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Synopsis

Titus Montgomery, aka thief, is the most hated student at his prestigious school. The title of the thief is not something he has earned but was given to him by Sean Harper, the most popular student at his school. No one hated Titus more than Sean Harper, the boy who used to be his best friend. Sean was no longer that sweet boy who had so much affection in his eyes for Titus. Now, every time Titus met Sean's eyes, he saw hatred. Things went so wrong between them that there was no patching it anymore. Then why Titus couldn't bring himself to hate Sean as he hated him? All Sean did was bully Titus. He deserved all the hatred Titus could give him, but he just couldn't. 
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Chapter One
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There he was, Sean Harper, fist-bumping, high-fiving, flashing that perfect white teeth smile, having the time of his life in high school. And why not? Everyone worshiped the ground he walked on. Even the morning sunlight gave him that ideal glow for his naturally blond hair, making him look like an angel. I chuckled at the thought; little did that sunlight know Sean Harper was no angel. Sure, he was easily the best-looking boy at the school, but he was also my biggest enemy. Sean hated me. I wanted to say that the feelings were mutual, but I wasn't sure if I could tell myself that lie. 

It was hard to believe that we were best friends once. There was a time when we were inseparable. But things changed when my father lost all the money, and I became poor. My father didn't just lose his money but other people's money, too. Everyone called him a fraud and murderer. He was sent to prison. Mom and I were kicked out of our home and started living in the apartment behind our old house, where our servers used to live. Mom didn't change my school. She didn't want my life to be affected by what Dad had done. She worked hard to pay off my private school fees. Mom didn't want me to lose my friends, but she didn't know it wasn't something she could control. Sean was my best friend, and his Mom had already taken him from me. Sean's Mom told him not to be friends with me because my father was a thief and a murderer. I couldn't exactly blame her since my father had caused Sean's father's death. 

Everyone believed the apple didn't fall far from its tree. Everyone at school didn't just label me as the son of a thief, but they started calling me a thief because Sean Harper gave me that label. 

Mom said time heals all wounds. Well, the time sure had its charm in my life. As time passed, the kids forgot why they hated me. They just remembered that they hated me, and I was not one of them. Sean, however, hated me the most. I was the reason his father was no longer with him. His mother had remarried and gained her status back. Sean never had to live without money, but he grew up without his real father and blamed me for that.

I was eleven when it all happened when my life took this big twist. At first, I didn't understand why, but I knew I was being punished for something my father did. My father was a bad man. At eighteen now, I still didn't understand. Everyone hated me, and I also started hating them. Most of all, I wanted to hate Sean as much as he hated me. Sean never let slide any opportunity of calling me a thief or humiliating me. Whenever I tried to fight back, I got beat up pretty good. 

Sean wasn't alone. Almost the entire school was in his support. Sean was loved and worshiped, so any enemy of Sean was everyone's enemy, and that enemy was me, Titus Montgomery. That was my name. It was supposed to be Titulus Montgomery, as my grandfather wanted. It meant the title of honour. I sure got the honour of being titled a thief. I inherited the title from my father very well, but I didn't think that's what my grandfather had in mind when he named me Titulus. My Mom changed my name to Titus, which wasn't any better, but no one called me that either. Because they all called me thief, speaking of which... 

"Watch where you're going, Thief," Dan shouted while he crossed my way in time so I would bump into him. I almost did, but I didn't. I stopped myself before I would have, but did it matter?

"It's the oldest trick in the book of a thief, the best opportunity to steal," Sean spoke through those perfect teeth. 

"Oh, I better check my pockets then," Dan acted like he was checking his pockets. 

"Better check his too. Who knows who else he stole from," Sean eyed me with that smirk on his perfect mouth. 

Sean's mouth was attractive, and so were his eyes. I didn't know what was wrong with me, standing here, admiring my enemy's beauty. It didn't matter how beautiful he was. Sean was heartless. 

Was he like that when we were kids? I thought. My mind took me back to the time when Sean had cried on my shoulder. He had fallen off the slide in the playground. I didn't let him completely fall, but he got scratched. I assured him that I would never let him fall again. But Sean kept crying while he hugged me. Of course, he didn't remember that now because he wasn't the same eight-year-old boy anymore. Sean was now an asshole. 

