scent, his up-close, turned-on scent,
and lick it up. He wanted to taste him, and Ray still wasn’t sure
about anything, what to do outside of pictures and porn, but he
wanted that, again and again.

With someone he’d never even spoken to since
grade school. He wasn’t even sure when it had happened. The
feelings weren’t new—when he’d been about thirteen, any pleasant
scent had set him off to the point where he’d had to take time off
from school and disappear into the woods until he could control
himself in public—but they were so much stronger now. Nearly
unbearable.

He liked Bradley, liked his shiny blond hair,
his loud, sassy way of talking and commanding attention, how funny
he was in the school plays, the way he sang. He liked how he looked
back at Ray sometimes, like he’d never seen anyone so
fascinating.

But Ray was already enough of a freak at school.
People should have been used to beings by now, but the old lies and
prejudices remained, and this.... Even if Ray did ask, he was sure
Bradley would say no.

And his mom, what was she going to think? It
wasn’t hated among his kind, but their pack was so small, just the
three of them, and Ray was supposed to be....

He jumped as his mom came forward and took his
face in her hands.

“Raymond,” she said, and her gaze, her smell,
were so much calmer now, even amused. He glared at her, but there
wasn’t much force in it. She spoke as if she didn’t even see it.
“You have been spending too much time with the humans. They forget
things they once knew. There was this fairy once....”

The idea of his mother talking to a fairy at all
was distracting, but Ray didn’t get a chance to ask.

“What I’m saying is, ask this boy, Raymond. If
you think our people would care, then you’ve forgotten everything
I’ve taught you. And most humans have long ago stopped bothering
about that when they have bigger things to be afraid of.”

She smiled, her canines very obvious.

Ray couldn’t speak. Which was probably for the
best when his mom stepped away and went back to her steak and
wine.

“Don’t act so surprised,” she went on smoothly.
“Your father and I could smell the infatuation all over you every
time you met a new little boy. It isn’t like we didn’t know. Now go
get cleaned up for dinner.”

Ray stared at her for another moment, his face
burning so much he forgot about his eye, and then turned to leave
the room and go clean up.











The End
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​First posted as part of a charity
event in 2023

Set long before the events
of Treasure for Treasure
or His Mossy
Boy

Summary: Azar Xu comes home for the summer
intent on finally getting her treasure to notice her. She is a
teenager, so this does not go well. m/f

Tags: Age difference (but the feelings are
one-sided. Think teen with a crush.) Body issues.
















“There you are, my gorgeous queen. You only had
to ask.” Bernard’s low, warm voice was audible even on the landing
where Azar stopped to listen and quickly check to make sure the
hair around her bun was smooth.

She took a step to peer down the stairs at
Bernard, who was dusting and speaking to the house. Of course, it
was the house. Azar didn’t know why she’d thought anything else, no
matter how briefly. Bernard loved the house. Azar’s family had a
claim on it, stronger than anyone’s except the one who had built
it, but to Bernard it was his.

He never said that, not to them, anyway. But he
said it to the house all the time.

Azar put a hand to the banister, which was
well-polished wood that gleamed in the morning light. Probably
preening for Bernard. If any house could preen, it would be this
one, and it certainly wouldn’t do it for Azar.

“Going to have you looking exquisite.” Bernard
was practically cooing. “There will be no complaints.”

Bernard didn’t use a feather duster. He said a
duster only spread the dust around. He used soft, clean cloths and
went through the house room by room on a regular schedule even when
he was the only one there. He didn’t wear a uniform; he wore jeans,
t-shirts, and sneakers, and after only one attempt, her parents had
given up trying to make him wear anything else. Azar wished she
knew how he’d managed that.

He had somewhat wild hair at the moment, shining
like the banister, and metal in his ears and leather cuffs at his
wrists. Those were new or he didn’t normally wear them where Azar
or Zarrin would see.

Azar continued down the stairs before he could
look up and find her watching him, tugging one last time on the hem
of her red shorts when it felt like they were riding higher than
she would have preferred. After the disaster of her arrival last
night, she’d wanted to look better—more put together.

