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It was the event of the year.

Cassidy and my eighteenth birthday. We’d had parties, many parties, every year. The turn out more people than we could count. The capacity full to bursting. The music pulsing loud, bright lights alternating between the primary colours.

This year, however, the alcohol flowed freely, the bar unlimited. A gift from our father.

Just like the use of our holiday home, the full two-thousand-and-eighty-three square feet for just us and our party guests. Our parents hadn’t been seen, they hadn’t visited, but I presume our mother had been around most of the week, as the house was decorated, the fridge stocked. Our father must’ve visited at some point, as the Earth’s entire stock of alcohol lined the walls.

Amazingly, there was not as many drunk people around as one would imagine. Cassidy and his friends, the musical theatre department, were sat around the pool. All their jeans rolled up their shins. Their feet in the water as they drank, laughed, and sang.

The orchestra, my friends, were scattered around the garden and the back of the house. Their beers resting on the pool table, the music blasting loudly as they played and laughed and drank.

The choir, led by my boyfriend Devon, had commandeered the kitchen. All of them whispering, conniving, making it a lion’s den to enter, unless you were looking for gossip, or sex.

Most of the rest of the school lingered around the rest of the house. I daren’t check the bedrooms. I didn’t want to know or catch anyone doing something up there. Especially if I ever wanted to sleep happily in this house again.

“There’s our King,” Devon almost sang as he came and found me. He held a red plastic cup in one hand, drinking from it whilst offering me a beer with his other hand. I took it, examining it, then taking a sip. Devon smiled at me as he adjusted the plastic crown that had been put on my head moments after the party started.

Cassidy had one too, far less grand, far more Princess than mine, but he hadn’t complained, in fact he very obviously loved it.

“I was thinking,” Devon whispered to me, his hand stroking down my chest, “when the party’s over... we could have our own little... party?” he said. I frowned because I did not get the metaphor. “You know...?” he whispered, his hand stroking further down my chest, until he was cupping my crotch.

I repressed a jump with all my will, instead letting out a deep breath and nodded to him, leaning towards him, our heads knocking against each other lightly before he kissed me soppily.

I touched his chin, directing his head so the kiss was more palatable and then he backed away. Waving to me gleefully before disappearing back off into the lion’s den. I watched him for a moment or two, before turning on the spot, and walking towards Cassidy. I crouched beside him, trying with my all my might to keep my balance solid enough that I didn’t fall into the pool.

“Yes, your majesty?” Cassidy mocked lightly, turning to look at me, his eyes met mine and he turned more. “Kennedy?”

“I need some...” I paused as I wobbled my head, “advice.” He frowned but pulled his legs out of the pool and stood, clasping his hand around mine and taking me into the house.

He led me up the stairs. Into our shared room. Luckily it was empty. He closed the door behind us.

“Advice on?”

“Sex,” I whispered. He gasped his eyes widening far too gleefully. “Shut up,” I said quickly. He, the master actor he was, disguised his delight and put on a straight face.

“Okay...” he said softly, then sat on his bed so I sat next to him.

“You sleeping down here?” Cassidy asked as he walked around the couch we were sat on, I looked up at him as he stood behind us.

The party had died down around one, most of the school going back to the boarding house and hoping they wouldn’t be busted for breaking curfew. The theatre and orchestra went out together, off searching for late night drinking venues, in a hope they’d get drunker than they already were.

The choir had broken rank and some had gone with the orchestra, some back to the boarding house. I was pretty sure I’d seen one of them getting close to Cassidy, and if he’d succeeded, he was probably in our bedroom awaiting Cassidy’s return.

“Definitely,” I said. Cassidy laughed leaning over the couch and kissing my cheek so I kissed his back. Devon snuggled further into me, his fingers tracing my chest as I drew circles on his arm. He kissed my jawline, so I looked down at him, kissing his lips then closing my eyes, leaning my head against his, until I felt his head turn so I followed. “What?”

