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Monson did not sleep much that night. Taris and their midnight encounter seemed from a different time, a different world, but remained at the forefront of his mind. His brain knew that there were other more important, more horrible things to consider, but he did not feel ready. His mind had undergone an emotional root canal; unfortunately, the Novocain seemed to be wearing off.
He attempted to distract himself with TV, reading, news feeds, Facebook, anime—anything that might divert his attention from the thoughts and feelings that threatened to overwhelm him. He was facing a dark and trying time. If he did not find something to occupy his thoughts, he might just go mad.
“It’s not your fault.”
Dawn’s voice tugged at him like a warm, slow-moving current.
Monson spoke aloud, too tired to think to do otherwise. “You don’t know that, Dawn. Something happened on that bridge; something that only I survived. The logical conclusion is that I’m somehow responsible or at least involved.”
Monson felt Dawn’s conviction as he answered. “No, Monson. It’s like Grayson and Marie said. You are the hero of this story. Whatever happened on that bridge I’m sure you did everything in your power to stop it.”
Monson’s voice rose slightly. “You don’t understand, Dawn. I have evil within me. I can feel it in those times of power—”
“All men have evil in them, Monson Grey. That’s what it means to be mortal. It’s to live as a walking contradiction pulled by both the light and the darkness. All mortals have evil, just like all mortals have good, and the ability to choose is what makes men so special.”
The feeling of warmth encircled him. He suddenly felt the full load of his exhaustion. He yawned as he lay on his bed. Dawn continued speaking.
“Be thankful that you have good and evil because it means that you are mortal.”
“You mean human….” Monson fell asleep as the words fell from his lips.
Dawn’s voice sounded heavy. “No…I do not.”
***
He, Monson Grey, almost kissed Taris freakin’ Green.
Monson stood at his mirror a couple of hours later with an entirely new perspective, despite having only caught an hour or so of sleep. He did not know what had happened on Baroty Bridge, but he felt determined to find out. If he was somehow responsible, he would take whatever punishment the law and/or God, if there truly was one, gave him. He left the subject simmering in the back of his head, allowing for a much-needed reprieve.
Not that his head was silent, but now he could count on not sleeping for a whole new reason: Taris.
He considered Taris and her behavior, and attempted to reconcile her extreme shifts in personality. One minute she was high as a kite, floating on air without a care in the world. Next, she was melancholy and forlorn like she had misplaced something near and dear to her heart. There was just no way to understand her opposites. He seriously did not know what to do. A voice echoed in the back of his head; he was happy to realize that it was his own.
You don’t know the real Taris.
Monson nodded his agreement. That was certainly true. He caught glimpses of her now and then, he swore he did, and he wondered what it would take to draw out the real one for an extended period of time.
She’s hiding something.
He knew that also—but what, and why? Would he ever know? He doubted it. With another sigh, he readied himself for the day. He was obsessing and that was certainly not going to help.
Monson showered, taking longer than normal, using the extra time to try to drown his exhaustion in the steaming water. After his shower, he moved to the front room where he retrieved some fruit, a Power Bar, and a bottle of water. He sat eating, drinking and thinking.
It was no use; sitting around was not going to accomplish anything. He needed to get out and about, find something to take his mind off things. It came to him: a workout!
He would go for a morning workout.
Monson changed at top speed, donning a hoody and shorts. He proceeded out of his apartment and went straight to Artorius and Casey’s room. Not surprisingly, they weren’t up.
“What’s up fellas?” Monson popped open their door. “Get up and come spar with me.”
“Grey, is that you?” Casey rubbed the sleep from his eyes. For a glorious instant, Monson considered subjecting Casey to the same airborne treatment that he was so used to doling out, but then thought better of it. Casey was already awake, which caused the prospect to lose some of its luster. It was probably difficult to defend oneself in midair.
“Of course it’s me.” Monson flipped on the lights. “Who else is going to come barging into your room at this hour?”
“What time is it?” Casey groaned as he looked at the clock. “Grey, look at the time. Come back in a couple of hours when you’ve had time to realize how bad a beating you’re going to get for waking me up.”
“You’re one to talk.” Monson started flipping the lights on and off just to spite him. “You’d better hurry and get up or I’m not going to tell you what happened with Taris last night.”
That got his attention.
“You sure know how to make an entrance, Grey.” Artorius entered the room upon hearing Monson and Casey’s commotion. Monson burst into laughter; Artorius was wearing a full-length one-piece set of pjs.
