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Chapter 1: Try Outs

PAIGE’S VIEW

I inhale deeply, releasing all of my tension. I gesture at Robbie who is now in line behind me while letting my shoulders drop and arching my back. For drama club, we are both auditioning for the musical Hercules, which is based on the Disney film. I glance down at my sign-up sheet and see that I've marked one of the five goddesses there. According to Mrs. Olver's explanation, these five girls will sing whenever one of their songs is played while sitting on a bench at the foot of the stage throughout the duration of the whole production. Nothing too large, but yet nothing too little. I'll have to wait a bit since I can see through the curtains that the females in front of me are just starting started.

I get another glimpse of Robbie, who has red hair and a tall, lean build. He reminds me of a skateboarder guy, even though I am well aware that this is completely stereotypical. It's true that he looks like a skateboarder, and everyone knows that skateboarders should be avoided. Robbie, though, is unique. First off, he is my closest buddy. Second, he attends theatrical class and has musical and dancing abilities. He plays baseball, third. Fourth, he has a good reputation and doesn't have many detractors. Fifth, and I'm being really honest here, he is rather attractive, but I have been placed in the "friends zone." I distinctly recall having a great crush on him during our sophomore year, but it never materialised. I now simply think of him as my really attractive closest buddy.

Why are you looking at me, Paige? Is there anything on me? I mentally drag myself out of La La Land when he asks. I smirked at him as he frantically prepared for his audition; however, I'm not sure whether what he said about Pain or Panic, two employees of Hades, is what he circled or not.

No, you're all right. Quiet worrying, you know, makes you wrinkled. He narrows his eyes at me as I sneer at him. His expression then relaxes, and his lips begin to grin.  What role are you trying out for, then? I inquire, arching my brow. I discovered that I had great control over my eyebrows and facial emotions. He smiles and brings me his paper, which has the word "Pain" circled.  You could do better than that, you know. Like Phil, or even Hercules. I return it, and he laughs.

Like you?" aspiring to join the gospel music community. He beams triumphantly, and I exhale knowing he's right. We discuss for a little while more about who we believe will get which pieces. Georgia is the most probable candidate to get Megera since she is Mrs. Oliver's little teaching favourite, she can sing, and she needs to practise on her acting. My name is called after another fifteen minutes have passed. I go back to relaxing as I get up. I wish you luck and a broken leg. As I push past the drapes, Robbie shouts to me from behind.

Mr. Oliver: "Hello, Mrs. Oliver!" When I deliver her my paper, she smiles kindly and begins to ask me questions about the character I want to play and whether or not I mind having a speaking role.  When we've finished and straightened everything out, she starts playing a song from the show as I sing along to the sheet music she provided me. 

"Well done!" As she finishes the final note, she applauds. "I'm grateful, Paige. The last portions will be available before the end of the week.  She invites Robbie in as I nod and turn to go. I give him a thumbs up while grinning at him, and he rolls his eyes and giggles before collecting my bag and returning to study hall. This was my first audition, so I'm relieved to have completed it.  I tell Carmen, one of my other pals, what happened as I settle back into my seat. She congratulates me before skipping back to just before I left to continue outlining her explanation for why Wyatt and Anne broke up. I can hardly keep up and don't really care. Of course, she is referring to Wyatt Drewmoore and Anne Wilson. Although they had only been together for a short while, everyone knew that their relationship would eventually end. Jake, Wyatt's closest buddy, isn't interested in Anne, but she has a thing for him. She thus went out with Wyatt in an effort to pique Jake's attention.

The slut in the school is Anne. Jake and Wyatt are the school's athletes. They won't ever be in relationships that are genuinely real, it's that simple. It's difficult for me to avoid becoming involved in their drama since Carmen constantly seems to be aware of what's going on. I may be reckless since I had to worry about school and college. Hence, the reason I'm single! Though I'm a junior, I'm proud of the fact that I've never been in a relationship, let alone in high school. I'm certain I've broken a record here! Don't get me wrong, I've had crushes, but I've never pursued them.

After the bell, I go to American History, which is, next to theatre, my favourite subject. As I wait for Mr. Parker to enter, I take a seat in the first row near the window. Because he takes his lunch break before this class, he is consistently late. It occurs to me that this isn't really a class when I count the other students in the room. There's just me. We are a tiny class of eight, and it seems that the other seven have left as well today. It has previously occurred, and the mathlets and other highly clever students are usually the culprits.  These two categories are not present today due to bug tournaments. When Mr. Parker does return, he turns his head to look at me, seeing that it's only me. We have a long history together; he is my brother's buddy. They became buddies after meeting in college, even though he just recently graduated. He may just be twenty-one, but I'm very certain Patrick is twenty-two.

Leaning on his desk, he says, "Well, Paige, what should we do today?" while scanning the time. He tugs at his brown, somewhat wavy hair, scratching the top of his head. He never recalls these plans, so he never knows what to do after everyone has left.

"Hangman." I go to my feet and grab the market for the board. "Your turn now," He smirks as he begins to create the lines for the statement in response to my grin. We engage in a little game where we compete against one another using hangman to spell historical terms.  I start with "R" and we begin.  He checks his email while I complete his puzzle and start my own. When the door opens while we are still in the midst of my, we both pause and turn to face it.

The Principal, Mr. Wilson—yes, Anne's father—said, "Mr. Parker... Ms. Easton."That you take classes seriously makes me pleased.

She is my best student, and I won't continue with the lecture with the rest of the class absent. He is greeted by Mr. Parker.  I put the marker down knowing that this talk may go on for a long.  "Can I assist you in any way?" Looking at the documents in Mr. Wilson's hands, he inquires.

Not you, Ms. Easton can, however. He points to me. I can see that he is holding out papers as he puts them out to me. The grades on a student's papers are both Fs. I don't comprehend the name when I look at it. Lincoln Jake? As you can see, he's not very good in history, so what do I have to do with his papers? I'm trying to find a tutor for him. You were Mr. Parker's finest pupil, and he was right to say so.

