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Chapter 1





One becomes blinded by his social status, and most of the time, people only associate with others in the same circle. If you dare go outside that circle, people question your motives and start to look at you like they don’t know you anymore. Well, I don’t know about the rest of the world, but that’s what it’s like for me in high school. I just didn’t understand how different I truly was from the rest of the kids at school. 
“So, what are you and Lucas going to do Saturday night?” Jayde asked, picking at her food.
“I don’t know. I think he’s going to hang out with some of his friends. Why? Do you want to do something? We could go into Baltimore. I heard there is a new club that opened up for 18-20-year-olds. Want to go?” I said, dipping a slice of cucumber into some ranch.
“What are you two talking about?” Sam asked, sitting down in the chair between Jayde and me.
“Jayde and I were talking about going to Baltimore this Saturday night to the new club that opened up. Want to go with us? You can stay the night with me. That way, we don’t have to worry about a curfew.”
“Well, you know what that means? Shopping!” Sam smiled. “When do you both want to go?”
We sat there for the next few minutes, trying to decide when to go shopping before Saturday. Out of the three of us, I was a little better at finding exactly what I wanted in the stores. Jayde was probably the worst, with Sam not far behind her. Since middle school, they have been my best friends, but going shopping with them sometimes was sheer torture. I even went as far as to lie about having to be home at a certain time, so they would definitely have to decide on the clothes they were buying.
“What are you three talking about?” Lucas asked, wrapping his arms around me.
“Are we doing anything this Saturday?” I leaned into his shoulder.
“Londyn, remember, I’m hanging out with Blake and a few other friends.”
“I know. I was just making sure.” I smiled.
Lucas flashed me one of his gorgeous smiles that made the other girls at school jealous. We had been together on and off throughout our four years in high school. I broke up with him lots of times, but it would never last longer than a couple of months.
He was crazy attractive, with the looks and body of a model. He had blue eyes, and his blonde hair was short on the sides and slightly messed on the top. He was lean but muscular from lifting weights during the football season.
After the last bell of the day, I walked out the side doors to find Julie already outside, waiting for me by my car. She was talking and laughing with a couple of her friends. The only time her friends hung out by my car was when they needed a ride home, which was typical most days. Our friends had lived within a five-mile radius of us our whole lives. We all went to the same private high school with other kids like us, whose parents were wealthy and successful. That meant all of our parents knew one another in one way or another, either through their businesses or social circles.
I pulled into our long driveway. I knew better than to park my car in front of the house in the circle. That place was reserved for our dad’s car, and no one else was allowed to park there. He always ran our house like a business. I guess that is why Mom left him. She couldn’t handle his control-freak ways anymore. She got a nice amount of money in the divorce settlement, but only on one condition. They shared custody of us.
I unlocked the French-style doors to the house while Jules messed with her phone. Jules ran up the circular staircase to her room, where she would stay until dinner. Tonight was my night to cook since Valerie wasn’t able to be here today. Valerie was our housekeeper, who also cooked for us before she would go home for the night. Dad hired her a few months after the divorce because he usually didn’t get home until late at night. Luckily, Mom had taught me how to cook. She knew something like this would happen because dad never stepped foot in the kitchen. I have always been one to pick up on things quicker than others.
Saturday morning came faster than I could’ve hoped for. I woke up to the smell of Valerie’s white chocolate raspberry muffins. At first, I was a bit confused because she was never here on the weekends. I was the one that cooked when she wasn’t here. I flipped the covers off and slowly placed my feet down on my plush light blue area rug. I leaned over, grabbing my phone off my nightstand to see if there were any messages from Lucas since I wouldn’t be seeing him until tomorrow afternoon. Part of me felt guilty for going to the dance club without him, even though he knew I would be with Jayde and Sam.
Hey Beautiful! Have fun tonight with your friends, and I will see you tomorrow. Love you!
All that did was intensify my guilt even more. I slipped on a pair of my favorite fuzzy socks that had pink flamingos on them. I picked up my phone again and headed downstairs to see if by some chance, Valerie was there or if I just imagined that I smelled her muffins.
“Good morning, Londyn,” Valerie said, pulling another pan of muffins out of the oven.
“Morning, Valerie. Today is Saturday, right?” I asked, looking around the kitchen puzzled.