Sean glared at me, and I reciprocated. I wasn't a coward. I wasn't going to look away. I wasn't scared of Sean. I was stronger than him, physically and emotionally. Couldn't say that his words didn't hurt me at first, but now I got used to his everyday nonsense. I was ready to tell Sean to fuck off, but Charlie grabbed my backpack. 

"Hey," I tried to stop him, but he tossed my bag to Jackson while they laughed and hooted. I walked towards Jackson, and he tossed my bag to someone in the group, who threw it back to Charlie, and Charlie tossed it to Dan. 

"You want it, come and get it." Dan opened my bag and started throwing my stuff. I stormed swiftly to Dan and punched him. I felt pride when my punch knocked Dan off his feet. He never saw it coming, but maybe I shouldn't have done it. I started the fight that I had no control over. Other students quickly gathered around us, and there was an "ooooo" in the air, and then they started cheering. They wanted a fight. It was an entertainment for them. 

Sean shoved me and tried to punch me, but I held his hand. It was my chance to hit him, punch him in the face. But I didn't. I just shoved him back. Jackson kicked me from the side. I blocked his second attack and returned the favour by kicking him back. Dan tried to hit me, but I didn't let him. I was good at this. I had taken several defence classes and was training in Kung Fu. I had no friends, so I had so much time to train. Plus, I knew I needed to learn how to fight if I wanted to survive high school. 

Sean again tried to hit me, but I blocked his attack and shoved him again, this time harder, and he smashed into Charlie, losing his balance. I could see the anger on his face. He wanted to hurt me, but he couldn't. And he hated me more for that. I got distracted by how Sean looked at me, and then Jackson and Dan managed to strike me. I returned the favour, of course. They were losing, and they were panting, and it was a sight. I was enjoying this. 

Sean kicked me in the shin. It made me stumble, and he moved forward to punch again. Swiftly blocking his attack, I twisted his body so he couldn't kick me. It wasn't supposed to be like this, but when his back touched my front body, I froze. It was a strange feeling, the feeling I was pretty sure you were not supposed to have for your enemy in the middle of a fight. The correct move required that I turn him and push him on the floor using his body weight to defeat him, just as I was taught in my defence class. An extreme option would be to choke him, but I didn't do that either. I couldn't bring myself to move. My pulse started racing, which I had learned to keep steady during a fight, and I was fighting with a cool head, just as I was taught until this moment. I was losing control now. I could feel my breath getting irregular and my body heating. Sean was struggling to get out of my grip, and I was having trouble focusing. Every time he tried to move, his body touched mine. I pushed him off my body, not as I was supposed to, but as if I had released him. 

"What's going on here?" Principal Collins raised his voice, and everyone started dispersing.  

"He started it. He punched me," Dan accused, and I realized I was still staring at Sean while trying to calm my breathing. I was probably as flushed as he was, but I didn't know if I could honestly blame my rushed breathing on the fight. 

"And did you strike back?" Principal Collins asked Dan. Principal Collins wasn't like our previous Principal, who only blamed me and gave me detention or warning. Principal Collins either gave all of us detention or none of us. Everyone fell quiet. They knew the blame game wasn't going to work with Principal Collins. 

"I am tired of this unacceptable behaviour. If you cannot learn to get along, learn to ignore each other. Stay out of each other's way. No one throws punches around here. This isn't a fight club. Consider this my last warning to all of you. I will not tolerate this behaviour any longer. All of you will be expelled. Keep in mind ALL OF YOU," he repeated. "Now, get to your classes." Everyone did as he said.

I began gathering my stuff. My books, pencils, and laptop were all scattered on the floor. I picked up my laptop first and examined it for damage.

"This isn't over, Thief," Sean whispered as he passed by me and kicked my notebook on his way.
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Chapter Two
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"Dude, you were awesome," one skinny-looking kid said as he sat in the seat next to mine. I always sat in the back of the class, and no one bothered to sit with me unless they had to. 

"I'm James Collins. You can call me Jamie. I've just transferred here from New York. And I saw you fight. Man, you've got some sick skills," he grinned. 

"Thanks," I muttered. "Collins? As in?" 

"Yeah, as Principal Collins, but Ssshh, don't tell anyone. Being the principal's kid is never pleasant," he said.