You want that I instruct Jake? He won't listen to me, are you kidding me? I chuckle as I give him the papers back.

Oh, I'm sure he will. The risks of what may occur if he doesn't improve this grade have been explained to him. He said that he would like a tutor. I didn't specify who it would be, but I went with you. Obviously, you are not required to. Mr. Wilson starts out by blaming others. I shut my eyes and give it a lot of thought. You will also get volunteer hours; this is not a free service. hours spent volunteering? I need them, and tutoring will look excellent on a teaching degree application!

"Okay, but I've decided how many days and how long." I concur.

"Deal." He grinned and gave the papers back to me. Without saying a word, he walks away, and I turn to look at Mr. Parker.

The question is, "How bad is he?" I inquire as I put the papers down. I return to the board and take the marker.

"Third worst in the class," The discussion comes to a close with him saying. We return to our game of hangman.  We part ways as the bell rings, and he observes that I've passed him by two points. I'm currently in the lead after we were deadlocked. I carry Jake's papers with me and can see promise in his work. He is aware of the knowledge, yet writing it down must be difficult for him. As I come to a stop at my locker, I see Connie gathering up her belongings.

"Hey... are you leaving?" I inquire when entering my own locker's code. Since the start of high school, Connie and I have had lockers next to each other.  I put Jake's papers in my book bag and promise to read at them later.

Parents want me to attend a private school, so yes. She sighs, which confuses me. It's a private institution. We don't wear uniforms, but we year-round camp. departing for significant holidays and a summer month. Because her forefathers founded the school, Anne's family is wealthy. Although she lacked all intelligence, I do wonder where it went.

Oh, that's awful. It's not my place to inquire any more, I sigh. We're not really close; the only genuine connection we have is that our lockers are adjacent to one another.

My last day is today, so yeah. Actually, I'm leaving right now. We bid her farewell and she continues. Next to me, a locker is open. New kids are usually entertaining, so this may be nice. After gathering all of my belongings, I leave the building and return to my hostel via automobile. The distance between my dorm and the actual school building is rather large—about 10 blocks. However, there is a lot to do here, including equestrian training, car mechanics, various laboratories, two large gymnasiums, and three weight rooms. adding the two swimming pools, the football pitch and the track pitch. Additionally, there is a restaurant and a library where students may work. I'm unemployed and don't really need a job. My family pays for my education, but they have said that I will need to contribute financially once I start college, which is reasonable.

When I go back to my dorm, Fiddle the resident cat follows me directly to my room. I have a suspicion that the only one here who feeds him is me, which explains why I'm his favourite. I dump my belongings on the floor, get my phone from my pocket, and grab Jake's documents. He fits the typical profile: smokin' gorgeous, from a wealthy family, an amazing athlete, and as intelligent as a box of rocks.

Wednesday and Thursday are definitely my free days. Robbie, Carmen, and I sometimes go over the deep end on Mondays, and obviously, tutoring on Fridays is off limits. I open my computer and start my email programme, brushing all of it away. I send Jake the notion of Wednesdays and Thursdays soon after school and then I dismiss the message while reaching for my French textbook.


Chapter 2: Wednesday Already

PAIGE’S VIEW

As the three of us enter the school, Carmen and Robbie are arguing as usual. They don't really hang together until they're both with me, so hopefully they don't spend too much time together despite my best efforts to persuade them to get along. The stupid part is that they dispute over lunch and act like there is a third world war! I elbow them in the belly when other kids start watching once we are inside the building.

"You're free to leave now." I tell them, "I have to stop at the office, so I'll see you guys later." I withdraw from their insanity. To grab things for later, I must stop by the office. Later, during Jake's tutoring session, I won't be able to tell whether I'm terrified, anxious, or anything else. Since Jake last spoke to me, much alone gave me a glance, it will undoubtedly be a novel experience. That was in middle school. He was really courteous to me and put in the same amount of effort as I did when we had to collaborate on a scientific assignment. I'm unsure of what changed. Puberty. That is what took place. He was still Jake Lincoln, the attractive athlete, in middle school. However, in the year between eighth and ninth school, he had his first signs of puberty. His reputation as a player or manwhore, as I like to call it, didn't start until his sophomore year. Third quarter of our junior year has come and gone, and he just keeps going.  I'm not sure how or why I know all of this. Carmen must be the source. I'm one of the few females here that can be irresponsible, not because I have feelings for him.  I see him for the manwhore that he is.

After receiving everything from Mr. Wilson, I return everything to my locker before leaving for French class. Although I detest taking foreign language in the first period, there are benefits. Mrs. Jack, whose last name is pronounced shjock, knows we're not yet ready to master such difficult material, so she moves slowly and records the lessons so we may refer to them later. Everyone in the room quiets down and listens to the beginning of the lecture as soon as the first bell, which signals that class is ready, rings. After the class, she distributes the assignment, and I start working. I detest doing homework, and because I usually do it in class or at study halls, I often have none. When the bell for second period rings, I switch to second period and walk to my locker to store my French book and get my water bottle for speaking.  Even though I don't feel worried or anything, I find that I need a lot of water in this session. I suppose it helps me stay focused if I'm hydrated. But listening to the remarks of my other classmates wears me out. Although I'm not interested in public speaking, I thought I should take the course since it would get me a college credit.

As the day goes on, my anticipation for the tutoring session becomes stronger. I suppose that I worry. I almost get out of my chair in study hall during my seventh period. I was totally lost in thinking. I see the locker next to me is already unlocked and loaded down with items as I rush to get my history book. However, based on appearances, it is not a youngster. I look around for a while, attempting to see a name anywhere.

