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long nights to befriend the moon
by hchkth

Summary

A realization draws in Wille; he remembers describing this exact picture to Simon once,
when they were talking about things they wanted to do. Simon not only made the main idea
come true, he made every detail of Wille’s imagination about it come alive.

Notes

This entire thing was born out of the idea of Simon having a nightmare and Wille comforting
him, but then my fingers kept writing, and then there were suddenly so many words and new
ideas popping up in my head?? Chapter 2 is already halfway done, so manifest for me to
actually finish it!

See the end of the work for more notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/hchkth/pseuds/hchkth


Thursday

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Simon is running. A man is chasing him across the field that has just been covered in freshly
fallen snow. His breath comes out in white puffs. The wind pushes at his face with every step.
It’s particularly cold and his feet hurt. He can hear footsteps behind him. They are coming
closer. He turns to look over his shoulder. The man is still there. He runs faster. Snow flies up
around him as he does so. The trees ahead loom. A gust of wind knocks one down, sending it
crashing to the ground. Then something slams into Simon and sends him sprawling onto his
hands and knees. A sharp pain stabs through the back of his head. He lets out an involuntary
whimper.

The footsteps fade off. He’s alone again. He sits on his knees for a few minutes, waiting for
the ringing in his ears to stop. He exhales deeply and gets to his feet. His house isn’t far now.
When he gets to the road, he can see a dim light coming from the kitchen window.

Mom is home; she's sitting by the table eating dinner. She looks up as he walks in, a carefree
smile on her face. "Oh, you’re finally home."

"Got caught in the snow."

The smile fades into a grin as she nods. Her eyes flicker across his face as if assessing it for
injuries. Simon doesn't feel good. His head feels heavy. Mom puts the plate aside and walks
over to him. "How are you?" She pulls him close to hug him, but he doesn't like how tight her
hug is. It feels wrong. "You're shivering," she says, but her voice barely reaches Simon's ears,
muffled like he's underwater. The feeling in his head intensifies. He wants to tell mom to let
go. But he can't. Not even as she rubs his back and tells him everything will be okay. The
room starts spinning and then suddenly he falls back, crashing down hard on the floor.

He jolts awake in a cold sweat. The little red light on his bedside table is on, and a wave of
nausea washes over him as it appears to make the walls bleed. But because he can't close his
eyes, he turns off the light and lets the moon paint the walls and the ceiling instead. He
checks his phone. The time is 3:35 AM. Wille's name is glaring at him under the clock. They
had been chatting until they got sleepy, and Simon must have fallen asleep first. The text is
simply a goodnight message, with way too many hearts after it.

Impulsively, Simon taps on it to open.

| simon: are you awake?

He waits for a minute, still trying to take deep breaths to shake off the lingering fear, but it
doesn't help much. Impulsively again, he hits the call button. It rings for a while before Wille
picks up.

"Simme?" His voice is hoarse, Simon pretty much woke him up.



"Hey." Simon tries and fails to swallow the lump in his throat. "Sorry, didn't mean to wake
you. I just… I had a weird dream, and…." he trails off. "It's stupid."

There is a silence there; Wille probably trying to process what's happening. "You okay?"

"Yes. No. Sorry."

"Not stupid. So you had a bad dream?"

"Hmm. Could you please just talk to me? For a little while?"

Simon hears the rustling sound of sheets being pushed aside. "Talk to you? Talk. Oh, sure.
Yes, of course. I can teach you how to make a paper frog. Do you have a piece of paper with
you?"

"Hold on," Simon says as he stands up. He digs through the pile of papers next to his desk
until he finds a sheet of blank paper and goes to flick on the ceiling lights. "Okay."

The next hour goes by with Wille and Simon making origami frogs together. In the end, the
frogs end up all different colors and sizes, with some having extra legs. They are all cute,
though. And it successfully distracted Simon from the panic he initially felt after he woke up.

The conversation shifts to them talking about their day after school, even though they had
already discussed it before falling asleep the night before. Simon tries to fall back asleep,
focusing on the calmness of Wille’s voice over the phone, but every time he closes his eyes
the trapped and choking feeling comes back. After several failed attempts, he completely
abandons the idea and is about to tell Wille to go back to sleep, so he can at least sleep a little
until school when Wille interrupts his own monologue in the middle of a sentence.

"Simon… Will you let me in?" He asks carefully.

"Wille…"

"I may have not listened when you said everything is fine, and there's no need for me to come
over. If you don't want me here right now, I can leave; that's completely fine too."

Simon sighs, but there's a soft smile on his face as he ends the call. Wille came to comfort
him. His stupidly sweet Wille came to comfort him. Came all the way just for him. The more
Simon thinks about it, the more his heart overflows with love. He's so loved. Wille loves him
so much, huh?

He pulls aside the curtains by the dining table to peer out the window on his way to the front
door and sees Wille standing there. Wille's attention is drawn to the movement, and they
exchange a look before Simon goes to unlock the door as quietly as he can. But of course, he
manages to accidentally drop the keys in the darkness, and they land with a loud clacking
sound. He stands silent for a couple of seconds, praying that the loud noise didn't wake up
anyone, and upon the house remaining completely silent, he quickly lets Wille in.

"Idiot."



"It's nice to see you too, Simme," Wille responds as he walks in, his hand reaching out for
Simon's arm. Their fingers interlock and squeeze together. It's reassuring and comforting. It
makes everything better.

"How did you even get here? There are no buses at this hour."

"Oh, there aren't? Good thing Malin caught me before I walked to the bus stop then."

"Stupid idiot," Simon says again, but he pulls Wille in for a bone-crushing hug anyway. The
hug is warm, and it makes Simon feel safe.

"You okay now?" Wille asks. He gives Simon a gentle head pat and a shoulder squeeze. "Do
you want to talk about it?"

"No," Simon decides after thinking about it for a second. "I feel better now. I just woke up
with this horrible feeling, and it was overwhelming."

"Alright." Wille leans back to get a good look at Simon's expression. He gives him a
reassuring smile and squeezes his shoulders once again. "I might have brought marshmallows
and chocolate," he holds up the bag hanging on his arm. "Should I make Erik's special hot
chocolate for you?"

Simon smiles fondly at him, a warm sensation spreading through his chest. Erik's infamous
hot chocolate that he made for Wille when he had nightmares or couldn’t sleep. Wille said it
made all his worries go away for a while.

"That sounds great." He lets go of Wille just when the creaking of a door interrupts the
otherwise comfortable silence.

"Simon?" Linda's voice comes out in question, and soon the lights in the room come alive
with a flicker. Simon kind of forgot it was the middle of the night. It takes a bit for his mama
to assess the situation—given she just woke up—, but there's realization, confusion, and
question in her gaze a second later.

"Wilhelm?"

"Hi, Linda."

"You know I don't mind if Wille sleeps over," Linda says, and doesn't forget to add that Wille
is always welcome, "…but it's four in the morning, Simon."

"ihadanightmareandwillecame," Simon mumbles his way through that sentence.

"What did you say?"

"He had a nightmare," Wille decides to say when Simon buries his head back into the space
between his chin and chest. For some reason, finding it embarrassing to have nightmares?

"Does Malin know you are here?"



"Yeah."

"Okay then," Linda comes beside them and strokes Simon's face, who in the meantime pulls
back from Wille. They exchange some hushed words in Spanish, and Linda goes back to
sleep after that.

The night is quiet, save for the occasional creak of the house. There's still a lingering feeling
of dread in Simon, but it's mostly faded away. He looks up into Wille's bright brown eyes,
and Wille smiles gently down at him, so full of warmth and affection. They stare at each
other, until Wille speaks, breaking the silence with a whisper. "Hot chocolate?"

Simon nods and they walk over to the kitchen. He takes a seat at the kitchen island as Wille
gets to work preparing the hot chocolate. Simon watches him move around the kitchen,
getting ingredients and utensils for their drink from one cabinet and another. The domestics
of the fact that Wille spent enough time over to know his way around the kitchen hit Simon
suddenly. "Thank you for coming over," he says, looking away and focusing on the counter.
He starts fidgeting with his hands under the counter. Wille makes him feel so loved, and he's
not sure how to handle it sometimes.

Wille doesn’t respond verbally, instead, he walks over and hugs Simon from behind. Their
drinks are ready in front of them. Wille squeezes Simon and kisses the back of his head.

They decide against sleeping because they aren't sleepy to begin with, and they would need to
wake up in like 3 hours to go to school anyway.

After finishing their drinks, they both lie down on the sofa to watch TV, with their legs
tangled with each other's. Simon wraps his arms around Wille. He snuggles close to Simon,
resting his head on his chest. "I'm glad you called," he murmurs into Simon's shirt.

"Me too." Simon kisses the top of his head, to which Wille curls up closer to him. There's a
sharp contrast of the phantom feeling of winter and Wille's warm skin surrounding Simon.

They snooze off for a bit, and they should have probably tried sleeping properly too, but it
was so comfortable wrapped up like that on the sofa, and they probably couldn't have fallen
asleep deeper with the knowledge that in about two hours they would need to wake up
anyway for school.

