	


Quirky


By PrincessDesire


The premise of this one is as follows: Thinking gay thoughts awakens the Garden to the fact that they are living in a less than complete world. The main pairings are SeiferxZell and IrvinexSquall. This is meant to be very silly, so please take it that way. PG-13 for sexual references and language.








	Zell had a sexual dream about Seifer. He remembered the scarred blond holding him close. He remembered the words that were entering his ears as Seifer loved him. His sheets were evidence of his lustful dreaming. In the morning, he was embarrassed and figured that he’d take the sheets to the laundry.





"Where are you going with that, dumb ass?" asked Seifer meanly as Zell walked by him with the basket of sheets.


	Zell had been trying to keep a steady pace just so that people wouldn't get too close a look at his dirty laundry. He wasn't about to be airing that out anytime soon. "To the laundry room." Duh; where else would he be going with dirty laundry?


	Seifer covered his face with a gloved hand. "Zell, when has Balamb Garden ever had a laundry room?"


	Zell thought about it. He didn't actually remember ever seeing a laundry room on the directory. In fact, he didn't remember having ever washed his clothes there before either. "We don't have one?" he asked feeling foolish. Something seemed odd about that but he couldn't really put his finger on it.


	After a good hearty laugh, Seifer answered, "No."


	"But shouldn't we have one? I mean, we all wear the same outfits everyday, don't they get dirty?"


	Seifer looked confused. He took a moment to look at his grey coat. It didn't look dirty, just as it always was. But, didn't clothes need to be cleaned every once in a while? "I guess not..."


	Zell clenched the basket tighter. This was weird. "Especially with how often we battle?"


	The two stared blankly at each other. Why didn't the school have a laundry room? Why had they never washed their clothes before? Why had they never noticed that was odd before?


	Finally, they both shrugged simultaneously. "Must be a good reason, right Chicken?"


	"Maybe I'll go see Quistis about it after class," said Zell, running back to return the sheets to his room. 





	"Glad you could finally make it to class Zell..." said Quistis. Zell just gave her the thumbs up sign. So what if he was late? There was something strange going on around this garden. Like this morning when he was trying to decide what to wear to class. He had 2 outfits in his closet: his uniform and his Seed uniform. He was wearing his only casual clothes. And they were all clean. Why was it that Quistis wore that god-awful pink outfit everyday? Could it be that those were her only casual clothes? It was all too strange to think of. "And today we are having just a brief quiz about monsters and special attacks, to get your brains started."


	There were groans from the classroom. Zell grinned. School was always a breeze for him. He loved fighting. It was the ultimate high. Having a quiz about fighting was like reading a good book. Sure, it took a little effort, but it was all worth it in the end.


	"Since last week's quiz was multiple-choice, this week will be question and answer; the final question shall be an essay question. Remember your last sentence should tie all the previous sentences together. You can access it...now. Have fun!" 


	[And for our readers at home, the answers will be posted at the end of this story, so try along with Zell]


	Zell pressed the button for the quiz and answer 1 popped up. It looked like this test was going to be a snap.





	1) Elnoyle cards are need in large quantities to modify into what item?


	2) When fighting a T-Rexaur, it is wise to have this equipped to your elemental attack junction?


	3) What is the only magic you can draw from a cactuar?


	4) Which monster uses the attack "everybody's grudge?"


	5) What is the magic used to increase the likelihood of limit breaks?


	6) What is the name of the most popular game at Balamb Garden?


	7) Where are the three gardens?


	8) Blue dragons are found where?


 	9) The only other point of interest nearby Balamb Garden and Balamb City is what?


	10) Opinion question: Who makes the best yaoi couple in FF8 and why?





	Yaoi? FF8? What was Quistis talking about? Zell guessed that it was his fault for never reading any of his textbooks. Other than the last one, Zell was sure he had gotten them all right. He propped his feet atop the computer terminal and waited for everyone else to finish. 


	He looked over at Squall who looked like he was trying to sit on a stick. Squall always looked like that. Plus, he was always thinking so much that you could practically see the words behind his eyes...Or over his head.