A guy says, "Can I help you?" as I turn with my cheeks becoming pink. Wow, Paige got off to a wonderful start. Jake here. As the pink disappears, I become white.  He turns to me and says, "You knew here or something?" in the manner of his sort. I brush off what just transpired and close my locker before turning to face it.

"No. I've been here before, Jake. We've attended the same schools since middle school, I say, adding, "Paige. Easton." I tell him, and he shakes his head as if nothing has changed. I don't care right now since I'm running late for class.  I leave fuming with rage at the new locker arrangement. Why did they relocate his locker? That's stupid! Connie, why did you have to move? A minute late, I slide into my seat, and Mr. Parker doesn't correct me. I've never been late before, so I appreciate his being understanding about this. Class moves by much too quickly, so when the bell sounds, I take my time getting ready. Perhaps he didn't get my email, which is why he didn't even recognise my name. But he may not arrive if he didn't get my email.

I instructed Jake to meet you at the library, so hello. As he hands me over so many documents for him, Mr. Parker adds.

"You said that Paige and everything?" I inquire while picking at my forehead, and he gives me an odd look. Well, in the hallway, we kind of ran into each other. He doesn't know who I am.

Well, no, I didn't really bring you up. I just reminded him to show up. We both groan as we leave his room together. Say, "How about super?" As I begin to go towards the library, he asks. "At the dinner, on me." Adds he.

If you're purchasing. I wave and grin. I feel horrible for him since we often have great moments together. He hasn't really been able to go out and meet people since school is such a busy thing. He has friends, but as far as I can tell, he is single. But I have no right to speak here; this is his life. But because he's a buddy of Pat's, it's not strange for me to go out with him. Not as a date, outing, or anything else, but as friends. We are close. I can still clearly recall our first encounter. I had a crush on most of Pat's pals back in middle school, so it would have been back then as well. Only Jason and Austin, a.k.a. Mr. Parker, come to me as people I have ever actually liked. Ky and David, though, I do recall, were fine. But it's been a while since I've seen or heard anything about Jason.  I last heard about his being plucked out of college and moved someplace better, if I recall correctly. I assume he was from a wealthy family. Jason was also my first kiss, and I can still clearly recall that evening. I nearly walked into the library entrance, which alerted me that I needed to change the topic in my thoughts.

I sit down and prepare everything. While waiting, I check my phone and send Robbie a message informing him that I will have to cancel the movie marathon for tonight. Even though I don't frequently go out with Mr. Parker, I have to say yes when he does. When not teaching, he is a lot of fun. He still enjoys going out, but since becoming a teacher, he has toned it down somewhat.

"I'm sorry for the delay... I needed to get some food for Paige. Jake arrives 15 minutes late. He appears to recall who I was an hour and a half ago.  "You're going to be my tutor?" He chuckles as he takes a fry out of his meal to-go container.

Why is that humorous? I recline and tuck my phone into the front pocket of my pants. He was surprised to learn that I was his instructor, I can tell. But he's attempting to play games with me. He has me on his list of women to abuse. I'm not sure where I stand on his statistics, however.

You look hot. He declares categorically, "Hot girls aren't smart." Leaning forward, he continues to observe me.

That is an awful stereotype. I snort as I flip open the history book. I transfer the book across to him and flip to the chapter 5 part he has to read. He continues to eat his fries while keeping an eye on me. "What?" I inquire because I dislike the whole starring thing.

"Are you really my tutor?" she asked. Do you have a guy to be with or anything because I absolutely doubt it. His eyes narrow as he asks. Is he attempting to entice me in any way? I'm not sure, but it's not functioning. Actually, it's making me angry. He arrives late and refuses to begin his task.

"No, not the boyfriend." I confess, and he chuckles. "Please read the following. Yes, I have plans. I recline and take out my phone once again. I launch the Kindle app.

"With a guy?" you ask. He never stops questioning me. I kick him beneath the table because I'm already sick of him. She is also feisty. I squint and take my headphones out of my bookbag. When I glance up at him a few minutes later, he is staring down at the history book. He is having trouble concentrating, and when I observe him, I can tell that. However, he is not nervous, thus neither ADD nor ADHD apply. I don't get this. He sighs and moves the book a little bit.

"Are you just not paying attention enough or not getting it?" I murmur as he takes a few more fries. "Do you need me to read it to you?" I make jokes. His forehead is rubbed. "Do you have some kind of reading disorder or something?" I inquire, unsure of what is happening.

No, I just dislike history. He says with a grin, "How about we just blow this off and go swimming or something." He activates his smoulder.

"Are you sure skipping is a good idea?" I inquire, showing him that I had seen his two documents by bringing them out. I see that he has a sad expression on his face.  In addition, I wouldn't skip with you if I did.  I say.  complete you want me to read it to you or are you going to complete the task now? He is silent while he considers my query.

"Can you turn on some music or something? I detest reading silently. He asks while re-engaging the text. I enthusiastically nod as I take out my headphones and start my music. After that, he reads for the next thirty minutes, which fly by. Then, while guiding him through the worksheet, I do not provide him with the answers. Well, it was simpler than I anticipated. He grins at me and says, "I was just going to toss it away. I get out of the chair and walk over to aid by getting closer to him.

"If you actually read it," she said. As I collect my belongings, I groan. Okay, will that be the same time next week? Is that acceptable? I declare as I sling my backpack over my chest.

What about giving me your phone number?" He grins and starts to smoulder once again. "That way, I can contact you whenever I want." I roll my eyes because I anticipate becoming his next booty call when he does.

"No, I think you should have my email." He takes a breath when I say it bluntly.

"Come on, now. You are aware that I desire it. He adds as he moves in my direction towards the door.

I'm not Jake. You hardly need to have my email. As soon as the door opens, I tell him.  A "Mr. Parker." I say hello to him.

Hey guys, how was it? He looks from Jake to me and then asks. It wasn't wonderful, but it wasn't terrible either, I shrug.  "You completed the assignment for today though?" When he asks, Jake gives it to him.  He remarks, "Paige didn't just give you the answers, did she?"