Simon wakes up without the comfortable weight of Wille crushing him, and without the
soothing scent of his boyfriend permeating the room. He looks at the clock to see that he had
slept for about half an hour. The TV is still on, albeit completely muted now. He finds Wille
sitting at the dining table, the main light is switched off, only the kitchen lighting is on. His
boyfriend is hunched over the sketchbook he always carries with himself to everywhere,
looking concentrated on what he's working on. His hair is slightly messy; the handiwork of
Simon's fingers running through it repeatedly earlier.

The sketchbook idea came up during a therapy session with Boris, he said it might help Wille
to get his thoughts under control and to be able to express them whenever he wants to—kind
of like an outlet for venting. The catch though is that Wille is not particularly gifted when it
comes to the arts and drawing, and at the beginning, he was self-conscious and blanked when



it came to just the thought of opening the sketchbook. It got better over time and nowadays,
he uses it on whatever occasion; maybe he's feeling overwhelmed and sad, or maybe he's just
bored or has an inspiring idea that he wants to sketch or write down.

"Morning," Wille looks up, setting his pencil down and lets Simon to sit on his lap sideways.
Simon closes his eyes and leans into Wille a bit more.

"So clingy," Wille teases lightly, but Simon retorts back easily: "You are the one who talks."

The morning light peeks through the blinds, bathing Wille in golden rays. Simon sighs deeply
and presses his nose further into Wille's shoulder, relishing in the familiar scent.

"Look, I draw you!" Wille exclaims excitedly, holding the sketchbook for Simon to see.

"Are you sure that's me? It looks like you spilled something on the paper…"

Wille laughs out loud—way too loud, so Simon puts a hand on his mouth with a hushed
"Quiet!"

"First of all, wow, rude!" Wille complains, pretending to be offended, before adding: "But
actually, I had been thinking about this piece of curl…" his hand goes up to gently brush over
the hair hanging messily just a bit above Simon's left eye "…here, ever since I woke up, and I
wanted to draw it."

Simon hums, touched, his gaze going down to look at the sketch, and he traces over every
line and (attempted) shading. The whole drawing itself looks funny because Wille didn't
manage to quite get the shape of his face, or any face to be honest… But Simon adores it all
anyway.

"Look if I just cover the rest of you," Wille continues, covering the rest of his drawing, only
letting that one single curl to show, "I managed to capture like half of the beauty of it, I
think."

He sounds very proud of himself, and Simon chuckles. "You are right, it looks pretty."

"Not as pretty as the real thing though."

"Shut up," Simon mutters quietly, leaning forward and pressing his lips against Wille's in a
sweet kiss.

"Would Linda kill me if I were to kidnap you for breakfast?"

"Elaborate on that, please," Simon responds with a playful smile, tilting his head curiously.

"I checked the bakery you always talk about, and it opens in a few minutes. We don't usually
have much chance to go out uninterrupted or be allowed to do it in the first place, but it's
super early right now, so probably not many people there? And we can like take the bus to
school after."



"All the fights with your drivers and guards about you not wanting them around, they'll start
to think you hate them, darling," the pet name just slipped out without Simon realizing and
actually paying attention to it. They have ridiculous pet names for each other and cute ones
too, but they never said "darling" to each other before, and Simon said it in such an
affectionate way that Wille malfunctions for a second there. Thankfully, Simon hadn’t
noticed because he got distracted with the cross necklace around Wille's neck; the chain got
stuck on the fabric of his shirt, so Simon tried to free it at that moment.

"I like taking the bus."

"Yeah?"

"You aren't allowed to laugh, but taking the bus is very exciting to me. I can't explain, but it's
great."

"Well then, give me a few minutes to get ready, and then we can go."

"Okay."

Simon hops down from Wille's lap and leaves to his room, returning a few minutes later after
he changed.

"I'll say goodbye to mom."

He slips into his mother's room. She still very much looks like she's sleeping, but Simon tries
anyway. He could just leave a note or send her a message later, but that seems so not them.
Plus, this way she can sleep longer before getting ready for work.

"Mama, we are going out to have breakfast with Wille, then straight to school from there."

She stirs, but mostly for Simon’s touch on her arm than because of the noise. "My love, did
you have a good sleep?"

Simon hums in response. She doesn't need to know that they barely slept.

"We are going out to have breakfast with Wille," Simon repeats himself because he isn't sure
she was awake enough to fully understand before.

Linda nods. "Okay. But don't even think about skipping school!"

"Would never!"

"Have a good day!"

"You too!"

Wille and Simon leave the house soon after. It's a chilly spring morning, and just as they
predicted, there are not many people out and about just yet. The distance to the bakery is very
short, so they take their time to enjoy every second of it. After all, they can’t really go out
together without people staring or bothering them. It’s not even about the "what if we are



recognized and people take pictures, and it ends up in the media", but more so that it’s just
annoying that they can't enjoy themselves and be completely carefree.

"Look, there’s a cat!" Simon shouts excitedly when they turn a corner, and he crutches down
to get the cat’s attention. He succeeds, as the cat cautiously perks up, but then it lets Simon
go closer and pet its head. "Looks just like you," Simon smiles. The cat’s fur is exactly the
same color as Wille’s hair right now. "Take a picture of us."

Wille does so, and before he could put his phone away, Simon stands up to tell him to let’s
take pictures together too, and goes on a little rant about how he always wanted to be that
person who takes an unhealthy amount of reflection selfies in shop windows with his
boyfriend in the future. And here he is now, with his boyfriend, right in front of a shop
window. Simon gets distracted by the cat trying to rub itself against his leg again, so he
crouches down to pet it one more time. "Do you want to take a picture with us too, huh?" He
was contemplating for a second to pick it up, but by the time he made up his mind, the cat ran
off because the car speeding up beside them scared it.

Wille’s focus is, however, not on Simon or the cat anymore; he is focused on the nail polish
ads rotating in the glass window of a drug store right in front of them. Simon stays silent for a
bit, and he himself also studies the advertisement before he looks at Wille again. "You like
it?"

"Hmm?"

"Nail polish."

"I'm not sure, this color looks so pretty though," he says when the pastel blue one appears on
the screen again. Simon hums in agreement. And at the end, they take a bunch of pictures of
their reflection in the glass.

They reach the bakery in no time and walk inside. It's quiet at this hour, except for a group of
girls who are seated at one corner table talking loudly while tapping on their phones. They
look up when Wille and Simon enter.

"Simon, hi," one of them shouts. Her hair color is a soft shade of orange, matching her light
brown eyes. Her smile is bright and cheerful as she stands up. She basically runs to give
Simon a hug, who catches her easily and spins her around.

"What are you doing in Bjärstad?" He asks.

"We have a school break, so we came," she points behind herself, to her friends. "To visit
family, and my friends came because they had never been to Sweden and wanted to see what
it's like."

She then looks at Wille curiously, not wondering who he is, but probably wondering why he
is with Simon. Lena used to be obsessed with Erik when she was way younger, annoying
Simon about her dream wedding she planned out in her head and everything, but she grew
out of it when she was around 13 or so. Simon isn’t sure how much and what kind of
information reached her about anything regarding his relationship with Wille and if she even



knows about the fact that Erik died. But of course, she knows who Wille is without the need
to introduce him.

"Oh, sorry," Simon looks between them. "Lena and I went to the same kindergarten and
school until they moved to Germany a few years ago," he explains to Wille before turning to
his childhood friend. "And he's my… Wille. I mean my boyfriend."

"His boyfriend," Wille repeated with a proud grin. "Nice to meet you, Lena."

"Likewise, Simon's Wille," she mirrors Wille’s grin, but then she drops her head for a second.
"Sorry about your brother. Must be really hard."

"Yeah," Wille agrees, and his smile falters for a second. "Thanks."

"I'd ask you if you'd like to join us, but we're leaving for Stockholm today, and mom has
already been yelling at me over text to hurry up."

"Until when are you staying? It's been ages since we have seen each other, it would be nice to
catch up."

"For a couple of more days, we are flying back on Sunday morning, I think."

"Oh, Simon is coming over for the weekend. So you can meet on Saturday if you want."

"I would love to," Lena says excitedly, and Simon sees that she has already started to plan the
day in her head.

"Yeah, but it's your birthday, Wille."

They have a silent conversation there. One without a conclusion though, and Lena’s phone
starts to ring. Probably her mother telling her to hurry up again. She ignores the call, but says:
"Okay, I really need to go. Send me a message if you are free and you want to do something
together. I have missed your stupid face." She kisses Simon’s cheek as a goodbye and runs
off after a goodbye wave to Wille. Her friends had been already waiting for her by the door.

Simon and Wille sit down at a table after they order. They spread out the food on the table; a
couple of chocolate rolls and butter croissants. They only need to wait for their drinks;
cappuccino for Simon and mango & strawberry flavored black tea for Wille.

Wille brings up the topic of meeting Lena on Saturday again while they wait. "It's really
okay, Simme."

"But it's your birthday. We have that whole official unofficial whatever that is your mom
organizes and I planned stuff."

"Oh? What kind of stuff?"

"This and that." Further questions already started to form on Wille’s lips, so Simon shoots
them down quickly. "Which I won't tell you now, obviously."



"Then how about I add it to my birthday wishlist—that you meet your friend who clearly
means a lot to you and who you haven't seen in ages?"

"You are so annoying." There’s a dramatic sigh with a pause. "But okay."