	Seifer was still looking at the screen. Ha! He was still taking the test! Zell felt cockier now.  He leaned back a little more in his chair...


	...And fell over.


	In an instant he was off the ground, but everyone had seen him fall and the sound of the chair crashing was still echoing. Great. The girls laughed, some men did but not many. Zell had his weapons on him most of the time and that kept everyone in line, except for Seifer of course. Hmmm, Seifer, perhaps he'd think about his dream to pass the time.


	In the beginning it was easy to focus on that memory, but more and more he was beginning to feel uncomfortable. His bladder was full. He waited and waited, trying not to think of water, for the class to be over. When the bell finally rang, he happily ran for the door. He didn't knock over any students, because they were all used to Zell doing that. He was just too full of energy to want to be in the way of.


	Squall enjoyed being the last one in the classroom. That was at least, when Quistis wasn't the teacher. She always seemed to want to pry into his life, finish his sentences, and laugh at his introvertedness. He was getting to the point where he just felt like saying "Fuck you" and walking out. He was glad none of the other teachers singled him out. Usually his quietness got him overlooked which was what he was going for. So, after her class he left in the middle of the crowd, hoping she wouldn't call him back. She didn't today.


	"Where the hell is the fucking bathroom?" yelled Zell. He was holding his legs close together and looked like he REALLY had to go.


	Squall wanted to help him out, but suddenly he couldn't think of where exactly the bathroom was. And when Zell approached him for an answer, he shrugged. "I don't know. I never really thought about it before."�	Zell's eyes grew wide. Twice in one day! This was just too weird. No laundry room, no bathrooms? What kind of torture chamber was this school? Why didn't anyone else have to go to the bathroom? That did it, he was going to see Headmaster Cid! Right after he peed in a bush...





	"So, Mr. Dincht brought it to my attention that we don't have one, and I'm pretty sure we should need one, it's being installed tomorrow."


	Oh yeah, a bathroom. Hadn't he heard Zell shouting something about that in the hallway earlier? Squall couldn't really remember. Did they need a bathroom at the garden? It seemed like they should.


	As he left Cid mumbling to himself, Squall passed by Irvine. You couldn't miss passing by Irvine. It would be like walking by a Cinnabon without taking a sniff. There was always something about him which caught the eye or in Squall's case, his entire body.


	"Hey," he said. This was quite a speech for Squall and Irvine appreciated it. He came to a stop and posed smiling in front of his friend.


	"Hi Squall, what are you up to?"


	What had he been up to? He couldn't remember: too much studying or too much hanging out with Rinoa. It was one of the two. "I think I was going to go study."


	Irvine made a face. No man that studied as much as Squall deserved to get a girl. Well, Irvine had some free time, perhaps he could save Squall from his poor, lonely fate. "I have a better idea. Come with me to see Selphie."


	>Do something else


	  Go along with it


	"I don't think so..."


	Irvine held out the hand that wasn't carrying his gun. "Come on."�	"Okay." Why had Squall said that? He didn't really feel like going. Oh well, just go along with it for now.





	Zell was getting sick of peeing in bushes. Just until tomorrow, he assured himself. And now he was sitting in his room thinking that he was hungry. So, he could just go to the cafeteria and eat. But, all they had was hot dogs. And they were probably out. He exhaled loudly before standing up. Okay, time to do something. He had been moping ever since he got back from classes.


	He ran out of his room ready to find something to eat in this damn place that wasn't meaty, rubbery, and phallic. He found Seifer instead. Slightly meaty, but he'd do...


	"Hey Seifer! I have a question!"


	"Yes, you ARE an annoying chicken wuss," joked Seifer. It was always so much fun to pick on Zell. He got so pissed, usually.


	"What is there to eat besides hot dogs?"


	Seifer leaned his head to the side. Zell wanted to eat something other than hot dogs? "Why would you want to?"