"No... But I begged her to." I nod as he sighs. Naturally, I said "no,"

"Well, good." We're all gathered outside the library now, he continues. "Same time next week." He says to Jake, who nods and waves to us both.  "How really did it go?" As we gently follow him, he asks.

Honestly, it's not that bad, I grant. "At first, it included the fact that he arrived fifteen minutes late." We go towards my vehicle as I groan. I throw my belongings in the back. I inquire "what time are we going to the dinner?"

"I don't really care. I have no grading to finish up tonight, so whenever. When he responds, he casts a glance across to the track where the ladies are practising. I give him another gut-punch, and he coughs and looks away while clearing his throat.

He grins a little as I respond, "I saw that."

Simply seeing how the squad seems, that's all. He chuckles.

"Yeah, good. As I sit in the driver's seat, I smile. We are both aware of your decision to work at a high school. I guffaw at him. I often make fun of the fact that he is just here to look at women while I am with him.

I requested that you not speak about it. I chuckle along with him. After bidding each other farewell, I make my way to the dorm. I return immediately to my room, unload my belongings, and slump into my bed. I'm a bit stressed after the tutoring session, and it's just going to get worse or easier. It feels good to unwind. Of course, I hope the latter. I switch on the TV and flit through the stations while I wait to hear from Mr. Parker.


Chapter 3: Trouble

JAKE’S VIEW

I'm driving when I see Paige and Mr. Parker in the rearview mirror. They certainly do know one other since they seem to be familiar with one another. I might be mistaken, but it doesn't seem to be flirting. Being involved in any teacher-student relationship drama is the last thing I need. I'll have to bump Paige up on my list even though that simply makes things harder. We'll be completely familiar with one another by next Wednesday. I grin as I leave the parking lot because I have to take a shower and get ready for tonight. Tonight, Wyatt and I are throwing a party at my dorm.  After parking, I enter and see all the garbage that has already been placed up. This school makes me chuckle since they are aware that we have parties yet do nothing to stop it. They are also aware of what occurs during the gatherings, yet they do nothing. meaning alcohol use and maybe drug use, but I couldn't be certain about that. I don't do drugs, I'm concerned about my sports, and working with my father in our family business seems to have a lot of promise for the future. Even while I'm not 100% certain, I believe the corporation deals in electronics, maybe including electricity and appliances.

I call Logan when everything is put up. He provides the wine and oversees the meal as manager. The supper does indeed include booze. Teachers are welcome there, and customers may visit it like they would any other restaurant. It's strange. I wait for a response and stand up. I can't possibly have a party with the beverages! I arrive at the dinner after driving there and approach Logan, who is now behind the bar, directly. He claimed to have everything ready when I came here earlier for supper.

"Jake." He smiles and slides a document my way. I glance at it and see the price for the beverages; without giving it any thought, I tuck it in my back pocket.

Is it now ready? I inquire while checking to see whether there are any powerful supervisors there. I still have to exercise caution. I see Paige, and she's not alone herself. Mister Parker?  They may be together, but it would be against school policy. So they wouldn't be out in the open about it for everyone to see if they were together. I said, "Hey, Logan." I say, grabbing his interest. I turn to face them and ask, "Do they come often?"

They gather here once per month. He apparently knows Paige's elder brother since they are pals. After asking, he asks me a question.

"No reason, just wondering." I grin, and he laughs. I enquire, "What?"

"Yeah, guy, it won't happen. You won't even get her phone number from her.  Even though the counter seems clean to me, he responds by washing it down.

I previously inquired, so I am aware of that. Admit it. The question "Boyfriend or anything?" 

Not that I'm aware of. Perhaps that Robbie baseball player with the red hair. They often visit, and they are extremely amiable about the school.  We both turn to face the two conversing across from us while entirely oblivious to us, he adds. She is attractive, though, with long brown hair and a normal height for a female. Smart, of course. However, upon closer inspection, I can see that she has lovely curves and is not anorexic thin.  She is advanced on my list in my head.  Then something strange occurs. She raises her head and notices me. She rolls her eyes and looks back at Mr. Parker as I wave a grin.

"Yes, she will be difficult." Logan simply chuckles more as I groan. After settling everything with the beverages, we bid each other farewell till later. As I return, I take care of the beverages and announce the celebration to the guests. I sit down next to Wyatt on the sofa and wait after sending a bulk text to all the contacts on my phone.

Now that the party is in full swing, I feel awful for the caretaker who will have to clean up the mess. To get to Jell, I pass via the kitchen.With my gun in hand, I search for a target. One that I notice is dancing in a group with her buddies and has black hair. I continue to observe her for a little while longer while I assess my level of curiosity. A blonde and a couple of brunettes can be seen around her. Due to the lighting and dancing, I can't really see her face very clearly. She stops in the ideal place so that I can view her face. I breathed out, relieved that she was okay. All of the gals tonight so far appear to be just fine. Nothing very intriguing. They are being compared to Paige, which is a really horrible thing.  She grins and moves in my direction, but she isn't looking at me as I continue to observe her. I glance over and slide down the wall while taking both bullets.  Paige is here! I remain there and listen to the two of them speak as they eventually make eye contact.

Paige is asked by the girls, "How was Austin?"

A "Mr. Parker." And Fine," she responds. How's the celebration going? Looking out into the throng, she asks. I quickly scan the area to see whether she came here with anybody in particular.

"Fun as always. It's Jake and Wyatt, they made sure everything was ready including a dish of condoms!"  She chuckles.

"I don't have a doubt about it!" Paige chuckles. So, have the hosts seen any of the females tonight? When she inquires, a man approaches them and offers them both drinks. They acknowledge them and accept the paper he delivers. The girl receives it from Paige.

I haven't watched one of them yet, so I don't know. She unfolds the newspaper. Paige, you know you don't want this. He was adorable. She extends the offer.