She didn’t like flying. Thankfully, no one in
her family had caught on to that, but her fears plus turbulence had
left Azar shaken. She’d had days of exams and studying before then,
which she’d been grateful for at the time since they’d meant she’d
had that to focus on and not her impending summer at the mansion.
She never knew what to feel about the place where her parents sent
her and Zarrin when they didn’t want to deal with them. She loved
the woods. She liked the house. She loved her brother. She hated
that she was sent there because her parents were not proud of
her.

And Bernard was there.

She’d seen him first thing as she’d gotten out
of the car. Bernard had been on the porch with Zarrin, already
home. Well… home was what the mansion was to Zarrin, like
with Bernard. Azar was merely in a familiar house, but the two of
them were home.

She had been a sleepless disaster: hair in a
drooping ponytail, tired eyes, hungry because she hadn’t eaten on
the plane, her study materials in her arms while the hired driver
got her bags. Bernard came forward to take them in a band shirt
with rolled-up short sleeves that clung to his biceps.

The driver had been trying not to show his fear
of dragons but Azar had smelled it most of the way, distracting and
uncomfortable and made worse when the driver stepped away from her
before she could thank him.

Then Bernard had said, “Studying already?” with
a disapproving glance over Azar. “It’s your summer vacation.”

A cloud of something had taken over Azar for
those to be his first words to her in months. She’d walked past
Bernard to greet Zarrin, and told him she was tired and wanted to
go to bed, then left them both there, staring after her.

Azar was no kind of valedictorian. Of course,
she wasn’t, no matter how hard she worked. But she didn’t want to
disappoint her parents even more, so she studied in her spare
moments. Bernard had probably just been worried, and instead of
recognizing that, Azar had been rude and stupid because she was
tired and Bernard had…. It didn’t matter. She was determined to do
better now, anyway.

She kept her book in one hand at her hip,
because she did need to study to get a jump on next year and
stay ahead, but she kept the title facing out in case Bernard
happened to have read The Cherry Orchard and might want to
talk about it.

She had a pencil case with her highlighters in
her other hand, and tapped her rose-red fingernail on it before she
controlled her nerves. Her nails were already red, but she’d
painted them to match her lipstick. She’d only done a hint of eye
makeup, not wanting to seem too obvious, and chosen a simple
necklace of small gold chain for the same reason. Her
earrings—hoops as large as she dared—were less subtle but she
thought they went with the twist of her bun.

Without her parents around to see, she’d put on
clothes borrowed from her roommate, red shorts that rested high on
her thighs, but her roommate insisted Azar had the legs for them.
Azar had almost put on a tank top, but then worried about her
chest. Flat was fine for a dragon, but might not appeal to others,
so she’d thrown on a loose, long-sleeved shirt with thumb holes at
the cuffs that she’d cut in herself—another piece of clothing she
never wore around her parents. She was casual and comfortable and
elegant. Last night might not ever have happened.

The staircase gave her away and creaked beneath
her tennis shoes.

Bernard looked up.

Azar’s heart pushed against her ribs and was
nearly consumed by the fire inside her. A shock went all the way
down to her toes and she worried she might trip, and then that she
might blush. She could never seem to be cold-blooded how she was
supposed to be, and wouldn’t forgive herself if it happened to her
now, with Bernard gazing up at her as she came down the stairs.

“Oh, it’s you, Miss Azar,” he said. Azar felt
herself slow and then stop. Bernard hadn’t put down his dusting
cloth. “I was expecting Zarrin to wake up first,” he went on. “He
mentioned wanting to go on an early hike.” Bernard glanced over
Azar much as he had done the night before. He frowned and then
possibly smiled, but it was so quick Azar might have imagined it.
“There’s no way your mother approved of those shorts.”

Azar glanced down without thinking. All of her
tugging had not lowered the hem any. “I’m nearly eighteen,” she
answered without thinking, louder than she’d meant to speak. “She
doesn’t dress me.”

“Okay,” Bernard said, lifting his hands in a
placating sort of way that he had no business using. “I take it
from that you could use some breakfast.”

“Take it from what?” Azar asked in return, even
louder before she caught herself and looked away from Bernard’s
incredulous face. She realized a little too late what he meant and
her voice crept higher again. “You think I’m upset because I
haven’t eaten?”

