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Dedication




This book is for all the fans who have supported Aron and Quinton’s story for over a decade.
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CHAPTER ONE




Never in my life have I ever been more embarrassed and infuriated at the same time. I’m not sure what I feel more; the painful humiliation or the raging anger within me. I am at such a loss for words that Langley has to speak for me. 

“Are you deaf? Did you not hear who he is?” Langley is at a loss too.

His green eyes grow to the size of a saucer. His jaw can’t stay closed, continuing to hang open even as he waits for an answer. Being a friend of mine for years, Langley has become accustomed to all those around me doing exactly as I say when I say it. I’m the Prince after all. With that title comes a few perks, like people listening to me.

If I say roll over, they roll over. If I say to speak, they speak and if I say to lick the dirt off the bottom of their shoes, then you bet your ass they will do exactly that, and yet, it seems someone has missed the memo.

“I heard,” the demon-like boy says with onyx eyes that are deeper and darker than any abyss. His expression is that of utter boredom. He’s acting like we just told him about the weather. “I just don’t care.”

Looking into black eyes filled to the brim with a confidence I cannot dream of possessing, I feel the fire in my stomach turn into a roaring inferno.

Who does he think he is to treat me in such a way? Does he not know what I can do to him? Getting him expelled would be easy. I could do it simply by suggestion!

The black eyed and even blacker haired boy gestures to an empty seat a few rows up. He says in a tone that clearly states his disinterest, “There’s an empty seat there. Perhaps, if His Majesty wishes for a better spot, he should wake up earlier and get to class on time like everyone else instead of kicking others out of theirs like an immature brat.”

The entire class gasps at his use of immature brat or maybe they’re shocked from this entire situation. It isn’t every day a person sees their future king being spoken to in such a way. Actually, it has never happened before. Never in my life have I been treated with such disrespect. To be honest, I don’t have a clue how to respond. My brain ceases to function. It’s burning with anger, with the need to slam my fist directly into his stupid pretty boy face.

To think this all started over a chair…

I woke up late, as usual. I always had this issue with waking up on time. It didn’t take me long to dress, seeing as we had a uniform at Thorton’s Academy. All I had to do was toss the blue uniform and tie on before heading off to my first class.

My short blonde hair always styled itself, so there was no point in messing with it. Luckily for me, our professor was not in class yet. On the board, he had written a curt note saying how he had forgotten something in his office and would return momentarily.

Not that I would have been in trouble for being late. I was sure he’d let me off the hook. This being my first day and me being, well, me. Langley happily offered me a good morning before I eyed the classroom for a spot.

I didn’t want to sit in the back because I’d have a rough time seeing the board. There were a plethora of other students there as well, likely ones who had better eyesight or simply hated the idea of being called on so much that they would risk not seeing the board.

I didn’t want to sit in the front either; the professor might pick on me. There was a perfect seat on the left side of the room near the window. The sun did not reach it in a way that would leave me squinting, and a pleasant breeze came from the open windows. However, someone had already discovered the seat and was sitting there.

Whatever. I’d just tell them to move.

I marched on over, head held high and Langley in tail. The boy didn’t notice me standing next to him or, now that I think about it, he probably didn’t care. His deep brown eyes that were borderline black, stared out the window. They didn’t even turn to me when I cleared my throat.

“Hmm?” He hummed, still paying me no mind. It made my skin crawl.

“I want to sit here,” I said, pointing at the desired desk. I let him off the hook since he clearly couldn’t tell who I was by my voice alone. “Move.”

I smiled and waited for him to do as I said. They always did. However, the boy finally looked at me with an expression of confusion. He raised an elegant brow and asked, “Why would I do that?”

“Because I said so,” I replied, growing impatient.

Did he not know who I was? When I wanted something I got it, besides it was just a chair. He should move already so I could have it.

“And if I told you to jump off a bridge, would you do it?” he retaliated.

And that is basically how we ended up here. He made me look like a fool a bit more. I informed him of who I was, and he still insisted on insulting me and arguing. Perhaps I would not have been so angry about this entire ordeal if he hadn’t spoken to me in such a way, but his arrogance pisses me off!

“You cannot speak to me like that,” I hiss through teeth that have been clenched since the moment he opened his lips.

I’m the prince. Did his parents not teach him to respect the royal family?

“Oh, my bad,” he says and, with a grin that only adds fuel to the fire, continues on. “Please come to class on time like everyone else, Your Highness.”

“As if saying please fixes anything!” Langley hollers at my side. He seems as taken aback as me. He’s never witnessed such disobedience either, and it’s leaving us both annoyed. Langley is about to lean over and grab the demon when Professor Bennett arrives.

“Boys,” Professor Bennett says, grabbing everyone’s attention but mine and the demon sitting smugly before me. I continue glaring daggers at him and he’s still smirking like… like… I don’t even have a word for it!

“Is there a problem?” Professor Bennett asks.

“No,” I hiss, wishing not to embarrass myself further.

I cannot believe I got into an argument over a damn seat, but it’s this douchebag’s fault. He is acting as if I’m not his future king and instead is treating me like some commoner!

Somehow, I make my way to an empty seat without stomping. He already called me an immature brat. Stomping will not disprove him. Not to mention I can feel his dark eyes watching my every movement to prove what he said to be true. I will not grant him the satisfaction.

“I’m glad you could join us today, Your Highness.” Professor Bennett sends a smile in my direction, to which I cannot return. My blood continues boiling and probably will be for the next week. “I see you have already acquainted yourself with Quinton Underwood.” 

He gestures at the demon.

“Top of our class, top of the school, actually.” Profess Bennett sends Quinton a proud smile. “Should you need any help and would feel more comfortable speaking with a student, then I would suggest you go to him.”

The class erupts with giggles that Professor Bennett stares at oddly. One glare from me and everyone falls silent. Of course, they would giggle after what had transpired. I would rather drink orange juice after brushing my teeth than ask for that kid's help.

Top of the class, I should have figured as much. The confidence is practically seething out of his pores. I could cut the egotistical mist around him with a knife and serve it for dinner.