She isn't dumb, Carmen, she doesn't require any number from a person who just offered her a drink. A second man joins them. Robbie is the only one I am aware of. He and I do play baseball. Hello, Paige. They embrace as he grinned at her. No boyfriend, he's friendzoned, I grin.

I leave because I'm bored and don't want to be caught. I turn around and go back into the kitchen in search of another beverage. When I run into Anne, she is either acting intoxicated towards me or is genuinely intoxicated. I yank her away from me since I don't want to interact with her in any way. her may be the sexiest and most accessible female at the school, but Wyatt and her are no longer together. Even though neither of them truly felt anything for the other; it was more of a mutually beneficial arrangement, they continued to tell others they were dating. Wyatt surprises me since he has recently been improving. I believe he is insane for really attempting to find a girlfriend. She has returned to me however after he and Anne broke things up. Sadly, she has me at the top of the list.

We run out of drinks later, so I stay around and see what gals are still there as others start to go. I observe Carmen Paige's buddy chatting to Wyatt. I roll my eyes and go outside to get some fresh air. None this evening. Even though there was a party, I was unable to locate anybody. Three weeks without anybody is a long time. If I hadn't been acting strange and also thinking about Paige, I'm certain that I would have met someone tonight. Speaking of Paige, I saw her crossed-armed and resting against a tree. She is a tad tipsy as I approach her from below. Perhaps I can induce her.

Hey, what are you doing by yourself here? I inquire while also resting on the tree. She gives me an unrecognizably blank stare. I give her a moment to consider it while seeing how her eyes assess me. I find it funny yet unsettling. Girls never need to look at me before swooning; they simply take one look, but not at her.

"Jake." Without slurring or anything, she speaks. Possibly not drunk, is she? "No girl here tonight?" I'm still unsure about her grin.

Only if you refuse, hmm. She only rolls her eyes once again as I grin at her. She then shuts them before resting her head on the tree.

"Nope!" She pops the P while still keeping her eyes closed and grinning. You're not my type, in any case. She continues by glancing back.

"Are you waiting for anyone?" I inquire while continuing to prod her.

"Yes." As she responds, she reaches up and takes a leaf off the tree. Without saying anything further, she rips it apart.

Well, you certainly are something different. Her cheeks get rosy as soon as I tell her.

What does it imply, exactly? She turns to face me, amused but not laughing. I giggle as I see how the alcohol she did take decreased her degree of inhibition.

"You're not swooning when you see me," I said. She scoffs as I say, staring down at her, and pushes herself away from the tree.

"There's no reason to swoon because I'm not interested at all," she said. She tells me, and I give her a shocked expression. She only nods. Oh, there's Robbie, I see. I'll see you on Wednesday. I watch her relax as she leaves and leaves. I tighten her up. She was alarmed. So she has some influence on me. So, Paige, you may expect to see me before next Wednesday.


Chapter 4: Breaking Status Quo

PAIGE’S VIEW

I regret staying at the party for as long as I did as I pull my hair back into a bun. I didn't drink as much as I did the last time, therefore my head isn't as awful. I recall everything that happened, including Jake's attempts to get me to accompany him. What an idiot. He just wants sex with chicks. I get my school supplies and go out the door when I see Robbie standing there.

"I can drive myself, you know." He shrugs and puts the vehicle into drive as I get into the passenger seat.  "Thank you, though." I continue as I give him a piece of gum.

"Awwww, thanks Paige!" Taking it, he begins obnoxiously slapping it. I can't help but giggle as he parks. We stroll towards the school while chatting about Carmen's fate. I know it's horrible of me, but sometimes, she truly irritates me. She is aware of how Wyatt can be, yet she still accompanied him. I'm not going to be there to help her pull herself together either; instead, I'll tell her that she should not have done anything since she knew what was going to happen. 

You received emails about a component yet? I enquire as I enter the theatre. Since drama is before school, we must arrive early. He takes out a deck of cards as we occupy the two middle positions in the front row. 

"I haven't, no. Want to play? I nod as he asks. I ponder why he travels with a random pack of cards while he shuffling the deck.  We continue to talk about our courses and our plans for spring break, which will be here not next week but the week after that. How will I spend the tutoring session? I won't be here, and he probably won't either, am I right? Why am I considering it right now? Particularly if all he intends to do is flirt with me and attempt to get me into his bed, I don't even want to finish next week's lesson right now. "Paige, now it's your turn."

Oh, I'm sorry. I reply, turning to glance at my deck of cards once again.  "Are there any fives left?" We are playing Go Fish, I confirm.

"Nope." He grinned, saying that I am not as skilled at this game as he is. The deck, or whatever it is called, I believe he set.  When Mrs. Oliver enters, she gives each person the music notation for a chorus song from the play. Other than chorus members and Pegasus, she hasn't yet chosen any significant roles. The horse that never speaks but really plays a significant role in the narrative. She instructs everyone to get ready as she plays her piano while sitting down. The entrance of the auditorium swings wide as she begins playing a vocal warm-up for us to use.

Oh my, Mr. Lincoln I was wondering if you would arrive. It's wonderful to have you join the theatre club. Jake is greeted by Mrs. Oliver as he stands at the doorway, seeming a little depressed. Why is he in this place? He cannot be acting in drama at this time. the reason why? What's up, art class or maybe the shop?

As he moves through the rows of seats, he remarks, "Ahh yeah, I kinda have to be here now that I'm in the club." The females in the room break out in laughter and begin to whisper. I lean my arms on the piano, eager to finish class.  Georgia is guiding Jake towards the piano right now and is exchanging sheet music with him, so Robbie leans against me and nudges me while I'm staring at her.

It's "so much for a good musical." He shakes his head as I speak to him.