She laughed, placing the muffin pan down on a cooling rack. “Yes. Your dad told me Jayde and Sam were spending the night, and I thought I would come over and make muffins for tomorrow. Do you want one this morning?”
“Valerie, you are the best! You know I can’t turn down one of your muffins.” I smiled, walking around the island to get a little plate out of the cabinet.
“I am going to fix something for Julie to warm up if she is here later. I know she panics if you aren’t here to cook. I need to get her in here and teach her how to cook a few simple things,” Valerie said, putting a muffin on a plate for me.
I held the plate up to my nose, inhaling the aroma of white chocolate and raspberry. I pinched a piece off the top, popping it in my mouth. “OMG! Valerie, your muffins are the absolute best! One day, can you come over during the weekend and show me how to make these?”
“I’d love to.” She smiled. “So, what are you and your friends going to do tonight? Any big plans?”
“We are going to go to that new nightclub for 18-20-year-olds tonight. Sam is spending the night, so we don’t have to worry about her curfew. Since Sam is staying the night, I figured it would just be easier to have both of them stay with me. Dad doesn’t care what time I come home most of the time. He probably won’t even be here anyway.”
“He loves you, Londyn.”
“He’s got a funny way of showing it. Thanks for making something for Jules to eat later if she’s here. She might go over to a friend’s house tonight.”
“What about me?” Jules yawned, walking into the kitchen. Her hair was up in a ponytail, and she was wearing a long-sleeved graphic tee and joggers. “Oh! Muffins!” She grabbed one off the tray.
“Valerie was saying she was going to make you something to warm up later, but I told her you might be going over to a friend’s house tonight,” I said, then turned back to Valerie. “Thanks, Valerie. I meant what I said earlier. You are the best,” I smiled, finishing up my muffin.
“You’re welcome. You girls never give me any problems.”
I washed my plate in the sink so Valerie could finish what she was doing because I knew she wanted to leave as soon as she was done putting the muffins in a container. I told her to have a safe trip home, and I would see her Monday morning before school. She told me to have fun with my friends and to be careful in Baltimore that late at night. I went to turn back around to clean up the sink from me washing my plate when out of nowhere, sadness swept over me. It came out of nowhere, and I didn’t know why I should be feeling so sad. Before I could even turn around, the tears were beginning to trickle down my cheeks. I grabbed a paper towel to dab my face, and that is when I caught Valerie wiping under my eyes with a tissue. She quickly put her tissue away when she noticed I was facing her. Again, she told me to have fun and that she would see me Monday morning.
I went upstairs to my room to text Lucas, Jayde, and Sam. I sat on my bed for a few minutes clutching my phone, thinking about what had just happened down in the kitchen. Could I have been feeling Valerie’s sadness? I noticed once she had left, the sadness had disappeared as fast as it showed up.
I told Lucas to have fun hanging out with Blake and their other friends. He told me that he missed me, and he couldn’t wait to see me tomorrow. I texted Jayde to see what time she would be here and if I needed to go pick up Sam. She texted back right away, saying she would be here around three o’clock and that she would pick up Sam on her way here. I got my outfit out of the closet and hung it up by itself on the back of my door. Luckily, I already had nude high heels to wear with it because I forgot to get shoes yesterday at the mall. Now, I just had to decide on how to wear my hair. A lot of people have always commented on how pretty my dark red hair was down. I might curl it and pray the weight of my hair didn’t weigh the curls down before we got to The Loft.
The doorbell rang right at three o’clock, which told me Jayde and Sam were here. I ran down the stairs, sliding halfway to the front door on the slick marble-tiled floor. I could see Jayde and Sam laughing at me through the glass doors. It’s not like they never slid across the marble tile floor before. The minute I opened the door, they were hit with the faint lingering smell of Valerie’s muffins.
“Where are they?” Sam asked, dropping her stuff right inside the door.
“Where are what?” I laughed.
“The muffins, you bitch!”
“Damn, Sam. They are in the kitchen. Where else would they be?” Jayde laughed, carrying her stuff up the stairs to my room. “Sam, I’m not carrying your stuff up the stairs.”
“I didn’t ask you too. I just want a muffin,” she said, following me into the kitchen.
“Valerie made plenty for the rest of the day and tomorrow morning. She knew you both were coming over to stay the night tonight.” I handed Sam a plate and asked if she wanted anything to drink too.