Sending a glare in his direction, I see that his attention is no longer on me but at the board. With his chin resting in the palm of his hand and his pencil hovering over his paper, he looks like nothing happened, like our argument was nothing to him.

My eye twitches.

How can he be so composed? There must be something wrong with his head. Is he not fearful of what I could do to him? I am the Prince of Gantia. I have the power to move mountains, crush cities, and demolish entire civilizations!

Ok, that’s being overdramatic, but the point is that I have power. Crushing a pest like him is child’s play for me, yet he doesn’t look concerned at all.

I have never in my life been denied things I want. Normally I would not get so angry over a seat, but the way he acted like I was nothing made my blood boil. He spoke to me in such disrespect that I couldn’t think straight, still can’t think straight.

“I am so sorry, Aron,” a voice says at my side that breaks me from my raging train of thought. Langley frowns as he, too, sends a glare towards Quinton, who still hasn’t bothered to look over at us. He has to know we’re staring.

“Quinton has always been a stuck up bastard, but I would never have dreamed he would speak to you in such a way. We’ll teach him a lesson,” Langley adds.

“Do it. I hate it when others do not know their place.”

I do my best to forget about what happened by focusing all my attention on Professor Bennett’s lesson. After all, this is my first day at school. I am now fifteen years old and Mom has finally talked Dad, the king, into allowing me to attend Thorton’s Academy. To say I’m excited would be an understatement. I’m thrilled.

Being the heir to the throne, my father has always been rather protective of me. I was hardly ever allowed out of palace grounds, other than the political get-together that would further my father’s popularity or the occasional fair, where father would shut it down and allow no others but the royal family and their bodyguards to attend.

I have no siblings as my mother is incapable of bearing anymore because of medical reasons. I am protected from the world for obvious reasons. Not everyone is kind, not everyone likes my father, which means not everyone likes me. Because of that, I am watched like a hawk.

The few friends I had when I was younger were children of our servants, who were more like forced acquaintances that would obey me rather than hang out with me. They were never a challenge in any games, always allowing me to win without much effort, always cheering for me while their eyes practically screamed that they didn’t want to be within a five-mile radius of me. I would wave them off in the end, pretending to be mad to mask the pain and play alone. It was easier that way. If they weren’t even going to give me a shot, then why even bother?

Then there were friends like Langley, kids of other political officials, who I saw on special occasions. Langley and I have seen each other more recently and will continue to do so, seeing as we are roommates now. He hasn’t always been so kind to me either, though, once being like the other children who simply allowed me to do as I wished. He’s much better now. Sometimes I clearly see the difference in our classes, when he backs down, when normally he would say something. It stings, but I’ve gotten used to the isolation.

I have been told that I have a serious issue with communication. I spoke my mind without thinking of the consequences. Of course I would. I was never taught otherwise. I grew up in a home where I got what I wanted, well most of the time. I suppose Dad spoiled me because he knew I hated being locked up in the palace all day. I was even homeschooled! It was awful. Not to mention I had to act properly and mature in front of the officials of the court. I could hardly ever act like a normal kid.

Unlike most children, who learned how to play sports and socialize with friends, I learned battle strategies and politics. While others learned to swim, I learned how to shoot a gun. While others learned how to make friends, I learned how to work a person politically. It was hell knowing that, no matter how hard I tried, I’d never be like anyone else, although I desperately wished for it.

No matter how much I begged to be put into school so that I could actually make friends, something that everyone should be allowed to do, Dad said no, but he said yes to me about everything else.

When I was seven, I insisted for Dad to buy me a replica of a knight’s armor, of course, in my size. A week later, Dad and I had a matching set. We played together every evening, pretending to slay dragons and save princesses, and the occasional prince, for about a month before I moved on to something else.

When I was nine, I wanted a home movie theater, so my father tore down part of the castle that was hardly used and made one for me. He even got us early access to movies so we would see them before they even hit the theater. It was great to pretend like I was outside with everyone else watching movies when, in reality, the only one in the theater was me. At least I didn’t have to share my popcorn.

Last year, I wanted a pond on palace grounds so I could go swimming or fishing. Not long afterwards, Dad knocked down a few trees and gave me exactly that. I even have a dock with a small boat.

I suppose that has made me have an issue with the word no. I’m so used to it always being yes that when it isn’t, I’m not sure what to say or do. I have a feeling that this Quinton kid is going to be saying no to me a lot.

And I’m going to have to change that.








  
  
CHAPTER TWO




“Something wrong, Princess?” Quinton asks. 

“Yes, remove your arm before I do it for you,” I demand.

“No need to get snippy. I am only doing what the professor wants. It is not my fault you fight for shit.” His hold around my neck tightens with each breath. I gasp for much needed air.

He does not need to hold on that tight!

Growling, I send my fist into his gut with enough force to release me. He stumbles prior to his foot hitting my chest. I don’t know how he regained his balance before I could. I wasn’t the one who had a fist shoved into their stomach.

I am not that smart, especially compared to Quinton, but I know I can pack a punch. Before Quinton can lower his leg, I grab his ankle. His eyes widen. I pull him forward. My fist decks him in the chin.

Snarling, he grabs my arm. I shout as he flings me over him. With a loud ‘umph,’ I fall back to the ground. I have time to blink before finding myself on my stomach, arms held behind my back by a pair of rough hands that can only belong to Quinton. From the corner of my eye, I catch his smug expression that makes my teeth grind.

“Ask nicely, Your Highness, and I might let up,” Quinton teases.

I feel the rage inside me, the same rage I feel every time this prick is around. It’s been two weeks since I started school. As I expected, Quinton has been a pain in the ass.

Two days after the chair incident, a few of my loyal followers paid Quinton a visit. I was shocked when the both of them returned covered in bumps and bruises. Quinton was fine, not a single scratch, other than the bruised knuckles that showed me exactly how they got those bumps and bruises.

Four days ago, I asked some upper classman to pay him a visit. I found the top students known for being the best fighters in the entire school. After all, Thorton is a school that not only teaches royals about politics, but also how to protect and defend themselves or others. We’re royalty, after all. We get death threats daily. Me even more so. I can’t count how many times letters have been hidden from me, emails, or even broadcasts. My parents don’t want me exposed to the violence, though they know I’m going to have to see it, eventually. Being the next king comes with its disadvantages as well.