I nodded, thinking it must be difficult. Students already disliked Principal Collins since he didn't seem to follow this town's rules to worship the wealthy.

"You taught some serious lesson to those bullies. The blond one thinks he owns the school. I wanted to see you punch him, but Dad interrupted right at the moment. Damn," he made a disappointing face. 

I didn't comment. I didn't think I was about to punch Sean or if I could ever.

"Are you new here too?" Jamie asked. 

"No. Why would you think that?" I looked at him curiously.  

"Because... I mean... seriously, why are they bullying you then? I thought 

I was being bullied for being new. What stupid reason do they have for you?" Jamie asked.

I exhaled, "Is there ever a good reason for bullying?" 

"True that, well, at least you can fight back. Wanna be friends?" Jamie offered his hand, and it took me by surprise. I didn't have any friends. No one ever wanted to be my friend. Jamie obviously didn't know my reputation. 

"If you want to stop being bullied, you don't wanna be friends with me," I told him honestly. 

"Why? What have you done so bad? Don't tell me you kicked his highness' puppy," he said, gesturing at Sean. 

"No, nothing dramatic like that, just my Dad caused his dad's death," I said flatly, making Jamie freeze. I thought since the entire school already knew, there was no point keeping poor Jamie in the dark, who apparently wanted to be my friend.

"I'm sorry, man. I didn't think it could be that bad," Jamie being sympathetic was something new to me. No one was ever sympathetic towards me. Everyone sympathized with Sean, and I thought it was justified. "Still, it doesn't excuse him for being an asshole to you. He can simply ignore you," Jamie added. 

Sean could probably ignore me, but he never did. He hated me so much to ignore me. It's like he was obsessed with hurting me. 

"So, friends then?" Jamie asked with a big smile and forwarded his hand again. This time, I shook his hand. 

Although I didn't know anything about friendship, I sure got excited to have a friend after so many years. Sean was the only friend I remembered as a kid. I had other friends, but I had no memory of them. It's like they never mattered. Sean was the only one who mattered. He still did. I didn't want to think about my feelings when his body touched mine. It had been so many years, and I still craved his hug. How pathetic could I be? And I wasn't even sure what kind of hug I was craving. 

Was it that simple? That I was missing my best friend?

.........................

I worked at my uncle's Daily Treat Ice Cream and Grub store. It was the only decent ice cream store in the town, so it was mostly busy. Jamie started hanging out with me at the store after school. He did most of his homework here, and so did I whenever I got the break. It was nice having Jamie around. 

"So, what's your type like?" Jamie asked, shuffling through the fashion magazine. 

"I don't know," I shrugged. I didn't really give it much thought. I hardly dated. Girls only started showing interest in me this year. I got taller. I worked hard on building these muscles. I probably looked good now. Girls gave me long stares and sexy looks. Some tried to bump into me and flirted. Earlier, I only dated the girls who were in desperate need of a date for a party, only to ditch me later. And it was just to show my mom that I lived a normal life. Now, the girls seemed really interested, but I hadn't asked anyone out. 

"You don't know? Come on, is it busty, is it skinny, is it curvy? You gotta know something." Jamie insisted.

I looked at the magazine and thought about what I liked. All the girls in the magazine looked the same to me. I couldn't tell if I liked any of 'em. 

"Don't tell me a handsome dude like you never dated," he asked, eyeing me. 

"I dated," I avoided meeting his eyes since I didn't know my dates counted as dates. "What about you? What do you like?" I asked, and he blushed. He quickly moved his gaze back to the magazine. 

"I don't know," he said, looking at the magazine.

"What? You don't know either, and you were grilling me as if I am the only person on this earth who doesn't know his type." 

"I mean, I do know, but..." he blushed again as he shrugged. 

"Come on, man, I'm not gonna judge you over your choice of girls," I reassured.

"That's the thing, it's not girls," he said shyly.

"So, you are into older women?" I said with a wink. And he blushed again if it was possible. It's like the colour was double coating on his cheeks, going from red to crimson. Even Jamie's ears turned full red when he started to speak again. 

"It's... I'm into boys, I mean guys, men—my age, of course. Although there are some older men who can do a lot for me, you know, I'm obviously into guys my age, the hot ones, of course-" he stopped as he tried to read my expression. I knew I had a shocked look on my face. 