“Arthur?” Monson gave him a quick look up and down. “What in the world are you wearing?”
Artorius glanced downward sharply then looked back up at Monson with a scornful look on his face. Monson and Casey lost it.
“Amazing,” said Monson, holding his stomach. “I think I can die a happy man.”
The laughter went on longer than normal, probably from being so tired and slaphappy. Finally the three boys regained control of themselves, Casey and Artorius changed, and they started out the door.
“Wait.” Monson cut off both Casey and Artorius as they started to speak at same time. He knew exactly what they were going to say so he thought it wise to interrupt them early. He wanted to make sure they were out of the building before he gave any details.
They both gave Monson an exaggeratedly exasperated expression but held their silence. Bokkens in hand, Artorius and Casey grabbed Power Bars from the vending machine on the bottom floor before they started towards The GM and one of the smaller all-purpose rooms where they knew they would not be disturbed.
“OK, Grey.” Artorius looked over his shoulder. “Spill it. You, Taris and your romantic encounter. Details, man. Details!”
Monson smiled at the sense of excitement that was radiating from his two friends. They truly looked like two kids about to run buck wild in a candy store. He wasted no time giving them a blow-by-blow interpretation of the prior evening’s experience, which was met with enthusiastic ahs and ohs the entire time. While he did leave out the details about the light show and Taris’ business (He was not comfortable sharing her story), he told them about the strange history of Coren Valley and about his failed kiss attempt. Of course, they were well aware of the first part. He should have thought of that. But they stared at him, dumbstruck, once the discussion turned to kissing.
Even with the omitted portions of the story, it took Monson a while to tell them exactly what had happened. Casey and Artorius, good friends that they were, probably would have accepted a Cliffs Notes version but Monson decided that a full accounting would not only save him from retelling the whole story later but would also alleviate some of the guilt he felt about holding back some of the more sensitive information. By the time Monson finished his narrative they had arrived at The GM.
“I’m totally serious, dude,” said Casey with another one of those awed expressions as the boys moved quietly through the sets of double doors. “I am totally going to make a movie of your life. The simple melodrama alone would be enough; we’d make millions. You and Taris, a moonlight rendezvous in a glittering cave, a failed kiss; I can see it now. You know the ladies would eat that crap up—”
“And Artorius.” Monson giggled stupidly, passing a furtive look at Artorius, who seemed deep in thought. “We all know how he loves the chick flicks.”
“Who would play me?” asked Artorius, choosing to ignore Monson’s teasing. “I get to choose, that’s the only way I’ll participate.”
Monson and Casey actually stopped midstride at this pronouncement.
“Well,” Artorius’ voice rose defensively, “the person who plays you is critical. What if they got some ugly dude to play me?”
“OK, I’ll bite,” commented Casey, an amused yet resigned tone to his voice. “Why would that be important?”
“I would forever be associated with the guy,” replied Artorius in absolute sincerity. “We can’t have that. I do have an image and reputation, after all.”
Monson decided not to touch that one. It was too easy.
“So who would play you?” Monson doubted he would recognize anyone Artorius named.
“That blond elf guy from Lord of the Rings. I forget his name. The really handsome one. He’s very big nowadays.”
“Arthur, there is NO WAY that Orlando Bloom could play you. He’s like in his mid-thirties and you’re a freaking redhead,” retorted Casey before Monson had the opportunity to ask. “And why would you want him?”
“Because he’s a good actor and he’s handsome.” Artorius looked around regally. “He would best play the man that is Artorius Paine.”
“You mean Arthur Paine,” said Casey, trying to stifle his laughter.
“How many times do I have to tell you? Don’t call me Arthur!”
“Wait.” Monson cut across both of them. “Do you hear that?”
The three boys were standing in a long corridor in the northern portion of the building, near the entrance to the basement. All three of them stood motionless, listening…listening for…music?
“What is that?” asked Casey. His ears perked up as he leaned into Monson.
Monson cocked the eyebrow. “Music, duh?”
“Where do you think it’s coming from?” asked Artorius.
“Let’s go find out.” Monson motioned to the source of the music. Hoping to head off any argument from Artorius, he added, “Relax, we’re allowed to be here, we aren’t breaking any rules—I checked with Brian.”
“Are you sure?” He sounded unconvinced. “I don’t know. This area looks questionable to me.”
“It’ll be fine,” reassured Casey. “What’s the worst that could happen?”
Artorius grimaced. “I hate it when you say that.”
