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Chapter One
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Arthur hated moving.

Not in the dramatic, throw-your-hands-in-the-air way some people hated moving.

No.

Arthur hated moving in the quiet, deeply personal way of a man who labeled boxes by both category and emotional urgency and still somehow ended up carrying an air fryer down three flights of stairs while questioning every decision that had led him to this exact moment in life.

Again.

The box shifted dangerously in his arms.

He adjusted his grip.

Immediately regretted it.

The cardboard groaned.

“Oh no,” Arthur whispered.

The bottom gave out.

The air fryer hit the sidewalk with a horrifying clatter.

Silence.

Arthur stood frozen in the middle of the apartment complex parking lot, staring down at the wreckage of what had once been his attempt at adulthood.

“...okay,” he said quietly to himself. “That feels symbolic.”

A car door slammed somewhere nearby.

Arthur crouched immediately, trying to salvage dignity and appliance pieces at the same time.

A shadow fell over him.

“You know,” a dry voice said above him, “most people bring luggage.”

Arthur startled hard enough to nearly drop the power cord.

He looked up.

Tall.

Dark clothes.

Sharp features.

Tired eyes.

Unfairly attractive in the kind of way that suggested this man had never once struggled to open a jar in his life.

He held a toolbox in one hand like he’d walked directly out of a hardware commercial designed to intimidate weaker men.

Arthur blinked.

“Oh,” he said intelligently.

The man looked between Arthur and the shattered appliance.

“...bad day?” he asked.

Arthur let out a short laugh that sounded suspiciously close to panic.

“Potentially a bad year.”

The man’s mouth twitched slightly.

Not quite a smile.

But close enough that Arthur suddenly became aware of how disheveled he looked.

Sweaty.

Stressed.

Holding half an air fryer like it had personally betrayed him.

Good first impression.

Excellent work.

“I just moved in,” Arthur added quickly, because apparently explaining himself to strangers was his personality now.

“That obvious?”

“You’re blocking three parking spaces.”

Arthur looked behind him.

Boxes.

Everywhere.

One had tipped over.

A bag of instant noodles rolled dramatically across the pavement like it was fleeing responsibility.

“Oh my gosh.”

Arthur hurried to grab it and immediately bumped into another box.

The top burst open.

Its contents spilled across the sidewalk.

Sticky notes.

Pens.

Folders.

An aggressively organized planner.

Three stress balls.

And—

Oh no.

Arthur lunged too late.

A book slid directly toward the stranger’s boots.

HOW TO STOP APOLOGIZING FOR EXISTING

Arthur stopped breathing.

The man bent down first.

Picked it up.

Looked at the title.

Looked at Arthur.

Long pause.

Arthur considered throwing himself into traffic.

“It’s not—”

He stopped.

Because there was no possible sentence that could save him.

The man held the book out.

“You should probably keep this,” he said.

Arthur accepted it with the dignity of someone actively losing a fight against life.

“Thanks.”

Another pause.

The man glanced toward the apartment building.

“You’re in 2B?”

Arthur blinked.

“Yeah.”

“That apartment floods if you run the shower too long.”

Arthur froze.

“...what?”

“And the kitchen cabinet sticks.”

Pause.

“The window lock jams when it’s hot.”

Arthur stared.

“Why do you know all that?”

The man adjusted the toolbox in his hand.

“Because I live next door.”

Oh.

Oh no.

Arthur had already embarrassed himself in front of the attractive neighbor.

Fantastic.

“That’s... great,” Arthur said weakly.

“It’s really not.”

Before Arthur could figure out whether that was sarcasm or emotional damage, another familiar voice echoed through the courtyard.

“Arthur!”

Arthur turned just in time to see Oliver hurrying toward him carrying iced coffee and the kind of expression usually reserved for witnessing mild disasters.

Which, honestly, felt fair.

Oliver slowed when he spotted the scene.

The broken appliance.

The exploded boxes.

Arthur kneeling on concrete with a self-help book about apologizing.

The intimidating neighbor.

“...you’ve been here ten minutes,” Oliver said.

Arthur pointed accusingly at the air fryer.

“It started.”

Oliver sighed like this was somehow expected.

“Okay. First rule of the complex,” he said, setting the coffee down. “You’re not allowed to emotionally spiral before unpacking.”

“That feels unfair.”

“It’s survival.”