“They’re all gone. When did they all go?” he whispered. I laughed, kissing his cheek then down his neck, until I was kissing his chest. “You want to?” he whispered again.

I pressed a longer kiss against his chest then looked up at him. “Yeah... you, you know when you have this kind of...” I said shaking my head at him, then I tapped his chest. “When you imagine having the perfect sex and like, how perfect the first time is going to be. This is kind of awesome,” I continued looking over the pool. The pool lights were on, and as Cassidy had, at some point changed the setting on them they were fading perfectly though the rainbow, changing the colour of the water as it did, the two heaters were still on, burning brightly and warm. “That was fucking cheesy, right?”

“It made me smile,” he replied. I smiled back at him then kissed him again, moving so I could kneel over him. I felt the blanket we were laying under lower down my back, until it was sat around my hips,

“I have no idea how this works,” I whispered.

Devon laughed. “Don’t worry, I got this,” he said.

I frowned as I stroked over his chest. “I mean, Cassidy told me some things and I’ve evaluated porn, a few times.”

“You learn by doing Kennedy, not by reading wikiHow,” he purred at me. I shrugged under his touch.

“They have pictures,” I said. He laughed, tugging on my t-shirt. “How about we figure this out together?”

Devon nodded raising himself gently before settling back on my crotch. It made my stomach tingle. “Let’s figure this out together,” he agreed, then kissed me.

“My babies,” our mum said as she stepped through the door. She put her fingers under Cassidy’s chin, lifting it and smiling at him before brushing back his hair. “How grown up you are now,” she added before kissing Cassidy’s forehead.

She smiled at me. Brushing some imaginary lint off my shoulders.

“You’re men now,” she said affectionately, then looked around the house. All things considered, it wasn’t that messy. Sure there was some discarded empty cups and napkins, but nothing was broken. “We’re going out for tea,” she added, nodding. She didn’t look at all put out by the state of the house. “Get dressed, make sure you both look presentable.”

Cassidy cocked an eyebrow at me. I resisted smirking at him, as I turned and went back up the stairs to our bedroom so I could get changed.

“You still haven’t told me how it went,” Cassidy said, as I searched through my wardrobe until I found an appropriate shirt.

“You still haven’t told me who you hooked up with,” I replied. I turned to him as he smirked and hung his chosen shirt on the wardrobe.

The shirt was white, with pastel yellow and pink vertical stripes. Ironically, I thought, I’d never be able to pull it off even though Cassidy completely owned it and with us being identical, it seemed odd.

“Jordan,” Cassidy said shrugging.

I frowned lightly then I laughed. “Jordan, isn’t he one of your technicians?” I asked. He nodded. “Huh,” I said thoughtfully.

Cassidy shrugged. “You and Devon?”

“We had sex,” I said, then I laughed. “It was... great.”

“It was your virginity,” he said softly. I nodded then bit my lip as I buttoned up my dark blue shirt. “Hey,” he added, I turned to look at him as he held his arms out to me, so I let him hug me. “Was it right?”

“I think so,” I whispered, he nodded then kissed my cheek.

“Good,” he said lightly.

“Was Jordan good?”

“Yes,” Cassidy replied, he sounded surprised so I laughed.

The corridors were alive, especially for a Monday morning. The younger years ran as if their lives depended on them getting to class and beating the bell, while some older years, but younger than us, sat lining the walls. Revision books open on their knees as they crammed in last bits of information for their exams.

Most of my year still appeared hungover, but completely mellow, smiling and nodding at me as we passed. Most complimented the party, others just flashed me a smile, whilst those who weren’t invited stepped to the side clearing the path for Cassidy and me as we walked leisurely towards our first lesson.

The hagiarchy was simple. Everyone knew how the system worked, and no one questioned it.

Everyone knew the lowest of the low was our football team. If you wanted to get anywhere in this school, you avoided the team, and any of the sports extracurriculars, like the plague.

A step up was those with academic ability, the kids who did science and robotics, computer intelligence or stayed behind after class for extra maths.

The choir had a strong standing at the school, but not quite at the top. They came to most events to cheer us on.