“So when do you want to start getting ready and leave for Baltimore? I can’t wait. We are going to have so much fun. Thanks for letting me stay the night tonight.”
“Anytime, Sam. Your parents need to ease up on the curfew a little bit. I mean, we are going away to college in the fall. Knowing them, they will be calling at 11 p.m. to make sure you are in your dorm.” I rolled my eyes.
“I really like the outfit you picked out yesterday, Londyn. The top is going to look amazing with your hair down. You are wearing your hair down, right?” Jayde asked, reaching for a muffin.
“I had planned on it. I was going to curl it, then spray the hell out of the curls in hopes they won’t fall too bad before we get to The Loft tonight. What time should we get there? I was thinking around nine o’clock, to be sure we can get in there before it gets too crowded. Jayde, do you care to drive since you go to Baltimore more than I do?”
“I was planning on driving. With traffic, we should leave around eight, just in case traffic gets backed up or something. I can’t wait!”
“What are you girls going to do tonight?” Dad asked, walking into the kitchen.
“We are going to head to Baltimore tonight to the new nightclub,” I said, peeking over my shoulder at him.
“Londyn, do you think that is wise? You don’t want anything to mess up your chances of being accepted into college.”
“Dad, I’m not going to do anything stupid. We are going out dancing for a little bit. How is that going to mess up my chances for college?”
“You know what I mean.” His jaw clenched as he pressed his lips together.
I wasn’t in the mood to listen to one of his life lectures about how I had to walk a fine line in order to get into college. I looked at Jayde and Sam, motioning their eyes in the direction of the stairs.              
Jayde looked at me and got up off the stool. “Thank you for letting us stay the night tonight, Mr. Carter, but we should probably start getting ready.”
“Anytime, Jayde. You and Sam are always welcome over here. I hope you are driving to Baltimore tonight. Londyn hasn’t driven around the city much.”
“Yes. She even asked me if I could drive. Well, I need to get ready. Talk to you later, Mr. Carter.”
Sam was right on her heels, and I followed close behind them. They were on their way to the stairs when Dad shot me a dirty look. I know an ass-chewing was going to happen in the next few days. He never yelled at me when my friends were around, the one thing I was grateful for.
I closed my bedroom door behind me so he would think we were getting ready. Sam was on my bed while Jayde was sitting in my chair with her back against one arm and her legs dangling over the other one.
We sat up there for a little bit, talking about my dad and his controlling behavior towards me lately. Especially how I always had to watch what I did and not blow my chances of getting into college. He even went as far as talking about me marrying Lucas someday. I loved Lucas, but I didn’t know if he was the one I wanted to marry. And, Dad had no right trying to pressure me into saying I wanted to marry Lucas.
We decided to put our makeup on, then curl our hair before changing our clothes. I gave them each a button-down shirt to put on before they started to fix their hair. I didn’t want them to mess it up after taking all that time to fix it. It was amazing that we were actually on schedule to leave at eight for Baltimore. I went to the bathroom to fix my hair because of all the hair spray I would have to spray on it. Sam and Jayde stayed in my room to get ready since they didn’t need any hairspray. Jayde’s long dark brown hair was straight, while Sam’s was dark blonde was naturally curly. Mine needed a little more help than either of theirs. I curled the ends of my hair, hoping the curls would keep better. I went ahead and changed into my new pair of ripped jeans and a loose-fitting cream-colored halter top with silver beads around the neck.
“Wow, you both look great!” I said, walking out of my bathroom into my room. Jayde was wearing a black one-piece jumpsuit with ruffles on one shoulder. Sam had on ripped jeans and a white, off-the-shoulder lace top with long flowy sleeves.
“Look at you! That top looks so good with your hair down. If Lucas saw you right now, I think he’d be going with you to the club.” Jayde smiled. “Are you ready to go? It’s a little after eight, and we haven’t left yet.” She grabbed her wristlet off my vanity.
We took a few selfies on the stairs before we left for Baltimore. I texted Lucas real quick, sending him a picture of me. He texted me back, telling me I looked beautiful and to have fun tonight. I guess I was hoping he would say they would meet us there later, and we could dance the night away. I couldn’t complain. He spent a lot of time with me and didn’t get to see his friends much.
We made our way down the rest of the stairs, and I asked Sam if she saw Dad anywhere close. I peeked my head into the kitchen and then went down the hall towards his office. “Wow, he left without saying anything,” I sighed, walking back to Jayde and Sam.