The three of them moved slowly up the hall, navigating the unbelievable amount of clutter in their path. Casey gestured at it in annoyance.
“Where the frick is facility management when you need them?”
As they came closer, echoes of voices radiated, bouncing through the hall. The sounds seemed to be coming from behind a large metal door at the very end of the hall.
A small window at the top of the door was absolutely no help in identifying the source, as a thin layer of dust and grime caked the window, making it impossible to see inside.
“What do you think?” Monson glanced over at Casey and Artorius.
“Let’s just get this over with,” said Artorius.
Casey merely nodded.
The door squeaked as it opened, though any noise was lost in the blast of music that exploded like shrapnel from the room, assaulting the three boys with hot flecks of sound. They entered, hoping not to disturb the occupants. What they saw came as a complete surprise. Monson, Artorius and Casey were now standing in the shadowy outer gallery of an enclosed viewing space. A speaker attached to a wall on their right was blasting music with the word “Studio” lit up right underneath it. To their left, a number of chairs sat outside a large window—this one clean—which provided an unimpeded view of a large dance studio complete with massive mirror. They could not fully see inside, however, as the dull lights that lit the interior of the inner room hardly accomplished their assigned task.
Next to this window was a door below a lighted arrow sign, which pointed up a staircase to a second floor. Judging by what was visible through the window, the stairway likely led to a viewing area that overlooked the dance studio. At the far end of that room were two people who seemed to be warming up for something.
The girl wore a black bandanna partially concealing a cascade of dark hair. She wore a black long-sleeve shirt together with black stretchy booty shorts that emphasized strong, tanned legs. The boy sported a bright red headband and tank top over white warm-up pants. Both were stretching in front of the floor-to-ceiling mirror; the girl sat in a split, gripping her right foot with both hands, while the boy performed a series of leg lifts, throwing his limb into the air to touch his forehead. From where the three boys stood, the dim lighting made it impossible to identify either of the individuals.
The music was starting to die down, the song coming to an end. Noticing this, Monson quickly and silently pointed up the stairs.
Casey and Artorius gave each other a questioning look, but followed as Monson started to climb.
Not wanting to draw attention to themselves, they slowly and carefully moved up the stairs. The landing looking out over the dance floor was not very large, just a small balcony where spectators could watch the practice in comfort. The music restarted with the simple keystrokes of a piano.
“Grey,” said Casey quietly with confusion. “What are we doing here?”
“I don’t know.” Which was perfectly true. “I’m just curious, that’s all.”
“And I see why.” Artorius was transfixed on the two below. “You’re not going to believe this.”
He pointed.
Face still obscured by the lack of light, the girl made her way to the middle of the dance floor, stepping lightly with graceful movements. She took up her first position in the exact center of the floor, breathing deeply with her head bowed. She held this pose for a moment before stepping forward up on her toe. She swayed in concert with the gentle strokes of the piano.
“Huh, a contemporary piece.” Monson watched, his eyes following the girl’s movements.
“What’s that?” whispered Casey.
“It’s a type of dance,” answered Monson, distracted. “Often it tells a story with movement. You’re supposed to feel your way through the movements. Come on, Hollywood man—haven’t you ever heard of Mia Michaels? Big time choreographer—dancer? Nothing?”
Casey raised his eyebrow.
Monson rolled his eyes. “Anyway, the contemporary style is great. There can be really powerful pieces.”
And powerful it was.
Violins joined the piano with tender, sustained tones as slight, fluttering finger gestures flowed out from the dancer to encircle all who watched. Other instruments added richness and complexity, eventually increasing the pace and the tempo of both the music and the dance. The girl flittered, towards the far side of the floor meandering in no certain direction but coming to a stop on the far side of the room. Her body was quickly becoming a whirlwind of action with powerful leaps and acrobatic spins. She moved with all the conviction and freedom of a wild animal; the dance was masterful and inspiring and perfectly attuned to the flow of the music. Suddenly, an abrupt movement called attention to the boy, unnoticed until now. It was understandable. The girl was so captivating that there did not seem to be room for anyone else. Monson’s focus on the boy was brief as the girl was now deepening her movements, making long, sweeping motions with her arms and legs. Frenzied leg kicks accompanied the music as it built to its all-important climax. On the other side of the floor, her partner took up a stance in the same spot the girl had begun her dance, and then remained completely stationary. Attention shifted back to the girl just as she completed a set of delicate turns.