As I was saying, four upperclassmen went to visit Quinton next.

Quinton had a busted lip, a sprained wrist and a few bruises, while two of them were so bad they couldn’t leave their rooms for a week. The other two were too scared to go anywhere near him. Smart and good at fighting? Is this guy an alien? He really pisses me off!

“Do you have any idea what I could have done to you?” I hiss, doing my best not to allow any dirt into my mouth. He presses so roughly on my back I am sure I will leave an imprint on the ground.

Quinton snorts. With a roll of his eyes, he says darkly; “Don’t you mean what your father can have done to me? You can’t do anything.”

Quinton relinquishes his hold. I get up in a flash, sending my fist directly into his face, or at least I wanted to hit his face.

He moves in the knick of time, barely grabbing my wrist. Using the grip, he tosses me over his shoulder and onto my back again. I am prepared this time and send my legs up hard. He stumbles back before he can straddle me.  The anger within me has erupted like a volcano.

“Shut up, shut up, shut up, shut up!” I scream and run at him at full speed.

My arms wrap tightly around his abdomen in a hope of knocking him over. His heels dig into the dirt, moving but an inch. Then I feel his elbow dig into my back with a force that brings tears to my eyes.

The pain does not make me let go. I pick him up and toss him to the ground with a force I didn’t know I had. I am so pissed that I ignore the stinging of my back or the sudden loss of air in my lungs because of his knee burying itself into my gut.

I jump on him and throw punch after punch. He raises his arms, blocking each blow. He bucks me off the moment he gets the chance, then jumps up, only to have me running at him again.

I’m mad. I’m embarrassed. I hate him to my very core. Why would he say that? Why does he speak to me like that? Having someone look down on me makes my skin crawl. He’s a piece of shit!

Suddenly, I am pulled away from Quinton. He has got a good enough hold on my sides to pull me away. I can’t even take a breath before his fist is plummeting into my face.

A whistle blows seconds later. We’re yanked apart.

“Boys!” Professor Yarley shouts, standing between the two of us with a stern expression. 

I see now, after we’ve been torn apart, that I have done something to Quinton. I ripped his shirt to reveal that I was holding onto him with a grip that was already forming a gruesome bruise around his abdomen. I imagine the reason he nearly broke my nose with his previous punch is because he couldn’t breathe while I was attached to him.

“You ass!” I scream, pointing an accusing finger at the still smirking brat. My other hand desperately tries to keep the blood from running into my mouth. “He could have broken my nose!”

“This is self defense class, but you two went overboard,” Professor Yarley says. He eyes Quinton’s stomach, then looks at me with an already bruising face and sighs. “It seems I can no longer allow you two to spar together. You don’t seem to understand the word restraint. Come on boys, you both need to see the nurse.”


      [image: image-placeholder]“What do you want us to do about it?” Langley asks after my visit to the nurse.

He stares at the bandage across my face and the bruise that reaches from one eye to the next. I look like a truck hit me. Who knew Quinton could hit so hard? His fists are like rocks! Not that I didn’t get him good either, but his wounds are hidden. Not fair.

“Nothing,” I reply, trying desperately not to touch my face.

If my father finds out, he’ll be furious. Probably even pull me out of school. I won’t let that happen. I’m not getting stuck in that palace to wither away.

The nurse had insisted I call and inform my father of what had happened. I said to her I’m fine and she won’t get in trouble. I’ll make sure of it, which got her off my back.

Part of me wanted her to tell my father, though. I know exactly what he’d do. He would come storming down here in an instant. He would have Quinton expelled immediately, but would he come to think that being in school is bad for me? My previous thought of being taken away stopped me from allowing her to call. I’ve been here for a short while, and although Quinton bugs me to no end, I like it here.

I don’t want to go back to being trapped in that box. I want to see new people. I want to talk with people my age. I want to learn about sports. I want to play sports! I want to learn how to fight by brawling with the other kids rather than an instructor. I want to make friends and enemies. Seems I already got one of those.

I want to do everything that normal people do. Even if I know, deep down, that will never happen. I’ll always be treated differently, left out, but I should at least try, right? I need to stay in school.

And I also don’t want to tell him because of what Quinton said. I won’t go running to my father for help. If I’m going to get rid of this brat, then I am going to do it myself.

“What do you mean, nothing? Look what he did to your face!” Langley points at said bruised face.

I swat his hand away. Growling, I look over Langley’s shoulder at the culprit across the room. To make matters worse, he continues sitting in that damn chair that made us fight in the first place. I think he arrives early to class just so he can grab it. What an immature sack of shit.

“I want to beat him myself,” I say more to myself than Langley.

I want to prove to him it isn’t only the king he should fear, but also me. I am the prince and I will teach him to treat me as such. He thinks he’s better than me because he knows how to fight or because he’s top of the class? I’ll show him. I’ll learn how to fight better than anyone else in the school! I will bring up my grades. I will crush him in every way possible.

Langley chuckles, which makes me send my glare to him instead. He frowns apologetically and answers my unspoken question. “I’ve never seen you so determined before to do something. It’s interesting.”

“You think my desire to crush someone to dust is interesting? What’s wrong with you?”

“Shouldn’t you be asking yourself that? The one who has a desire to crush someone into dust.”

“Everyone has a worst enemy and mine is that thing.” I point at the black-eyed demon across the room. As if he heard me, Quinton looks over and actually has the audacity to smirk upon seeing my black and blue face.

My hatred for him only grows. Can a person truly hate someone to this extent? I never imagined I would hate someone with a passion hotter than a thousand burning suns. It is to where the moment I see him, my blood boils. I wonder if he feels the same or does he find my existence as more of an annoyance than hatred?

Thinking that I mean so little to him pisses me off more. I want him to hate me to the same extent that I hate him. I want him to feel uncomfortable when I’m around. I want him to have to look over his shoulder at me. I want his teeth to grind when he hears my voice. I want to annoy him to where being in the same room drives him mad. I just want to piss him off as much as he does me!

Oh wow, I’ve got problems. I think I need a therapist...