	Zell was getting that feeling again. It was the feeling that something was very wrong in the way of there being no other food in Balamb garden besides hot dogs. "Let's say...let's say they are out of hot dogs."


	Seifer thought about it. Then, not thinking of anything he got angry. "I don't know! Do I look like a restaurant guide to you?"


	Then it hit Zell, there weren't any restaurants in all of Balamb. The fishermen caught fish all day, but never gave it to a store to sell. Well, Zell would just have to catch himself a fish. He could cook it in his mom's house. After all, he had been fishing since he was a kid.


	"Balamb has fish! Of course! But Seifer, something really weird is happening... Come with me." He didn't know why he had suggested it. He knew that Seifer would just laugh at him. But he knew he'd feel safer if someone else was with him. Especially the guy from that wonderful dream, the one he would NEVER forget.


	>Do something else


	  Go along with it


	"Why would I want to hang out with you chicken?"


	Okay, that was the typical Seifer response. But, it was dark and the ocean was so large and dark. "Come on Seifer, what are you, afraid to be by the ocean at night?"


	"Fine Chicken Wuss, let's see which one of us is scared of the dark." Now why did he say that? He didn't want to go along with Zell...





	The night was cold like it always was by the ocean. But it was nice, at least to Seifer. Zell on the other hand was freezing his ass off. His fishing pole jittered in his hands.


	"You are going to scare them off Zell," whispered Seifer in a warning tone. He could see just how cold Zell was though. It was kind of cute how he wasn't about to give up though. He would sit out here and die of hypothermia before he went inside. "Maybe we should go for a swim."


	Zell wanted to be angry about that suggestion, but just the mere idea of it made his body shudder. How cold must this water be if the night was this cold? Finally, he was prepared to say something rude to Seifer when a coat was thrust in front of his face.


	Seifer's coat? He looked confusedly beyond the coat to Seifer who was sitting there in his vest. "Well, take it." 


	Could he really take Seifer's coat? Actually, since he had already grabbed it, he should be wondering if he should wear it or not. It was warm. He slipped it over his shoulders. 


	"As soon as I get cold, I'm asking for it back!" said Seifer. Zell believed that. Yet, as the night grew even darker and the stars came out, Seifer's fishing pole began to shake, and not from the fish. Zell wanted to offer the coat back, but then they would just have to repeat the cycle. So, they sat.


	Seifer was freezing. Why did he have to give Zell his coat? He didn't even like the guy...much. He very subtly moved closer to Zell, feigning a stretch. Oh he could feel warmth. He wanted to warm his hands on Zell like a fire. Wait! What was he thinking? The hypothermia must have hit his brain first.


	Just as he was about to give in and ask for his damned coat back, he felt a bite. Thank god! They could eat and he could get warm. He began the long process of reeling in a fish. Zell was yelling advice at him and he wanted to deck him. What made Zell think that he knew more about fishing than him? He lived by the ocean too dammit.





	"The hunters have returned!" shouted Zell as they returned from ocean. When they weren't immediately greeted by his mom, he realized she must be asleep. Upon looking at the clock that made sense since it was nearly midnight. They had been out in that cold for nearly 4 hours! It was amazing they weren't dying from pneumonia. Just as Zell thought it, Seifer sneezed.


	"Oh shit. I've caught a fucking cold and it's all your fault!" accused Seifer before becoming a lump on Zell's couch. 


	Zell sighed, removing the coat and going to prepare the fish. It smelled wonderful as it was grilling up. It helped that his mom had shown him so many good ways to serve fish. It had been nice sitting next to Seifer. Even if they hadn't done much talking, just having him near felt good. It gave him plenty of ideas for some fantasies he planned on having come the next few days.


	You dare me to go skinny dipping? Fine, I'm as badass as you. Oh no, Seifer, you can't swim. I'll save you. Hmmm, a reward for saving your life? I'll take it.


	Zell was lucky the dinner didn't burn to a crisp.