Their drinks arrive and they start eating.

"Do you want to paint your nails?" A question comes from Simon after a bit of a silence, and
because Wille looks at him with a bit of a lost expression, he adds: "You were so mesmerized
earlier, so I thought…"

There’s a half nod, half shoulder raise. "I don’t know. Maybe. Have you done it before?"

"Yeah. It felt good, for me. Having it on. But I’m not really that into wearing it like every day
or so."

"Yeah?" Wille chews on his lower lips as a conflicted expression runs through his face. He’s
always been very wary of getting out of his comfort zone, so it was not new to Simon.
Probably has a lot to do with how he was hardly allowed to explore his own interests and
ideas so far in his 16 years of life.

"We can ask the girls to bring one, and I can paint it for you today if you want?"

"Just like that?"

"Yeah, Wille. Do something if you want to try—and if that something is not like illegal."

"I don't know… The boys at school don’t paint their nails ever."

"You can paint mine too, so we can match."

"Oh," Wille beams over the idea. "Okay."

Simon quickly sends a text to their group chat with Felice, Maddie, and Sara to ask. A "sure
thing!!" comes almost instantly, with a request for a picture of Wille’s outfit, so they can
bring matching colors from which Wille can choose from. He looks over at Wille, who is
currently trying his very best to not choke on the powdered sugar he accidentally inhaled
when he took a bite of the chocolate roll they ordered.

"Give me your phone, I’ll send the pics we have taken just now to the group chat."

Between two coughing fits, Wille fishes his phone out of the pocket of his jeans and hands it
over to Simon. It takes a bit of multitasking for Simon to navigate the phone with one hand
and tap Wille’s back with the other at the same time, but he manages. And by the time the
message goes through, Wille is not on the verge of death anymore either, so that’s great.

The hand previously hitting Wille’s back goes up to brush over his hair. "You okay?"

He gets an answer in a form of a nod. Just to be on the safe side, Simon taps off the sugar
from the rest of the food in front of his clumsy boyfriend, while said boyfriend drinks some



water, and they get on to finish their breakfast.

✽

"If it isn't the crown prince around us mere mortals?" Ayub jokes the moment they sit down
beside him and Rosh on the bus. They go with the same bus when they start at the same time
in the morning because both schools are on the same line.

"Shut up, idiot!" Simon slaps his friend's arm with a laugh.

"Is he in his rebellious phase?” Rosh joins in, noticing the absence of bodyguards.

"That's his default way of being, I think. Just needed a little nudge to get a start on it."

They are sitting at the very back, Ayub at the very left and Rosh beside him. But Simon asked
her to change seats because he has important business to discuss with Ayub. He drops his bag
on the floor and puts up his legs on the raised platform of the seats in front of them.

"Actually, he said he likes to ride the bus because it's exciting," he adds while looking over to
grin at his prince.

That statement gets a good-humored laugh out of both of his friends and Wille smiles about it
too.

Despite the joking, everyone understands why someone who never needed to use public
transportation before would find riding the bus new and exciting. It's such a mundane thing,
but Wille was never allowed to do it before. Well, he's still not exactly allowed, but that's not
important now. Simon's childhood friends, especially Ayub, and occasionally Simon himself
too likes to joke about the whole crown prince thing. Simon was worried at first if maybe it's
a bit too much sometimes, and some things might unintentionally hurt Wille for real, but
when he asked, Wille said it doesn't bother him at all. Regardless, Simon made him promise
to say if something is too much (even if Simon is aware that the jokes are never really
personal or against Wille, and they aren't being made to hurt Wille's feelings—exactly the
opposite actually) and Simon also asked his friends to tone it down a bit.

The bus ride goes by with Simon and Ayub getting into a heated conversation about this new
game that came out and starts to excitedly plan out a game day to try it out together. While
Wille and Rosh exchange playlists and discuss the new songs they have found (and think the
other person would love) since the last time they have spoken.

It was kind of very hard to get Rosh to forgive him, or more so for her to start to not look at
him like she's just waiting for him to slip up. Simon did his best to mediate and to give them
lots of opportunities to make up. Which honestly wasn't that hard, given that Rosh and Felice
became friends over a short period of time too, and given that Rosh is one of the most
important people in Simon's life, so they all naturally hang out together quite a lot. The
making up part was, however, definitely a challenge. In the beginning, there had been lots of
tension and awkwardness, Rosh being dismissive toward him while he didn't have a clue how
to behave around her in return. Wille is still unsure what exactly he did to change her mind—
maybe over time she got to see how much he cares about Simon and how he absolutely



doesn't plan on hurting Simon ever again?—, but that tension started to lift off after a while.
And he remembers this very clearly because he was very surprised that during a karaoke
night, they organized among themselves, Rosh started a conversation with him about music.
It turned out that their music taste matches a lot, and ever since that day they had been
sending each other songs and playlists, and discussing them in depth. As the awkwardness
disappeared from between them, they started to joke around and tease each other too. Simon
was the one singing at karaoke night that day, and Wille vividly remembers how his
boyfriend—upon finishing the song—came to sit down, and his face lighted up like a
Christmas tree when he realized the two of them were talking, and it's a normal conversation
without any snarky remarks.

They say goodbye when Ayub and Rosh need to get off, and the rest of the ride goes by in
relative silence. Wille occasionally pushes on Simon’s tight with his own, Simon pushes
back, and they play that for a while with huge grins on their faces until they get bored and
just leave their legs pressed together after. Somewhere in the middle of doing that, Wille
pointedly ignores his buzzing phone, deciding to deal with a possibly angry Malin in a few
minutes when they reach Hillerska.

Malin does, in fact, look quite angry when the bus arrives and they get off. She’s waiting at
the bus stop and it makes Wille feel a bit bad about not even sending her a message or
something. Before he has a chance to say anything, Simon takes it upon himself to apologize.
"I’m so sorry, Malin. Wille wanted to take the bus and you wouldn’t have liked that either
way. It was dumb to not tell you where we were though. We feel awful about it, for real! Next
time when we are doing something stupid, we’ll tell you right away!”

Wille snorts but nods along. “Promise!”

The thing is that Malin has kind of a soft spot for Simon—and it’s not like she can scold him
or be mad at him anyway, because even so her job kind of extends to Simon when he’s with
Wille, Simon doesn’t need to listen to her or tell her where he is and what he’s doing—and
Simon definitely gets them out of situations because of it, even if he denies it every time
Wille brings it up. That’s kind of what’s happening now too, the moment Simon started to
talk, Malin had no chance to turn it back into scolding Wille anymore. She just shakes her
head at them and tells them, like she always does, to not do it ever again, and there was
something about her needing a raise for all the shit she needs to deal with because of them.

✽

They have a half hour long break after their third lesson. By the time it rolls around, Simon
already feels exhaustion creeping in. He stays in the classroom while most of the students
filter out to go to the study room or to eat or whatever. Wille also goes to buy a Bounty and
the lemon tea they sell at the canteen. He brings back some tangerine flavored candy as well.
It must be new because Simon doesn't remember seeing it ever. "I think the canteen lady
adores you. She pointed out this candy to me, specifically because she knows you love
tangerines a lot."

Simon grins, taking the candies that are offered to him and pops them into his mouth.



Next, Maddie drops a makeup bag on the table and she takes a seat opposite of them.
"Brought the nail polish you asked for." She opens the bag to line up the different colored nail
polish.

"Which one do you recommend?" Simon asks.

"Hmm," she takes a good look at both of their outfits before deciding. "Purple to Wille, and
the blue for you, Simon. So it matches your clothes and you match with each other. Or! I
have baby blue," she announces suddenly, and she digs for it in the bag for a second, then
holds it up like it's a rare gem. "I think it's exactly the same brand you described in the chat,
Simon."

Wille looks at the options in front of him but it's pretty evident he likes the baby blue the
most, his eyes keep going back to it. Simon reaches out for it. "This one is okay, Wille?"

Felice and Sara are joining them at the table before Wille could answer. They get into a
conversation with Maddie, about the girl who confessed to Maddie the other day.

Wille is still just quiet, so Simon just unscrews the nail polish and starts to paint his own nails
with the baby blue Wille likes so much. That seems to get his boyfriend out of his trance.

"No, wait. Can I do it for you?"

"Yes, of course. Here," he gives the polish to Wille, who pauses for a second before getting
into work. It's a bit way too messy, even the table gets a bit of a polish, but Wille is
endearing, and when he finishes he smiles to himself: "Pretty." And then to Simon. "Do
mine?"

And Simon does. When it's all done, Wille smiles softly before leaning forward and pressing
a kiss on Simon’s cheek. "Thank you." He inspects his nail with clear joy on his face, and
Simon notes down that apparently his boyfriend’s favorite color is this darker shade of baby
blue or powder blue.

They join in to the conversation with the girls and Henry, because he came to their table
somewhere along the line. Simon only noticed when he complimented the color choice for
their nails.

"Are you guys okay? You look like you will fall asleep any minute," Felice directs her
question to them after a while when they quiet down significantly, and Simon closes his eyes
while resting his head on his arms on the table.