"I'm not hitting on you," Jamie added in a serious tone. 

"No, I know," I looked away, trying to calm my expression. 

"Did I freak you out?" Jamie asked, staring at me. 

"No, of course not. Why would I freak out?" I said, meeting his eyes again. "But then, why are you looking at women's pictures?" I tried diverting his attention from me. 

"Oh, these are the only magazines your uncle keeps, and the wifi here is awful."

I sniggered at that. Uncle didn't like investing in the wifi, even though I told him it brought more business. Jamie had picked the magazines from the rack, and they were all about women. 

"But there are some hot men in this magazine, like in this perfume ad," he showed me the picture where the man was kissing a girl. He was shirtless. Even his jeans' top buttons were undone to give a sexual look. The man was well-built, and he had good muscles.

"So, this is your type?" I smirked at Jamie.

"Yeah, what can I say? My wet, hot, dirty dreams are all about the body," he said, lusting over the magazine photo. 

And I laughed. 

"You don't want a body like that? I work out in my backyard. I have fixed some gym equipment, and I have weights, too. If you want to join me?" I offered. I had picked up all types of gym equipment that any of my rich neighbours ever threw out. I had built a gym for myself. 

"Nah, I love the muscles on the other guy. I like a stronger man who can overpower me. But on the other hand, I can come and watch. I can see that you have a body inside that shirt. It would be a sight for sore eyes," he winked. 

"Damn you," I flustered at his blunt comment and laughed, "Friends are off-limit," I added.

"Friends are not brothers," he winked again. I just shook my head, and he laughed with me. "Sorry, not flirting," he put his hands up in surrender. 

"It's okay. So, how did you know?" I asked.

"Know what? That which body did for me?" he said, smirking.

"Yeah, how did you know that?"

"I never really found girls attractive. I didn't get what it was about girls that all my friends always lined up for. But I didn't think I was gay until, well, I saw Jake Schneider in grade nine. Oh my God, he was so freaking hot. I was like, damn, I wouldn't mind that guy's hands on me. I wanted to touch him. I wanted him to touch me. Everything was just blurry around him, you know. I could only see him. One touch of his would send me begging for more, like his body brushing against me while getting off the school bus. Or when his elbow touched me in the gym class during lineups. It would just turn me on right away," he sighed. 

"So, what happened? Did you date him?" I asked.

"I wish. But no. Jake was downright straight," he shook his head. "He asked a girl on a date, and I witnessed the whole thing."

"Oh," I interjected. I was lost for words. 

"Story of my life. I think that's my type too. Falling for straight guys. Which sucks," Jamie said, gluing his eyes back to the magazine. 

I looked at him and then examined the picture in the magazine. I thought if I liked that man in the magazine or the girl he was holding closer. But no, I didn't feel the slightest lust that I could see in Jamie's eyes. He seriously liked that man's body. 

I solemnly started thinking about what I liked? It's not like I didn't have any sexual desires. Occasional videos would turn me on, but I didn't know what it was that I wanted. My thoughts escaped me when the shop's bell chimed, indicating a new visitor. 

I froze when my eyes met Sean's blue eyes, and my heart skipped a beat. He glared at me, reminding me how much he hated me. Soon, his friends followed behind him. I got up from the seat, leaving Jamie with his magazines. I walked to the counter and took my position as I would for any other customer. But Sean wasn't just any other customer. 

"What can I get you?" I asked Sean and his friends.

"Oh, you think we'd eat here. Don't wanna get food poisoning now. Do we?" Sean said to his posse, and they all laughed.

There were two customers in the shop who turned their heads to look at us. 

I dared myself to meet Sean's eyes again and whispered, "Can't you give it a rest, Sean?"

He gazed into my eyes as if he was honestly listening to me, but the charm didn't last long when he uttered those cruel words again, "Oh what? Are you scared now? Thief. What happened to your fighting skills?"

"I don't wanna fight you, okay," I said.

"That's not how it looked like this morning. You think you can humiliate us and get away with it?"

"You've started it, Sean."

"And I'll finish it, Thief," He slapped the decorated cups off the rack, making them scatter.

The customers quickly walked out of the shop.