He will be put in his place by Mrs. Oliver. He responds, turning to face him once again. I'm aware that Robbie detests Jake as well, and I understand why. Last year, Robbie had a brief relationship with a woman with whom he spoke and went on a few dates. The next thing Robbie knew, Jake had taken the woman for one of his one-night stands. Mrs. Oliver won't put up with his nonsense, I nod. Mark's antics are so intolerable to her that she only keeps him around for his acting and singing abilities. He is one of those individuals who excels at both being serious and humorous. Like he can maintain a deadpan expression when the audience is laughing uncontrollably at a joke that has just been told. He is decent.

"Oh Paige, hi!" When Jake speaks, I turn to face him. He is waving and grinning at me. Despite his innocence, I can see what he's attempting to do. How is God doing? This isn't how things should be at all! He is expected to play sports like a jerk and a jock. Not even the drama man! It is necessary to maintain the status quo; this is not High School Musical! Furthermore, won't this damage his reputation?  I don't even respond to him; I merely wave my hand in a brief motion.  I stare down at the sheet music I'm holding while also staring up at Robbie.

"Enough already, I'm tired of talking!" Everyone is quieted by Mrs. Oliver. "Okay, let's begin the scales, please." We all start singing as she plays the piano. I maintain my focus on the piano while feeling Jake's and Robbie's glances at the sides of my face. As the lesson dragged on, we began to concentrate on the musical's real tunes. I settle into the stares from Jake. However, Robbie is acting strangely for some reason, and I'm not pleased about it. What does he believe is occurring? Mrs. Oliver instructs us to take a five-minute break once we have finished singing the song before continuing. I nudge Robbie aside and confront him with the situation.

"What's the matter?" I inquire, rotating us away from Jake. I'm really starting to hate that man.

"I'm not having any issues." He says without glancing my way.

"Oh, really?" Crossing my arms, I say. "Well, keep your jealous nature, or whatever it is, to yourself, Mr. All Jake is doing is attempting to annoy me. You can be sure I wouldn't pursue him.

"Paige, you don't go for anyone." I nod as he reminds me. True to what I said!  What even prompted him to speak with you? He queries.

Oh, he saw me at his party last night, I guess. I advise against mentioning the tutoring classes. I was meant to serve as his nighttime girlfriend. I refused. He probably chose to pursue me as a result, in my opinion. He shakes his head as I explain.

"Oh my Paigey, she has such a strong will!" He encircles my shoulders with his arm.  As I exit the situation, I laugh. "Don't let him get to you Paige, he isn't a good guy," I said, "even though I really am proud of you." He issues a warning.

"Yes, I am aware. I appreciate you looking out for me. I say, and we exchange a brief handshake. We rehearse the song after being called back in. When we're done, the bell sounds, and I wave goodbye to Robbie before going to my locker. I put down the objects I'm grabbing for French class.

Okay, I guess I came over the wrong way to you. Jake declares as he unlocks his locker. I cocked an eye, wondering whether this was the future. Him experimenting with his many techniques. I just leave, locking my locker since there is no way I will be held accountable for anything.  Hold on, hold on. After saying that, he moves closer to me.

"Jake, I am aware of all your tiny girl-attracting ploys. You may give up trying because I won't go for it. I remark as I open the French room's door.

"Paige." I shudder when he puts his hand on my shoulder, he claims. His hand feels heated, a sweaty, tense warm. Jake Lincoln frightened? I turn to see what he wants and find him with a little grin on his face and sweet but intense looking eyes.

"No, not even that look will get me," the speaker said. As I say this, I yank my shoulder out of his grasp. I take a seat and flip up my book without turning around to glance back. That was clearly his last-ditch effort, so I can't believe he attempted it on me. Carmen at least claimed that. I am not sure why I can recall. But I do recall Carmen saying that when he gives a female a certain look, she simply falls into his arms. I give it another thought. It was so adorable. It seemed to be a regular boy's bashful smile rather than his haughty playing grin. It looked excellent on him.

****

When everyone is summoned to the auditorium for an assembly, Mr. Parker is still in the midst of his lecture. Mr. Parker rolls his eyes as I watch; it always interrupts his lesson. Since we're the clever students and the only ones with an actual significant class other than this one is in eighth period, the principal decided it was alright for us to skip it. We all go as instructed to the auditorium, where we will also be the final group to arrive. Since Mr. Parker's room is the farthest away, I keep the door open for everyone. Then I go inside by myself and look to find Jake standing there. He approaches my side without saying anything as I go by.

I sit down and check to see if there is space next to me since he could get up and move so he can sit by me otherwise. He and I both have our heads straight. How is he acting?  I glance around to check if anybody else is watching, but nobody that I am aware of is.

"Don't worry, nobody is watching us." I take another glance forward as he murmurs. Oh my God! Find a catchy phrase to use, Paige; you can do it!

"No, I just don't want to be seen with you." I sigh while keeping my composure. I also expressed my feelings, which is a bonus.

"Come on, now. Don't you remember when we collaborated on that assignment in middle school? I turn my head to look at him when he asks. He's grinning as he looks at me. I squint to see what he's trying to say. How on earth would it assist him in any way with his goals?

"I don't believe so," I respond, once again gazing forward. Then Mr. Wilson enters the room and presses a microphone. The assembly then starts.


Chapter 5: The Many Faces

PAIGE’S VIEW

When school is out, the bell sounds, and I rise up, squeezing by Jake without saying a word. When I get to my locker, Robbie is already there and has my locker unlocked. I give him a look of gratitude and dig for my belongings.

"Yes, no issue." When he exhales, what happens next? I tear my locker door away from his grasp as I rise up, flinging my back over my shoulder.  As I leave, he says, "Why were you and Jake sitting together?" He then follows me and keeps up with my speed.  As we go closer to his automobile, I cock my head to the side.