Wille shrugs. His fingers absentmindedly playing with the curl he tried to draw in the
morning. Simon usually hates when people do that because it messes up the pattern if done in
the wrong way. But Wille is super gentle and doesn’t try to separate and pull apart individual
curls his hands find. (Just like his mama, and Rosh.) Most of the time he just brushes over
them or makes them curl around his finger. It's actually very handy when he’s over when
Simon washes his hair because he can just ask Wille to play with his hair and Wille gladly
helps to define his curls by simply playing with them. It’s a win-win; Simon doesn’t need to
do it on his own, Wille likes doing it, and Simon likes it when he does it.



"We didn't get much sleep last night."

"Oh?" Maddie looks at them with a suggestive glint in her eyes. Simon is too tired to notice
and care, but Wille turns red as a tomato.

"It's not like that!"

"Sure, sure."

"It's REALLY not like that."

"Alright," Maddie giggles at Wille's flustered state, but she drops the subject. They start to
talk about schoolwork, from what both Simon and Wille tune out of. Instead, Wille turns his
focus on scraping off the dried nail polish from Simon's skin, while Simon opens his eyes to
supervise the process with great concentration.

The little gathering by their table disperses when the teacher comes and the lesson starts. It’s
Math, and Wille gives up on it after a minute of not knowing how to solve the equation he
just scribbled down. On the other hand, Simon gets the honorable task of solving it on the
blackboard in front of the entire class. He isn’t exactly sure if the fact that it’s usually him
who is asked to do that means the Math teacher hates or loves him, but yeah, that’s a thing
that happens consistently. He used to hate it because it meant being perceived in a place he
already felt like an outsider by people who already looked down on him for various reasons.
But nowadays, he’s not so bothered because when he looks out to the class there are multiple
friendly faces looking back at him, and ready to help him cheat when he’s stuck. Plus, Wille’s
there, and no matter how cheesy it might come across, Wille makes him feel safe with his
lovesick eyes and proud grin. The one Wille has on his face now too when Simon sits back
after solving the problem, and Wille’s hand comes to rest on his waist.

And Simon can't focus on the teacher anymore. Tiredness washes over him and he sees it in
the boy beside him too. The warmth radiating from his body made Simon want to melt even
further into his embrace. It took everything in him to not let his head drop onto Wille's
shoulder and fall asleep right there.

In the end, Wille is the one who ends up falling asleep; halfway through class he rests his
head down on the table and after a few minutes his hand, which previously provided a
constant warmth on Simon's waist, goes limp. Simon glances at the teacher and notes that she
appears completely focused and isn't paying attention whatsoever. Simon places his elbow on
the table and combs through the blond hair spread out there. Wille is growing it out again,
and Simon is obsessed. It's not like he didn't like the short hair, but he likes to play with his
boyfriend's long locks. And Wille has this peaceful look whenever he does, so it's mutually
beneficial. Their classmates around them occasionally shoot curious looks toward their
direction. The teacher notices after a while but just carries on with the class until the end.

When the bell rings is when she comes over to check on them. Thankfully, Simon has enough
time to nudge the sleeping boy beside him awake before she reaches their table. "He's not
feeling well," he lies, not wanting to tell the teacher that Wille simply fell asleep in her class.
She doesn't ask many questions, just tells Wille to go back to his room. Simon



wholeheartedly did not expect her to turn to him next and ask him to accompany the crown
prince back. So this is a thing now.

They go back to Wille's room and despite the teacher notifying Malin about him not feeling
well, Malin just walks back with them without asking questions.

"Stay," Wille reaches for Simon's hand after he unprincely collapsed to the bed the moment
they walked inside the room. "The teacher said we will just go over the previous lesson today,
for the test, and you already know it like the back of your hand. You won't miss anything."

"Okay," Simon answers, purposefully not bringing up the fact that they have two more
lessons for the day, and what Wille said is only true for one of them. "Just so you know, mom
said no skipping school, so if I feel like telling her you made me skip, she'll scold you badly."

"What are the conditions for your silence?"

"Hmm… Cuddles?"

"Seems reasonable. Come here," he makes grabby hands toward Simon, who kicks off his
shoes and goes to lay down beside his very cute and very cuddly boyfriend. Then there are
kisses on his cheeks, his nose, his jaw, his eyes, and he lets himself be tucked under Wille's
chin, arms securely around him for maximum safety, and they fall asleep shortly after.

(Simon goes home after the two last lesson ends.)

 

Chapter End Notes

Make your own paper frogs by searching up "jumping origami frog"!

(Simon and Linda are speaking Spanish with each other all the time when it's just the
two of them, but I didn't feel like accentuating it.)



Friday

Friday at school had been incredibly boring. Simon had this throbbing headache for most of
the day, so he was just praying for school to be over. It took almost the entire day to convince
him to go to the school nurse for painkillers, because he’s way too stubborn for his own good,
but at least the last lesson was manageable after he took the painkiller he got.

Now, they are on their way to Stockholm. They discussed the weekend last evening and
ended up with the plan to meet Lena today because their Saturday is looking to be very busy.
She said okay and that Friday was better for her anyway. So that means that Simon is
spending the night at the palace today and tomorrow.

The weather had been really sunny the whole day; Wille took off his sweater in the car. He
scrolls through his Instagram feed while eating an apple. Simon is sitting in the front seat,
beside Malin, to talk about the latest handball game of their favorite team. It's endearing to
Wille that they get along so well, and that they have common interests to discuss.

"You sure it's okay that Lena comes over?" Simon asks on their way up to Wille's room.

"Yeah, I'm totally sure," Wille smiles and opens the door to his room. The space that the two
of them had been gradually redecorating over the last couple of weeks. Compared to before,
it is much cozier now. The bed has new sheets and a fuzzy blanket, a comfy couch was
pushed against one wall, and little pops of color here and there made the room feel warm,
homely, and inviting. If you look around, you can see traces of Wille's personality
everywhere. The room was now a reflection of him. From the little trinkets, collectibles, and
photographs to the old vintage record player in the corner, it all gave the room a unique
character, like no other place in the world.

Simon drops his stuff and sits down on the couch, letting out a deep breath as he does. “When
will your parents get home again?”

"Late. I believe around ten or so," Wille responds, sitting down too after putting his own
things away. Simon nods and leans back into the couch, his eyes shifting from Wille to the
ceiling.

“Does your head still hurt?” Wille asks, nudging his shoulder gently.

"No," Simon sighs and closes his eyes in a moment of reflection. "Sara is mad at me."

Wille offers his hand, but Simon doesn’t see it, so he tucks a few curls behind Simon’s ear.
It’s useless, because Simon’s hair is not long enough for it, but he does it anyway. He does it
in an attempt to make a small gesture of comfort. "For what?"

Simon sighs again and shakes his head. "It doesn't matter right now. I’ll tell you later." He
stands up and offers a hand to help Wille up. “Let’s go make your cake. You couldn’t shut up
about it the entire day.”



“I never baked before!”

“Yeah, yeah, let’s go.”

Their baking adventure started out as a disaster; they messed up the measuring of the
ingredients from the very start, and it was a gamble if it’ll even turn out edible after it bakes.
(It magically did.) Then Wille successfully dropped a hand mixer that kinda broke apart, and
they needed to put back together before they could even try if it still works. (It did.) Then,
when getting the baked cake out of the oven, Simon almost dropped it because he didn’t pay
attention and tried to get it out of the oven with bare hands. Thankfully, his hand became a bit
resistant to heat because of the pizzeria job he’s doing sometimes on the weekends, so he
didn’t get burned badly. Wille forced his hand under cold water for a good ten minutes,
though, and then made it a habit to kiss the places it was a little red during the most random
times when his hands were not occupied. So, in shortly; it’s a huge miracle the cake they
ended up with not only looked quite presentable, but it’s edible and tastes fine too.

Lena arrives not long after they finished up with cleaning up in the kitchen. She is greeted
with a giant hug from Simon.  “It’s so nice to see you again!”

"Nice to see you too," she smiles and hugs back.

Their afternoon goes by pretty quick, since they have a lot of things to talk about, both
important and trivial. Lena wants to hear everything about the “posh kids” at Hillerska, and
how the two of them are doing with the whole publicly dating thing. And she tells them all
about her plan on becoming a fashion designer and how her life is in Germany.

Afterwards, they settle down to play some board games.

"Okay, so what I'm hearing is that you have a party to attend tomorrow?" 

Both of them nod and Wille adds: "Mom said it's for my birthday, but I think of it as a family
reunion I'm forced to attend. I saw the guest list, and I don't even have any clue who half of
those people even are."

"What are you gonna wear?" She inquires excitedly. Wille opts to explain it, but his
explanation is very clumsy and does not at all give an actual picture. So instead, Simon pulls
out his phone to search up pictures because he remembers having some somewhere on his
phone. He vehemently denied when the Royal Court wanted to tailor a suit (and later a
couple of more) for him, but there was nothing he could have done to stop it. As now that
they were semi-official with Wille, he was kind of invited by default to some family events
and such, to where he can’t really go underdressed (or more so, he didn’t want to embarrass
Wille, even if Wille said it doesn’t matter how expensive his clothes are or what kind of
clothes he’s wearing), plus they can't really afford a purchase like that, and he would feel
even worse burdening his mother with it in the first place.

Neither of their outfits are anything special, though.