"Fine. You want to finish it. Let's take this outside." I walked out of the shop expecting they would follow, but instead, they locked the shop's door behind me.

"Now, you'll see, Thief. How I finish it."

"What? Sean!" I tried to open the door, but I couldn't. They started throwing things off the racks. Took out all the ice cream from the boxes and threw them on the floor. 

Jamie came to the door, but Dan pushed him back, "Watch the show." he told Jamie. I met Jamie's scared eyes and signaled him to stay back. They didn't know Jamie was my friend, and right now, I needed to keep it that way. I didn't have a phone, so I couldn't call the cops, but there was no use. Cops never did anything. They would write this off as a scam to grab money from the rich kids. 

When they were done destroying the shop, Sean opened the door, sipping from a strawberry slushy cup as he came closer. 

"And this is how I finish," he said, throwing that slushy cup at me. I raised my hand to break its contact, but it splashed when it hit my arm, and the red liquid soaked my hair and shirt. I glared at Sean, and at that moment, I wanted to hit him, but then I noticed the red slushy had also splashed over his white skin, and my eyes zeroed on his red lips, making my heart race faster than ever before. 

The police siren interrupted.

"Shit," Sean exclaimed. His friends followed him out of the shop and they all ran to their Jeep. When Sean got into the passenger seat of his Jeep, he looked back at the shop. His eyes met mine, and he kept gazing until the Jeep drove away. 
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Chapter Three
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"They are assholes. I called the cops, but it was too late." Jamie said, holding my arm.

I kept my hand on his, "it's okay." I assured him.

I called my uncle when the police came. They took my statement. I didn't tell them it was personal. I said they were some kids from school, but I didn't identify anyone. Jamie insisted he knew them and they were bullies. The officer frowned at Jamie. He didn't want to take this further, where he would have to question the rich kids. I kept my hand on Jamie's shoulders and told him to let it go. Jamie didn't understand, but he kept quiet. Uncle didn't want to call the insurance company. It would raise his premium, he said. He had no security alarm systems in his shop, and insurance required it. I told my uncle he could take some money from my salary since it was my fault, but he disagreed and said he would manage. 

Jamie and I spent the evening cleaning the store. It was nice to have him around. I smiled at him. He was so sweet, he didn't get paid for it, he didn't need to do this. 

..........

Jamie came to join me for the workout. Usually, I would work out without a shirt, but today I didn't. Not because I thought the conversation we had was anything more than a joke but because I didn't want to seem like I was trying to impress Jamie. 

I helped Jamie with some workout routines. He got tired quickly and sat there just to watch me work out. 

"Damn, man. I feel so lonely," Jamie complained.

"Why?" Jamie had his family. He had me as a friend. Feeling lonely was something very familiar to me, and I didn't see a reason why Jamie should feel that way.

"Man, I miss a man in my life," he said with a hopeless look. "Ugh, I'm so lonely," he repeated as he rested his back on one of the lawn chairs. 

I laughed at him. "So, find yourself a boyfriend." 

"Where? How? I wish you were gay," he blurted.

"What?" I put the weights down.

"Yeah, it would be so easy to date you," he said, "and not to mention, you look like my type," he added, eyeing me.

He laughed when I just stared at him. "Don't be so serious, man. I'm just saying, you know," he shrugged. 

I shook my head and sat beside him. "I get it. I feel your pain," 

"You can have any girl you want. I don't know what you are waiting for? But me, I'm stuck in this stupid small town with no gay guys. You can nowhere near feel my pain," he said, exaggerating his act of looking tired. 

"I'm sure there are some gay guys," I searched my brain to see if I knew anyone who could qualify as gay. 

"Even if there are, they are probably in the closet," he said. 

"Probably," I agreed. Coburg was a small town. Which was mainly divided into two classes: the wealthy, who owned everything, and the working class, who lived to serve the rich. There were small business owners, of course, like my uncle, and then there were teachers and nurses like my Mom. My Mom was a nurse at the hospital. Being a teacher or nurse also didn't mean that they didn't live to serve the wealthy. At school or at the hospital, the privilege was always given to the rich people over the working class. There were only two schools in town. One for the wealthy that we attended even though we were not wealthy, and then there was this other school that working-class children attended. 