Everything around her seemed to freeze. Monson did not know if she caused it or if it was his reaction to her beauty. He tried to keep his focus.
This girl; it was as if she was abandoning herself and all the freedom she had gained in the violence of her struggle. She was going to throw it all away, but for what? He attempted to figure out the answer; it seemed very significant.
He did not find an answer.
The girl turned on one foot a great distance away from her partner. She ran towards him, and as she neared him, tossed herself into the air, colliding with him just as the music reached its peak. Monson gasped; to him the lines that defined the two dancers as separate people seemed to fade, begetting a wealth of new emotions and possibilities. They melted together as one. The female dancer’s relinquishment of her independence told Monson that he, that boy, was her rock, her foundation, meant not only for support, but for enlightenment. He was everything—her everything.
The three boys held back a breath of anticipation as, for an instant, all seemed well between the two dancers. The two just stood there, the boy cherishing the closeness and the girl hanging on for dear life. Then something caused their emotional connection to falter, and with it, their physical stability.
The boy broke.
He tumbled backwards, falling on his butt and taking her with him. It was then that Monson finally recognized her.
“Cyann?” he breathed to himself. He was at an absolute loss for words.
“Is that who I think it is?” asked Casey, his voice reflecting Monson’s own thoughts. “That couldn’t be the elder Harrison, could it?”
“I think it is.” Artorius strained on tiptoes to get a better look. “I didn’t know she could be that feminine. I’ve never seen anything like that. And coming from Cyann….”
“Hello, is someone there?” said a voice sounding from below.
The three boys ducked as they realized that they’d been talking a lot louder than they’d intended.
“What is it, Cyann?” asked an overly bright and obnoxious voice.
“I thought I heard someone on the balcony.” Cyann’s voice sounded as calm as ever. “Boston, you don’t think someone’s been watching us, do you?”
Casey mouthed, Boston Timberland? No way! He then put his finger in his mouth indicating his desire to vomit.
Boston did not miss a beat. They heard him spin around on the balls of his feet.
“Cyann really, can you blame them?” Monson could actually hear the cocky grin in the boy’s voice. “I mean, who wouldn’t want to watch?”
“Yeah, especially that last part.” Cyann’s tone was noticeably sarcastic.
Boston’s next words, inaudible to the audience on the balcony, sounded breathless. Cyann had that effect on people.
“Shall we take it from the top?” she asked, apparently losing interest in whatever she had heard. “We don’t have much time left and we have a lot of work to do.”
“Cyann, I have to admit that I’m surprised by your artistic spirit.”
Monson and the others peeked over the banister.
Boston stepped closer to her. “This piece is very powerful. I’m impressed.”
“There are a great many things you don’t know about me, Boston,” Cyann replied coolly. “I’m glad that you like it all the same.”
“I don’t doubt that,” said Boston with exaggerated suspense. He took another step closer to her. “I have to admit, I find you intriguing, if a bit implacable.”
“Really?” Cyann’s voice remained even but a bit harder than usual. “And why do you say that?”
“The whole renegade chick thing. Now don’t get me wrong—I’m all for the mysterious when it comes to parties and circus acts.” Boston studied his reflection in the full-length mirror. He adjusted his headband. “But there’s really no need for that to attract people’s attention. Your looks already do that.”
“I’m flattered; I wasn’t aware.” Cyann stood totally stationary. “But whose attention do you think I’m trying to attract?”
“Now, Cyann,” said Boston playfully. “Why ask a question you know the answer to?”
He gave her a suave smile then continued.
“I have to admit, however, that I’m a bit confused at your choice of friends…and boyfriends. I mean, I guess I sort of understand the Diamond; I suppose he is popular and not all that bad-looking, and certain alternatives weren’t available to you at the time. But that freshman brat, the scholarship boy who looks like a walking corpse! Why would you waste your time on someone who is obviously beneath you? A beautiful woman should be with a beautiful man, someone who is worthy of such...grandeur.”
He took a third step towards her, then smoothly placed his hand on the small of her back, drawing her closer to him.
“I’m just glad that you came to your senses. And now that I have taken care of my little…obligation, we don’t need to waste any more time.” His lips slightly puckered, he slowly drew her into him, freeing her hair from the bandanna that held it bound.
Monson attempted to jump over the edge, completely ignoring the fact that it would have been at least a twelve-foot drop. Lucky for him, Casey and Artorius were there to stop him.