Deciding it is best not to question my sanity, I try to come up with a plan to show Quinton how terrifying I can be. I obviously cannot win against him in a physical match. Sparring with my instructors has not taught me enough to take Quinton on, who clearly has more experience than me. That is to be expected though, since he’s been at Thorton’s longer than I have. I know he was showing restraint the last time or I would have had a broken bone within the first ten seconds of our wrestling. I am sad to say that physical violence is out of the question, for now. Give me a few more training sessions and I am sure I can beat him!

I need to get some dirt on him, find out his weaknesses. It should be easy enough for me. After that, I will devise the perfect plan to rid myself of the biggest pest of my life with my power, not my father’s but mine.








  
  
CHAPTER THREE




“So he is nothing more than a commoner. You know this is only making me hate him more.” 

Langley laughs. “I figured it would.”

It’s been a little over a week since the incident with Quinton. Langley and I have dug around to discover what we could do about the spawn of Satan. Sadly, I did not find out much about him. Every person I spoke to knew little to nothing about Lucifer-incarnate. Most said that he is quiet and keeps to himself. The few that knew things only knew that he is not a noble and that he spends most of his time studying in the library. He is as nerdy as I imagined him to be. Langley got more information on him than I did, so we met up today to speak about it. 

“People know little about him,” Langley explains. “He doesn’t have any friends. His roommate says he keeps to himself. He’s never even seen him play a video game or watch TV. Says he’s always got his nose in a book.”

I should have figured. He seems like the bookworm type. It should be a crime to be smart, strong, and good looking. Generally speaking. Girls flock to him like flies to a carcass. He must release some type of pheromone. It’s ridiculous!

Why are so many people attracted to secretive men? Is it a fetish? I don’t understand! He gives everyone the death glare whenever they come near. He’s so cold-hearted he could stop global warming with a single look! Why can’t he make himself useful and actually go do that? The polar ice caps are so far away that I would probably never see him again.

I smile just thinking about Quinton’s long, and hopefully permanent, trip to the arctic.

“His roommate heard him call home once before and spoke with his mother, but it seems he doesn’t do that often,” Langley continues. “He tried speaking to him about his home life before, but he said he got stuffy and stormed off, insisting he never bring it up again.”

So a home life he doesn’t wish to speak of? I could try to dig deeper into that, see if that will ruffle him a bit. Let’s see how he likes his parents being brought up, freaking jerk.

“He has excellent grades, always did; the best in our school actually and he’s here on a full ride scholarship. If he doesn’t place in the top five of our grade, he will lose his scholarship and have to go back to his old school.”

My interest piques in the last sentence.

So, he has to keep his grades up in order to stay here. Interesting. I should have known that when the other students said he wasn’t from a noble family. Commoners don’t have the money to pay for the tuition here. Some of the cheaper books cost over $300. The uniforms are an entirely different story. Most people rather not touch that subject with a ten-foot pole. He’d have to have a scholarship or work three full-time jobs, live on the street and never eat in order to pay for it.

“He is in Dorm D then?” I ask, which causes Langley to nod.

There are four dorms all together. They have no special names, simply go by Dorms A, B, C and D. However, dorms A and B are for the elite of the elite, sons and daughters of nobles, like Langley and myself. In fact, I share a room with Langley. It is larger than the other rooms in Dorm C and D, I hear. We also have our own bathroom connected to our room with both a bathtub and shower, also something not in the other dorms. Dorm C is for those who are still high in the social rankings but not to where they are royal, more like sons and daughters of doctors and lawyers. Then there is Dorm D, for the kids who come in on scholarships or picked up through sports, academics, the arts, whatever.

It would be strange for me to go to Dorm D. It’s on the opposite side of the campus from my dorm. I couldn’t say something like I mistook it for my own. They look totally different. Dorm A and B are made to impress. They look more like mansions than dorms. Dorm D. Well, it looks like a dorm.

I suppose I could just say that I’m having a hard time in class and wish to speak with Quinton about tutoring me. It wouldn’t seem fishy, seeing as he is the top student. But then what? I get into the dorm; knock on doors until I find his room and...what? Kick the shit out of him? I can barely take him on in training, so I know that won’t work. Langley won’t be of help either, considering he is worse than me. He can’t fight for shit.

Scholarship. Scholarship. I have to do something about his scholarship. One can easily lose a scholarship, if their grades mess up a little. If he gets into too much trouble, he could get kicked out for making the school look bad. I would stick to fighting with him regularly as it would probably be easy, but seeing as I’ve already learned that fighting isn’t the best idea, his grades are my only option to get what I really desire; his expulsion.

“We need to mess up his grades somehow,” I say, my mind going over all the ways to do so.

What would be the most efficient way to take his mind off class in order for his grades to drop? What can we do to affect him in such a way that he loses his scholarship? Surely there must be something.

Langley hums to himself as he too tries to think of something. It takes the boy a moment before he snaps his fingers in realization, “Quinton’s roommate says every night he goes out to the training yard for about an hour and a half!”

“So?”

What does training for an hour and a half like a damn overachiever have to do with anything? Seriously! Almost two hours!? Every night! He’s a nut. He’s definitely a nut, stupid over achiever. Does he want to make everyone else look bad? God, he’s an ass.

Langley rolls his eyes. “We have over an hour to break into his dorm room, take all his studying material for every subject. We have that huge test in Professor Bennett’s class in two weeks. It’s worth twenty percent of our grade!”

“Could that work?” I ask, wondering if we would get caught.

Not to mention, will twenty percent really do that much? It’s only for one class, and wouldn’t it be weird if his stuff suddenly disappeared? What if he suspected us? There are cameras in the dorm hallways, too. We’d definitely get caught. I know I wouldn’t get in much trouble, but I rather not have Quinton confront me about it.

Langley grins in a way I didn’t know he could. He looks positively evil and, deep down, I am a bit proud. “Of course! I’ll ask some guys to make a commotion outside of the dorm before we go in. That way, the guards will go out. They won’t even see us sneak in. Besides, everyone bugs Quinton about his notes before a test.”

“Really?”

