The tip of the pine trees outside the window was like being swept by a raging whirlpool of cold wind and coupled with a splatter of ice. The coldness rupture of the furious storm outside reached Adrien’s marrows, despite the warmth of the fire that Elizabeth was keeping alive. The warmth of the flames did not warm him at all; instead, the very warmth that touches his skin was like the touch of the Snow Queen reaching out to him in Artic Wonderland.  

“Fucking storm.” Adrien muttered as he handed Elizabeth a cup of now chilled yet a little warm mug of chocolate.

Elizabeth looked at his face, then at the window, the sight of which she was trying to avoid in order keeping her warm in the inside. She smiled up at him, waiting for him to sit beside her, at last, he did.

“You make it seem colder Aden.” She said with a smirk.

Adrien cocked an eyebrow. “I made you a chocolate, you should be grateful.”

She rolled her eyes. “We’ll run out of firewood, this bonfire’ll last for about 2 hours at the most.” She said as she gazed at the roaring flames.

He looked at her and marveled at what she said. Years of being in the outdoors finally taught her some daily mathematics. Something she said she hated to do but unknowingly kept on doing anyhow. 

She sipped a little on her chocolate.

“I hate this storm.” He said.

“You’re not going to mind it not until you chose to.”

“You mean, you like it?”

“No, I don’t. Sometimes I do, I can go curl up with a good book, and drink hot chocolate and listen to the piano, or play the piano myself.” She said in a cool manner as she gazed at the fire.

“But you have hot chocolate now with you!”

“Correction: Cold chocolate.”

“Shit.”

Elizabeth grinned as she looked at him, intending to taunt him. “That’s because you’re a loser, that’s why.” She taunted him, whenever she does that.

Adrien wrapped his right arm on her, letting her rest on his shoulder. “Loser eh? I gave you the last of the chocolate.”

“That makes it why.” 

“Why, exactly?”

She looked up at him; she does that whenever she’s going to be serious. Adrien felt like it would be good or bad, whatever the consequences, he still hates it if she does that, but he did looked down at her eyes, her light brown eyes that showed amber by the reflection of the blazing fire. “Adrien, I’m your friend right? We’ve been together for years and you know me better than I know myself.”

Shit, she’s starting it again. Adrien said to himself. He really hated her when she’s all honest and kindly to him. He hated her sympathy yet he can’t live without it. There’s a swift reconnaissance of deception between him and her whenever she’s on this mood of truth telling, and I-care-about-you-aden shit that she’s on about during romantic times like this.

“What is it now?” He said, contemptuously.

“You always think of me, of what would be better of me, not that I hate it my dear but it’s just that sometimes, too much warmth is becoming cold, colder than it should ever be.”

She looked down now, at her mug of chocolate. She can never look at his eyes one she started the second phase.

“And what is wrong with that? Isn’t it all what you all women want?” He said, annoyed as he removed his arm from her and stood up, gazing down at her.

“Yes, they do, I do, but we also want it to be in such a level that you are a man and not a mother!”

“What the fuck? You’ve been thinking like that all the time that you’ve been with me!” His angry now, angry with her and to some wicked person that stuck might have and had stuck the idea in her trusting brain.

“Listen to me, Adrien, and listen carefully, you always think that everything could be perfect when it’s not, you always want to have everything go your own way, nature is not like that, God and nature did not make humans like that! For God’s sake Adrien, can’t you be yourself? Like the negative, like a bad thing! You’re not perfect; you can never be perfect--

“One can strive for perfection.” He interrupted her in her anger.

“Yes but one can never attain it! It’s our part of being human!” She said this with chagrin. She never meant for him to make this a big deal, but this is only the time she could tell him, time when she has strength to do so.

“Then what the hell do you want me to do? Be a devil! Bullshit Elizabeth! Whatever thought crossed into that brain of yours!”
”The desire to feel a human being out of you Adrien.” She murmured. She looked away from the fire, but she did not looked at him or at her chocolate, she looked at the window and onto the stormy sky, trying to see the heavens through the clouds.

Adrien looked down at her, dumbfounded. 

“Am I not human to you?” He said, softly.

“Most of the time.”

“And you carried on to be with me in such a state? You deceived me—

“I thought that I was able to see through you, but I already did from the start already.”