"Oh, so boring. This is just two plain suits. And they don't even match that well!" She looks
up from the phone. "You guys are lucky that I literally study fashion, I'll make you both so



hot!"

Simon is about to protest, but she doesn't even want to hear it, and Wille has been proven to
be very unhelpful when he immediately tells her that they indeed have a closet from which
they can choose different outfits.

So here they are now, standing in a very large room full of suits and dresses for the royal
family to wear to events and other official appearances. Simon finds the amount ridiculous,
but then again, it kind of makes sense given that these types of clothes are basically what
Wille’s parents wear every day. The room has different sections for each of them, so clothes
are easier to find. There is also a designated area with curtains where you can change. And,
of course, a big mirror.

"Wow, okay."

"Way to spend taxpayers’ money," Simon says and sits down in the middle bench, feeling
way too drained all of a sudden.

Lena inspects their selected outfits up close now that they have them in arms reach. "Firstly,
Wille! We are ditching the button-up shirt and the tie. Do you have a blazer that is just a tad
bit too big on you?"

"I don’t think I have; everything is tailored. But maybe one of Erik’s old ones?" He looks
around to locate the corner where Erik’s old suits had been hung, and Lena looks through
them after he nods in affirmation that she can.

"This is it!" What she pulls out is a simple dark blue double-breasted blazer with its matching
pants. It also comes with the same colored silk shirt, which Lena puts in front of Simon to
measure. "Hmm… This will work beautifully."

"We need a full white suit for Simon."

"White… white… white," Wille thinks as he looks around. He's pretty sure there was a white
suit made for him maybe a year ago, that he never ended up using at all. "Here!" He reaches
out to get it off the hanger. 

It fits Simon perfectly.

The next half an hour goes by with her giving a lecture about color coordination, jewelries
and make up. Simon is tired, Wille keeps on nodding (that’s debatable whether he actually
takes in any information, or just doing it out of politeness). They thank her all of it though,
because it’s a fact that the outfits she has chosen look way better than the ones they
previously had put together. 
Then they went to drive her home as it was starting to get late. They stopped by at workshop
because she needed some stuff from there.

"Look around and tell me if you like something," she says after opening the door and walking
in.



"Won't you get into trouble if you give away anything from here?" Wille asks.

"Well, I would, if this wasn't my family's business. Also, I told dad I'll probably get a few
things from the workshop while I'm here, and he said it's fine. So technically, I have
permission."

She goes to gather the stuff she came for, while the two of them are just walking around.
Simon is just marveling about the sheer variety of fabric there is.

"What about this?" Wille asks quietly after a few minutes. In his hand there is a see-through
light blue sparkling material. Well, it's a shirt actually, Simon realizes when Wille unfolds it
completely.

"A mesh shirt?" Lena goes closer, deep in thoughts. "Oh, you are a genius." 

"Am I?"

"Are you okay with wearing it?"

"Like how?"

"Like any kind of shirt. Try it on," she encourages when Wille doesn't say anything else, just
continues to hold the material between his fingers. It's a long couple of seconds before he
says: "Can I take it? I feel like I need to think about it for a bit?"

"Yes, of course."

"Your mother's gonna get so mad at us. I'll never hear the end of it about how much of a bad
influence I am on you."

Lena laughs. "No offense Simon, but your fashion sense kinda sucks. Even if they wanted to,
they couldn't possibly pin this on you."

"Wow. I came here to have a good time, but I feel so attacked right now."

"You know what both of you should do? Be confident and hold your head high tomorrow, be
bad bitches! It's your birthday, you should absolutely have the time of your life instead of
being miserable because of outsiders' unwarranted judgment. Do what feels right."

They drop off Lena after, and then go home. The two of them stay awake until midnight,
Wille getting attacked by kisses and all kind of silly love declarations from Simon, and
messages from all of his friends and associates. Linda also called a few hours ago to shower
Wille with love. Simon sees him getting a bit overwhelmed by it all. But Simon also notices
how he keeps checking his phone, clearly waiting for someone’s message still, even directly
before they snuggle up to sleep.

When Simon wakes up in the middle of the night, Wille isn’t beside him in bed. Wille is
sitting cross-legged, his bare back pressed against the wall behind him. He’s on his phone,
idly tapping on the screen. Simon pushes himself up from the bed, lying on his side to be able
to see Wille. 



“What are you doing?” He asks, rubbing his eyes.

Wille looks up briefly, before focusing back on his phone. “Just playing.”

Simon frowns, but he puts it together quickly in his head. “You are sad because your parents
didn’t send you a birthday message?” It’s asked softly. He noticed how Wille’s mood got
ruined a bit when his mother sent him a text earlier, but it was just about how they’ll arrive
later.

“No.” But the quiver in his voice betrays him, and he drops his hand; game forgotten.
“Maybe. It’s just that they had time to send a message about their flight getting delayed, but
not anything about my birthday.”

They indeed sent a message around 11; that they’ll arrive 3 or 4 hours later than they
originally were supposed to.

Simon falls back to his back on the bed from his previous perked-up position and takes a
moment before standing up. He drags the blanket with himself as he slowly shuffles towards
where his now silently sniffling boyfriend is sitting on the floor. His bare feet make soft
thumps on the carpet as he approaches. He sits directly in front of Wille and pulls the blanket
over both of their heads, creating a cocoon of warmth and security. Wille instinctively leans
in, and Simon wraps an arm around him and pulls him close. Simon speaks softly, his voice
full of love and understanding. "Let it all out, darling."

Wille, overwhelmed by the kindness and comfort of Simon's embrace and letting himself feel
the crushing weight of disappointment he feels over his parents, begins to quietly sob. Simon
rubs comforting circles into his back. “It’s okay,” he says gently, over and over again for a
while. “I’m sorry. You are so loved, though. Know that, right?”

"Yeah," Wille nods, a small warm smile across his face as he recalls all the messages he has
received today. And how much he is loved by those around him. "Sara sent me a long, sweet
message earlier."

"She did?" Simon combs through his hair, essentially just messing it up brutally because the
blanket is still over their heads. His fingers knot into Wille's hair, and they giggle about it.
"Your hair is holding me hostage."

"Good," Wille responds with a cheeky grin, but he ends up pushing the blanket off of the two
of them, and helps untangle Simon’s fingers. “You won’t ask what she wrote?”

Now that his fingers are freed, he attempts to gently get the knots out of Wille’s hair;
brushing over it and separating the strands. “You wanna tell?”

“No,” Wille tells the answer right away. “But she gave me the ‘if you hurt him, I’ll hurt you’
talk. And she told me I can count on her. Whatever that means.”

Simon’s heart softens upon hearing that. They sit in silence for a bit, Simon still working on
getting his boyfriend’s hair untangled. While said boyfriend sits between his legs to be able to
wrap him into a hug.



“Should we go back?” A quiet question comes from the boy in his arms when he finished
smoothing out the tangled mess of hair.

“To where?”

A low rumble of gravel disrupts the tranquility of the moment, and a second later a car's
headlights are dashing across the room; Wille’s parents got home.

"...to bed."

"I don't wanna," Simon whispers, and wraps the blanket around himself. "Let's sleep here."

“On the floor?”

“Yes, Your Royal Highness.”

“Oh shut up!” Wille climbs on top of him. And when he’s there, looking down at the moonlit
face of his idiot, he forgets what he originally wanted to do, so they just stare at each other.
Simon sees the exact moment Wille gives in, and a dramatic sigh follows after. He gets off
and brings another blanket from somewhere to spread it out on the floor, so it's not so hard
and cold on their bodies. When he’s done, Simon throws the blanket over him too, and they
fall asleep tangled up.



Saturday

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Maybe sleeping on the floor really wasn’t the best idea, Simon thinks to himself as he wakes
up with the worst neck pain he ever felt in a while. Wille is still fast asleep beside him, so he
gets up on his own to get ready for the day. His birthday boy wakes up not long after him,
mumbling about feeling cold without him there to cuddle. Wille does get up eventually and
gets ready too to go down for breakfast. But just as they are about to do just that, Wille gets a
very loud and very cheerful happy birthday call from Felice, so Simon goes to the dining
room on his own—letting Felice and Wille to talk for a bit.

The staff is already on and about, and Simon realizes that he and Wille probably overslept a
bit. The few people he encounters smile and wish him a good morning. But maybe they
didn’t oversleep that much after all, because they are just about to set the table when he
reaches the dining room. Aside from the staff, Wille’s mother is there, sitting at her usual
spot, gingerly talking with an assistant by her side.

“Good morning,” Simon says politely and sits down.

Kristina graces him with a look. She’s never outright rude, but she's also making it clear that
she doesn’t like the idea of her son’s relationship, or Simon’s presence in the palace. “Good
morning.”

The conversation she’s having with her assistant ends shortly, and the woman leaves
immediately after. Plates and cutlery are being placed on the table, and Simon straightens out
the napkin in front of him with his fingers.

“Wille was upset that you didn’t message him about his birthday, despite being awake and
having time to do so.” The informal way he addresses Kristina and a bold statement like that
makes everyone quiet down around them. 

Her eyes land on Simon for the second time since he came into the room. It’s a cold and
emotionless look. “Was he?”

“Yes. He cried, feeling unloved by his parents.”