“No, Grey!” Casey clung to him, trying to whisper. “You can’t! Besides breaking your leg, do you really want Cyann to know that we were watching? She’d kill us.”
Monson was not listening but rather muttering to himself. “You pompous jumped-up jack—”
Smack!
In one dramatic motion, Casey, Monson and Artorius all flinched as
Cyann’s hand landed squarely across Boston’s cheek, fully, firmly and with total conviction. Boston recoiled from the solid blow.
“Boston,” said Cyann, her voice becoming very quiet. “It would be imprudent to speak of someone who you do not know or try things of that nature with someone like me.”
Boston acted as if a ten-ton truck had plowed through his living room. He was angry, humiliated and shocked, all at the same time. He had not expected this reaction from Cyann; that much was painfully obvious. An awkward silence followed, during which some of the arrogance evaporated from Boston. Cyann simply looked at him.
He cleared his throat. “Umm…yeah…sorry.”
“No harm done.” Cyann turned from him. “And I’m sorry that I slapped you.”
“Can ask you a question?”
Cyann nodded.
“Most of the boys in this school would bend over backwards for just a moment of your time, a kind word, or a simple gesture of acknowledgment. Yet, we see you with him—him and his other bottom-feeding cronies—”
“Dude, Arthur, I think he just called us cronies.”
Monson and Artorius whispered. “Shut up Casey.”
“And still you slap me and do nothing to him? Me? I must know, why do you spend time with that freshman, a freshman of no social standing, wealth, talent or culture? A freshman with absolutely nothing to offer you?”
Cyann ran a hand through her dark hair. “No social standing or wealth? You do know that Monson Grey inherited a one-third share in the Baroty Conglomerate, right?”
Boston’s expression plainly advertised that he did not know that. Not surprising; it was not like Monson walked around with a sign on his back that read “One of the richest people in the world.”
Boston started again. “I knew it had to be something. If he’s got that much money—”
Cyann cut him off. “You just don’t get it, do you?”
“No, I don’t. If it’s not the money, I don’t get it. What could you possibly see in him? OK, I understand that he’s mildly intelligent, but come on Cyann, not a single guy friend in two years. I have watched you, you know. Why now? Why him?”
“Boston…” Cyann spun on the spot, her blue eyes boring into his. “Have you ever had a near-death experience?”
“What?” Boston blanched in discomfort. “No, of course not—I doubt that many people have ever—”
“I have.” Cyann quietly interrupted him. “Over and over again in my dreams. I fall into a place of the purest white where the clouds don’t just cling to the rooftops but are a part of them. At first it seems like Heaven itself has created a special place for my family and me, but then I realize that Heaven is on another cloud—in another dream. What’s left to me, Boston, are the stares of nameless, horribly disfigured people and the echoes of bloodcurdling screams. Because of my dreams, my peace of mind is constantly being tested and my fortitude at times is almost gone. I know no relief and in this, I was always alone…until he came.
“Now you want to know what I see in that boy? I will tell you. I see a boy who could have had everything but fell just a bit short. I see a boy who not nine months ago was almost killed—who almost died, Boston.”
She paused as her voice broke but was almost instantly off again. “Now, I see a boy who despite losing almost everything, his family, his friends, his literal self-image, even his memories…who smiles. Yes, he smiles. Monson Grey maintains a kind and loving demeanor, neither judging nor detesting. He’s overly simplistic in his thoughts and quick to anger, but it’s always accompanied with a sense of love and justice that warms the heart. All this causes me to sit and wonder what he really thinks and feels. What kind of pain does he have that he hides away? I wonder all this because I know the secret horrors that can visit you in the night.”
Cyann’s gaze wandered towards the mirror and her own reflection.“I guess I haven’t really answered your question, have I? You want to know what I see in him. I see a boy…who is really a man. One of the strongest I have ever met.”
“That doesn’t really explain why you all of a sudden stopped spending time with him, or why you started in the first place. Nor does it shed any light on the real reason you’re with the Diamond.” Boston seemed unable to contain himself. “What does everyone see in that brat? So tell me this, if he’s so strong and you admire him so much, why isn’t he here? I would think you would want to share your dance, your artistic vision with someone like him. So answer me, why the sudden change?”
Cyann actually let out a laugh this time. Monson had heard it before and it made him cringe. He felt its cruel, mocking edge.
“Why isn’t he here? You mean besides the obvious?”
Boston held his tongue. It was apparent that he did not know what the “obvious” was.