“He’s top of the class. His notes are guaranteed to get you an A! He’ll just assume some desperate kids broke into his dorm and took his notes. He won’t know that it was us. Besides, the guards won’t go look over the tapes for the disappearance of a notebook. We just have to make sure not to take anything else or break anything.” Langley points accusingly at me, making me flush a bit. I bite back a grin. “I’m serious, don’t do anything.”

“I wasn’t planning to.”

Ok, that’s a lie. I had planned to mess his room up, break a few things, search for something that could embarrass him to no end! But my plan is ruined… I can still look around. Just don’t break or take anything else. Even if this one test does not bother him too much, we can try messing him up more and more until he’s too far gone to even help himself.

Langley is a genius. Even if we don’t mess up his grades, we can at least screw up that test in Professor Bennett’s class. I grab my friend by the shoulders and say, “I could kiss you right now.”

“Though I am flattered, My Lord, please don’t.” Langley and I laugh.

This is perfect. If we pull this off, it could mess up his midterm as well! Langley said no one takes notes like Quinton does. Even if he asks around to borrow someone else’s, I will make sure none of them hand it over. He won’t have any studying material for the midterm! If he botches both tests, his grades will plummet.

I’m smiling just thinking about it. Oh, his face during those tests will be priceless. I can imagine it now, his brow furrowed in anger and confusion, his teeth biting at his lips in fear at knowing that his future is doomed!

I feel like one of those dastardly villains on TV, only a thousand times better because I don’t go around telling everyone my plans.

“So when should we do this?” Langley asks, leaning over the table, seeming to be as excited about this as I am. I feel the table shaking from his constant jerking of his legs. Not that I am any better.

“First, we need to talk to Quinton’s roommate to make sure he can get us in. You talk to some of the guys, see if they’re willing to be a distraction.” We wouldn’t want to show up to find out that we can’t get in, or worse, Quinton is there and discovers our plan.

Langley nods. “I have a class with him. I’ll talk to him about it.”

Langley speaks the next day with Quinton’s roommate, who agrees to leave the dorm unlocked a week before the test. If Quinton asks about his missing material, then the boy can say he had forgotten to lock the door earlier.

We also get a few guys to agree to fake an argument outside the dorm in order to get the guards to leave. That way, we can sneak in. Usually the guards ask why you’re there and to sign up under someone’s name. Two people can sign up under someone’s name. If we do that, then Quinton probably could put it together and realize what we had done.

Our plan cannot be in effect soon enough.








  
  
CHAPTER FOUR




“Shouldn’t I feel bad about this?” 

“What?” Langley asks.

“Breaking into someone’s room and taking their stuff. It should make me feel bad, right?” I ask because, honestly, Mother always told me not to steal. I never thought I would. Why would I need to? But as I stand before Quinton’s room, I don’t feel any guilt or regret. I want to get this over with, crush him into dust and part of me wonders if I’ve possibly gone mad. If so, it’s not such a bad feeling.

I keep thinking of his expression when he’s told to pack up and leave. The mere thought of his face scrunching up in pain and sadness brings me joy. Have I mentioned how much I hate him lately? Because I do.

“He’s an ass,” Langley replies with a snarl. “He deserves it.”

And the boy pushes open the door, revealing the room.

It is a third the size of ours. My walk-in closet at home is probably bigger. Beds sit on either side of the room. Next to the bed, on the left, is a desk, right in front of the window, while the other desk is pressed against the wall just a few inches from the doorway. There are trunks at the end of each bed, a closet and a dresser. I see another door, slightly ajar, just enough to show a toilet and shower.

So it’s true, Dorm D is nothing like ours. Seeing it makes me smirk, like I want to grab Quinton and show him my dorm that is a thousand times better than his and rub it in. Knowing him, it probably wouldn’t bother him, but it would make me happy.

“Come on, the sooner we get out of here the better,” Langley says, rushing over to the desk by the window. I follow him and the two of us dig around, grabbing notebooks and note cards.

“What about his books? They’re highlighted, aren’t they? He can retake the notes.” I groan. Our plan isn’t as perfect as I had thought.

Langley thinks it over a moment before answering, “We keep them in lockers at school, right?”

I nod. Everyone has their own locker, so we don’t have to come running back to our dorms after every class.

“I’ll ask around for someone to bust in, make it look like a prank. People have done it before.” Langley hums to himself as he looks back at the other desk. “We better mess up his roommate’s side too, so it doesn’t look like we knew this was Quinton’s desk.”

As Langley pushes things around on the opposite desk, I think over what he said. 

People have messed with Quinton before? What, like, teased him? Played pranks on him? Been mean to him? I can’t imagine Quinton being teased. He’s got a sharp tongue. He doesn’t seem like the type of person to be pushed around by anyone!

Wait, aren’t I trying to push him around? So am I not the only one? I know he’s an ass, but people said he keeps to himself. I guess that doesn’t mean people keep away from him, though. If anything, it puts a target on his back. People tend not to like those who stand out or are the least bit different. I’ve noticed no one mess with him before. We don’t have every class together though, so it’s possible that in other classes there are people messing with him.

Oh, whatever! He’s a jerk. I don’t care!

I shake all thoughts of pity for the jerk from my mind and continue on my search to find anything to destroy the douchebag. As I dig through his desk, I find… nothing, nothing interesting at all. He really is a bookworm because that’s all I can find, book after book after book! They aren’t even sketchy or something to laugh over. Why can’t he be interested in something that I could show to everyone to embarrass him?

Most of the books he has are mystery or crime novels. He even has some autobiographies of cops who caught famous serial killers. I guess that is weird, but if I showed the girls this, they would probably swoon over him more, deciding that his interest in crime is because he wants to save the world or something.

I look under his mattress, in his trunk, in the closet, everywhere! I don’t even find any porn! There are no family photos, nothing to embarrass him. What, is he not human? Part of me is actually a little concerned that he seems to have so little, nothing about himself. Don’t most people have at least a family portrait? Maybe a picture of a pet or a friend? Quinton has nothing.

“There isn’t a single thing in here other than his weird crime novels,” I say around a pout. All that work for nothing. Well, not for nothing, even so, I wanted to find something! I’d be happy with a bad haircut from an elementary school picture! 