The man beside them shifted slightly.

Oliver finally noticed him.

“Oh. Hey.”

Something about Oliver’s expression changed.

Recognition.

Not surprise.

Recognition.

“You met Sebastian,” Oliver said casually.

Arthur blinked.

Sebastian.

Of course the intimidatingly attractive neighbor had a name like Sebastian.

Something polished and intimidating.

Not something approachable like Steve.

Sebastian gave a small nod.

“Briefly.”

Arthur wanted to disappear.

Oliver looked between them once.

Then smiled.

Too knowingly.

Arthur didn’t like that expression.

Not even a little.

“Well,” Oliver said brightly, clapping his hands together. “Good news.”

Arthur braced himself.

“Nate’s bringing help.”

Arthur frowned.

“What help?”

Right on cue—

A voice drifted across the courtyard.

“Arthur, why do you own three air fryers?”

Arthur closed his eyes.

“No one understands the system.”

Nate rounded the corner carrying two suspiciously heavy boxes like they weighed absolutely nothing.

Tall.

Relaxed.

Effortlessly calm.

The kind of person who somehow made lifting furniture look therapeutic.

Beside him walked Mrs. Delgado from downstairs holding what appeared to be lemonade and unsolicited opinions.

She stopped.

Looked Arthur up and down.

Looked at Sebastian.

Then back to Arthur.

“You’re gay,” she announced.

Arthur choked.

“I just moved in.”

“Mm-hmm.”

She pointed toward Sebastian.

“That one’s emotionally unavailable.”

Sebastian sighed.

Oliver burst into laughter.

Nate looked completely unsurprised.

Arthur looked toward the parking lot, briefly wondering if he could still leave.

Unfortunately—

This suddenly felt a little too much like home already.
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Chapter Two
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Arthur woke up ten minutes before his alarm to the sound of dripping water.

He stared at the ceiling.

Listened.

Drip.

Drip.

Drip.

Slow.

Steady.

Threatening.

“...no,” he whispered.

He sat up.

The apartment was still unfamiliar in the strange way new places always were — too quiet in the wrong moments, too loud in the weird ones. Oliver had not been exaggerating about the quirks.

The shower squeaked.

The floor near the bathroom creaked like it had secrets.

And apparently...

Something was leaking.

Arthur climbed out of bed and shuffled toward the kitchen in mismatched socks.

Drip.

He looked up.

The cabinet over the sink.

Water.

A single drop landed directly onto the counter.

Arthur blinked slowly.

Then another.

“Oh, come on.”

He opened the cabinet.

Immediately regretted it.

A stack of cups tipped forward.

Arthur caught one.

Missed another.

A mug hit the counter.

Coffee grounds exploded somehow despite not containing coffee.

Arthur stood in stunned silence.

One of Oliver’s leftover mugs rolled dramatically across the counter.

Crying but Professionally

Arthur pointed at it accusingly.

“You knew.”

His phone buzzed.

A message from Oliver.

Oliver:
Morning! Did apartment survive night one?
Arthur stared at the leak.

At the exploded cabinet.

At the emotional support mug.

Then typed:

Arthur:
Define survive.
The typing bubble appeared instantly.

Oliver:
Oh no.
Another message.

Oliver:
Do NOT try fixing anything yourself.
Arthur glanced toward the leak.

Paused.

Then looked toward the tiny toolkit he absolutely already had open on the counter.

Too late.

—
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Twenty minutes later, Arthur stood on a chair attempting what he confidently referred to as “basic maintenance.”

Which was optimistic.

At best.

The cabinet door hung awkwardly open.

The wrench slipped in his hand.

Water sprayed directly into his face.

Arthur yelped.

The chair wobbled.

“Oh—”

Strong hands caught the chair before disaster fully committed.

“You know,” a familiar dry voice said, “most people call maintenance.”

Arthur froze.

Slowly turned.

Sebastian.

Standing in his kitchen.

Looking entirely too awake for eight in the morning.

Arthur blinked.

“...how did you get in here?”

Sebastian held up a key.

“You left yours in the door.”

Pause.

“You also left your front door open.”

Arthur stared.

“Oh my gosh.”

“You’re bad at this.”

Arthur climbed down carefully.

“In my defense,” he said, wringing water out of his sleeve, “the apartment attacked first.”

Sebastian looked toward the cabinet.