	He was disappointed to find a shivering, sleeping Seifer once the meal was done. Here he had a cute little fish and potatoes combo and Seifer was going to miss it. Zell sighed. Oh well. He ran upstairs to grab an extra blanket for Seifer. After all, it wasn't like he was going to be willing to share a bed. He might as well stay on the couch.


	Seifer stopped shaking in only a few minutes. Zell knew because he set up his dinner at the table in front of Seifer. Who needed TV? He alternated looking around the room and looking at the cute sleeping blond.


	Now that he had eaten, he felt better, better than if he had eaten another damn hot dog. He must have just been sick of them after so long. 


	Seifer looked so sweet. It occurred to Zell what he was going to do about five seconds after he did it. Then, he knew that he should probably impale himself on Seifer's gunblade and save Seifer the trouble of having to kill him for it. He kissed Seifer, close-mouthed, but not a peck. He felt Seifer awake underneath his face and the panic set in. Zell jumped up and put his fists up.


	"I didn't mean it Seifer! Don't kill me!" he was mostly scared, but a little bit of him was so happy.


	Seifer looked at him groggily. Why the hell did Zell kiss him? Oh well. No harm done. It wasn't that bad actually...but that lingering smell. "Oh great Zell, kiss me with fish breath." He closed his eyes, grabbed at the blanket tightly, and fell back to sleep.


	<?> appeared over Zell's head. He could feel it. He looked up at the lingering question mark. That caused another one to spring up beside it. "Ahhhh!" screamed Zell.


	"What?" asked Seifer, grabbing at his blade. His strong hand grasped the handle as his body came out of the chair.


	"I've got question marks over my head!"


	"What the hell are you talking about?"


	Zell was swatting the air over his head. "I looked up and there were question marks!"


	Seifer studied Zell. He always thought that Zell was a little eccentric, but he didn't think he was crazy. "What are you talking about? And...why did you kiss me?"


	"LOOK!" Zell yelled, pointing above Seifer.


	And sure enough, even though he only caught a small glimpse of it...there had been a question mark there. He jumped away from the couch towards Zell. "What the hell was that?"


	"I've been trying to tell you. Weird things are happening at Garden and no one is noticing. Cid had to put in bathrooms cause he realized we didn't have any! And our clothes don't get dirty!" Zell was nearly hysterical.


	Seifer grabbed his shoulders. "Zell, calm down! We'll talk to Cid about it in the morning. For now, all we can do is go on fighting monsters."


	"Yeah I guess so," said Zell, beginning to sit down again. Then it hit him that it didn't make any sense to ignore a weird thing that was going on. "Um, Seifer, that's a stupid idea."


	Seifer felt the anger. It had made sense. Actually, no, it really didn't. But nothing did at the moment. Zell had kissed him dammit, how was he supposed to focus on anything else? "You kissed me."


	"Yeah, sorry about that," apologized Zell. "You didn't seem too angry."


	Seifer grabbed Zell's shirt collar. "Of course I wasn't. I was sleeping Dincht!"


	[Note to the readers: I'm sparing you the whole Seifer-kissing-a-guy-after-grabbing-them-by-the-collar maneuver. You can all thank me later]


	Zell's mother called out then, possibly saving her son's life. "Are you boys okay?"


	"Yes mom!" called Zell after Seifer released him. "Hey mom, do we have a bathroom?"





	Zell was kissing him again. But this time, it was open mouthed. It was wonderful. Zell's agility was a plus when it came to lovemaking. His hands seemed to cover all of Seifer's body. Why hadn't Seifer ever thought about this before? Zell was perfect. He decided to tell him that. "You..." he started saying before he realized had woken up; had woken himself up by speaking in fact. Shit! It had been a dream.


	Seifer looked around the empty living room, fish going bad on the coffee table. Well, that was unpleasant. He trudged grumpily to the top of the stairs and opened the door to Zell's room. 


	"Wake up Chicken Wuss," he said shutting the door behind him. "I severely hope you brushed your teeth before you went to bed.”