Langley laughs. “We did what we wanted to do. Did you get his flash drive?”

I swing the small drive around my finger. “Yep! Maybe he has something on here?”

“Doubt it.” Langley sighs. He turns to leave when my eyes fall onto something I had missed.

“Wait a sec,” I say, scurrying over to Quinton’s bedside.

I had looked under his pillow, but I hadn’t looked in the case. Now I can barely see the edge of what appears to be a photograph peeking out from within. To make sure it’s the only one, I pull the pillow out completely. Nope, there’s only one.

“What is it?” Langley asks, his curiosity getting the better of him. He sits beside me and peeks at the picture, seeming as confused as I am. “Why is it...”

“Burned.” I run my finger over the edge that flame has obviously singed away. 

The face of a man has been removed. Beside him is a woman with breathtaking green eyes and shoulder-length brown hair. Her smile is dazzling. To be honest, Quinton looks like her. Holy shit, there is no way that’s his mom! She’s a total milf! How can the spawn of Satan come from such a beauty?

She smiles while holding tightly onto a young boy who has to be Quinton. I can’t imagine there would be anyone else with eyes as black as that, although that smile of his is not one I’ve ever seen him wear before. It reaches from ear to ear. He actually looks happy, thrilled, in fact, to have the arms of his mother and the mystery man around him. I can assume the man in this picture is his father, but for all I know, it could be a brother or an uncle. Not that I’m curious or anything.

“He must really hate his dad to have burned him off this picture,” Langley says, snatching it from my hold to examine it further. His mind must have concluded the mystery man to be his father as well. He flips it over to see nothing on the back. “Well, we learned he has daddy issues. Come on, let’s go already.”

“Yeah… ok...” 

I can’t help but wonder about the picture, though.

Was that man his father? Why was his face burned off when Quinton looked so happy to be around him? What could have possibly happened? I have been angry with my father before, but I’ve never burned him out of a family photograph. The thought has never crossed my mind; what could make a child do that?

I try to think of something that my father could do that would make me so angry. Nothing comes to mind. It makes me ask myself why Quinton would until I remind myself that it’s none of my business and I don’t care!

The two of us leave, our job done. I feel somewhat accomplished, having defeated my enemy. Ok, so I’m not for sure that I did, but come on, he can’t be that smart. He has to study to get good grades, right? I’ll be glad if it drops a letter grade. As long as he doesn’t place in the top 5, my dream will come true.

Later that evening, I flip through pages of his notebook, shocked to find out that he really takes great notes. Things are so easy to read and understand, even his handwriting is nice, unlike my own that resembles chicken scratch. I feel as if I’m becoming smarter just looking over it all. He could sell this to kids! Why doesn’t he? Probably wants to keep it to himself, selfish bastard.

Sighing, I push the notebooks aside. Langley said he would take them out to the trash cans later. We wouldn’t want to get caught with them.

Sucks, I was kind of hoping I could keep them. I really could use them. I bet my grades will go from C’s to A’s if I kept the notes.

The small silver flash drive I took earlier sits before me, practically begging me to look at it. There has to be something on this. He is a teenage boy, after all. There has to be video games or porn. Something on here that shows he’s human.

I plug it into my laptop. As expected, the flash drive appears with no cool name. Come on, everyone gives their flash drive a name. Mine is called Ozzie, not sure why. It looks like an Ozzie to me.

I open it, finding a few folders. The first is called ‘School,’ and of course it is full of his schoolwork, projects he has done, all perfect of course, and notes he has taken. There’s nothing interesting. The second folder, entitled movies, is just that, full of TV shows and movies. So he is interested in TV after all? They, like the books, are all mystery, thriller and crime type shows with the occasional horror thrown in. It actually looks like a teenage boy’s computer for a moment.

I will admit I enjoy some Criminal Minds. Oh god, we have something in common. No way! I’m never watching Criminal Minds again! Damn it.

The third folder, however...

I hesitate, my mouse hovering over the words ‘Photographs.’ A lump forms in my throat. For all I know, the pictures could be nothing more than a hobby. Langley and I didn’t find a camera, but maybe he has one and enjoys taking pictures? At the same time, these could be family photographs.

Do I really want to do this? I mean… I want to get him out of this school, but to dig into his life like this is a bit. I would not want him looking through my photographs, especially if my family is in it.

Sure, everyone knows what my family looks like, but our personal photographs are our personal photographs. I don’t want others to see. People deserve a right to their privacy. I don’t want to be that jerk who invades not only someone’s life but also their loved ones’ lives as well.

I remove my hand from the mouse. I didn’t realize I was sweating until I feel the dampness of my pants, where my hand now lays.

I can’t do it. There’s no way. That is going too far. I won’t.

I quickly remove the flash drive and put it in the trash. If I look at it it’ll only tempt me into opening the one folder I hadn’t. I don’t want to do that because I’m not that much of an asshole.

“Are you done with this stuff?” Langley asks, appearing out of nowhere. How long has he been in the room?

“Yeah,” I answer. “Nothing interesting on the flash drive, either.”

I bet there would have been had I opened the photograph folder. Maybe there would have been a picture of his dad in there. I guess seeing a picture wouldn’t explain why he burnt one off. And why would he have a picture like that under his pillow if he had a folder of them on his flash drive?

I won’t find out now. I don’t need to know anyways! Who cares about him? He can do whatever he wants with his pictures. I don’t care. I’m not curious at all.

Not at all.








  
  
CHAPTER FIVE




After speaking with Quinton’s roommate, Langley and I discover we got away with sneaking in. Quinton returned to his dorm, found his things missing and, as expected, went to ask security if they had seen anyone come in. They said no. Quinton pushed it no further, telling his roommate that his missing notebook wasn’t worth an investigation. It appeared he didn’t have back ups because he hadn’t seen Quinton studying over the last week. 

He said nothing of Langley or me, so he must have assumed it was some kids with poor grades who needed his notes in order to pass. The next day, a few of the guys Langley and I spoke with broke into Quinton’s locker and water damaged his textbooks to where they were unreadable. He got new ones, but none are highlighted or marked, so he has to start over from scratch.