Toward the wrench.

Toward the growing puddle.

“...you fought back poorly.”

Arthur frowned.

“You’re surprisingly mean for someone helping.”

“I haven’t decided if I’m helping yet.”

But he was already rolling up his sleeves.

Arthur noticed that.

Tried not to notice that.

Failed.

Spectacularly.

Sebastian stepped closer to the sink.

“Move.”

Arthur immediately moved.

Because apparently that tone activated something deeply obedient in him.

Sebastian crouched under the sink, inspecting pipes with the kind of focused competence Arthur found deeply unfair.

“How long has it been leaking?”

“Approximately since my life lost structure.”

Sebastian glanced up.

Long pause.

“You talk weird when stressed.”

Arthur folded his arms.

“You’ve known me for twelve hours.”

“Twelve loud hours.”

Rude.

Accurate.

But rude.

Arthur leaned against the counter while Sebastian worked.

And okay.

Maybe watching someone competent fix things was weirdly attractive.

Not that Arthur was thinking that.

Obviously.

Definitely not noticing:

	rolled sleeves 

	strong hands 

	focused expression 

	slight furrow between brows 


Nope.

Very normal thoughts.

His phone buzzed again.

Work email.

Arthur checked it.

Immediately straightened.

CEO:
Need you in early. Don’t be late again.
Arthur frowned.

He hadn’t been late.

Ever.

A second message appeared.

CEO:
You’ve got potential, Arthur. Don’t make me regret investing extra time in you.
Arthur’s shoulders tightened automatically.

Sebastian noticed.

“You okay?”

Arthur locked the screen quickly.

“Yeah.”

Pause.

“Just work.”

Sebastian looked unconvinced.

“You made that face.”

“What face?”

“The one people make before they voluntarily ruin their own day.”

Arthur laughed weakly.

“That specific?”

“Yes.”

Rude again.

Still accurate.

Sebastian tightened something under the sink.

The dripping stopped.

Silence.

Arthur blinked.

“...oh.”

Sebastian stood.

“Try it now.”

Arthur turned on the faucet.

Nothing exploded.

Nothing leaked.

No betrayal.

He looked absurdly impressed.

“You fixed it.”

“Yes.”

“Fast.”

“Yes.”

“Do you always answer like that?”

“Yes.”

Arthur stared.

Sebastian stared back.

Long pause.

Then—

Very faintly—

The corner of Sebastian’s mouth twitched.

Arthur blinked.

Was that humor?

Did he make jokes?

The revelation felt oddly exciting.

“Well,” Arthur said awkwardly, “thank you.”

Sebastian shrugged.

“You looked two minutes away from flooding the building.”

“That feels dramatic.”

“You left the front door open.”

Fair.

Arthur looked toward the clock.

And panicked.

“Oh no.”

“What?”

“I’m late.”

“You’re not.”

Arthur grabbed his bag anyway.

“You don’t understand.”

Something flickered across Sebastian’s expression.

Not annoyance.

Something sharper.

“Your boss?”

Arthur paused.

“...he just expects a lot.”

Sebastian leaned back against the counter.

“Funny.”

“What?”

“You say that like it’s normal.”

Arthur frowned slightly.

“It is normal.”

Sebastian didn’t answer right away.

Just looked at him.

Studying.

Like he wanted to say something and changed his mind.

Instead:

“You forgot your key.”

Arthur looked down.

Sure enough.

Still on the counter.

“...right.”

Sebastian handed it over.

Their fingers brushed briefly.

Warm.

Steady.

Arthur immediately forgot how basic motor skills worked.

He nearly dropped the key.

Sebastian sighed softly.

“You’re exhausting.”

Arthur blinked.

“...wow.”

“But,” Sebastian added after a beat, quieter this time, “you should probably stop trying to survive everything by yourself.”

Arthur looked at him.

Something about the words landed strangely deep.

Before he could respond—

His phone buzzed again.

CEO:
Arthur. Now.
Arthur swallowed.

“Okay. Work crisis.”

He moved toward the door.

Paused.

Turned back.

“Thanks again.”

Sebastian nodded once.

Then, as Arthur stepped into the hallway—

“Arthur.”

He turned.

Sebastian gestured toward the counter.

“You forgot coffee.”

Arthur blinked.

“Oh.”

Pause.

“...that’s mine?”