*	*	*	*	*	


	Squall was bored, so bored that he was doing something uncharacteristic. He was doodling. Squall Leonhart was not much of a doodler. But there were little people with little gunblades on his paper, proving his guilt to the activity. Then out of the blue, came a little cowboy with a little shotgun. Next to him was a horse. It was cute. The cowboy was smiling real big, just like the cowboy that Squall was thinking about. Why was he drawing Irvine?


	Seifer and Zell came in to the classroom then. They were very late. There was only a few minutes left in class. Quistis glared at them. "Perhaps you gentlemen wouldn't mind staying after class for a discussion?" she asked angrily. Seifer ignored her completely like he normally did. Zell looked guilty...but happy too.


	Squall had heard something weird about Zell. What was it? He couldn't remember. 


	The bell rang what seemed like only a minute or two after Seifer and Zell came in. The room cleared out nearly instantaneously. Squall panicked. He had to get out before the last of the students. He darted to the door but not quite fast enough.


	"And you Squall; I'd like to talk to you as well." Fuck.


	"So, what was more important than my class?" asked Quistis with her arms folded across her chest. She always took offense to truants, but she wasn't much older than them and surely couldn't have forgotten the need to skip or be late to class.


	"Lots of things instructor," said Seifer. He was such a bitch sometimes. 


	Her face lost some of the harshness and took on a more feminine touch. She looked a little hurt. "I can see that Seifer, since you aren't going to pass anyway. But, Zell, you are doing fine in here. Don't let Seifer rub off on you."


	Seifer cracked up. "I think he enjoys being rubbed off on!"


	Quistis looked at them oddly. "I don't even pretend to understand what you mean Seifer." 


	"We were having gratuitous sex, instructor." Zell and Seifer could see by the <!>'s above their audience’s heads that they had surprised Squall and Quistis. They really needed to talk to headmaster Cid about that. “See, there are some things more important than your lectures.”


	Squall's mind did more than a flip. It hit a brick wall after the somersault. Okay, Seifer and Zell are gay lovers. There are no bathrooms. And, yes, he was drawing pictures of Irvine. 'Stop thinking' his brain told him. It usually said things like that to him.


	"Um, you two can go..." said Quistis softly as a cocky Seifer strolled out of her classroom. They were fucking? Oh goodness. She needed to escape this moment. "So, Squall, um, would you like to go down to the training center with me and practice a bit?"


	>Do something else


	  Go along with it


	"No thanks."


	"It will be good for your training!"


	"Alright." 


	They're training session was cut short by both of them having to use the new bathroom that had been installed in the dormitories.


*	*	*	*	*	


	"Hey Squall, how's it going?" asked Irvine.


	He had seen Squall's back as he was in line at the cafeteria. He couldn't see the big eyes that were on Squall's face. Not until he turned to him and said in a low whisper, "They don't have anything else but hotdogs."


	Irvine laughed. "What's the matter? Not a big hotdog fan?"


	Squall was flabbergasted. Now he remembered what Zell had been saying, weird things happening with the bathrooms and such. Now here was a diet plan for trained soldiers that looked more like a 20 year old bachelor's. 


	Irvine looked nice, noticed Squall through his worry. His eyes were all twinkly like the stars that he and Rinoa had...Rinoa? Where was she anyway? Squall looked around. She hadn't been bugging him lately. Maybe she had gotten killed in a freak T-Rexaur attack. Why was he thinking that? He loved Rinoa. Didn't he?


	"Hey man, are you doing okay?" asked Irvine, his hand went to Squall's shoulder. 


	Squall felt the urge to say "..." but that was annoying because he always said that. Instead, he said, "I drew a picture of you by a horse." 


	Irvine stared at Squall as the gunblade expert left the cafeteria, weapon slung over his back much like Seifer. What was going on lately? First Zell, now Squall. He decided to see what was going on. 


*	*	*	*	*


	"Okay okay, I went along with the installation of bathrooms. But, do you know how much it would cost to put in showers into each room?"


	"Why don't we have them?" demanded Quistis, her foot stomping.


	"We've never needed them before," said Cid shrugging.