The theatre kids had a lot of the power and the budget. Cassidy practically owned the theatre department, happily taking his place as Queen of the school, with many subjects on their knees before him.

The top of the school, those who held the most power, was the orchestra. We were the best of the best, only the elite could be a part of our orchestra. We won competitions, championships. We were the country’s number one orchestra. We were well known, adored and respected. We were in charge of the school.

And I was the King.

I stopped walking momentarily, frowning as I watched two boys from our year attach a poster to the wall. The rest of the corridor was littered with them, and from the look of things they’d continue all the way around the school.

Nothing happened around here without Cassidy or I knowing, nothing at all, and I figured if I didn’t know about it, Cassidy would. Especially as they were attaching the poster to the wall almost too close to the poster that announced the Christmas theatre showcase.

I stopped him with my hand. He frowned but followed my eye line then began to shake his head.

“Nuh-huh, no way, hang it somewhere else,” he stated, walking towards the two boys and putting his hand flat on the poster they were attempting to put up.

The two boys frowned at him, one looked far more offended than the other. Neither of them fought back however, the less offended one sighing and tugging on the others arm, making him walk away as Cassidy took the poster from the wall. He read it as he walked back over towards me.

“Bike ride,” he said.

“Bike ride?” I repeated as I took the poster from Cassidy. It was a soft yellow, with a red bike in the middle. It read:

RIDE FOR SUICIDE

COME ALONG AND JOIN THE SPORTS DEPARTMENT ON OUR ANNUAL FUNDRAISER.

WE WILL BE RIDING 100K.

TRAINING STARTS MONDAY THROUGH TO FRIDAY AFTER LESSONS IN THE SPORTS HALL.

WE ARE RAISING MONEY FOR SUICIDE PREVENTATION IN ASSOCIATION WITH THE PRESTON BATES FOUNDATION.

“It’s an annual thing,” Cassidy said waving his hand. “They do something sporty raise like a thousand or something, and then we do our Christmas showcase and raise fifteen thousand, but at least they try, right?”

“Don’t be a dick,” I said. Cassidy raised their eyebrow at me. I shrugged. “At least they’re doing something, that should be all that matters.”

“Yeah, but a bike ride,” he said scrunching his nose at me. “Ew. Imagine how sweaty you’d get,” he added. I half nodded as I put the poster on the notice board we passed. I turned as I saw Devon and the choir all huddled together, giggling and whispering.

It had always unnerved me in a way that other things didn’t. I always felt nervous and conscious when they flocked. I figured they were in some way talking about me, and today more than most days that feeling was prominent.

They turned to look at me, then all giggled so Devon turned, meeting my eyes. I frowned at him watching as his eyes roamed over me. All the way down to my shoes, then back up to my face. The question what? was on the tip of my tongue, but he turned away from me.

Instead, I walked towards him, I touched his arm turning him gently. He pulled his arm out of my grip, his face disgusted.

“What?”

He scoffed.

“Devon, what?”

“Don’t you get it?” he asked, turning to me again. I frowned taking a step away from him. “Your Majesty,” he mocked. I narrowed my eyes. “I’m done with you.”

“What,” I said flatly.

He rose his eyebrow at me, amused. “Did you really think I was going to stick around? I got what I wanted, now I’m done with you.” he turned and walked away from me.

I frowned after him. “Devon,” I said. He stopped, his flock stopping around him, giving him his space. He turned to me, not closing the space between us. He sighed like he was put out.

“Let me put this simply for you,” he started, walking just that little bit closer but keeping his voice loud, “I, am done with you.”

“But, why?” I asked.

He laughed, it was harsh. “I got what I wanted from you. They betted that I couldn’t get the King on his knees, and well, not only did I get the King on his knees, but I also got more than that, didn’t I?”

I frowned at him. “You... used me.” I said.

He shrugged. “I’d say it was fun, but that is a lie,” he sighed, “which is unfortunate, I definitely expected better from someone of your... standing.” He tutted, and I went to fight back. I went to push him, or hit him or something, anything, but my hand was grabbed.