Small towns came with small minds, too. I had never heard anyone come out as gay.

"They don't even have an LGBT center here. When I asked the admin lady, she gave me this look as if she just imagined me being roasted on a grill at the Day of Judgment," Jaime said with intense seriousness, but it made me laugh. 

Jamie was from New York, and everything was obviously easier there. 

"You just keep laughing at me, and I'm dying here," he said, sounding desperate. 

"What can I do? I guess you didn't choose a friend wisely. You need to be more social, and I can't help you with that," I said. 

"Oh, shut up. You are the only good thing in this Godforsaken town," Jamie said. "You know what? Maybe we need to be invited to a party," he added after a pause. 

"Who is going to invite us to a party?" I asked.

"Not us. But you," he gave me a crooked look. 

"Me?" Jamie sure didn't understand the reputation I had. No one ever invited me to a party. 

"Dude, you are hot and single. What girl wouldn't want to grab your ass? All you have to do is impress some hot chick and get invited to a party. And once you do, don't forget to take me with you," he said with such confidence that I just laughed.

"You are out of your mind. How do I impress a hot chick?"

"I'll show you the moves. I know everything. Now, tomorrow, stick with me. I want to see what girls are checking you out, and then we will decide which one will work with our plan," Jamie conspired. 

"You are saying there will be more than one girl checking me out?" I raised my eyebrows.

"Dude, you seriously need a mirror," he said as he shook his head and lay back on the chair. "My plan will work," he added with a smile. 

..............................

I checked myself in the mirror and tried to see what Jamie said. I had dark hair and brown eyes. My cheekbones were good. I had a good body. I had some muscles. I worked hard on myself only because I wanted to appear strong to my bullies. I didn't want to look as vulnerable and pathetic as I felt in the past. Now I was able to defend myself, but could all of this be enough to impress a girl? 

I thought my face was harsh. I didn't have a nice guy look. I sure wasn't pretty like Sean. Sean had beautiful features. His blue eyes, his thick dark brown eyelashes. His blond hair and his pink lips. I unintentionally sucked on my lower lip before letting it go as I thought about Sean's lips and how red they looked with that strawberry slushy. 

Why did I think about Sean? I met my eyes in the mirror and noticed my face looked flushed now. I needed to stop thinking about Sean. He was a bully. He sure didn't have a body like me. He wasn't as built, but he wasn't skinny like Jamie. He had a good body. Sean impressed girls and everyone around him with his next-door boy looks. Jamie said I was handsome and looked tough, and girls dig that. So that meant I didn't have to look like Sean to impress girls. I needed to stop thinking about Sean.

.........................

"Look down and then gradually look up at your 1 o'clock," Jamie said, standing before me, leaving me enough space to look where he suggested.

"What?" I said, eyeing Jamie, and he glared at me, so I nodded and obeyed him. There was a girl in the red shirt she had long blond hair and big eyes and sure had curves. She gave me a smile. And she moved her gaze on me as if she checked me out. I looked back at Jamie. 

"Samantha Hathaway, the hottest girl at school, and she has a birthday party coming. Look at her again and give her a full look, gradually, from bottom to top," Jamie instructed, and I glared at him before I exhaled in submission and did as he told me. From bottom to top, when my eyes finally met Samantha's, she turned her whole body towards me and started walking in my direction. I started feeling nervous. 

"She is coming this way," I whispered to Jamie.

"Good, just be causal," Jamie instructed.

"What the hell is casual?" I asked, but Jamie moved away from me when Samantha came closer.

"Hey," Samantha said as she stood like a model, showing off her body. 

"Hey," I said casually, as Jamie had instructed. 

"It's Titus, right?" Everyone called me thief.' So, it was a pleasant surprise to know that someone still knew my name. 

I smiled and nodded, "Titus Montgomery." although there was nothing to be proud of about my last name, I wanted her to have a full disclosure in case the plan worked, and she invited me to her party. 

"Right, Samantha Hathaway," She forwarded her slim hand, which I took. What's up with shaking hands these days? Samantha didn't pull back, and I could feel she wasn't going to even when I had kept my grip loose. I intentionally didn't pull back, either. 

She stepped closer and waited for me to say something, but when I didn't, she asked, "What are you doing this Saturday, Titus?". 

