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“Why would Felix want to date you, you’re just a rich kid?” 

Mason Malt just laughed, shook his head and playfully poked his tongue out at his best friend Maya. He ran a hand through his longish blond hair parted to the left and he couldn’t believe that she was still teasing him even after he had come to her for advice. 

He went along Canterbury High Street, feeling the bumpy cobblestones under his feet, the constant chat from all the different university students going up and down and the warm sun beating down on him.

He had always liked Canterbury High Street. It was filled with so many brilliant red, blue and white shop fronts each with their own typical style, taste and level of expense. Mason waved at some cute young man in their tight shorts as they went past.

One of the cute men winked at him. 

“I’m not a rich kid. I want everyone to have the same opportunities I did growing up,” Mason said really looking forward to seeing Felix later on. 

Mason kept going along the High Street. There were so many other students. Most of the men were wearing jeans, shorts and white t-shirts that revealed their wonderful bodies. Most of the young women were wearing cute dresses. Maybe he needed to buy a dress later.

At least no one looked better than him in his white shorts, shirt with a few top buttons undone and his designer shoes. The outfit might have cost his parents an arm and a leg but the attention he got from the boys made it all worth it.

Maybe he was a bit of a rich kid. 

“Hey, I know that bestie,” Maya said. “I remember you lecturing me the first time we met about you want equality, wealth redistribution and more,”

Mason grinned. She really did have a good memory.

“Thanks,” he said. “And I donate to charity shops, soup kitchens and animal charities online. I would never go into those charity shops but still,”

Maya laughed. “Yeah, really helping your case,”

Maybe everyone did see him as a rich kid.

Mason shook away the silly thought. He didn’t like people thinking of him as some rich bratty kid who had only gotten into Kent University because he went to private school, his parents had so much money and they were giving him a free ride.

He had gotten into Kent University because he worked hard, he got good grades and he couldn’t actually work because his health was too bad most of the time.

A headache corkscrewed across his forehead, Mason went against an uncomfortable warm wall and he hissed in pain.

He didn’t need this right now. Not another headache. He didn’t want to be bedbound for another day. He had already spent the last four days in bed just begging for death. 

All he wanted to do was ask out Felix, was that too much to ask? 

“Do we need to go back?” Maya asked placing an icy cold hand on his shoulder.

Mason wanted to say yes. It was what he should have done. He had had these headaches and chronic illness since childhood so he knew the signs, the symptoms and maybe the stress of wanting to ask Felix out was too much. 

But he wanted the stress to be worth it. He just wanted to see Felix, ask him out and hopefully go on a date with him. 

Everyone deserved happiness, right?

Mason took a deep breath of the warm air with hints of freshly fried doughnuts, juicy burgers and pancakes from all the different food trucks further up the High Street. Maybe him and Felix could go to one later on for their date.

Another headache corkscrewed across his forehead and his vision flashed for a moment. He really needed to get somewhere dark, drink some water and take some painkillers.

“Do you have any meds on you?” Maya asked. 

Mason shook his head. Normally they weren’t needed for a week after one of his “spells” in bed. How could he ask Felix out when he couldn’t look after himself? Felix deserved someone healthy, hot and capable of taking as much care of him as himself. How was this going to be fair on Felix?

Maya placed a gentle hand on his other shoulder, she rubbed them and she smiled.

“I know you’ve been stressed about asking Felix out, but you don’t have to do it today if you don’t want to,”

Mason wanted to nod but a group of young women in short black skirts looked at them, muttered something and laughed as they walked away.

He had a reputation to uphold, he didn’t want people to think he was chronically ill, not cool and he was lame. 

“I’ll be fine,” Mason said pushing himself off the wall and he led Maya further down the High Street towards where Felix worked. 

As another headache ripped across his forehead, he bit his lower lip and just hoped beyond hope he could manage his health for just a few more hours.

It was all he needed to ask out someone as kind, wonderful and caring as Felix.

He just didn’t want his health to rob him of this chance. His health had stolen enough from him over the years. He didn’t want it to take any more from him.

Not a single thing more.

***
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“Have a great day,” Felix Turner said as he waved some customers away, he straightened his tie and he reorganised some papers the customers had messed up on the counter.

Felix couldn’t deny the last customers, a woman in her white dress and white high heels, and her husband in his tight business suit where rather lovely if not a little stuck up. Yet that was just part of the job of working at Arianna’s Boutique. 

The sweet aromas of roses, lavender and cranberries filled his senses as the large shop’s scent was gently pumped into the store over the air-conditioning system. On a day like today, he was grateful for the AC system. He didn’t want to bake in his expensive suit.