“He’s not here? Wow…What kind of dad leaves, knowing his daughter is getting ready to leave and not say anything to her?” Sam questioned.
“An asshole one,” Jayde said, checking her makeup in the round, black mirror above the black table. On each side of the table were matching black lamps with white shades trimmed in black. “Are you okay?” Jayde asked, looking at me in the mirror.
“Yeah, I don’t know why I should be upset. He does this all the time.”
“Londyn, I’m sorry he’s like that to you, dictates to you, and doesn’t even say goodbye or anything. We are going to have a great time,” Sam hugged me. “Oh, I’m sorry, I don’t want to mess up your hair.”
We made decent time to Baltimore, even with heavy traffic the closer we got to the city. We passed Inner Harbor, which looked beautiful with the way the lights glinted off the water. I wished we had time to go down there and walk around during this warm spring evening. This was going to be our last summer together, hanging out at each other’s houses. Things will never be the same once we all go off to college. I had no idea how drastic things were about to change.
We found a place to park a couple of blocks away from the club, which is pretty good for Baltimore on a Saturday night. We put what we absolutely needed in our wristlets, then locked our regular purses in the trunk of the car. We took another selfie before we started our walk to the club.
The closer we got to The Loft; we saw crowds of kids around our age entering the club. A few looked closer to being twenty years old, and a few that didn’t even look eighteen yet. The outside of the building looked like it had once been a warehouse. A huge, muscular guy was sitting on the stool at the entrance, checking ids before letting anyone walk in. I figured it was to make sure no one under eighteen was trying to get into the club. The sign was a pale blue light hanging above the double doors. We walked around the red rope to wait our turn to be carded. We were lucky and didn’t have to wait long before it was our turn to go in. The guy smiled at us as he looked at each of our IDs and told us to have a good time.
Jayde was the first one to go in, then Sam. The minute my left foot stepped inside the entrance, my world as I knew it was going to be changed forever. We walked down a long dark blue hall, and the farther we walked, the louder the music got. We turned the corner, walked through a shorter hall, and then we were at the sitting area entrance, just off the dance floor.
“This place is great!” Jayde yelled over the music. “Let’s go find the bathroom to check our makeup and hair before we go out on the dance floor.”
Sam and I shook our heads to try and conserve our voices for later. The sitting area had three huge leather couches, with glass tables in front of each of them. The blue and pink laser lights shined in multiple directions from the ceiling. The restrooms were to the right of the sitting area. We touched up our makeup and ran our fingers through our hair. We went back through the sitting area over to the bar to see what kind of drinks they offered since they weren’t allowed to serve alcohol. Much to our surprise, they had a lot of non-alcoholic versions of popular drinks. A good song came on, and we hurried up onto the dance floor. We stayed out there through five songs. By the end of the fifth song, I was ready for a drink. Jayde and Sam stayed on the dance floor while I made my way to the bar to get a bottle of water.
I sat at the bar and drank my water while watching Jayde and Sam dance. After a couple more songs, two guys started dancing with them. The one dancing with Jayde had lean muscles and dark blonde hair, from what I could tell by the dim lighting. Sam was dancing with a guy who had lean muscles and dark brown hair.
“Hi. Would you like to dance?”
I turned to my right, my eyes meeting the most gorgeous grey eyes I had ever seen. He had light brown hair, buzzed on the sides, and messed on top.
“Hi.”
“My name is Hunter. Do you mind if I join you if you don’t want to dance?”
“Sure. My name is Londyn.”
Hunter ordered himself a bottle of water, then sat down on the barstool to my left. “Is this your first time here to The Loft?”
“Yes. I’m here with my friends who are dancing with those two guys,” I said, pointing in their direction.
“Those are your friends? My best friend is dancing with the girl with long dark hair. His name is Skyler. We’ve been here a few times since it opened up a couple of months ago. Most of the time, I am usually over here while he dances with girls.”
“You can’t expect me to believe you sit over here not dancing with any girls,” I said, raising an eyebrow.
“I dance with a couple of girls, but nothing like Skyler. Would you like to dance, though, when you finish your water?” He asked, smiling.
“Yes.” I took the last drink of my water.