“Don’t,” Cassidy whispered. The tension left my shoulders. “Just let him go, okay. Don’t fight, it’s what he wants you to do. He wants you to cause a scene, to react. Don’t give him the satisfaction.” He tugged on my arm so I took a step back. Watching as Devon laughed, turned and walked away down the corridor.

Those who were still milling between classes didn’t utter a word. They were all looking at me, expecting something.

I turned towards Cassidy.

“Come with me,” he whispered, pulling me in the other direction. We walked down the corridor, towards the boarding house. He took me into our room, going into his wardrobe and getting his old lunchbox out of the bottom then taking my hand again and leaving the school.

We walked a path I knew well, deep into the wooded area that surrounded the school building, until we found a campfire circle. Fallen tree trunks on the floor like benches. He put the lunchbox next to one of them then pulled me towards him, wrapping his arms tightly around me and hugging me.

“I’m so sorry, Kennedy,” he whispered. “So, so sorry.”

“I can’t believe I fell for it,” I replied.

He held my face in his hand shaking his head at me. “Don’t,” he said softly. “We all fell for it. We should’ve known better, choir boys are always bitches, but I thought he liked you as well.” He closed his eyes. “I’m just sorry about your virginity,” he said softly then looked at the lunchbox. “I have weed.”

“I have love for you,” I replied.

He smiled stroking his fingers over my cheeks. “Let’s cut today. Get high, and tomorrow you’ll walk in straighten your crown and not let him get to you. Okay?”

“Okay,” I whispered.

He nodded, bringing my head down and kissing my forehead. “You’re rolling them.”

I laughed. “Obviously.”

I smiled a high smile as we were interrupted. Cassidy reaching up his arms, opening and closing his hands as if requesting affection, right away.

“Have you both been getting high, all day?” Cody asked un-accusingly as he sat at my feet. I tapped my loafer against his thigh, he smiled as he held onto my shoe.

Theo went straight into Cassidy’s arm. Kissing his cheek.

“I heard what Devon did,” Cody said. I shook my head at him as I closed my eyes and leant my head back on the tree Cassidy and I were sat against.

“We’re not mentioning...”

“...that bitches...” Cassidy added.

“...name,”  I finished.

Cody sighed and whispered, “You missed band.” I opened my eyes, then I narrowed them. “He couldn’t give a fuck; he worships the ground you walk on, Kennedy,” he said amused. I almost smiled.

“Do you have any weed left?” Theo asked. I turned my head to look at Cassidy as he nodded slowly, tapping his fingers against his lunchbox.

“Don’t use too much,” Cassidy said softly. “Weed doesn’t grow on trees,” he added. I began to laugh, covering my mouth as my laugh became wheezy. Cody sat beside me, shaking his head as he also laughed.

“That’s literally where it grows, baby,” Theo whispered as he sat between us, the paper between his fingers and thumbs. He sprinkled practically a pinch into the paper before rolling it. Licking the edges to close it. He took the lighter out of Cassidy’s lunchbox. Smiling as he looked at it, it was a zippo lighter, gold with Queen engraved into the body, a crown above the words.

He lit the cigarette, inhaling some, then holding it across me to Cody.

“You’ve had enough,” Theo condemned. I pulled my tongue back at him. “Mature,” he teased.

“You’ll have to talk about it sometime,” Cody muttered.

I shook my head. “That isn’t today.” I turned my head to look at him, he leant his head back on the tree too, looking at me so I sighed. “I will face it, sometime, but not today.”

“Fair,” he whispered, then leant his forehead against mine, sighing deeply.

“If you want...” Theo said tapping my knee, I turned to look at him, “I’ll shag you,” he said.

I laughed. “I appreciate it, truly,” I replied, then tapped his cheek, “but no.”

“I tried,” Theo said to Cody.

Maybe next time.” Cody shrugged sympathetically before taking the cigarette back.

♕
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I loitered around the football cage.