Their very brief conversation breaks as Ludvig and Wille come through the door. There’s a
faint smile on Wille’s face as his dad ruffles his hair playfully before patting his shoulder one
last time as they part to walk to their respective seats. Ludvig is okay. In a sense that he's
trying to be supportive and paying more attention to Wille, since the day of the speech in the
Jubilee and everything that came after. He's nice with Simon and does his best to defuse
situations with Kristina. But, if Simon can say so, it's not nearly enough. Wille's dad thinks
the same as Kristina about lots of things, and supports her in them. Things that are unfair to
Wille. He's just being nicer and softer about it.



Kristina greets her son with an easy smile, wishing him a happy birthday, and they fall into a
surface level conversation, that's happening more out of obligation than it's coming naturally
or organically.

At the end of the meal, Kristina stands up to leave, saying that she still has stuff to do
regarding the event later.

"Wait, we made a cake yesterday," Wille says abruptly, remembering that they put the
remaining cake from yesterday in the fridge, and that he wanted to know what his mom
thinks about his first attempt at baking. “Do you want to try it, mama?”

His tone is laced with buzzing excitement, but he’s making an effort not to make it too
obvious; and that breaks Simon’s heart a bit. Wille is so used to rejection and emotional
neglect from his family that he’s already preparing himself for disappointment, just in case.

Kristina does nod though. And it makes Wille’s expression blossom into something
extraordinarily beautiful. He smiles to himself, and because he’s distracted, he doesn’t notice
the hard, almost challenging, look Simon gives to his mother. Simon has recently grown
bolder in openly expressing his honest opinion to Kristina, mainly because he has firsthand
experience with the damage she causes to Wille.

One of the staff retrieves the cake and Wille cuts off of it for his parents. And while they eat
it Wille gets on the mission to peel a tangerine for Simon. It's an out of habit thing at this
point, Simon believes. Tangerines just started to appear on the dining table at the palace one
day out of nowhere. Once Simon asked about it, Wille just shrugged and said: "Since you like
them. And prefer anything else other than sweets for dessert."

"You made it from scratch?" Ludvig asks after tasting the cake.

"Yes. We got the recipe for the batter from Simon's grandma."

Simon nods along, and smiles softly over the boy across him getting into deep concentration
over getting the white bitter bits from the fruit in his hand. "I specifically asked for a fool-
proof one."

"You did?" Wille looks up with a silly smile. "What does it say about us that we almost
messed it up?" 

Simon shakes his head, grinning, and takes the perfectly peeled tangerine from Wille's hand.

"The texture is amazing for a first try," Ludvig hums. Wille's smile is huge over the
compliment.

"Do you like it too, mama?"

"Yes. It's very good. Good job!"

Wille is beaming. His expression is one of clear joy.

✽



The rest of the time they have until they need to get ready goes by with a building up of
jittery anxiety. Wille is not a fan of “family gatherings”, he would rather go to any other kind
of event than chit-chatting and mingling with relatives. Plus, official birthday celebrations
like this were always held for Erik. (Technically for both of them because their birthdays are
close enough like that, but the focus was always on Erik, so Wille could just hide away or
leave early.) And Simon is kind of a nervous mess every time there is any sort of event they
are obligated to appear on. It happened only a handful of times, and they weren't "need to
dress up" events per se, but still.

The previous day, Wille asked Malin to get their new set of outfits ready. To which they are
going to change into now. Simon puts on the dark blue silk shirt and the white suit (with
wide-legged trousers and perfectly fitting blazer) and a white platform boots. His boyfriend
malfunctions several times; let it be because of the clothes or because he comes face to face
with the slowly healing hickey he left near Simon’s collarbone the other day. Either way,
Simon finishes with changing and only his hair is left to style. And since Wille desperately
wants to do it (he’s very obsessed, your honor) Simon lets him do so—guiding him through
it, of course, even if there’s not much that could go haywire with applying gel, but Wille is
very clumsy and also isn't used to hair gel in general. He does a good job though.

After Wille finishes, Simon looks at himself in the mirror and can’t help but admire how his
hairstyle looks with his outfit. He needs to thank Lena again.

Wille gets on to the task of dressing up too; he puts on the dark blue folded pants, and steps
into the black Doc Martens boots. And then there's a bit of a pause. He pulls out the light blue
mesh shirt he got from Lena, and contemplates for a while; turning it around in his hand and
feeling out the material. At the end, he puts it on, with a bit of a difficulty, as he’s unfamiliar
with the fabric and doesn’t want to accidentally rip it in the process. Then he turns to Simon
with some hesitance. “Should I wear it? Is it okay?”

Simon is stunned, he puts an arm around Wille and pulls him closer. They are looking at each
other through the full body mirror. He kisses the side of Wille’s head and nuzzles him softly.
"You are beautiful, Wille. Wear whatever makes you happy."

And Wille smiles sweetly at him in the mirror. With cheeks red as he blushes profoundly over
the compliment. The whole situation makes Simon’s stomach feel warm. 

"Tuck it in," Simon says, gently grabbing the light blue material to show what he's talking
about before releasing Wille.

Wille nods, dutifully tucking in the material into the pants to make the outfit look more clean.
In the meantime, Simon grabs the double-breasted oversized blazer, the one that's matching
with the dark blue pants, and holds it up for Wille to put on.

After both of them get fully ready, they take a photo together in front of the mirror, both
wearing a small smile on their lips.

They declined the assistant for dressing, but they need to sit in for make-up. The reason being
is that they know nothing much about make-up themselves to do it on their own. Plus,
spending time with Krish is always welcomed. They just have this personality that instantly



cheers you up no matter what. In day-to-day life, Krish works in a theater and sometimes in
drag shows. The latter only became a knowledge to Wille after the whole sex tape thing
happened, and Krish opened up about themselves in an effort to comfort and console Wille.
That conversation was also the one where they told Wille that they are non-binary and go
with they/them pronouns. Wille only ever heard Krish being referred to as a he around the
palace staff, but to his question about this, Krish said that doesn't bother them since it's just
work. And it would just create confusion, division and uncomfortableness to correct it every
time. "Changing an institution like the monarchy? I ain't got time or enough patience for that,
little prince."

Ever since that conversation, Wille and Krish became closer. They were okay with each other
prior too, but Wille was way too far up in his own head to actually show any real interest in
getting to know his staff. Instead, he was swallowed by self pity and anger and projected it to
the staff, being blinded by the thought that every single one of them is just an extension of his
mother. So he made an effort. And what an amazing decision that was. It turned out that a
good portion of the crew who run the different royal residencies are actually super cool and
Wille found allies. Allies to change traditions and to do better with.

Simon and Krish get along well too. Simon likes to just come over when Wille is getting
ready. And to sit in make-up with him. One of Wille's fondest memories leads back to one of
those occasions.

The circumstances are irrelevant really, only Simon's tired eyes blinking softly in his
direction while he's getting his make-up done for a charity gala is what matters. Simon came
over after a lengthy evening choir practice, with softly spoken melodious voice speaking all
kinds of nonsense because of exhaustion. "You are beautiful the way you are. The prettiest
boy I know. It's you, Wille. My sweet, beautiful Wille. I have never seen anyone more angelic.
Handsome. Pretty. Beautiful. It's all you. Wille. Even your name is like a melody."

He said it all with an easy smile, head resting on the backrest of the chair, slow-blinking like
a cat showing love, whispering the words with profound sincerity. All because Wille said
some offhanded self-deprecating joke.

"Simon Eriksson, you need to stop making my client blush or I'll need to ask you to leave.
Now, we need to wait for it to go away before I can continue."

"But he's so pretty when he blushes."

That scene imprinted itself into Wille's memory, and he still blushes deeply over it when he
thinks back to it.

They are sitting in the same chairs now, doing Wille's make-up first.

When it's all finished, Krish goes to put on Wille's official pin. "Wait," Wille stops them, and
gets the pin out of their hand. 

"Simon, do you want to wear it?"

"Your crown prince badge? Is it even allowed for me to wear that?"



"Well, technically no. But we could break with tradition."

Krish leans back to the edge of the table behind them. There's a sort of proud look on their
face. "Dismantling the monarchy, one tiny revolution at a time, huh?"

Simon ends up nodding to Wille's first question, and Wille carefully pins the little symbol on
to Simon's blazer.

"What do you say for a little glitter around your eyes, little prince? A little gold eyeshadow
for you, Simon? Just something barely noticeable, but still there?" 

And that happens, Wille getting a bit of a silver glitter to the inner corner of his eyes and
Simon a goldish tint on his eyelid. Might as well go fully out tonight.

✽

They step out of the car; Wille holding out his hand to help Simon get out, and that hand
stays there, holding onto Simon as they walk to the gate. For some reason, the event had been
organized to take place in the National Museum. (Simon later will acquire the information
that it's because of Wille's apparent fondness of the arts? Wille has no such interest. The only
thing he's maybe kind of interested in are statues and historical documents, but he's not like
crazy about them either.)

A small group of people are waiting on the main entrance, talking among themselves quietly.
They are dressed elegantly too, but if Simon was to guess he would say they are staff. And
sure, as they walk up, one of them goes to open the door for them, while the others stand to
the side to let them through.