Hunter finished the rest of his water, then got up off the stool and held his hand out to help me. I took his hand, gazing into his grey eyes, and his touch awakened every nerve in my body. I knew dancing with him was the wrong thing to do, but I couldn’t stop myself from walking out onto the dance floor with him. We danced through at least four or five songs. I lost count after the third. He didn’t take his eyes off of mine the whole time we were dancing. After a few more songs, we walked over to the sitting area to join Jayde and Skyler. Sam was heading back to the dance floor with the guy she’s been dancing with since we got here. Hunter went to go get us some water.
“It’s about time he dances more than one or two songs,” Skyler said, sitting next to Jayde.
“So, it’s true?” I asked. “He told me he doesn’t dance much when he comes here with you.”
“Yeah. He will dance a few songs, then go back to the bar and sit for the rest of the time. Girls ask him to dance all the time, but he turns most of them down.”
“Here is your water,” Hunter said, walking up to the couch, then sat down beside me.
“I’ve got to be honest with you, Hunter. I’ve got a boyfriend.”
“Okay…And I’ve got a girlfriend at home. We aren’t doing anything wrong. Have I tried to kiss you or anything? There is nothing to feel guilty over, Londyn.”
“So, that’s why you don’t dance with a lot of girls? Because you have a girlfriend.” I smiled.
“Yes. Every other weekend she is at her dad’s house, and that is when I go out with Skyler.”
We sat there on the couch, trying to talk to one another without having to scream over the music. I looked over Hunter’s shoulder to the other couch where Jayde and Skyler were all over each other. I should’ve known this was going to happen between her and a guy she met tonight. I would be lying if I said I was relieved that Hunter had a girlfriend. I felt guilty for being disappointed because I did love Lucas.
Hunter helped me up off the couch and led me back out to the dance floor. We danced through a few more songs before Sam tapped me on the shoulder, asking me if I was ready to go. She told me it was almost one in the morning. We started walking over to the sitting area where Jayde and Skyler were now talking.
“Can we walk you to your car at least?” Hunter asked, looking at Skyler.
“Yeah. Let us walk you to your car. It’s too late for the three of you to be walking alone,” Skyler said, helping Jayde up off the couch.
We made our way through the long hallway and out the double doors to find the security guard that was out there earlier had already left for the night. We started walking down the sidewalk back to the car. Jayde and Skyler were in front of us, holding hands while Hunter, Sam, and I walked a few steps behind them, talking and laughing. Mostly, we were picking on them. My heart sank when Jayde’s car came in view, and again, I felt an immense amount of guilt. It’s not like I was ever going to see him again. Tomorrow, I would see Lucas and forget all about meeting Hunter tonight. Hunter opened the passenger door for me, then offered me his hand. I took his hand, and these images of us together started flashing before my eyes as if I was watching an old silent movie. The images stopped the minute he let go of my hand, and I was back in the car looking up at him. I wasn’t quite sure what happened, and I knew no one would believe me if I had told them about it.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Hunter asked, squatting down to eye level. “You got pale all of a sudden. You feeling okay?”
“Huh?” I turned to look out the windshield. “Yeah. I must be more tired than I thought.”
“I had a great time tonight. Go home and get some sleep.” Hunter smiled.
I turned my head, meeting his gaze unable to speak at first, then Sam poked me on the arm. “Thanks for a great time. I will.” I smiled.
Hunter stood up and closed my door. Skyler walked around the back of the car and joined him on the sidewalk. I gave a little wave as Jayde pulled out onto the road. I sat there watching the glass buildings go buzzing by as she sped down the road towards the highway. I couldn’t stop thinking about what happened when I touched his hand. I had no explanation, except that maybe it was wishful thinking on my part. There was no sense in talking to Jayde or Sam because neither of them would believe me anyway. The only logical excuse was my mind was playing tricks on me from being tired.




Chapter 2





The next morning, I woke up before Jayde and Sam. I slid out of bed without waking either of them. I tiptoed over to my dresser and got a pair of fuzzy socks out, sitting down in my vanity chair to put them on. I stood up, not taking my eyes off my friends sleeping in my king-size bed. I didn’t close the door all the way in fear it would wake them up, and I made my way down to the kitchen to get some juice and warm up some muffins for everyone. I went to Dad’s office to find his chair empty, so I went up to his bedroom only to find his bed hadn’t been slept in. I sighed and closed the door. I turned to go downstairs when I heard the front door open and saw my father walk in.
