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Holding Hands

 

Rayland was in church not paying attention. Dario wasn't impressed. He tried his hardest to get her to listen but playing with Gavin was far more entertaining. She didn't understand Dario sometimes. Perfect tie, perfect room, perfect grades, perfect attendance, a voice sent from the freakn' gods, and he could act. All things she was good at, but Dario, he was amazingly good.

Thinking about his perfectness made her ruffle Dario's shirt. He fixed it. Gavin did the same. It quickly escalated to messing up his tie so bad Dario refused to fix it without a mirror. Rayland laughed, feeling a sense of accomplishment. Gavin laughed with her, then blamed her for starting trouble as always. She shrugged, seeing no point in arguing with the truth.

Rayland’s only reason for going church was because it offered her an avenue to sing, stretch her talents, and act in church plays. She was sure her parents knew this. She was the complete opposite of her three older siblings. They were what Dario would be if he weren't so weird. She laughed at the thought.

It was all normal to Rayland. There were all types of humans out there, but her parents wanted sports jocks and beauty queens like they were. Since they ended up with three child geniuses instead, they were pinning their fantasies on their youngest child in hopes that she'd reach superstardom.  

“Maybe it’s a pretty boy thing?” Gavin said. The two of them were discussing Dario’s neatness.

"Chaz is pretty, but he's gross. So it can't be that." 

Rayland directed Gavin’s glance towards Chaz. He was by far the prettiest yet roughest boy she knew. It was an odd combination that she found dangerously interesting. His mother ran her fingers through his hair to straighten it back up. Chaz ruffled his hair in protest and got in a silent shouting match with his mom. She ultimately won out when his dad barked something in German to both of them, clearly unamused they were making a scene. Chaz was half-German but still almost as dark as Rayland. Both she and Gavin chuckled at the scene before her attention was drawn to the pulpit. 

The pastor's son was doing something Ray had no interest in when Dario came back. All she knew was that he was dark chocolate awesome. His girlfriend was some girl whose name was unimportant because he was the only thing that was important as far as Ray was concerned.

"Stop checking him out, Ray. We. Are. In. Church." 

Ray ignored Dario and all other things that he said after. To shut him up both she and Gavin pretended they would mess up his clothes again. Dario, at this point, would've put up a real fight. He wasn't a pushover after all. They laughed at his facial reaction.

Both she and Gavin silently decided to play nice and fake pay attention. Mostly because Dario would begin having a panic attack the closer it got to them singing; especially since Rayland was singing lead with him this Sunday. Rayland thought it probably had to do with a fear of not only ruining his own moment, but two peoples’ moments. Also, Dario’s mom was doing the sermon so they couldn't test fate then either. It was going to be a dull, well-behaved church service, much to Rayland’s dismay.

As the time approached to sing, she took one of Dario’s hands. He was breathing heavy, and she could feel it; sensed his impending stage fright. It was interesting how everything made him anxious. Especially when he was as perfect as a child could be. Yet here he was, hyperventilating; not registering they were walking on stage and minutes had passed since his heart rate elevated.

Rayland hadn't noticed until Gavin walked away that he was holding Dario's other hand. Gavin was a good friend. Sometimes even better than her. Her mouth was always causing problems, but that was part of her appeal. Neither Dario nor Gavin would admit that was why they liked her, but she knew it.

Dario, once the music started, transformed. It was inspiring. Even at age nine, he had this aura that made people shut the fuck up and listen. Rayland wondered why his parents didn’t have him on anxiety meds or at the very least in therapy. Other parents did that for their children and it would help him so much. 

She wasn't fond of Dario’s parents. Rayland’s parents pretended to like them because she was friends with Dario. Unfortunately, it wasn't anything illegal the way they treated him. Sometimes life just sucks Ray thought, but at this moment, when she was watching him go into the only place he felt free, she couldn't help but wish that what people felt watching Dario they also felt when watching her perform. Performing was her life, and she wanted to be the best she could be.

 

***

 

After the service, the three were having their obligatory meet. A few people commented on how cute they looked together holding hands on stage. Everyone was hoping Dario would hook-up with Rayland. She thought this was nuts even though she thought he was cute. Hell, even Gavin was cute, but she was not dating a friend. Just no. Rayland did nothing to stifle their judgements, though. She said something to Gavin about his older brother being dreamy. More accurately “hot as fuck.” He grimaced. She took that as an accomplishment. 

As Dario walked away, a thought occurred to her. Just something she'd been noticing in the past few weeks. It was in the way Dario interacted with them, specifically Gavin. She would've considered it a one-off thought, but she noticed Gavin staring and then he turned to look at her. Rayland continued looking just a bit longer so as not to reveal she knew he glanced at her. Maybe he thought the same thing, but if he wasn't saying shit, she sure as hell wasn't going to.

 


Spoon

 

Rayland walked into Gavin's room to see it was spotless. It always was when Dario came over, but it was definitely better than anything she could've done. She made a random note to up her clean game. She couldn't let Gavin outshine her in the friend department. Problem was, she had said this before and still wasn't on Gavin's level. She made a snide comment to make herself feel better. Gavin, naturally, didn't give two shits about her fake hurt feelings.

What really made it hilarious was when Gavin’s mom came in and said the same thing about Dario coming over. Then she and Gavin proceeded to have one of their ever-entertaining standoffs. He pretended he was mad at her fake jealousy about Dario getting a clean room and not her. She acted like she was indeed hurt while slowly inspecting the room to find something out of place. It took everything Rayland had in her not to laugh. These two were hilarious. When she found one sock and made like Gavin had done a horrible job cleaning, Gavin kicked her out.

"Don't encourage her, Ray." Gavin threw her a death glare.

Rayland laughed anyway. That was when Gavin’s brother came by, and Rayland sang his name the sweetest she could. Gavin didn't take as long to get rid of Calvin, much to Rayland's dismay. She tried to complain, but Gavin was not talking about her crush, so she let it go. Dario would be there soon, so the best thing for them was to game a bit before he forced them to be responsible and do their homework.
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