"He waited for me," I said. I say this in good faith. I really don't want to discuss his issue since I don't know what it is, Robbie. I propose to terminate the discussion. When I turn to face the school, Carmen is leaving with Wyatt and Jake. She just attends one of my classes, seventh period study hall, and she wasn't there today, so I haven't actually seen her at all. Both Robbie and I got in the vehicle. 

"Just wondering," I said. He tells me as he starts his vehicle. Do you want to watch a movie marathon tonight? He prods my side and asks. I laugh as I leap as far as I can in the automobile. He is aware of my dislike for such behaviour! "What? What's so hilarious, he wonders, repeating himself.

"I have to urinate!" I chuckle while avoiding his touch. He smiles and shifts into drive. We then depart the parking lot, and after dropping me off at my dorm, we discuss my going to his room so that we can watch frightening movies together. I gather my belongings and go upstairs to the kitchen to restock Fiddle's food and water bowls. I also take a pop tart out of the pantry.  I watch as Fiddle begins to eat while leaning against the counter. He may be overweight, but he seems to be in good health. I suppose he is simply larger. He is fit because he is still able to accomplish all of that and rush about like a whirlwind! 

"So, Paige." When Anne enters, she is filing her nails and says, "I saw Jake and you sat together at the assembly." Looking up at me while wearing artificial lashes, she says. She must have put them on immediately away after school. I put the pop tart down and pondered my next move as I regarded the ground. She would undoubtedly notice since she can never take her eyes off Jake. I turn to face her and wish we were in separate dormitories.  She sees me often and shares a dorm block with me, so I believe that's the only reason she knows my name.

"Jake had a drama-related question." I say, tearing off a piece of my pop tart and enjoying it.

That had best be the end of it. It's bad enough he's in that awful class, she cautions me. She murmurs as she exits the room. I turn my head to gaze at Fiddle, who is watching over Anne after she has departed. I sprint to my room after finishing my pop tart and grab my phone and keys. Since I have nothing better to do, I'll simply go over to Robbie's. I quickly contact him to let him know I'm on my way. I arrive and park the vehicle while grabbing my phone and leaving my keys inside.

I enter and immediately up the stairs to his room. Robbie is now on the third floor of each of the four dorms. Numerous stairs. But since my room is on the third floor as well, it keeps me in shape! I think it through without any issues and knock first as usual, but I get no response. Since iPhones allow this, I check my phone to see whether he has seen the message. Hasn't he? I call his name as I gently open the door. I can hear him running his shower but he doesn't respond. That would explain. I enter the house and rap on the bathroom door. I then go look at his collection of films. He emerges from the loo with a peep, and I wave to let him know I'm there. He waves before returning to his shower.  I choose some Chuck Norris films and Paranormal Activity films. The majority of the films on Robbies' book shelf are spooky films. He also owns the Harry Potter and Star Wars films. He is unique in many ways.

Five minutes later, as the bathroom door opens once again, he emerges with a towel around his lower body. I can see his stomach, chest, and arms when I look at his upper body. Not ugly at all. He is also a form. From the corner of my eye, I see him pick up the garments that are lying on his bed before returning to the bathroom.  He emerges again wearing clothes and tries to dry his hair with his fingers. He settles down on his bed next to me and watches the actions I highlighted. After that, we discuss what to munch on. Whenever we have movie marathons, we always go to the kitchen and store every food item in his room. We decide to go and see what they have even if he is unaware of what they have.  I manage to reach the refrigerator first in our fairly equal dash down to the kitchen.

Robbie gives me the thumbs up as I take the fruit punch from the cabinet. After placing it on the table, I go get two glasses. He then takes out two cartons of the cereal Cookie Crisp. We have our evening munchies, so I take the drink and the two glasses once again and walk upstairs. When we go back to his room, he shuts the blinds before turning off the lights. We then cuddle up beneath his comforter after I hit play.

I reach for the cereal boxes and the juice bottle after seeing six Chucky films. Robbie, who slept off throughout the last movie, hears me say my final words before I go. I've previously spent the night at his dorm, but just on the weekends. We have school on Friday, so it's probably not a smart idea. When I reach the bottom of the stairs, I turn towards the kitchen to dispose of the trash. We consumed a box and a half of cereal in addition to all the liquid. I take my time disassembling the boxes so they would fit more easily into the recycling bin, and I lean against the counter to remove the box tops as well.

"Yeah, dad, I get it," I turn to face the door when I hear Jake's voice in the hopes that he won't see me. Jake and Robbie were both living in the same dormitories, which I completely overlooked. "Mr. Wilson already assigned me a tutor anyway, so there's no need to freak out," I thought. "What a small fucking world." I now listen as he talks again and realise that he is talking about me. having a tutor, at the very least.

"Well, I won't let my kid drop out of school. You and Jace both get straight As at school, as does Jayla. A clearly older man responds, sounding affluent and snobbish. The father of Jake, Mr. Lincoln. He is the proprietor of the business that his relatives manage.

"I've gotten all As, bar one."  I turn around and turn to face the entryway as Jake sighs. If Mr. Parker's class, why does he not have any Bs?

"And that one is a F!" Unhappy, Mr. Lincoln responds. "I expect that grade to be better the next time I come for a visit."  When a door closes, everything is silent. Jake certainly has a chip on his shoulder. I had no idea that his parents, or at least his father, were so... I'm searching for a term like stuck up, maybe.

"Goodbye to you, too, Dad." Jake seems disappointed when I hear him. It's 2:43 in the morning, what type of visit was that? Jake truly needs a higher grade, therefore I feel horrible for him. Jake doesn't seem at all pleased, so I wonder what more was said. The whole evening must have been awful. Why are you still here at this hour? Jake's voice resounds throughout the dining area. I glance up from the box of cereal and observe his stance and demeanour. He is not glancing my way. He is leaning against the wall, staring at the ground and scratching the back of his head.

Watched films with Robbie. I respond by throwing the juice container in the trash. That's all I needed, so I may go now. I say, "Well.. I better get going.." and I go by him.