“You are up early,” he said, closing the front door behind him. “What time did you get home last night? You know you have a reputation to protect.”
“What reputation? You mean the one of being your daughter?” I turned to walk back into the kitchen.
He grabbed my arm. “Don’t talk to me that way!”
“I’m not one of your employees! I’m your daughter!” I jerked my arm free from his grasp; I went back to the kitchen, expecting him to come after me in there. I walked over to the oven, peeking out into the hall toward the stairs, and saw his shoes as he made his way to his room. I hoped he was going up there to get a few hours of sleep, and I would be gone with Lucas by the time he woke up. No matter what I did, he was always worried about his precious reputation. He drove Mom away with his controlling ways. He was about to drive me away too.
“Good morning,” I said, pushing the door open with my foot since I had a tray full of muffins and drinks.
“Morning,” Sam said, sitting up in bed. “What time is it?” She yawned, stretching.
“It’s almost ten. Why? Do you have to go home now?” I asked, sitting the tray down on the bed, then putting drinks on my nightstand. I walked over and closed the door for the simple fact Dad might be straining from his room, trying to listen to our conversation.
“No. I still have a few hours before I have to be home.” She reached for a muffin.
“Morning.” Jayde yawned. “Last night was great. We have to go back soon. Could someone hand me my phone?” She asked, trying to sit up in the bed without elbowing Sam.
I handed Jayde her phone once she got situated in the bed. She unlocked it, smiling, which let us know she must have gotten a text from Skyler. I was kind of hoping she wouldn’t have hooked up with anyone last night because it wouldn’t last with her. She would get bored after a month or two, then dump the poor guy. She was notorious for doing that. She was unable to stay faithful to one guy for long.
We sat on my bed, eating muffins and talking about last night. I didn’t want to talk about Hunter because there was nothing to talk about. We danced and had a great time. He had a girlfriend, and I had a boyfriend who I loved. Jayde still had to bring him up, though, even after I told her a few times there was nothing to talk about. Each time she would roll her eyes and tell me whatever. Sam didn’t say much when I said I didn’t want to talk about him. Every now and then, I would catch her and Jayde exchanging looks. I was with Lucas and happy. There was no reason to be with anyone else. I had to admit Hunter looked good in his tight jeans and his slim mix plaid shirt. The red and grey plaid made his grey eyes stand out. His eyes were gorgeous.
While we were sitting there talking, those images I saw kept popping up in my mind. Had I caught a glimpse into the future by some weird miracle? I couldn’t help but notice how happy I looked in the images with Hunter. A lot happier than I had felt with Lucas over the last few years.
Jayde had to leave earlier than she wanted to because she had to take Sam home. I told her I would text her later after I get home from spending time with Lucas. I closed the front door and ran upstairs to get ready. I turned to look toward Dad’s bedroom door, waiting a few seconds to see if he was going to come flying out of his room. I tiptoed to my bedroom and quietly closed the door behind me. I texted Lucas before I jumped in the shower to see what time he would pick me up. I took my phone into the bathroom with me, so when he texted back, I would know how much time I would have to get ready.
Hey Babe. I can’t make it over today. I’m sorry. I will see you tomorrow at school. Love you.
I changed into a pair of leggings and a peach tunic shirt. I dried my hair and threw it up in a bun. There was no sense in fixing my hair. I flopped down on my bed with my phone in my hand to text Jayde to see if she would want to go do something.
I dropped my phone on the bed when it began to vibrate in my hands.
“Hey. I thought you were going to be spending the day with Lucas. What happened?”
“I don’t know. I texted him, asking what time he was going to pick me up, and he texted me back saying he wasn’t coming over. Nothing else.”
“That was it? What an ass! He could have at least let you know why he couldn’t spend the day with you.”
“I’m sure his parents have him doing something today.”
“Yeah, whatever. Anyway, right before you texted, I got a call from Skyler. He asked if I wanted to do something with him today. I’m sorry, Londyn.”
“Don’t be sorry. Go out and have fun. Text me later if you get a chance to let me know how things are going between you and Skyler.”
“I will. We might stop by to see you. Just letting you know in case you want to put your makeup on or change your clothes.”
“Okay. I will put on a little makeup. Text me when you are on your way over here later. Bye, Jayde.”
“Bye.”
I laid my phone down on the nightstand and went over to my vanity to do a natural look with my makeup. I finished putting my mascara on when Jules came into my room.