It was out of the way, a few picnic benches scattered around the cage, and some wooden benches that seemed to be used during training sessions, although I wasn’t entirely sure.

It was quiet, and mostly people didn’t congregate around the football cage as it was unseemly to even acknowledge the football team’s existence in our school, so, I sat, ignoring the rest of the school, allowing myself to be invisible for as long as I needed it.

Today, there was a boy in the football cage. He hadn’t seemed to notice me as he ran around in a tank top and a pair of shorts, kicking the ball into the goal over and over, making the cage rattle violently regardless of whether the ball went in or not.

I watched him.

He ran his fingers through his hair, pushing it back and taking a deep breath. His hair stuck up briefly before falling back and then, his foot collided with the ball. I heard the deep thud as his trainer hit the rubber of the ball, and then the entire cage rattled. I watched it shake before he turned to me.

“If you’re going to watch, you might as well come play,” he said. I almost choked. “Well...” he shrugged and I thought about it. I really thought about it.

Somehow, I stood.

I walked towards the football cage then met his eyes as he scoffed.

“Kennedy Bradford,” he said. “I didn’t think you even knew this part of the school existed.”

I rose an eyebrow at him.

“This is where we play foot-ball,” he said slowly.

I did know him. In fact, I think a lot of the school knew him. His name was Stephen. He’d started in our school in our third year and the rumour mill spun out of control, because people didn’t tend to transfer to boarding schools. Especially not in their third years. There were many different theories:

He had been kicked out of his last school.

His parents were punishing him.

He killed someone.

He was in witness protection.

He bribed someone.

He was on the run.

Of course, none of these were true. He was thirteen, he definitely hadn’t killed anyone, and he wasn’t actually being punished. It turned out, Stephen was trans, and had transitioned. He had chosen to move schools and just so happened to pick our school.

He’d never been secretive, ever. In fact, he’d been crass and bold telling any rumour spreaders – the choir – where to go. Everyone knew because he hadn’t allowed the rumours to get too out of control, even though I’d heard he’d killed someone in his old school by kicking a football at their head.

I decided to stay away from him – granted a little out of fear because, unlike Cassidy, if he wanted to he could probably eat me alive.

“Football,” I repeated. He cocked his head at me. “Isn’t that the one with the sticks?” I said. He laughed, then looked away as if trying his damn hardest not to show that I amused him. I smiled to myself. “You said I might as well come play,” I said.

He shrugged softly. “Really?”

“That’s what you said.”

“You might scuff your loafers. What are they, Gucci? Louis Vuitton?”

“Doc Martens,” I replied. Stephen met my eyes as I frowned at him, “you’re talking to the King, not the Queen,” I added, “and you’re here so I’m presuming you’re a rich kid too, what are yours?” I asked, looking down at his trainers. He also did. “They’re Kurt Geiger,” I said, then laughed. “And you’re a hypocrite.”

“I thought you said you weren’t the Queen,” he replied raising his eyebrow at me, I did it back.

“So, I can’t know brands?”

“You’re more than meets the eye, huh?”

“Can even play football,” I said.

He snorted. “What’s the offside rule?”

I shrugged my blazer off. “A player will be offside if the ball is played forward to them in the opposing teams half, and there is no opposing player between them and the opposing goalkeeper during this sequence of play,” I said. He choked. I widened my eyes at him as I walked towards the goal.

“How dare you know about football. This is my turf,” he said dramatically. I smirked as I lamely kicked the ball to him. He stopped it quite easily.

“Tell me what instrument I play,” I said. He looked at me, I laughed. He kicked the ball at me. Somehow, I saved it from going in.

“You blow into it.”

“Well done,” I said applauding him.

“It’s big,” he said.

I gasped. “Thank you.”

He shook his head as he ran his fingers through his hair. “What position do I play?” he asked.

“Where?” I replied.

He smirked. “In the football team, you know, the Ravens... of Ravenwood Academy.”

“Our football team is called the Ravens?” I asked. He nodded. “You’re centre forward.”