	"I don't understand! Why did we not have bathrooms? And why....why....?" Quistis's whole body shook with anxiety as she grabbed at her dress. "Why do I wear this horrible pink thing?"


	Cid shook his head. "It's what you always wear. Well, when you aren't in uniform."


	"Why? Why do we only have one outfit?" 


	Once again Cid shook his head. Cid was a completely useless leader.





	"What the hell is going on?" asked Irvine. Cid seemed so small and scared in the big office chair. He seemed to think that Irvine was verbally attacking him.


	"I don't know! The Garden is falling apart! I know what to do!" Cid sprang up from his seat to the intercom. "Squall, can you come to 3F immediately?"


	Cid's answer to every crisis...





	"It's obviously not just in our heads. Something is going around, something is spreading," said Seifer angrily to the small group.


	"Leave it to Seifer Almasy to start a rebellion," joked Quistis as she came down the hallway.


	"How are you in your pink dress today Quisty? Heard you used those new bathrooms." 


	Quistis turned red. There was some kind of epidemic running around at the school and she hated being one of the victims. Things looked strange to her now. But this was her Garden and she wasn't about to let it get out of control. "And rioting isn't going to change anything Seifer."


	Seifer smiled charmingly, "Riot? What riot is that?" He gestured towards the people watching them. "They just want to know why we haven't had a bathroom until this week."


	"We had no need to before."


	"Why not? And why now?"


	Quistis felt like she was being quizzed by a reporter. 'No comment', she thought wearily. This should be something that Cid took care of, not her. "Seifer, just stop being a pain in the ass for one day." Her hand rose automatically in dismissal as she passed by him. Would he ever stop being a nuisance?


	Seifer wasn't sure if he had scored any points or not. He knew down deep that the problem didn't lie with Quistis or even Garden. There was something that had been wrong with the world and they had never noticed it. It was a disappointment that Zell wasn't with him to try and point out where his flaw lay. Sometimes, it was hard for Seifer to see what he was doing wrong. He felt that this wasn't resulting in much; he was just making himself frustrated by his own powerlessness. They hadn't realized about the bathrooms until days ago, what else would they find they were missing?


	


	"Why the hell do you keep repeating yourself?" demanded Zell. This was a terribly frustrating day that was made worse by the man in front of him at the cafeteria.


	"That was the last time I do that!" exclaimed the student for the third time. His anecdote before he had gotten stuck wasn't even that funny. But now he wouldn't say anything else. It was like he had reached his maximum word allowance.


	Zell walked away, frustrated. He ran into Squall just outside the elevators. Squall seemed very agitated.


	"Squall? What are you saying to yourself?" Zell hadn't been able to make out any of the ramblings coming from Squall and it was odd. It was odd that Squall was talking.


	The brunette looked up, startled to see Zell in front of him and blocking his path. "I drew Irvine but it didn't mean anything."


	Zell blinked.


	"Then I had to use the bathroom. After that I was wondering...where did Seifer go after our training? I mean, that one time when he gave me the scar. I gave him a scar too, but he wasn't in the infirmary." Squall's eyes shut tightly and reopened as if trying to wake himself up. "Where did he go?"


	Zell had never heard Squall talk that much. It seemed like his friend was on peyote or some mind altering substance. That wasn't permitted in Garden. Not very much was. 


	Being the kind person that he was, he decided to take Squall and hide him away until the drug wore off. He couldn't take him back to his room, as much as he cared about Squall, there was no way he would take the chance of getting caught. He also couldn't take him to Seifer's, since he had just seen Seifer in the quad. That left either Quistis (The teacher), Selphie (The spazz), or fairly neutral Irvine. Zell chose Irvine.





	"You're lucky you caught me in, I was just about to go and woo some girls in the library." Irvine grinned at Zell. It was nice being such a lady-killer. Just a smile and the old Kinneas charm was all it took.


	Zell rolled his eyes. He didn't need to be hearing this now. Instead, he grabbed the Squall he had taken and thrust him into Irvine's room. "Squall is on some drug and I think he should stay here until, well, until he's not hallucinating."