“Monson probably doesn’t dance, Boston. I couldn’t ask him to help me with this and we all know how rhythmically challenged Damion is. I did what I had to. I had to pick someone I knew could dance and wouldn’t be afraid of me. I would have thought that was plain to see.”
Boston flushed at her words. Obviously, he was picturing something more dramatic. He seemed to wrestle with the implications of her words. Then, narrowing his eyes again, he said, “OK, I’ll give you that, but what about all the other stuff? You haven’t answered any of those questions.”
“I don’t know what it is you’re thinking, Boston, but you’re obviously envisioning something much more mysterious than the truth. We became friends by accident…really it was because my sister thought he was interesting and I wanted to be with her.”
He looked skeptical. She raised her brow in question.
“You don’t believe me? No…I don’t suppose you do, as it’s not the absolute truth and I’ve never been a very good liar.” She studied his face. “I finally decided that it was time to step out. I thought that if he can still smile after everything that’s happened to him, then maybe I should try a little harder. He gave me some advice on how to do this. We aren’t as close as we were because I was asked to leave him alone by someone whose position I have to respect…because I know Monson would do the same.”
“You’re right, you aren’t a very good liar.”
Cyann hesitated for a second while her head twisted upward in a strange gesture. For the first time she looked ruffled. Finally, she answered.
“He’s not here...because he scares me.”
Boston looked like he wanted to ask more but Cyann turned from him. Monson could now see her face for some reason, even though the light hadn’t changed. Perhaps he was trying a bit harder. At that very moment, Cyann looked so much like a girl to him. He did not want to say weak, because that was not the word. It was more like vulnerable or uncertain. He wondered what she was thinking, what she was feeling. He just wondered.
As Cyann and Boston returned to their starting positions for their dance, Monson marveled to himself, utterly confused. What a trip. Seriously, he did not know whether to be happy or sad. Cyann’s words just keep repeating themselves in his head and he did not know what to think about them. It sounded like she cared for him, but was afraid. Afraid? Afraid of what? What could he possibly have done to make her afraid?
He answered his own question with two words.
Baroty Bridge.
Could Cyann know how dangerous he was? Maybe that was it. He shook his head. No, something about that statement missed the mark. Cyann would not want to be around someone like him if she knew what he had done. Then what? What was she scared of? Monson switched gears, focusing on the other revelation. Who had asked Cyann to stay away from him?
Someone whose position she has to respect? What does that even mean? Who, and what position? What do they know to even have asked her to leave me alone?
He looked at Casey and Artorius, their own confusion obvious.
“Your guess is as good as mine.” Casey stared across the room to Cyann, who was beginning her routine. “I’m as confused as you are. She isn’t making any sense at all; well, except the part about Indigo and you—that’s pretty obvious.”
“I just don’t get it!” said Monson, his frustration reflected in his voice. Casey quickly put a finger up to his lips. Monson nodded. After weeks of wondering and trying to reconcile himself to the situation, he finally knew why Cyann was not talking to him, but he was not any closer to understanding.
A particularly loud boom of music interrupted the conversation. The two again completed the entire piece, though the ending was only slightly less shaky. The dance had suffered, as neither Cyann nor Boston were as sharp as before, and their emotional connection was even more tenuous.
The changes made a real difference in the quality of the performance.
Monson was having his own problems. For him, it was like Cyann’s words had stripped away a portion of his consciousness, exposing the raw part of his psyche that he neither comprehended nor wanted to comprehend. He felt like his inner self was suddenly naked, on display for everyone to see.
Was he someone to be feared? Was this your average idiotic high school drama or something more real, more sinister? He had to ask that question in light of all he had experienced recently. He had to at least consider the possibility that Cyann had known about him all along. He watched her closely, noting her every turn, her every contour. He wondered idly if there was anything that could help him understand the conundrum that was Cyann Harrison.
“Monson, are you OK?” whispered Artorius with concern.
“Yeah, I’m fine.”
Before either Casey or Artorius could inquire further, the music ended. Boston spoke up. “Why don’t we call it for this morning?”
“Yeah, OK. Meet me here this afternoon.”
Boston headed to the corner to gather his stuff when—
“Boston?”
“Yes.”
“One more thing….”
“What?”
“It would irritate me a great deal if anyone was to hear about what we talked about. Really irritate me.”
Her voice was as calm as ever but cold. Very cold.
“Don’t worry, Cyann.” Boston bounced on his feet, fully recovered from his bout of humility. “Your secret is safe with me.”
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