
He’s beautiful. The boy that I like is a stunning person from the inside and on the outside. He’s got this sweet smile that can light up a room and me. He melts me with my own fire just by greeting me. The pain crunches me everytime. And here he is greeting me again.


“Hey Brian.” Just a small, token wave as he goes by to his next class. His rugged jeans slapping on the back of his boots. His hair shines a happy gold color. I die like I do every fucking day of school.


We aren’t really friends, Darien and I. Isn’t that a great name? One time, I was trying to ignore the sounds coming from my little sister’s cartoons, and I heard that name. I guess the name of the dumb looking hero on sailor moon is named Darien. Well, the american version anyway. I don’t watch the show or anything but now I do keep my ears open. The sad thing is when Sailor Moon says his name with the same desperation that I always use. But, like I said, I’m not “watching” it. 


Anyway, we’ve been acquaintances for years. Darien is a nice guy, so he always says hi everyone. It’s not like I’m some loser nobody either. I’m actually rather sought after. So, him saying hi to me isn’t that special. It’s not like he’s cutting me a break or anything.