	Squall protested. "I'm not on a drug... Irvine!" His cheeks turned pinkish and he looked away from the cowboy like a crushing girl. His hands were covering his cheeks and his eyes were closed. He didn’t notice that the other two were staring at him. It was just too strange to be back around Irvine after the odd thoughts he had been having.


	Irvine took a glance at Zell. "What is he on?" It didn't seem like a very Squallish thing to do. He seemed like too much of a control freak to try hallucinogens.


	Zell shook his head. "I don't know, but I'm hungry and am going to Balamb for some fish again." He needed to leave. He wanted to take Seifer and escape this insane asylum.


	


	"All these problems need to be fixed immediately. We NEED showers! Cid doesn't even care about any of this. The...knowledge hasn't spread to him."


	"Hey Mr. Anarchist!" yelled Zell. He had left Seifer for a few hours and the man was already trying to take over the Garden. "Halt the revolution! We're getting dinner."


	


	"I didn't mean to draw you. It just sort of happened."


	They were sitting on Irvine's bed attempting to figure out why it was that Squall's seemed to be on acid. 


	"I was...wearing clothes right?"


	"Of course!" Squall had to defend his manly honor. He may have been drawing pictures of another man, but they weren't nudie pics. Though now that he was thinking about it...


	"Well then, I don't really see anything wrong with that." His brown eyes soulfully held Squall's gaze. "After all, we're buddies right?"


	Squall said, "Mmmhmm" just before his lips were squished against Irvine. He wasn't sure who had kissed who. They were both leaning together on Irvine's bed at the same angle.


	Squall felt more comfortable than he ever had before. There was no confusion at all. This was a good place to be and a good thing to be doing. So they kissed.





	Selphie clapped her hands and slid her shoulders left and right. She loved her taste in music. But, she had been in her room dancing for nearly a half an hour and she felt the need to do something else. She could go eat something, but she had a feeling there wouldn't be any hotdogs left anyway. She wanted to socialize. Maybe if she found Irvine, he could think up something fun to do. He was her best friend mostly because of their innate socialization skills.


	She strolled past dorm rooms of people she knew, only occasionally knocking to see if anyone was home. No one was ever in their rooms in the afternoon. She sighed, her arms coming down to pull her on her dress a little. She always wore such a short outfit.


	When she reached Irvine's room, she made a quick wish that he would be inside, then knocked. She waited, but no was answering. He must not be home. She cursed her bad luck angrily.


	"Selphie, have you seen Squall?" asked a voice behind her. Quistis stood there, looking worried. That wasn't a rare look for Quistis.


	"Nope, have you seen Irvine?"


	Quistis shook her head. She didn't know where Squall had run off to, but Cid was in a panic. They needed the dark-haired man to restore order to the chaos. And he had to help before Seifer led all the students to violence. She wondered if Zell would be helping Seifer now that they were a couple.


	Selphie waited for Quistis to say something else, but she just stood there thinking. Perhaps Quisty was spending too much time with Squall. Then she did speak. Now Quistis wasn't a very big gossip, but something had reminded her about Seifer and Zell. 


	"Seifer and Zell are having sex. They told me this morning."


	Selphie laughed. Right! Big ego-driven Seifer hooking up with sweet little Zell. "Yeah, and Irvine and Squall are having sex too!" Why not? The whole garden could pair up into odd little gay couples!


	Quistis stared at her with big round eyes. Selphie was about to ask what was up, when she watched the teacher turn towards Irvine's dorm room. 


	An utterly silent moment of disbelief passed between them. "No!" Selphie threw her hands down dramatically. "They may both be missing, but aren't we jumping to conclusions?"


	"Stranger things have happened lately..." Quistis said, pulling out her Teacher's keycard.


	"QUISTIS! You can't just barge into Irvine's room!" What if Squall really was in there? What would they be interrupting?