The doors open and they're inside. There's an impressive crowd, and Simon wonders how
many people his boyfriend actually knows personally from it. Wille walks ahead, looking
both nervous and calm at the same time, as he keeps turning his head around, trying to find
his parents.

As they make their way through the crowd, greeting guests and Wille accepting birthday
congratulations, Simon also can’t help but notice the way people look at him. Some kindly,
some with curiosity, and some with outright hostility. He knows that not everyone here
approves of his relationship with Wille, but he tries not to let it get to him.

They find Wille’s parents a little further away. They are standing by the main staircase, at the
center of the room. Their conversation with the Prime Minister is halted as they notice the
two of them. Simon sees the double take Kristina gives to her son, almost like she doesn't
believe what she is seeing is actually real. He needs to school his expression to not laugh at
the disapproving expression that forms on her face after. However, she can't make a scene in
front of everyone, and she doesn't have time to scold or force Wille to change. Whoever came
up with the idea that Wille should make an entrance when most people and the few invited
press people are already there, Simon wants to shake their hands for the fantastic idea.

Wille's previous nervous state is nowhere to be seen now, and if Simon had to guess, he
would say it's the mix of what Lena said earlier and the Crown Prince persona taking over.



Simon's favorite thing about Crown Prince Wilhelm is how sarcastic he is, and in a way that
flies over people's heads. What never changes is how his eyes soften, and his smile brightens
every time he looks over at Simon.

Simon takes Wille’s hand and intertwines his fingers with his boyfriend’s. Wille takes a deep
breath, steadying himself slightly before walking up to his parents and the Prime Minister
with a determined expression on his face. Simon follows beside him, and Wille squeezes his
hand gently.

From there on, it's all pleasantries and never-ending chit-chat with everyone.

At one point, the museum director approaches them and starts a conversation about art with
Wille. Simon has to hold back his giggle as his boyfriend is fighting for his life trying to get
the conversation going with the limited knowledge he has. It goes well regardless. Wille even
manages to go on a praise rant about Simon's songwriting ability when the conversation shifts
into classical music. Making Simon blush slightly.

The director leaves with a content face, buying the whole Wille being a huge fan of the arts
thing. Which, to be fair, is true. Wille does like art on an aesthetic level. But even if his life
would depend on it, he wouldn't be able to dwell deep into it more than simply thinking that a
painting is pretty.

"Why did you agree to the whole cover story that you are a passionate art fan?" Simon
whispers after the director was surely out of earshot. 

"You think I was asked? It's all for positive publicism or whatever."

Simon brushes back the stray piece that came loose from Wille's neatly styled hair. He's about
to suggest that they head to the main hall, where they'll have a light lunch and some sort of
performances. The Queen already went ahead, which was the signal for everyone else to filter
out and into the main hall too. But his boyfriend's attention is drawn elsewhere suddenly.
Simon looks over to see what made Wille so surprised, and he immediately understands when
he spots the two newcomers too. Because it is none other than Alex Claremont-Diaz, the First
Son of the United States' President, and Prince Henry of England. Realistically, it shouldn't
come as much of a surprise that they are here, because Henry is sort of family and was likely
invited along with all the other close or not-so-close relatives, but Simon and Wille had
talked about them during hushed late night pillow talks after Wille’s speech in the Jubilee and
his talk with his mom after it. Wille contemplated a lot about reaching out to Henry, if for
nothing else than just to not feel so alone, but didn’t end up doing it. Mostly because they
were never really on speaking terms, and it would have felt unexpected, he explained to
Simon when they discussed it. But now, here they are, in the same room. 

"Did you know they were coming?" Simon leans over to ask Wille in a whisper.

"No, I had no idea." 

Henry and Alex immediately walk up to where Simon and Wille are standing. Most of the
other guests are already in the other room.



"Wilhelm, it's good to see you," Henry says with a smile, extending his hand for a handshake.

"Likewise, Henry," Wille replies, taking the hand and shaking it firmly.

“Glad we managed to get here on time. Because admittedly, we got a bit lost,” Henry says
sheepishly.

Wille is about to ask how they managed to get lost in the era of very advanced technology,
but Alex interrupts before he can. "Skip the boring talk and introduce us instead," he
exclaims as he bounces on his legs. Despite asking Henry to do so, he doesn't wait and just
says: "I'm Alex, his better half," motioning towards his husband (Simon and Wille looked it
up). "Hello, nice to meet you." He also doesn't wait for either of them to react. "You must be
Wilhelm, and Simon."

He greets them with a warm smile and a hug.

Both Wille and Simon are a bit starstruck, but not because of whom the men are to their
respective countries, but for who they are as people.

“What are you doing here?” Wille finds his voice after all. It's weird, speaking with Henry
directly. They never really spoke much before, not in a familiar way, and out of the royal
setting anyway. Not like they are out of it now—it just feels like that. They are not exactly in
the same age group, nor are they that close of relatives, so it's not that surprising that they
didn't speak much yet.

The smile with which Henry answers also makes it feel that way, that they dropped the royal
thing and isn't talking just to be polite. “It’s your birthday, isn’t it not?”

They chat for a bit before someone comes to inform them that it's time to sit down. They all
make their way to the main hall and to their designated table, which is filled with various
family members and dignitaries. Henry and Alex greet Wille’s parents properly before sitting
down. Simon feels out of place, as people around the table go into different conversations
that all revolve around money. Luxury holidays especially seem like a hot topic. Wille seems
to be handling it all well. He's chatting with his cousins and answers mandatory questions
from the adults around them with an easy smile. His hand is linked with Simon’s under the
table, and he squeezes it from time to time as a way to ask if Simon is okay.

Thankfully, not everyone is insufferable, so they do have a bit of fun with a couple of people
their age. Alex and Henry are also there close by most of the evening. Wille would've sworn
Simon and Alex got into a conversation and told each other their entire life story, starting
from the day they were born, all in Spanish, because they talked for a very long time.

Seeing his confused expression over the two of them still going on and on about something
very interesting and heated, Henry informs him that the two of them had been talking about
how to make this very specific sauce to a very specific South American meal actually. And
they got into a disagreement, so the recipes and methods needed to be repeated.

The event itself is long and tedious, filled with speeches and formalities that feel way out of
place for a normal 17th birthday. But Wille is not a normal 17 years old boy—not for the



world, at least.

Wille is asked to go on stage to have an impromptu Q&A about how he feels, and it's the
most awkward and unnecessary thing ever. To ease the bubbling feeling of embarrassment
and anxiety, Simon mimes out "I love you" to him. Putting a hand on his heart, forming a
heart and pointing at Wille. 

After that whole interrogation on the stage comes to a finish, Wille practically skips down
from the podium. Gone is the stiff pose, gone is the serious, dignified expression. In its place
is a cheerful grin, eyes shining brightly, and cheeks flushed slightly pink. The smile is
accompanied by the simplest casual affection, as in linking his arms around Simon’s head to
press a quick kiss on to Simon’s lips.

“Hi,” Simon whispers. 

"Dance with me?"

Simon looks around. The light got dimmed in the room and people are standing around,
talking.

"No one is dancing, though," he whispers back.

"Is that a no?"

They eventually make their way to the area in front of the live band that is playing some slow
song. Wille pulls Simon closer, and they start swaying to the rhythm. Simon closes his eyes
and rests his cheek against Wille's collarbone while Wille holds him closely. Their fingers
find each other’s, intertwining between their bodies as they dance together.

“Are you okay?” Wille asks quietly.

Simon nods lightly against his shoulder. “How about you?”

Wille sighs softly, pressing a kiss on the crown of Simon’s head before answering. “Yeah.”

As the event draws to a close, Simon and Wille say their goodbyes to Henry and Alex. (They
politely declined an invitation to stay at royal residency for the duration of their stay.) They
exchange phone numbers and promise to meet up tomorrow.

As Simon and Wille walk out of the museum and back to their car, Simon feels a sense of
excitement and anticipation

Simon holds the car door open for Wille to get in, who does so with an easy movement, and
immediately turns to Simon after both of them are seated and strapped in. "Where are we
going?"

"Surprise."

That doesn’t seem to be a satisfactory answer enough for Wille, so he tries further. He pokes
at Simon's cheek. "Simon! Simme…"



"I won't tell you, no matter how cute you are acting," Simon laughs. "You'll just have to wait
until we get there!"

Wille pouts but doesn't ask any further questions as they head down the road. It's a nice night.
They both enjoy the peacefulness that comes with the silence. Maybe not even 5 minutes go
by before Wille unbuckles his seatbelt and scoots to the middle to be able to rest his head on
Simon’s shoulder. Simon smiles down at him and ruffles his hair before softly asking if he’s
tired.

"More like… drained," Wille murmurs before leaning further into Simon’s embrace and
closing his eyes, finally finding a moment of peace in the chaos that his life is.

Simon pulls him closer and plants a kiss on his forehead. 

The car stops by a hiking route. Wille frowns in confusion, but gets out anyway, following
Simon up the stairs that leads to some kind of resting area (based on the sign). Malin doesn’t
follow them, and when they reach the top, Wille will realize it’s because one of his other
guards are waiting for them at the top.

"So, this is just the first part of your birthday gift. You…," Simon starts explaining as they
take the stairs.

"How many parts are there?"