“Don’t worry.” Bernard gave her a warm, crooked
smile to go with his warm, friendly voice. Warm and friendly
because he thought Azar was being irrational and ridiculous because
she was hungry. “When I heard you were coming back this summer as
well…”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Azar clutched her pencil case
so hard it should have broken in two. “It’s as much my house as
Zarrin’s.”

“Of course, it is.” Bernard’s eyebrows came
together. Then he bent down to set his dusting cloth aside before
he straightened back up. He cleared his throat. “I was just letting
you know that I made some brioche for your french toast.”
Her french toast meant the recipe with brioche, orange peel,
honey, and cinnamon that Bernard had discovered in his first years
of figuring out how to be a housekeeper. Zarrin liked it but Azar
loved it. Bernard directed another brief smile her way, sending
more lightning through Azar’s nervous system. “I got berries and
cream too. I can make simple pancakes to satisfy Zarrin but you
always did have a sweeter sweet tooth.”

Azar stared at him with eyes that almost felt
like they were burning. “Yes, when I was a child.”

She was only one or two steps from the bottom of
the stairs. One or two steps above him, and then another one or two
steps from where he was standing. Close enough for her to see the
quirk of his eyebrow and the way he pursed his lips.

Because he thought she still was a child. Or
just childish.

Azar drew herself up, although she was not a
large dragon. “I don’t eat that anymore. I’ll have oatmeal.”

“Oatmeal?” Bernard was absolutely astonished.
“You loathe oatmeal.”

“No, I don’t,” Azar insisted. Then,
uncomfortable with the lie, added, “I have it every day at
school.”

“Because that’s what they serve.” Bernard stared
at her while his eyebrows came together again. “That’s why you hate
it. You said so last year.”

“I’m surprised you remember,” Azar returned
immediately, crossing her arms and then uncrossing them because the
pose gave away too much.

“Oh, yes?” Bernard answered with a hint of the
attitude that he gave to rude delivery people, or to anyone in town
who stared at him, or, occasionally, to Azar’s parents. But Azar
barely had time to notice it before Bernard sighed and gestured
loosely at something. “Is this how it’s going to be this summer,
Miss Azar? Just like winter break?”

Miss Azar. He never called Zarrin Mr.
Zarrin. Azar was the only one who got that nickname. She’d used
to think it was done out of fondness, but it clearly wasn’t.
Bernard was mocking her.

And why shouldn’t he? Zarrin had hobbies and
interests. Azar didn’t have anything but a room full of books
hidden in the closet and in her bureau under her clothes so her
parents wouldn’t worry about her wasting her time on novels. She
didn’t know what Bernard thought of them, but he definitely knew
about them. She shied away from the memory from a few years ago,
and how she’d been heading outside to hike and read, and a novel
had fallen from her bag and Bernard had been the one to pick it up;
a thick paperback from the library, the cover red and pink, with a
human woman with large, heaving breasts in the arms of a tall,
dark-haired human man. The title had been A Rake for the
Duchess.

Azar would have to study all summer to stay near
the top of her class. She wouldn’t go anywhere or do anything. She
wasn’t permitted to travel during school breaks, and she had no
license, so she couldn’t even drive into Everlasting. She’d half
hoped Bernard might teach her if she could get a permit in time.
But now she decided bitterly that he would probably think she’d
needed a car seat.

“Is what how it’s going to be?” she
demanded with all of that on her mind. “I can’t imagine we’ll have
much interaction.” She raised her chin. “I don’t mingle with
staff.”

Bernard’s mouth fell open as he took a step
back. He swallowed, then narrowed his eyes. “Is that what you’ve
learned at that boarding school they made you go to?”

“What do you care?” Azar nearly hissed it, and
shook to think of what she must look and sound like. Probably
flushed and loud enough to wake Zarrin. She was nearly eighteen.
Her parents had already started to introduce her to other dragons,
hoping for a match because they didn’t yet realize…. Azar took a
deep breath and made herself quiet and haughty the way that other
dragons liked. “Never mind. I won’t bother with breakfast. I’ll
just have coffee.”

Bernard’s voice went flat. “You hate
coffee.”

“Coffee is perfectly fine,” Azar the dragon said
and descended the rest of the stairs. She went past Bernard without
looking at him, although there was frustration in the air. She
could taste it.