He says, "Paige," and I turn away as I don my sweatshirt. He replied, "I know you heard what he said." He replies as he turns to face me and looks at me.

I'm not saying anything. He can be confident that I won't talk about what I heard. That's none of my concern; Jake has his own family problems.

I wasn't going there, I said. I just... I want you to know, I truly do appreciate that you taking the time to teach me, the student adds. He raises an eye to mine. I don't know what to think, and I guess I'm blushing. Jake is being morally upright. Not a manwhore jerk. He was with his father and is most likely in trouble right now since he isn't with a female. He genuinely does mean it when he thanks me. I grin gladly to notice that he still has this aspect. I do recall the middle school period when we worked on the assignment.

"Yes, no issue." I grin faintly, and he does too. I enjoy this aspect of you, by the way. It's the half of the assignment we worked on in middle school that I remember.  As I return to the door, I notify him.

To be honest, I wish I wasn't the only one. Before I shut the door, I can hear him. I'm standing on the deck area outside and questioning if I really heard him say it or whether it was just my wishful thinking. Jake's a kind man. Jake is a cute guy. I shake my head because Jake isn't attractive no matter who he is!

JAKE’S VIEW

I watch as she exits the building as Robbie follows close after. Before getting in the vehicle, they briefly converse, and once inside, they continue to do so. Wyatt is busy making out with his new flame, who is evidently more than just a one-night stand. I groan as I turn to face Robbie's automobile. They seem to be having a wonderful time and laughing. Although I was correct that he was in the friendzone, I now believe I was mistaken. He is clearly attempting to overcome it. Why doesn't he simply kiss her, I wonder? I glance aside because I know she won't falter. She is not veering off course because she has a fixed mindset. Other than being anxious around me, which is generally always the case, she hasn't even cracked once. I leave the house and head to my dorm. I have no desire to spend time with Wyatt and Carmen. At the same moment as me, Robbie pulls up, but he is now by himself. Paige must have been dropped off at her residence. He enters immediately away, like he always does. What on earth makes him unique? Why is he her closest companion? I squint my eyes. Jake, who cares! When I enter the dorm, I run into my father. I'm scared about my grade! I'm in for it, thank God!


Chapter 6: Friendzoned

PAIGE’S VIEW

I snooze as I enter the theatre and continue to cuddle up under my blanket. I stayed up all night thinking about a variety of topics, which is why I'm so exhausted. Was he the actual Jake last night or was he simply attempting to speak to me? The play parts are meant to be distributed today. Did I also make up the little comment I overheard him make? I sigh; now is not the time to become involved in the Jake drama. He and I have just met for one tutoring session, so the fact that there is already drama isn't promising. I sit down next to Robbie and apologise for dozing off so quickly.

I shrug and grin, putting my head back. "Nah, it's fine, I was barely awake when I left." All I need right now is a cushion! I wipe my eyes, "Have any parts been given out yet?" The door opens as I blink a few times to let the last of my exhaustion out. Jake is shown to be with Georgia. She has been completely drawn into his whole demeanour. I sit up, furious that everything from last night was a lie. Just a thinking experiment. I did for a little while there as well, but never again.

He steals piece of my blanket and says, "Nothing yet. Are you worried?" I sank my head against his shoulder, feeling foolish and dreading being here. Yes, I'm concerned about the aspect, but right now all I can think about is Jake. As I left the room, I must have imagined what he said.  He enquires, "You really that exhausted?"

I sigh, "No." I'll confess, "Pissed off."

He asks, "About?" and I can feel him getting up. I glance up from his shoulder to realise that he is staring at me.

I reassure him, "Not with you!" and he nods in agreement. Do I say anything? I'm not going to admit that Jake is irritating me. That will raise an increasing number of queries. Jake is escorted to the stage by Georgia, and they take seats in front of Robbie and me. Which is Georgia's way of strutting her stuff right in the centre of the stage. I turn my head and gaze elsewhere. I say, shutting my eyes, "Just... school stuff."

Mrs. Oliver waltzes in like she always does, "All right everyone, quiet down, take a seat, off my stage." holding a number of playbooks in each hand.  Oh my God, I tense up in my chair. Jake is seated next to me after Georgia yanks him into the seat. Mrs. Oliver beams with delight as soon as she steps onto the stage. It is dangerous. She stops, and I lose interest. "All right, everyone, our gospel girls will be Michelle, Jannette, Georgia, Larissa, and Angelique." I regret not obtaining any of them. In an effort to cheer me up, Robbie pats my knee. She repeats, "Francis will play Pain and Greg will play Panic. I recline while everyone applauds. What in the world? We didn't both get the components we sought!  I recline and stop paying attention. I felt I performed well! She stated I performed well; I don't know Robbie, but I am aware of his singing ability. Perhaps she wants him in a role with more singing?  More applause after "Phil will be playing Philoctetes." I become bright crimson as she grins at me and says, "Paige will be playing Megera!" I presume she's joking? Robbie claps and grins next to me. I recline, not at all pleased. The primary female part, I got! No way!

Robbie murmurs, "Aww come on Paige, you know you deserve the part." I don't respond. I don't want it, even if I earn it. Why didn't Georgia take the lead I had, I've never had one before?

Mrs. Olver continues, "Mark will be playing Hades!" as the audience applauds. She exclaims, "Now... drum roll please!" as she prepares to present Herecules. I fear. I must kiss whomever it is, please! I don't want leads since they do all the kissing and other cutesy things, which is why. She pauses for impact before continuing, "Hercules, will be portrayed by. She eventually says, "Robbie Shroeder!" and I start blushing once again. Robbie. Must I kiss Robbie? I applaud for him by joining my hands. We're just pals, so it's going to be uncomfortable beyond belief. No friends should kiss. Then she distributes playbooks and highlighters.  I shake Robbie's knee after seeing that he hasn't spoken anything.
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