"Stop interrupting me, please." he laughs, and continues after Wille makes a zipper
movement in front of his mouth with his hand. "So, as I was saying; you said once that you
have never gone camping, and it's something you really want to try. We won't be doing the
whole experience now, because I figured we'd be way too tired to actually enjoy that today.
But if you like the preview, I promise we'll do it again properly very soon."

Wille stays quiet for a bit, and that makes Simon doubt whether he miscalculated it all. But
then a hand comes to stop him in his walk, and Wille looks touched.

"Thank you."

"We aren't even there yet."

"No, I mean thank you for… the thought itself? That you listen to what I'm saying and
actually pay attention to it, and all that."

"Anything for you, darling,” Simon says and continues walking.

That word again… It’ll be the death of Wille. He’ll not be able to handle it. "So, is this gonna
be a thing? Asking so I can prepare."

Simon turns back around to glance at Wille with confusion. "What do you mean?"  

"You calling me darling. This was like the third time in a period of a couple of days."



"Oh…? I didn't even realize I was doing it," Simon answers thoughtfully, and he stops. Wille
bumps into him slightly because of the small distance they had before the abrupt stop. He's
standing one step upper at the stair, slightly towering over Wille as he turns around to face
him fully. "You don't like it… darling?"

Wille is dying. He died. He’s not alive anymore. 

A huge grin makes its way to Simon’s lips. "Oh, you do!"

"It's not even the word itself, but the way you say it."

"How am I saying it?"

"Oh, you know damn well."

"No?"

"You say it so softly and fondly and my whole insides melt, like I am so normal about you
Simon, I am absolutely not having heart palpitations over it…” Wille says this all mumbled
behind his hand, hiding away from embarrassment.

In response, Simon draws him in for a hug, softly giggling about what Wille said and about
how embarrassed he got over it. “I think very fondly of you most of the time. That’s probably
why.”

Wille groans as his face becomes red all over again. It doesn’t stop him from teasing. “What
do you mean most of the time?”

“Darling, you are kind of insufferable sometimes.”

They reach the top finally and Wille is in awe. For a start, the view from the open area of the
cliff side looking out to the city is breathtaking; they can see the city spread below them in
colorful lights. The trees are dressed up with decorations, most of which are made with silver
ribbons and golden lights; they make the trees look like in some fairy tale. There is a blanket
laid out in the middle. Next to it is a small fire pit, already set ablaze. And there’s a picnic
basket sitting near. The sun is setting, painting a beautiful backdrop of red against the sky. A
few stars show through the clouds.

A realization draws in Wille; he remembers describing this exact picture to Simon once,
when they were talking about things they wanted to do. Simon not only made the main idea
come true, he made every detail of Wille’s imagination about it come alive. Wille feels an
unfamiliar feeling in his chest and stomach, something different from the butterflies. The
warmth is spreading through him slowly, like water trickling down his spine, until everything
around him becomes warm and fuzzy. 

Simon puts an arm around him.

"Happy birthday," he says softly, leaning down to press his lips against Wille’s shoulder
gently.
Wille leans into him, resting his head on Simon’s shoulder. When he speaks, his voice has



become hoarse with emotions. “I love you.” He turns in Simon's arm, and now that they're
face to face, Simon leans in closer, and their noses brush against each other. “I love you too,”
he replies, and closes the gap between them. Their lips meet with a soft kiss, and then Wille
pulls away, his smile growing wider. The sunset is reflected in his eyes, making them shine
more. 

Simon presses a gentle kiss to the corner of his mouth. “Are you happy?”

Wille nods without any hesitation. Simon smiles warmly and takes his hand to lead him
further, towards the blanket. They sit. When Wille looks around again, he notices that the
guards are leaving, allowing them privacy.

The moon is hanging above, bathing everything in an ethereal light. Wille stares out into the
view before him. Simon’s fingers intertwine with his; a thumb runs circles on his knuckle,
and he lets out a breathless laugh. This is the best birthday he could ever imagine. They
spend some time talking, some on snacking from the basket (and trying out melted
marshmallows), some on stargazing, and some more on kissing. 

“About those other presents,” Simon hums, tightening his grip on Wille before letting go and
sits up to get a gift bag out of the picnic basket. "Here," he hands it to Wille. There are
multiple things in it, and Simon sees that Wille isn't sure where to start. "Look at the books
first."

It has taken surprisingly little time for Simon to figure out what to get Wille for his birthday.
Mainly because Wille had very niche interests, and he likes to talk about them regularly. One
of the books is a frog encyclopedia, and the other is The Little Prince by Antoine de Saint-
Exupéry in Spanish.

Wille laughs about the latter. "Subtle hint?" 

"Not subtle," his boyfriend grins. "But, no. You said you wanted to learn."

"Will you read from it for me?"

"Sure, I'll read it for you," Simon smiles.

There's something else in there, too, a small black box with a blue silk ribbon tied around it.
When Wille pulls it out from the bag, Simon reacts immediately. "Okay, hold on, I want to
explain that one."

"Are you proposing to me?" Wille jokes, fake pretending a gasp and a hand on his chest to
sell the scene fully.

Simon isn't smiling. In fact, there's a serious expression on his face as he says: "Yes." He
can't keep it together for more than a few seconds though, after seeing the wild variety of
emotion crossing Wille's expression, so he starts to laugh. "No, obviously, I'm not proposing,
idiot."



His boyfriend huffs and rolls his eyes (the look is exaggerated by the way he tries to keep the
corners of his mouth turning upward). "What do you mean, 'obviously'?"

"You're an idiot," Simon grins again. He reaches over and takes hold of one of Wille's hands,
intertwining their fingers together and leaning over to press a kiss to Wille's lips. His smile
softens a bit when Wille pulls on his hand to go closer. But he doesn't, just starting to caress
the hand in his. "Your snow globe... Erik's gift to you. Originally, I wanted to get it fixed for
you. But then we had that conversation about how maybe it needed to break because the
situation made you reevaluate things and so on." He trails off, allowing the words to linger in
the air between them. Wille looks thoughtful, considering his words.

"Yeah. Like breaking free of family expectations and legacy."

Nodding, Simon continues. "But you also said that because Erik gave it to you, it meant a lot.
And Erik got you interested in frogs in the first place, so it's kind of keeping him close to you
still."

"Yes."

"So, I…" Simon pulls off the lid of the little black box in Wille's hand. In the box, there is a
gold chain with a matching gold circle pendant; the circle pendant features Erik's official
insignia on one side and a frog wearing a crown on the other. All in an elegant design with
intricate details. It's beautiful and unique, and Wille is a bit overwhelmed. 

"I love it! I love you! Thank you so much!" He whispers.

"You're welcome."

He lifts the pendant out of the box and holds it between his fingers for a while before looking
up again. "Put it on me?"

Simon does so. "You can always have him close to your heart."

Wille wraps his arms around Simon's shoulders, pulling their bodies close, burying his face
into his boyfriend's neck. "Thank you."

Simon hums happily and holds onto Wille, hugging him tightly, squeezing every bit of
affection he feels for this stupid boy into the hug. "Happy birthday, darling!"

Once they are at home, it’s all about taking off clothes and making out like their life depends
on it. Simon entirely blames it on Wille and his stupid soft eyes and the way his nose is so
cute and his hair is such a mess, and he’s pouting all the way home over not getting a proper
birthday kiss because, “Simme, I can still feel my lips. I think you should do something about
it.” Simon blames it all on Wille, and kisses him deeply. The kisses become less chaste, and
their hands wander, roaming across each other’s bodies, stopping to cup each other’s cheeks,
or pull the other close, so they could be more closely intertwined. They fall back on the bed
after, laughing and grinning at each other.



“Oh,” Simon says suddenly and detangles himself from the other boy. He goes to his bag to
retrieve a piece of folded paper from it, and then he climbs back in bed with it in his hand.
“Forgot to give you this.” He pushes on Wille, so both of them are laying on their stomachs
beside each other, handing the paper between themselves like they are about to start to gossip
in the safety of the night.

Wille carefully folds out the paper and reads through it. As he scans the block of words with
his eyes, the silly grin on his face gets bigger. "Adoption papers regarding Felle, Oski, and
Olle?"

With a serious tone, Simon says: "Uhum. I have talked with them, and they really like you."

"You asked their opinion?"

"Of course!"

Wille reads out loud, “Condition: Unconditional love should be given to the above-mentioned
Felle, Oski, Olle?”

“Do you want to love my fish unconditionally, Wille?”

“I would love to,” Wille makes a happy humming noise and tightens his grip around his
boyfriend's waist.

“Good.”

"It asks for our parents' signatures."

"Since we are underage."

"Do you think mom will freak out if I tell her I might just become a father of three?"

"That's precisely the reason why I put the need for parental signatures there. We should break
the news to her tomorrow at breakfast.”

"I like the way you think."

“Of course you do, darling.”

Chapter End Notes

picture notes here

https://twitter.com/brnbergeron/status/1640336004363034624?t=Sjvi6ciptD5Vgv2NlwETNw&s=19


End Notes

Make your own paper frogs by searching up "jumping origami frog"!

(Simon and Linda are speaking Spanish with each other all the time when it's just the two of
them, but I didn't feel like accentuating it.)

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/44489893/comments/new
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