“I am not. You play the... flute.”

“I do not,” I said, he rose an eyebrow at me, I did it back. “I guess we don’t know each other as well as we thought.”

“Why’d you know me?” he asked, shaking his head at me.

“You’re Stephen, you killed a guy with a football when you were twelve,” I said.

He laughed out in shock. “You’re the King,” he replied. I nodded to him. “You’re an asshole.”

I touched my chest. “Ouch,” I whispered.

He shrugged. “Just the facts.”

I shook my head at him to reply then frowned at my pocket. Lifting my phone out as it vibrated telling me it was probably time I headed back to reality.

“I’ll prove you otherwise,” I said, “but, I’ve got to go.”

“Back to your royal subjects,” Stephen replied bowing sarcastically to me. I nodded my head.

“Go be sarcastic in your Geiger trainers somewhere else,” I said. He smiled slightly as I unhooked my blazer from the cage, putting it back on.

Cody leant outside the orchestra room, his cello case resting beside him. Looking very cool and relaxed as he lifted his blazer sleeve and read his watch.

“Almost late, your Majesty,” he said as he held my case out to me.

I smiled at him as I took it. “Thanks, wouldn’t want to lose my head.” He smirked, picking up his cello and opening the door to the orchestra room. I stepped through.

“Oh, thank God. I was worried after your disappearing act, Kennedy,” our orchestra teacher, Mr Thwaite, Otis, said as I leant my case on my seat.

“I’d never leave you, Otis.”

He preened, he looked pleased before he began to evaluate the room. He tapped his baton against his stand, most of the room stood up straight. I opened my case, checked my reed then held my saxophone out in front of me. Otis smiled at me, I smirked back as he tapped out a countdown on his stand.

“Let’s take it from the top,” Otis requested. So we did.

The room was filling with the rich sound of our instruments blending together. We were well practiced, perfectly tuned. There was never a note misplayed, never a piece of music out of place.

We were the best, and that was undeniable. You only made it into the senior orchestra if you were successful in the junior orchestra, and you only got into the junior orchestra if you excelled in first year.

The orchestra was triple the size in first year, but I was the only saxophonist and had been for the last seven years, so there was no doubt I was at least going to advance from first year. It just, helped, I suppose that Otis was fond of me. Which also meant he spent time rearranging pretty much every piece we played to have a heavy saxophone section.

This had led to multiple wins, as we had an edge over other orchestras who didn’t have a saxophone player, or didn’t have a very good one. As the saxophone was the easiest instrument to get a noise out of but the hardest to learn how to play correctly. It had thoroughly impressed Otis when I’d started in this school, aged eleven with the ability to play my saxophone, practically flawlessly.

Okay, so sometimes I still squeaked, or lost my breath and caused my saxophone to sound like it was dying, but I was eleven, I still had some learning to do. Which I of course did because Otis threatened, multiple times, he’d downgrade me to the recorder if I didn’t improve, so I worked my ass off because I was not being downgraded to the recorder. Ever.

“Bring us home, Kennedy,” Otis said happily as slowly everyone else stopped playing around me, leaving just my saxophone, filling the orchestra hall with the rich sound.

“Very nice.” Otis practically purred, “lovely sound you make there, Kennedy.” I nodded to him as I took a deep breath, turning to look at Cody as he smirked at me, plucking his C string. The low sound not too loud.

“As I’m sure you all appreciate, the showcase is coming up. You’re all able to, encouraged even, to perform as soloists or in duets. You can also perform any of your instrument repertoire. Kennedy, I look forward to hearing what you’re going to perform on your recorder.”

“Fuck off, Otis.” I laughed, it still sounded slightly breathy.

He smirked at me. “Lost your breath there, son.”

I shook my head as I turned over the page of my music sheet.

“Kennedy...” Otis beckoned me as we packed away. I clicked my saxophone case shut, turning to him. I walked to him as I shrugged my blazer on.

“Am I in trouble?” I asked.

Otis shook his head, amused. “When are you ever? Did you have a good birthday?”