Sebastian looked mildly annoyed.

“You clearly weren’t functioning.”

Arthur stared at the coffee.

Then at him.

Then back.

“You bought me coffee?”

Sebastian looked away first.

“Don’t make it weird.”

Arthur smiled before he could stop himself.

Too late.

Because for just a second—

Sebastian looked like he noticed.
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Chapter Three
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Arthur made it to work exactly three minutes early.

Which, unfortunately, still felt late.

He hurried through the lobby balancing:

	laptop bag 

	coffee 

	folder 

	dignity hanging by a thread 


The elevator doors opened just as he reached them.

He slipped inside.

And immediately regretted existing.

Sebastian stood there.

Of course he did.

Dark button-up.

Rolled sleeves.

Coffee in hand.

Looking deeply, offensively composed for someone who apparently existed at full functionality before nine in the morning.

Arthur nearly dropped everything.

“Oh.”

Sebastian glanced up.

“You work here.”

Arthur frowned.

“You knew that.”

“I wanted to see if you remembered.”

“That feels mean.”

“It was funny.”

Arthur stared.

Was that—

Dry humor?

Again?

Something deeply inconvenient happened in Arthur’s chest.

The elevator doors closed.

Silence settled.

Awkward.

Not terrible.

Just... strangely aware.

Arthur suddenly became hyper-conscious of:

	how close they stood 

	the lingering smell of coffee 

	the fact Sebastian had apparently bought him one 

	the fact Arthur had smiled like an idiot about it for half the commute 


The elevator dinged.

Arthur stepped out too quickly.

Immediately clipped the corner of a decorative table.

A stack of company pamphlets exploded onto the floor.

Sebastian stopped beside him.

Looked down.

Looked at Arthur.

Long pause.

“...gravity again?” he asked.

Arthur crouched instantly.

“It’s really committed to me.”

Sebastian sighed.

Then crouched too.

Arthur blinked.

“You don’t have to help.”

“You’ll be here until lunch if I don’t.”

Fair.

Very fair.

They gathered papers in silence until—

A polished voice interrupted.

“Arthur.”

Arthur straightened immediately.

The CEO stood nearby.

Perfect suit.

Easy smile.

The kind that somehow always felt practiced.

“You’re late.”

Arthur blinked.

“...I’m early.”

“Not for what I needed.”

The correction landed quietly.

But it landed.

Arthur shifted automatically.

“Sorry.”

Sebastian’s hand stopped mid-motion beside him.

The CEO finally noticed him.

Ah.

Recognition.

Professional interest.

“You must be the transfer,” the CEO said smoothly.

Sebastian stood.

“Sebastian Vale.”

The CEO extended his hand.

“We’re glad to have someone with your reputation.”

Something unreadable passed across Sebastian’s expression.

Brief.

Gone quickly.

“Good to be here,” he said evenly.

Arthur knew enough workplace politics to hear what wasn’t being said.

Nobody sounded excited.

The CEO turned back toward Arthur.

“I need revised projections before lunch.”

Arthur hesitated.

“I thought those were due Friday?”

“They are now due lunch.”

Arthur nodded quickly.

“Of course.”

The CEO stepped closer.

Not touching.

But close enough.

“You’ve got potential,” he said quietly. “Don’t make me regret putting extra time into you.”

Arthur smiled automatically.

“I won’t.”

The CEO’s hand briefly touched Arthur’s shoulder.

Light.

Brief.

Then he walked away.

Silence.

Arthur looked back toward Sebastian.

Who was staring at the hallway like he personally disliked architecture.

“What?” Arthur asked.

Sebastian looked at him.

Long pause.

“You apologize too much.”

Arthur blinked.

“...what?”

“You weren’t late.”

Arthur laughed weakly.

“Yeah, but he needed something.”

“He changed the deadline.”

“That happens.”

Sebastian folded his arms.

“No,” he said flatly. “That’s poor management.”

Arthur hesitated.

Something protective lingered in Sebastian’s tone.

Strange.

Unexpected.

“We should probably get upstairs,” Arthur said carefully.

Sebastian nodded once.

The elevator ride felt quieter this time.

Not awkward.

Thinking quiet.

Arthur tried not to notice that Sebastian stood slightly closer than before.

Failed.

Again.

By the time they reached the department floor, Arthur’s stomach had twisted itself into knots.

His desk already looked terrifying.