"Why? You have a plan for us?" I asked.

She smiled. "Maybe," she said, touching my shirt with her index finger and pressing her finger into my chest. "Do you want us to do something together?" she smirked, batting her eyes while she moved her face closer. 

"Maybe," I said, keeping my head high to maintain some distance. 

"Good, Saturday is my birthday. You are invited. Wear a suit, the more clothes, the better. I enjoy unwrapping my gifts," she winked as she pulled out a pink envelope and handed it to me. I watched her walk away because, apparently, that's what she wanted me to do, according to Jamie. 

"You are a natural," Jamie chimed. I smiled at Jamie's excitement and handed him the envelope.

..........................

"If they wouldn't let you in. I wouldn't go either," I said to Jamie and checked my suit in the mirror. I had to buy a suit for this party, which cost me a lot. But it was looking good. 

"They will. The invitation says plus one. I am your plus one." 

The invitation was standard. It didn't have my name on it. She obviously hadn't planned on inviting me, maybe she will forget that she invited me and we both wouldn't get the entry to the party. 

"Be careful when she takes off your clothes. Make sure she doesn't rip off any buttons or leave any lipstick marks," Jamie said.

"You seem so sure she is going to make out with me. She probably doesn't even remember she invited me."

"Of course, she remembers, you are her gift," he made a face as he spoke, mimicking Samantha.

I laughed. "Okay, we'll see, but how do I control her lipstick marks and why?" I wasn't sure I was planning to be the gift Samantha wanted to unwrap, but it made Jamie happy, so I played along.

"So, you can return the suit in the morning," he shrugged like it was obvious.

"What?" I asked.

"Yeah, you can get your money back." 

"But I wore it," I said.

"So? You can say you didn't like it. You are giving it back. But mind you, it should be in perfect shape," he said. 

"I don't do that kind of stuff," I met Jamie's eyes. 

"Why not? A lot of people do that," he said.

"I don't care who does it. I don't do that. I'm not a fraud," I said, looking at myself in the mirror. My father might have been a fraud, but I was nothing like him. 

"Okay. Sorry to upset you." Jamie didn't know everything about me or what my Dad did. But he was smart enough not to question.

.............................................

We entered the party. The music was loud. Some people were dancing and drinking. I looked at Jamie. Most girls turned their heads and gave me a second look, so I thought I looked good, too. Samantha came and greeted me, placing a hand around my arm and giving me a kiss. I lightly kissed her on the cheek. I could see that she was making sure all the girls knew I was there for her. 

"This is Jamie, my friend," I tried introducing Jamie, and she nodded but didn't look at him. She was just staring at me. 

"Come, I'll show you around," She grabbed my hand and pulled me. 

"Go, I'll be fine. Maybe I'll meet someone," Jamie said.

Samantha didn't exactly show me around. She only took me to a corner and pushed her lips to mine. I tried to return her kisses. She seemed desperate. I'm sure her red lipstick was all over me. But that wasn't the problem. She was hot, but I wasn't feeling it. I held her head and kissed her, trying to feel something. Nothing. Maybe the music was too loud, and it was too public. I didn't know what it was. She wasn't a bad kisser. Then I remembered what Jamie had said that one touch from that guy used to turn him on. It wasn't something I wanted to remember, but the memory of Sean's body next to mine came rushing. I could see his body touching mine, and my breath caught in my throat. Samantha pushed her tongue inside my mouth. I was feeling hot now, and my breathing became irregular. But I knew Samantha wasn't the reason for it. So, I pushed her back, trying to catch my breath. She stared at me, panting hungrily. 

"Let's go to my bedroom upstairs," she said, holding my hand. 

"No," I pulled back.

"What?" Samantha looked shocked.

"I think. I'm gonna go," I started to walk, but she held me in place. 

"Why?" Samantha said, placing her body against mine. "You liked it. I can tell," she went straight for my hard dick, and my mouth dropped. I sure wasn't expecting that. I quickly stepped away from her. I was a teenager; anything should have turned me on, but I knew it wasn't Samantha who had turned me on. I guess I wasn't a normal teenager. My life events had damaged me too much. I was only hungry for one thing or one person who would never be mine.

