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Uncultured

 

Gavin sat in church, bored. Church was this thing his parents forced him to do because their parents forced them to do it. Luckily for him, Rayland was in the same boat. She, however, had a plan to use the church to catapult her artistic career. Gavin, on the other hand, was waiting on the day he would be old enough to choose not to go church. The only good thing about it was they let him play the drums sometimes.

Dario sat between him and Rayland, paying attention as always. Gavin had no idea how he did it. Church was so boring… like boring. Dario was the same way in school. What kid actually liked learning? 

Gavin's other friends were more stereotypical, yet somehow Dario was his best friend. They went to the same church, same school, so the friendship just happened. Dario was doing his best to encourage Gavin and Rayland to pay attention, but they dutifully ignored him. Gavin laughed a bit and continued to whisper at Rayland across Dario.

Gavin knew at some point they'd get in trouble, and then Dario would be annoyed because Rayland would tell him it was his fault for choosing them as friends. Gavin laughed at the thought cause he knew Dario would counter with how they forced their friendship upon him. A truth Rayland never gave weight to.

“Look, you can unfriend us or play with us or do nothing. The choice is yours,” Rayland replied when Dario finally became annoyed enough to hiss at them to be quiet.

The look on Dario's face when suggesting he should play in church was priceless. Gavin laughed every time and decided this was the perfect moment to mess with Dario’s shirt. Then Rayland messed with Dario’s tie, making him distressed enough to leave and fix it.

"He's such a neat freak," Gavin said to Rayland as Dario ran away to fix himself.

"I know. I dunno how he does it. My sister spends forever doing herself up and still doesn't get that crazy if something is out of place."

"Maybe it's a pretty-boy thing."

"Chaz is pretty and he's just gross. It can't be that." 

Gavin took a look over toward Chaz. He was definitely pretty. Probably the prettiest boy he knew. But Rayland was right. If rough-boy had a picture in the dictionary, he'd be it. Chaz was always undoing his mom's attempts to make him appear neater. Gavin smiled to himself, thinking what Dario might be like if he was more relaxed. It was such a foreign thought that he couldn't take it seriously.

"I see your point. Still though, he lines up his pencils on his desk. You gotta admit that's a bit odd."

"It's part of his appeal. A rough, uncultured boy like you wouldn't understand such things."

"Uncultured?" Gavin blinked at her. That was when Dario sat back down, looking neat and put back together.  "Shit I'm the most cultured person I know. Hater."

"In what fucking universe?" Rayland didn’t even bother looking at Gavin while responding.

"Could you two not curse in church?" Dario demanded. Both Gavin and Rayland side-eyed him. Dario cursed way more than they did. It was the only unbecoming thing about him. Gavin didn’t care. His parents had no real opinion on foul language and he adopted that view.

The two of them pretended that they were going to mess up his clothes again just to see how Dario would react. The look he gave them was worth it. Dario sighed as the two of them laughed at him. Gavin looked at Rayland knowing she would take it as a sign that they should fake paying attention for a while. There was only so far they would push it. Dario was their friend, after all.

After church, they talked about the weekend. Well, Gavin made sure they did so as not to be drilled about church by Dario, who was way too fanatical about it. 

Rayland mentioned something about Gavin's brother being cute, who was almost out of high school and the same age as her own brother. Apparently, Rayland didn't care; Gavin rolled his eyes, and Dario walked away to be with his family. 

There was something about Dario that Gavin was noticing. He didn't want to say anything until he knew for sure. He turned his head towards Rayland who also seemed to be watching Dario walk with the same intensity. Maybe she saw it, too. But if she wasn't saying anything, he sure as hell wasn't.

 


The Dario Treatment

 

It was Friday. Gavin was taking a quick look around his room. Not bad, he thought. Dario was coming, though, so maybe it was that bad. He knew Dario wouldn’t care, but he still felt uneasy about not having his room at its best, especially knowing just how neat and organised Dario was. 

An hour later, Gavin had all his dirty laundry in the basket where it belonged. His shoes were lined up neatly under the bed. Not a bad hour’s worth of work, Gavin thought as he surveyed the room. The last task was to clear a spot for Dario. He decided a chair by one of the windows in a completely clutter-free zone would suffice. After sorting that out, Rayland strolled in the room.

"Nice. But where's my spot?" Rayland demanded in serious tones and fake hurt feelings.

"Your spot? You know how to find your own space."

"Shit, what a girl got to do to get the Dario treatment?" 

Gavin couldn't help but laugh. She was right. He didn't go out of his way like this for anyone else. Gavin had no idea why either of them liked Dario so much with him being so different from the other children they were friends with. Despite this truth, Dario was their bestest friend of the bests.

"Well, damn. Dario must be coming over," Gavin's mom said as she entered the room. Gavin gave her his best side-eye. He was not the messiest boy on the planet, but whenever Dario came over she made a point to remind him that on regular days she asks for clean and gets no results. Dario, however, got free cleanliness. Gavin knew she was joking but on some level he suspected she was low-key jealous.

His mom was taking way too long to walk out with the laundry for his liking. Furthermore, laundry day was Saturday. Gavin was perfectly capable of taking his own clothes to be washed before bed. Even wash them tomorrow on his own if need be. Why was she even in here? He knew she was waiting for him to crack and refused to give her the satisfaction of asking her to leave. Just stood there waiting as she pretended to be looking for stray clothes he may have missed. She found a sock under the bed and made a huffing sound as if to say he didn't do a good job cleaning. Gavin folded his arms in frustration and she acted as if she didn't see, then finally picked up the laundry bag and walked out.

"You two are so special," Rayland announced as she fell onto the bed, enjoying its comfort in such a way it appeared she’d never slept in a bed before this.

"She's always messin’ with me. One sock. One stupid sock. This room is spotless. Even Dario would be impressed.” He rolled his eyes. “Parents."

Gavin shook his head and also fell into the bed, that's when his brother Calvin walked by. He wouldn't usually peek in, but he saw Rayland and apparently noticed the room was clean.

"Hey, Rayland."

"Hi, Calvin." The way she sat up, batting her eyelashes and practically singing his brother’s name instantly annoyed Gavin.

Could she be any more obvious? She was practically throwing herself at him the way she hopped up off the bed and grinned at him. And why did his stupid brother never stop her? By the look on his face, totally lost on Rayland, it was clearly to torture Gavin. Evil older sibling that he was.

"I take it Dario is coming over?"

"Get out my room!" Gavin ordered his brother to leave, not hiding his annoyance at Calvin’s presence. Calvin chuckled to himself as he made his exit.

"Bye, Calvin," Rayland shouted after him then sat back down on the bed pouting. "Did you have to be so mean to him?"

Gavin decided he couldn't be bothered with her crush on his brother right now. He was going to enjoy a few moments gaming before Dario forced him to do homework. It would seem Rayland had the same idea and was already grabbing a game controller. Girls who game? He might be mildly crushing on her. He'd never admit that to Rayland, though. Her ego nor his stress levels deserved that.
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