He was only renting it for the job anyway so he really didn’t want to return it all sweaty at the end of the week, so it could be dry cleaned over the weekend and he could have it back on Monday.

Felix stood up perfectly straight behind the wide glass counter filled with rows upon rows of little diamond, emerald and sapphire rings. He smiled at a few young rich ladies in long sweeping dresses inspecting some gold necklaces in the far corner of the store.

He couldn’t deny Arianna was clever in how she laid out the store, and she changed it subtly every few weeks to keep everyone on their toes. And because everyone loved Arianna (even the rich snobs), no one complained about struggling to find the section they wanted.

The left-hand of the store was covered in stunning glass cabinets filled with sparkling, dazzling and shockingly expensive necklaces. Felix had no idea how the hell people afforded some of them, because some of the nicest ones went for more than his entire degree cost.

He might have been studying business management at Kent University so he understood the logic behind high-priced items, but some of those price tags were just insane.

Or maybe that was just because he had grown up flat broke, and even now he struggled to afford food some weeks. 

Even the right of the store wasn’t much cheaper with its stupidly expensive rings, bracelets and other odds and ends in the massive glass cabinets. At least Arianna had been clever and placed white lights in the cabinets to truly make the rings sparkle.

The cabinets did look stunning. All Felix wanted to do some nights was just open the cabinets, try on some of the jewellery and pretend he was a rich kid for once. Instead of the poor kid who needed to rent a suit, struggled to eat and had to balance everything on a knife’s edge.

He shook away the thought. He didn’t need to think about money right now.

A group of young men in their t-shirts, shorts and trainers folded their arms as they waited for their girlfriends to finish inspecting the middle aisles filled with cheaper rings, necklaces and some custom pieces. 

Felix smiled at the young women, because he knew some of them. They were sweet, lovely and kind people from his cohort and they certainly didn’t have much money, but it was nice that Arianna allowed some cheap jewellery in her store. That way everyone could spend their money, get nice things and pretend to have the rich experience for a few precious seconds.

“Hello handsome,” Mason said. 

Felix recognised the voice instantly, grinned and his hands turned sweaty as soon as he saw Mason walk towards him. 

His heart pounded in his chest, his head went light and his stomach tightened into a knot. This couldn’t be happening. What was Mason doing here of all places?

He forced himself to stand up perfectly straight like Arianna had trained him, but his knees felt so weak as he looked at Mason’s cute, seductive, lean body that certainly didn’t have a gram of fat on it.

Mason was probably so toned, hard and wonderful under that seductively perfect outfit. An outfit Felix so badly wanted to rip off, but a rich kid like Mason wouldn’t want to date a person like him.

Felix tried to say something but his throat closed up on him. All he could do was take in Mason’s deep, piercing sapphire eyes, movie star smile and longish blond hair parted to the left.

He was so cute.

“Oh, these look stunning,” Mason said looking at the rings at the counter. 

“Hi Felix,” Maya said coming up to the counter behind Mason. “You good?”

“Yeah thanks, it’s always nice when my favourite people come in,” Felix said.

As soon as he said the words he wanted to bite his tongue. If another staff member, a customer or even Arianna herself heard him say stuff like that, he might be sacked. He needed this job.

Arianna wanted all her workers to act professional, use proper English and never openly admit they had favourite customers. And even then, the only real metric of value was how much a customer spent in the store.

Mason had never brought anything from the store before, he normally just came in here to talk to him.

Something Felix definitely didn’t have a problem with.

“Can I help you with anything?” Felix asked.

Maya laughed, her phone buzzed and she gestured she was going outside to take it.

“Oh don’t mind her, she just wants to give me alone time with you,” Mason said grinning at him.

Felix felt his cheeks so bright red and a very tall woman with jet black hair, a long sweeping dress and movie star looks entered the store.

Arianna was here.

As much as Felix didn’t want to look away from Mason, he had to. His mouth dropped as he looked at the striking, terrifying and kind middle-aged woman coming towards him. 

“Excuse me,” Mason asked. “I’m talking to you and you’re cute when you look scared, but why are you scared?”

“He’s scared because I just entered the store,” Arianna said.

Felix’s hands shook a little. He needed this job way too much for Arianna to think he made a mistake with Mason. 

A few of the other staff members in their expensive suits (that they owned outright) came onto the shop floor. They smiled and bowed at Arianna.

“And you are?” Mason asked. “I was kindly talking to your brilliant store assistant before you came in,”
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