Quinton sent me a glare during class that day. I assumed he would think it was my doing, but he had no proof, so he said nothing. Even if he proved who had damaged his books, it wouldn’t have been me. Technically, I wasn’t the one who did it. I simply suggested it and the guys did it for me. Seeing him glare at me like that sure brought a smile to my face, though!

I wake up the morning of the test feeling more excited than ever. This is the first time I’ve ever wanted to go to class knowing there would be a test. I want to see if our plan has worked. I want to see how worked up Quinton is going to be, looking at the test and realizing he doesn’t know any of it. Ok, so he probably would remember some of it, but the panic of not studying accompanied by having not studied in a week will surely affect his grade.

I find myself in class almost ten minutes early on the day of the test, which is a miracle. I should get an award, but I don’t exactly have the best reasons for being there, so I suppose an award would be a bad idea. There are four other people in the room, Quinton being one of them. I knew he had arrived early to take that seat in order to piss me off. Well, today he will be the one pissed off.

Grinning from ear to ear, I make my way over to him, ready to tease him about the upcoming test when…

“You’re staring, Princess.”

My eyes tear themselves away from the notes on his desk. Hell, he even has a stack of notecards full of information. They don’t appear scribbled or half-assed either. They are proper notes that he took time to make. How did he get those? We took everything! I even got his flash drive! We got his laptop. His roommate told us he hadn’t seen anything , so when could he have…?

“Just wanted to ask if you were ready for the test. It’s worth twenty percent of our grade, you know,” I say, forcing a grin in hopes to seem less suspicious or maybe that makes it worse?

My insides are churning. I can’t believe he got notes! Who did he get those off of? I told everyone not to give him a damn thing. Not that he bothered to ask anyone.

“Shouldn’t you be asking yourself that?” Quinton hisses, his eyes never leaving his note cards. His lips move as he silently mouths the questions and answers to each one. His dark eyes are so focused on the cards he doesn’t notice me leaning in closer to see if the notes are really his or at least I thought he didn’t notice.

“You’re too close. Back up,” he growls.

I snort. “Why should I listen to you?”

“You ask such a question, yet you order others and wonder why they do not listen. Are you stupid?” His voice oozes superiority.

My fist shakes with the desire to deck him. Not that it’s a new feeling. I am surprised I didn’t immediately punch him out of pure instinct alone.

“Is there a reason that you’re such an asshole, or do you just like making others uncomfortable?” I hiss. He still hasn’t looked at me. Damn it, look at me! It’s like he doesn’t even care that he’s speaking to me, like I’m nothing to him. My biggest pet peeve is people not looking at me when they speak. It’s common courtesy and I will admit I have my asshole moments, but even I look at someone when they’re speaking!

The boy actually smirks as he replies; “I do get this fuzzy feeling in my stomach when I see you uncomfortable around me, kind of like I won a prize.”

“You dick.”

“Tsk, watch your language, Your Highness. Daddy would not approve.”

Holy shit, it is hard not to hit him right now. Do not hit. Do not hit. Do not hit.

I take a deep breath. I did not come over here to fight with him. I came over to ask about the notes. I must know why my plan did not work, so in the future I can fix it.

“Where did you get those notes? Everyone’s heard about those kids breaking into your dorm and taking them. You have back ups or something?” Maybe I’m asking too many questions. This could make me look suspicious, but I don’t care. I want to know where we went wrong. I know we got everything!

Quinton scowls. His dark eyes finally remove themselves from his cards to fall onto me. I feel the heat from his glare, and suddenly, I feel like he knew all along that I had taken his notes. I don’t know how to explain this feeling, like somehow he can see right through me. It’s as if he’s waiting for me to fess up… or maybe I’m crazy. How could he know?

“Why would I tell you that?” He says through clenched teeth. A lump forms in my throat. My hands shake. His voice is like a blade. “I hear you have a tendency to take things that belong to others.”

“Aron!” Langley’s voice pulls me away from Quinton, who is now back to eyeing his note cards one after the other.

It takes a moment for me to get my breath back. Huffing, I decide not to bother with him anymore. I don’t want to mess up and end up admitting that Langley and I are the culprits.

“What… why does he have those?” Langley whispers once I am at his side. He eyes the notes suspiciously, probably also wondering if he had gotten them off someone. Those notes looked too elaborate, though, to belong to anyone else. He had to have back ups somewhere, but where? His locker? The guys found nothing other than his textbooks.

“I don’t know, but I think he knows we did it,” I mumble. Although Quinton’s eyes aren’t on me, I feel like he’s still staring at me. My skin itches. It’s weird. I suddenly have the desire to rub all over, to get his gaze off me physically, and it’s almost maddening. Part of me wonders if that’s what being guilty feels like.

“No way, how could he? No one would have told him.”

“Whatever, even if he knew, he would have done something about it already, right?” I ask.

Langley nods. So what if he knows? Good, he should know! Maybe now he’ll stop messing with me… why would he stop messing with me, though? Our plan didn’t work. He had more notes stashed away somewhere. All I did was break into his room and take things he already had more copies of. Damn it, how else am I going to ruin his grades? If he has a shit ton of notes stashed away everywhere, this is going to be impossible.

I slam my fists against the desk, catching almost everyone’s attention. I don’t care though. I’m pissed.

“Aron, why don’t we just give up? He isn’t worth it.”

“No way in hell!” I holler. People whisper until I shoot them all with a glare that clearly states I will throw them all into a dungeon if they don’t stop. Wait, first I would need a dungeon. Whatever, I’ll get one then!

Growling, I turn back to Langley. “He needs to know his place. He acts so cocky when he doesn’t deserve to. I’m going to prove to him I can take care of my own problems.”

Langley stares at me oddly, like he thinks I’m crazy. Maybe I am but… but I can do things on my own! I don’t have to go to my dad for everything. I am the prince. I can fix my own problems. I can defeat my own enemies. I will think of this as my first battle and I will win.








  
  
CHAPTER SIX




“Why are we doing this?” Langley groans, his chest rising and falling at a fast pace. He’s out of breath. So am I. Sweat soaks his brow, same as mine. He’s exhausted. I’m exhausted. Our legs feel like jello, but... 