“I have the kitchen set up for your tea,”
Bernard said, not evenly. “You want your tea.” He didn’t ask. He
got that way sometimes. Certain. It was probably elf magic.

Azar briefly stopped but still could not look at
him. “You don’t know me as well as you think you do. No coffee
either, then?” She raised her head but didn’t meet his stare. “I’ll
prepare it myself.”

“That is my kitchen.” Bernard had no
problem facing her, or snapping at her, dragon or not.

But Azar wasn’t much of one. So she said what
her mother would have said. “Then do your job.”

Of course, Bernard wasn’t intimidated by Azar’s
mother. What he could be was hurt, and Azar had hurt him. She could
not have done this worse.

She brought her gaze up to Bernard’s eyes, as
warm as the rest of him, though a gentler heat than the fire inside
Azar. “Sorry,” she said quietly and pulled her book to her chest.
“I’m going out. I don’t know when I’ll be back.”

She had hurt him, but Bernard stopped her again
in concern. “You need to eat. You had no dinner either.”

Azar almost pulled her lower lip in between her
teeth, but then remembered the rose-red she’d stupidly put on her
mouth. A blush did nothing for the feeling in her chest. “You don’t
tell me what I need.”

“Forgive me, Your Majesty,” Bernard said,
tricking Azar’s heart into pounding even though Bernard had to be
talking to the house. “If Miss Azar wants oatmeal, then I will
prepare oatmeal.”

Azar was so hot she shivered.

He didn’t mean it. He was being condescending
because he knew Azar really did loathe oatmeal.

“I’m not hungry,” she answered at last, as
frostily as she could with her fire like this.

“Azar,” Bernard began, taking a moment before
speaking again, “did you not want to come home?”

“Home?” Azar echoed softly, barely audible even
to herself.

“Maybe,” Bernard was still halting, finally
uncertain, “you got a boyfriend and didn’t want to leave him? A
girlfriend? I suppose it’s about time you started doing that. I
guess I just don’t think of you as old enough.” He laughed a
little.

Azar looked up.

Bernard stared back at her, stunned silent. By
what, Azar didn’t immediately understand. She gazed back, wishing
she’d never come here. Then she saw why Bernard was staring.

There was gray smoke around her.

Gray, as if Azar hadn’t given enough away
already.

“Azar,” Bernard tried, “did I… do
something?”

“No.” Azar was beyond blushing, beyond hot. She
was about to explode, nearly out of control. Like a disappointment.
Like a child. “No, it’s nothing. Never mind.”

Bernard only stared, a frown forming as he
considered Azar’s display.

If it would have made a difference, Azar would
have apologized, but there was no way to do that without telling
him everything. How very silly he would find it. He would be
embarrassed for her, the rude child. The dragon who could not
even…. Her parents were right.

“I have to study,” she muttered, not allowing
the word she wanted most to say to pass her rose-red lips. Then she
turned and was out the front door and running for the safety of the
trees.






The End
















Frangipani and the Very Shiny Boy






​
First posted in 2013

Set before
A Dandelion for Tulip or Sweet Clematis

Summary: Frangipani is a beautiful, hot
fairy who nonetheless can’t seem to get the attention of one
particular, fascinating human. m/m
















“Hey there,” Frangipani began, only to
immediately fall silent, because wow, way to sound like an idiot.
Thankfully, there wasn’t so much as a twitch from the boy he’d been
trying to talk to, the impossibly cute human boy deeply engrossed
in his book, so if Frangi wanted, he could slip away right now in a
flutter of wings and humiliation.

He would have, if that hadn’t been what he’d
done last time, and the time before that, and the time before
that. Just thinking of it made Frangi let out a small
whimper and slink back to the wrought-iron table in the café’s
patio area, where his vanilla-caramel mocha with a dash of praline
syrup was waiting for him. It was his sixth of the morning, and at
this rate, he was going to burn through his college money in coffee
alone.

Maybe if the shiniest human he had ever laid
eyes on didn’t come to this coffee shop every day for what must be
his downtime between classes, and maybe if that human didn’t sit
outside so the breeze could stir his light hair and make it fall in
front of his eyes so he would absently brush it away as he kept
reading, and maybe if he didn’t always get the cheapest drip coffee
to save money but then drop a quarter in the tip jar, then Frangi
could give up and fly away and get his sugar somewhere else.