Emails.

Sticky notes.

Folders.

Three separate “urgent” requests.

Arthur sat slowly.

A shadow fell across his desk.

Sebastian.

“You eat lunch?”

Arthur blinked.

“...occasionally?”

“That wasn’t confidence.”

Arthur frowned.

“I eat lunch.”

“When?”

Arthur opened his mouth.

Closed it again.

Pause.

“...that feels judgmental.”

“It is.”

Rude.

Somehow helpful.

Still rude.

Before Arthur could respond—

A voice piped up nearby.

“Oh thank goodness.”

Arthur looked up.

A young woman hurried toward them carrying folders.

Messy ponytail.

Frazzled energy.

Coffee stain on her sleeve.

Deeply overwhelmed expression.

“You’re Arthur, right?”

“Yes?”

“I’m Tessa. HR-ish.”

“HR-ish?”

“We don’t have enough staff for full HR.”

Arthur suddenly feared for everyone.

Tessa handed him a folder.

“You’re assigned to Sebastian now.”

Arthur froze.

“What?”

Tessa nodded enthusiastically.

“Boss thinks your personalities balance.”

Sebastian muttered:

“That’s concerning.”

Arthur looked between them.

“...together?”

Tessa smiled sympathetically.

“Try not to kill each other.”

Then walked away.

Arthur slowly turned.

Sebastian looked equally unimpressed.

Long pause.

Arthur:

“...you think this is punishment?”

“Yes.”

“That feels personal.”

“It probably is.”

Arthur looked down at the project folder.

Then back up.

“So...”

Sebastian raised a brow.

“So?”

“We’re coworkers.”

“Yes.”

“Neighbors.”

“Yes.”

Pause.

Arthur gestured vaguely.

“This feels like a sitcom.”

Something flickered in Sebastian’s expression.

Tiny.

Fast.

Almost amusement.

“You’d be the chaotic one.”

Arthur gasped.

“I’m not chaotic.”

Right then—

His coffee tipped over.

Directly onto his keyboard.

Silence.

Sebastian looked at the desk.

Then at Arthur.

Long pause.

“...interesting timing,” he said.

Arthur closed his eyes.

“I hate it here.”

For the first time—

Sebastian actually laughed.

Quiet.

Unexpected.

And annoyingly nice to hear.
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Chapter Four
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Arthur decided two things by noon.

One:

Sebastian was terrifyingly competent.

Two:

Working beside him might actually kill Arthur.

Not dramatically.

Just... professionally.

Emotionally.

Possibly spiritually.

Because Sebastian apparently approached work the same way surgeons approached open-heart surgery.

Calm.

Precise.

Unreasonably intimidating.

Arthur sat at the conference table trying very hard to look productive while also pretending he wasn’t painfully aware of Sebastian sitting directly across from him.

Laptop open.

Sleeves rolled.

Reading reports with the kind of focus that made Arthur feel underqualified for breathing.

Meanwhile—

Arthur had somehow managed to open the wrong spreadsheet three times.

“Why are there twelve tabs?” Arthur muttered.

“Because you panic-organize.”

Arthur looked up.

“You noticed that?”

Sebastian didn’t glance away from his screen.

“You color-coded your anxiety.”

Arthur blinked.

“...that feels invasive.”

“It’s orange.”

Arthur looked horrified.

“How did you know orange means stress?”

“You labeled one tab:
DO NOT PANIC YET.”
Arthur closed the laptop halfway.

“Okay.”

Sebastian’s mouth twitched.

Again.

Tiny.

Barely there.

But definitely amusement.

Arthur had begun recognizing the signs.

Which felt dangerous.

Because now he kept wanting to see it happen again.

Their project sat open between them.

Quarterly performance analysis.

Something deeply boring.

Except—

Arthur actually liked this kind of thing.

Patterns.

Efficiency.

Systems.

He just usually kept those thoughts to himself.

People tended to talk over him anyway.

Sebastian looked up.

“You’ve been staring at the same chart for ten minutes.”

Arthur hesitated.

“...I think the numbers are wrong.”

That got Sebastian’s attention.

He leaned slightly forward.

“Explain.”

Arthur paused.

Immediately wanted to backtrack.

“It’s probably nothing.”

“Arthur.”

The way Sebastian said his name made him stop.

Not impatient.

Expectant.