"I'm sorry," I told Samantha with all sincerity and started to walk, but my feet halted when I saw Sean wrapping his arm around a girl's shoulder. His face was too close to her. She smiled at him when he whispered something in her ear. She moved forward and kissed Sean, which gave my heart a sinking feeling. Then I realized I was staring. I should have looked away, but it was too late. Dan had already announced my presence, and now Sean glared at me. Our eyes got locked into each other as they always did. Neither of us ever looked away. 

"I didn't know you invited thieves to your party, Sam," Sean said to Samantha, who was still standing beside me, holding my wrist. I saw Sean's eyes fall on our hands, and then he met my eyes again. 

"Clearly, that was a mistake," she let go of my hand. "You are uninvited. I sure don't want criminals in my house," she said, and it amused Sean. 

"Get out, Thief. This suit doesn't hide your filth," Sean spoke through his perfect teeth. 

"Yeah, where did you steal it from?" Dan mocked. 

"Should we call the cops?" Jackson added. I didn't turn to look. My eyes were fixed on Sean, who joined Dan and Jackson in passing more derogatory comments at me. 

"That's enough. Let's go, Titus," Jamie said, holding my arm. 

Sean's eyes moved to Jamie, and then he looked at his hand wrapped around my arm. 

"Look, the thief brought his girlfriend with him," Dan mocked. Sean eyed me. His eyes were searching my face. He wasn't laughing anymore. 

"Let's go, Ty," Jamie said, and Sean's eyes harshly moved at Jamie. I felt Jamie flinch. His fingers tightened around my arm. I unwrapped Jamie's fingers so I could hold his hand. I watched Sean's gaze follow my every move and settle on staring at my hand, locked in with Jamie.

"Let's go," I said to Jamie, but I kept my eyes on Sean. There was something in Sean's eyes for Jamie that I hadn't seen in a long time. What was it? Was it hatred? No. I was so used to his hatred for me that I'd recognize it. There was something else. I had seen that look in his eyes before. The way he looked at Jamie was the same look he gave Jo Neilson before kicking him when we were nine years old because Jo had touched his favourite toy car. So, that was it? He thought I was his toy? I wasn't anyone's toy, favourite or not.

Holding hands, Jamie and I walked by Sean. I kept Jamie to my side and dared everyone with my eyes to try and take a step towards him. 

No one tried. Mainly because Sean hadn't given an order yet. 

...........................................

"So, the party was a bad idea. Apparently, they are all straight," Jamie said while we walked home from the party. "I'm sorry," he added When I said nothing.

"Why are you saying sorry?" I asked. 

"This was all my idea. If I knew... What the fuck is this Sean Harper's problem?" Jamie sounded frustrated. "Why can't he just leave you alone? It's like he is obsessed with you," that comment halted my feet. 

"Why would you say that?" I asked, meeting his eyes. 

"Well, I don't know much, but from what I have seen. He always looks at you. He picks every opportunity to humiliate you, even in class. It's like he looks for the moments he can insult you." 

I remembered only this week when Miss. Brown talked about plagiarism and how we cannot take stuff from the internet and submit it as our own. Sean commented about me being a thief. And it wasn't just the English class. Sean didn't let any opportunity pass where he could insult me. 

I started walking again. I couldn't stop thinking about the look Sean had in his eyes for Jamie when he held my arm and called me Ty. Something Sean occasionally to call me when we were friends. 'Ty.' 

"Ty, where are you? Are you even listening?" Jamie interrupted my thoughts.

"Yeah, I'm listening. When did you start calling me Ty?" I asked. 

"Well, I don't know. It's just easier to call you Ty than Titus, I won’t if you don’t like it," he shrugged. 

I guess it was easy, and my friends would have called me Ty if I had any. Jamie was my first friend after Sean. 

"Why did you hold my hand?" Jamie asked, and it startled me.

"I just. I guess... I wanted to show them... they made gay jokes," I exhaled my frustration.

"Oh," he sounded disappointed. 

"Why? Did it upset you?" I asked, stopping to look at him again.

"No, I actually liked it," he gave me a shy smile. "If only it was real," he added.

"Real?" I asked.

He nodded. "I know you are straight, and it's perfectly fine. I just need to find me a boyfriend," he sighed. 

I nodded and smiled at him, "We will find you a boyfriend
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