But he wasn’t so lucky. In fact, Frangi would
swear he’d been cursed with this. This… this condition, as
he was starting to call it. The stuttering tongue, the cold
uncertainty in his stomach, the heat in his cheeks. He knew what
humans called this, but he wasn’t human, and he knew that couldn’t
be the case. The human was simply very shiny, so shiny that Frangi
was kind of amazed that every other being on campus wasn’t as drawn
to him as he was. It was strange enough to him that the other
humans didn’t seem to see anything special about this boy.

Frangi thought him beautiful. Handsome, yeah,
but Frangi had always had a weakness for a human male with a strong
jaw. He fluttered a little closer at the thought, trying to display
his body as best he could despite shivering every few moments. The
fall days were colder than he liked. Most fairies did not take well
to cold, and Frangi’s kind, used to tropical climates, suffered
more than most. Winter was on its way, but he didn’t want to think
of that now, and stretched in the open air to feel the sun soak
into his skin.

The sun perked him up more than his morning’s
intake of sugar and he raised his face toward it, stilling his
wings and then extending them to absorb the heat. His wings were
sheer white, tipped with a yellow-gold, the same yellow-gold that
swirled through his brown eyes and tinted his black hair. He had
tucked a white flower behind his ear that morning, full of hope and
determination that today would be the day he got this human’s
attention.

Sure, okay, he’d swiped the flower from a
professor’s garden, but if the humans didn’t want fairies taking
their flowers, they should allow gardens in the on-campus housing.
And the flower made him look good.

Better. It made him look better. Fairies
already looked good, especially to humans, and Frangipani was no
exception. If past experience was anything to go by, Frangipani was
even more of a draw to these mainland humans with his warm brown
skin and sunny smile. Humans, all humans, liked him.

Except this one. The shiniest one. The one who
did not smile, but wore ragged, thin jeans, ratty sneakers, and
thick glasses with a scratch in the lens. The one who had a pink
mouth and kind eyes, and skin that burned in the sun, and who
shined—so brightly that silver lights streaked around him
when he moved. He was different, that shine said, he was
special, and Frangipani wanted him.

He wanted him so much he had accepted this daily
shame of coming here to stare at him, which was something fairies
did not do, because they did not have to do it. They were
beautiful, and the beautiful did not pine.

His sister, the Lit major at the University of
Hawai’i might disagree and quote a fairy poem of longing at him,
but he could never tell her about this. She would never let him
hear the end of it.

Frangi let out a sigh and dropped his head. The
boy, his boy, looked up, giving him one startled, blue-eyed glance
that clearly said he thought he’d been alone out on the chilly
patio, then swept a look over Frangi’s bare chest before quickly
ducking back down over his book.

Frangipani sighed again and flopped down in the
nearest chair. He put his chin in his hands and stared morosely at
the rosy color painting the human’s cheeks, which was a positively
lovely sight. Frangi must have embarrassed him. Yes, it was
a little cold to be walking around bare-chested, but anyone who had
been around fairies before should be used to that, and Frangi had a
very pleasing chest.

A sweatshirt would have been nice, though. The
one his boy was wearing seemed especially comfortable. Frangi
wanted to sit on his lap and slide his hands underneath it to feel
bare skin. He could apologize for his cold fingers with a kiss,
something soft, just there, under the human’s ear, and laugh
if it tickled and he finally got the boy to smile. The boy rarely
smiled. Obviously, he was working hard at school, but if he had
friends, Frangi never saw them. He’d pulled out a phone a few times
and texted back and forth, but Frangi had never heard it ring, or
overheard him make plans on a Friday night. He’d never even heard
him laugh out loud.

“I bet your laugh is amazing,” Frangipani told
him softly, unsurprised when that got no response. The boy
continued to frown down at a gigantic Chem text. Frangi was half a
second away from doing the Bend and Snap out of desperation, and
wouldn’t his roommates think that was hilarious? Rooming with other
beings had its downside, even if they did understand his lack of a
sleep schedule and inability to stay dressed for the periods of
time that humans seemed to need to stay dressed.
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