Like he actually wanted the answer.

Arthur looked back at the report.

“The projections don’t match labor output,” he said slowly. “They’re reporting growth, but staffing percentages don’t support it.”

Sebastian went still.

Arthur kept talking before nerves won.

“And inventory loss is weird.”

He pointed toward the spreadsheet.

“See? This pattern repeats every quarter.”

Pause.

“...someone’s moving numbers.”

Silence.

Sebastian stared at him.

Not dismissive.

Not skeptical.

Just...

Studying.

Arthur shifted uncomfortably.

“I mean—I could be wrong.”

“You’re not.”

Arthur blinked.

“What?”

Sebastian turned the laptop toward himself.

“You caught something nobody else did.”

Arthur looked down.

“Oh.”

Pause.

“That’s... probably concerning.”

“It’s impressive.”

The word landed harder than it should have.

Arthur looked away quickly.

“Oh.”

Smooth.

Very articulate.

Excellent conversational skills.

Sebastian leaned back slightly.

“Does this happen a lot?”

“What?”

“You noticing problems.”

Arthur laughed awkwardly.

“Yeah.”

Pause.

“Nobody really cares.”

Something unreadable crossed Sebastian’s face.

Before he could say anything—

The conference room door opened.

The CEO stepped inside.

Arthur straightened automatically.

The shift happened so fast even he noticed it.

Back straight.

Hands folded.

Tension immediate.

The CEO smiled.

“Progress?”

Sebastian stayed perfectly neutral.

Arthur quickly opened the report.

“We’re reviewing discrepancies in labor projections.”

The CEO’s attention shifted.

Sharp.

Subtle.

Interested.

Arthur missed it.

Sebastian didn’t.

“That sounds complicated,” the CEO said smoothly.

Arthur nodded.

“I think there might be—”

Sebastian interrupted.

“We’re still reviewing.”

Arthur blinked.

The CEO smiled again.

“Good.”

His attention returned to Arthur.

“You staying late?”

Arthur hesitated.

“I—”

“Yes,” the CEO said casually. “You are.”

Like it was already decided.

Arthur nodded automatically.

“Okay.”

Sebastian looked at him.

Then at the CEO.

Long pause.

The CEO smiled faintly.

“I like dedication,” he said. “Arthur’s eager to improve.”

The words sounded complimentary.

Somehow—

Sebastian looked annoyed by them.

The CEO’s hand landed briefly on Arthur’s chair.

Not touching him.

Close.

Just close enough to feel strange.

“We’ll talk later,” he said softly before leaving.

The room went quiet.

Arthur looked back at the screen.

“Sorry,” he said automatically.

Sebastian stared.

“...for what?”

“I don’t know.”

“You apologize when other people make decisions.”

Arthur frowned.

“That’s not what happened.”

“Yes,” Sebastian said flatly. “It is.”

Arthur shifted.

Defensive now.

“He’s my boss.”

“And?”

“He expects a lot.”

Sebastian folded his arms.

“Arthur.”

Something in his tone made Arthur pause.

“Do you actually want to stay late?”

Arthur opened his mouth.

Closed it.

Thought.

“...not really.”

“Then why are you?”

Arthur blinked.

Because—

Because—

That was just how work worked.

Wasn’t it?

The silence stretched too long.

Sebastian looked away first.

“Forget it.”

Arthur frowned slightly.

“No, I just...”

He stopped.

Didn’t know how to explain something that suddenly felt harder to explain.

Thankfully—

Disaster arrived.

Specifically:

Tessa.

Running into the conference room holding coffee.

Too fast.

“Oh no—”

She tripped.

The tray tilted.

Coffee launched.

Directly toward Sebastian.

Arthur reacted without thinking.

Grabbed the tray.

Missed.

Coffee splashed across the table.

Papers.

Laptop.

Absolute chaos.

Silence.

Tessa froze.

Arthur froze.

Sebastian slowly looked down at his ruined sleeve.

Long pause.

Arthur whispered:

“...I can fix this.”

Sebastian looked at him.

Then at the disaster.

Then back.

Deadpan:

“You say that a lot for someone causing the problem.”

Arthur groaned.

“I’m never recovering professionally.”

Tessa pointed at Arthur.

“I like him.”

Sebastian sighed.

Quietly.

Almost fondly.

Which honestly felt way more dangerous than annoyance.
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