“Because that douchebag can do it, so can I!” I scream, ignoring the pain shooting up my legs. It’s not only my legs that are in pain, though. My entire body is tingling with exhaustion that I can feel setting in further and further with each passing second. “Come on Langley, get up.”

“Why am I your brawling partner? I suck at fighting!” Langley exclaims, but pushes himself up. He wobbles for a moment, seeming to be unsure if the ground is moving or he is. He holds up his fists, ready to block my attacks, but Langley really sucks at fighting.

“I need someone to practice with. I have to kick Quinton’s ass!” I answer.

“Then ask Professor Yarley for some private lessons or something. I’m tired.” The boy drops his fists with a sigh. His eyes are barely open, not that I’m any better. It’s dark out now. Most of the dorm’s lights are off, meaning about everyone is asleep, yet here we are training. “Seriously, you’re letting him get too far under your skin, Aron. Forget about him.”

My expression tells Langley that there’s no way I am ‘forgetting about him.’ Forgetting about the biggest jerk to ever walk the earth is impossible. He makes me want to slam my face into a brick wall...or his. I would very much like to slam his face into one.

We failed at messing up his grades, so I have to go back to getting him in trouble through physical means. He can get kicked out for making the school look bad by fighting with the prince. Even if it isn’t a physical one, if we angrily shout in class or something, it still looks bad. I have to do what I have to do in order to get him the hell out of Thorton’s!

Sighing, I realize Langley isn’t as determined in this venture as me. He is tired, so am I, so I decide to call it a night. We’re both exhausted. It’s not like I can get better overnight. It’ll take time. I’ll request private lessons from Professor Yarley tomorrow. It would be better if I had someone to spar with who is actually good at fighting.

Langley looks like a chicken with his head cut off when he fights.

“You said that out loud,” Langley growls. “And I do not look like that! Take it back.”

“Nope. You know it’s true.”

“It is not!”


      [image: image-placeholder]It’s strange. Normally I am the one to approach Quinton, but today, for some reason, I find myself face to face with him in the hall. People pass by, slowly, very slowly; to watch the train wreck they know is about to happen. Everyone knows by now that if the two of us are nearby, something is bound to happen. It’s almost like a show to them they get regularly and they don’t even have to pay for it.

Behind me, Langley is growling while everyone else is simply staring on, waiting to see what happens. They know it will be a fight, but watching a fight is still fun to them even if they know it will happen. The demon before me smirks as his eyes look over everyone before returning to me. I don’t know what to expect...

“Getting private lessons now, are we, Princess?”

My eye twitches. How did he find out?!

“Good, a princess should always know how to defend themselves.”

Fuck him.

The two of us are on the ground in a second. The hallway becomes an audience as they watch and cheer us on. He’s winning...whatever this is, not that I’m going to give up because of that! As if I’d take it lying down. He may be winning now, but I can turn the rides and I will! I rather break every bone in my body than let Quinton take an easy win. I’m not going down without a fight!

We roll around on the ground, exchanging kicks and punches. Quinton has his arm around my neck in a second and a leg around my waist, keeping me on the floor. Langley jumps in at that moment and tries to pull the bastard off me.

Quinton’s left fist, the one that isn’t around my neck, hits the boy directly in the jaw, sending him into the wall. I take this moment, when he is more preoccupied with Langley than me, to push myself up, Quinton on my back. I stumble forward, both of us landing on the floor. The shock made Quinton loosen his grip and gave me the opportunity to get free.

I grab the boy by the hair and bring my knee into his chest, once, twice, he grabs my knee as I bring it up for the third time and flips me back onto the ground. I’m sure he would have continued using me as a punching bag had the professors not come out at that moment to pull us apart.

“What do you two think you’re doing?” The teacher holding Quinton screams. One has their arms around me and a third is standing between the two of us, glaring not only at us but at the kids who have crowded around to watch us like we’re a show. I suppose to them we are one. They all slowly scurry away, glancing back at Quinton and I to see a second longer but eventually disappear in hopes of not feeling the teacher’s wrath.

Quinton’s expression has gone back to being that of utter boredom, while I can’t seem to keep the steam from blowing out of my ears. I pull my arm away from the teacher, rubbing my hand as I do so. Is his body made of rock, too? My fists never hurt so much.

“To the dean’s office, now.”

Quinton rolls his eyes but does as he is told. Sure, he listens to them. Stupid prick.

The two of us make our way to the dean's office with two of the three teachers with us. One is watching me; the other has his eyes on Quinton. I keep my eyes ahead of me because if I were to look at him, I’d probably jump at him again, the freaking jerk. I don’t know what he’s doing beside me, but I imagine it’s not much, like he would show anything other than apathy.

We reach the office and take our seats before the dean. He’s a chubby old man with a balding head that makes one want to tease him for the bright shine that could blind if the light hit it right. His eyes look over both of us before he asks, “What happened?”

“He’s a dick, that’s what happened,” I reply, crossing my arms as I send a glare to the boy beside me. The bastard is sitting like he’s royalty. He has one leg over the other and his hands are placed comfortably in his lap. Damn him! Trying to look better than me, I’m the royalty here!

Quinton snorts. “I’m sorry. I believe you were the one who tackled me. I was simply trying to make conversation.”

“You called me a princess!” I shout back accusingly.

“Are you not one?”

“Fucking prick!”

“Boys,” Dean Coyler sighs, rubbing his temple as he does. “I do hope this will not become a reoccurring thing- “It’s already a reoccurring thing though. “We cannot have violence such as this in school. I am going to let you off with a warning, just this once. Do you understand?”

I roll my eyes. Sure, just this once, he says. I can tell by looking at him he has no intention of informing my father about this. His hands are shaking not out of anger but fear. If my father knew I had been harmed at school, he’d be furious. The dean would probably lose his job. He knows that. I know that. Hell, Quinton knows that.

The two of us nod, promise not to let it happen again, though we all know it will, and we are sent off to return to class...with escorts, of course. We’re silent throughout the hall, though the tension between us says everything for us.

We are only getting started.
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