	Normally, she would have respected Irvine's privacy. But she hadn't been feeling like herself, so she slid the card through and pushed open the door. "So, what are you up to?" she asked in a cheerfully evil voice. She actually was hoping that she would catch Irvine in the act of something dirty. Unfortunately, it appeared that the fun had already been had. Squall was underneath Irvine's blanket staring at her in shock.


	"None of your..."


	"Business," she finished and then giggled. "Oh fuck, I'm sorry. I don’t' know why I did that." Sometimes she annoyed herself. And who wouldn't be irritated by an anal retentive pink nightmare that finished other people's sentences?


	Irvine had jeans on luckily. He was scratching his head. “Instructor, why are you in my room?”


	Quistis had a guilty expression on her face. “I need Squall. Well, not like you need Squall.” She coughed nervously. Why had she decided to barge into Irvine’s room? It was such an awkward moment. “The school is rioting. Cid wants Squall up top immediately.”


	Quistis grabbed Selphie’s wrist and pulled them both from the room. Selphie’s mouth was still open. She wasn’t speaking or moving; it was very untypical. 


	Irvine shrugged. “Did I knock the drug out of your system?” he asked Squall with a grin.





“Okay, they are having sex. Our entire school has gone gay and insane.” Quistis laughed suddenly. “Hey Selphie, do you suddenly feel an enormous urge to change out of these pink and yellow clothes?”


	Selphie slowly looked downwards. Ye gods! What was she wearing? Her ensemble was a bright yellow jumper that barely covered her ass. She was horrified. With a quick nod to Quistis, they set off towards Quistis’s dorm room.


	


	Squall spun around and around in his swivel chair. Technically it was Cid’s but since Cid wasn’t really a leader, it didn’t seem to matter much. Nothing mattered much to him anyway. “Whee!”


	“Um, Mister Leonhart…are you on something?”


	“Nida! Don’t ask our leader that! Squall, snap out of it, we need your help right now. The garden is going crazy and it needs you to be intelligent for it.” Xu was not used to losing control of situations. Even with what a small part she played in saving the world from the Sorceress, she felt like she had some control. The problem with this was that she didn’t even really know what the problem was.


	“Why do monsters carry items? They never use them, not that I’ve seen anyway.” Squall giggled happily. “Don’t you guys see? I’m finally myself. I have…” He leaned his excited delicate face towards them. “I have more dimensions now. I’m not just a moody grumpy lone wolf!”


	“I see that Squall. You also have a ridiculous and irritating side. Please focus on the situation.”


	Squall squinted at her. “Wow, you sounded just like Quistis. Hey, you two are kind of alike.”


	Xu and Quistis were close to each other, so it wasn’t as if it was an insult. Still, she was so maddened by Squall’s behavior, that she actually found her hand smacking his cheek. With horror, she dropped the offending hand and stepped back from his desk.


	Squall grabbed his cheek. “Ow! Xu hit me! Bad Xu! You are expelled!”


	Nida stepped in front of the shocked woman. “Mister Leonhart, the students are panicked and only you can help them.”�	“What is your last name Nida?”


	Nida frowned. Why did Squall want to know his last name? He couldn’t actually think of his last name. He certainly must have one. He seemed to know Squall’s last name.


	Squall had moved on to other thoughts. “Do you two know where Rinoa is? I can’t seem to find her anywhere. Well, I haven’t really been looking for her. I’ve kind of been sleeping with Irvine all day.”


	Xu glanced over at Nida. His eyes were darting from left to right but he didn’t seem to be looking at anything in particular. “I haven’t seen Rinoa.”


	Squall stood up from the chair. “Look, I’m going to be honest with you. I never wanted to be leader. I’m not even very good at it, I’m just lucky. I mean, I only made a few decisions by myself, the rest of the time I just went along with somebody else. Maybe you should just find someone else to be in charge of Garden.” He touched Xu lightly on the shoulders. “Maybe Quistis can help you. But right now I have to go find Irvine and do some necking.”


	There was a scream and a loud crash. Both looked over to see the broken window that Nida had jumped out of. The scream had been, “My life is pointless!” 	


	


	