I nodded. “Big party,” I replied, “might still be drunk.”

“Ah, that’s why you’ve lost your breath,” he said, raising his eyebrow at me amused. I shook my head as the room cleared out. We both watched as the last few left. “I heard about what Devon did,” he added.

I looked down at my loafers. “Yeah, I think the entire school heard,” I muttered.

“Are you okay?”

“No,” I replied honestly, because this was Otis. I’d been in Otis’ orchestra for seven years. He’d given me tuition for the last six, which consisted of playing the saxophone for ten minutes then sitting and talking through everything and anything for the remaining fifty. Sure, the tuitions had become fewer and further between as I had gotten older, and our decisions had become more social without the facade of it actually contributing to my education.

“No,” he repeated, he sounded sad so I shrugged.

“It’d have been fine if sex hadn’t been involved, but it was, and man I feel like shit.”

“I thought you’d like to know, that I spoke to their director. We won’t be liaising with the choir anymore.”

“You can do that?” I asked.

He nodded almost frowning at me. “You might be the current King, Kennedy, but someone had to reign before you,” he said winking at me.

I laughed. “You’re badass.”

“Yes. Yes I am, and I look after my boys,” he said sounding fierce.

I smiled. “Thank you, Otis.”

“Anytime... and Kennedy, if you need to talk to someone about, Devon...”

“I haven’t even spoken to Cody about Devon.”

“Have you spoken to Cassidy?” he asked.

I nodded. “But we were getting increasingly stoned as we did, so who knows if actual words came out of my mouth,”

His smile held a quiet laugh. “Whenever you need to talk, Kennedy, come find me,” he offered, then pointed at me, “and we had a deal, if you have weed, you let me know.”

“Emergency weed,” I said, “dire circumstance, we didn’t even tell Cody or Theo.”

“That makes me feel better,” he said nodding.

“Thank you, Otis, seriously, and, one day we will sit and have a beer and you’ll tell me about your reign.”

“Gladly.” I picked up my saxophone and nodded to him as I left the orchestra hall. Cody jumped as I left, standing from the wall and picking his cello up.

“Are you in trouble?”

“Deeply,” I replied nodding. “Detention for the next month and everything.”

“Shit,” Cody said dramatically. I almost smirked. “What did you even do?” he added. “This is where the differences between Cassidy and you come to light,” he said almost smugly as we walked towards the boarding house. “If I were talking to Cassidy, right now, he’d have written, and choreographed a three-act performance about his fake detention.” He smirked at me, I laughed because he so wasn’t wrong.

He placed his card to the door, opening it and leaning on it, looking at me as I read the notice board. It proclaimed, in capital letters on a laminate;

RAVENS VS HAWKS

FRIDAY!

KICK OFF 5:30

“Hey,” Cody said, I dragged my attention back towards him. “Coming?”

I nodded stepping through after him towards the boarding house.

♕
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Three
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The football pitch was full, I guess. The fold out chairs that surrounded the pitch were mostly full. The two teams lined either side of the pitch. It wasn’t as enthusiastic as, say, a band concert or the overture of the musical. There was life for sure, people chatting, so many people you couldn’t really make out anyone’s conversation.

There were bright blurring lights as the nights were now getting darker, they lit up the entire football pitch and audience (?), crowd (?) washing everyone out with the bright white light.

A few people had paper horns, whether they were makeshift from the programme – do football games have programmes? – or whether they were being handed out was yet to be seen, but regardless they were being blown loudly and constantly without any effort to create some sort of tune.

I sat on the HAWKS side, a sea of black and yellow as the opposing schools’ fans cheered and hollered towards their players. The RAVENS side was a bit sparser, a few people sporting the double blue attire of our team. I couldn’t really figure out who was here supporting the team.

There were some of the younger years, all sporting our school scarves wrapped up, and sat close together to share the heat – much like penguins. There were few from my year, although I was pretty certain I’d spotted someone from my Maths class. None of the theatre boys were here, none of the choir, none of
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