“Did you have fun last night at the club?” she asked, sitting down on my bed.
“Yeah.”
“Did you dance with any cute guys?”
“Jules, I’m with Lucas, but I did dance with one guy.”
“Well, what’s his name? Was he hot? Give me some details!”
“His name is Hunter. And yes, he was good-looking. Nothing else happened. Did you just get home?” I said, getting up from my vanity chair.
“I got home a little bit ago. No, I didn’t wake up his royal highness. I assume he came home late last night.”
“No. He got home when I got up this morning at ten. He tried to start in on me the minute he walked through the front door. So, I would stay in your room most of the day, if at all possible,” I moved a piece of Jules's hair away from her face.
Dad didn’t come into our rooms often. It was our safe place from his constant nagging about how we had to do things a certain way or could only talk to certain people. We didn’t dare corrupt his name. He worried more about his precious name than he did us. I wished we were able to live with our Mom, but at least we get to go see her next week. I often worried about what was going to happen when I went away to college and Jules was home by herself, having to deal with Dad and his lectures.
I was on my bed studying when my phone vibrated on the nightstand. It was Jayde letting me know they were on their way here. I got up and eased my bedroom door open to see if Dad was still sleeping in his bedroom, but his door was open. Hopefully, he was in his office working on paperwork for a client and wouldn’t come out for a while. I just wanted Jayde to hurry up and get here so I could leave before he started in again about how I needed to worry more about going to college than having fun with my friends. I closed my door part way and walked over to my closet to get out a pair of tennis shoes. I put my books back in my bookbag for school tomorrow morning. Jayde texted, saying they were waiting for me out in the car. I opened my door and made my way down the stairs to find my dad waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs.
“Where do you think you are going?” he said, his arms crossed, looking up at me.
“I’m going out with Jayde for a little bit. Lucas couldn’t come over today. I will be back in a little bit.”
“Didn’t you just see Jayde a little bit ago and all last night?” he snapped.
“Yes. She’s outside waiting for me. I have to go.” I said, making my way to the front doors.
“Londyn!”
“What, Dad? What? Let me guess; I need to stop having fun with my friends and focus on good grades and getting ready for college. My grades are great, my homework is done, and I’ve already been accepted to college. What more do you want from me? I am not a bad kid. Stop treating me like one!” I slammed the front door behind me. Jayde was out of the car and by my side by the time I got to the third step.
“What happened? Let me guess; he was lecturing at you as you were coming out to the
car? He seriously needs to back off,” she wrapped her arms around me.
“Is that Skyler in the driver's seat of your car? And who’s in the backseat? Is that Hunter?”
“I didn’t tell you because I knew you wouldn’t come along with us, but you don’t need to be in the house with that man either. I don’t care if he is your father.”
I looked over Jayde’s shoulder toward the car. In the backseat behind the passenger was Hunter, looking over at us. He was even better looking than last night, which I didn’t think could be remotely possible. Then, I realized how I must look. “OMG…Jayde, I look hideous. I have to go change my clothes and put some more makeup on,” I said, breaking away from Jayde’s hug.
“Londyn, you look great. You are the only girl I know that can look great in leggings and an oversized shirt. Your makeup accentuates your pretty green eyes, and your hair is perfect as always. I wouldn’t lie to you,” she said, turning around to head to the car. “We should go before your dad comes out here.”
She was right. The longer we stood right outside the front door, the chances of him coming outgrew by the minute. I started walking with her toward the car, trying not to look over my shoulder back at the door. My heart was pounding so hard; I could barely make out what Jayde was talking about. I knew I shouldn’t be going with them but staying at home was the last place I wanted to be. I felt terrible for leaving Jules there alone with him, but I couldn’t take being there right now.
Hunter got out of the car and had the door open for me by the time I made my way around the back of the car. “You look great today, Londyn,” he said, smiling down at me as I got in the car.
I tried not to stare, but I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He had on a denim blue, button-down dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms. He closed the door for me, and I watched the way he walked around the car, his blue jeans hugging his lean muscular legs. I turned to face the front of the car, and found Jayde looking at me with a huge smile spread across her face. “What?”
“Um…Nothing.” She smiled, turning back around in her seat.
I knew what she was smiling about, but there was no reason for it. I was with Lucas and had no plans of breaking up with him. She never did like Lucas, and this was another attempt at breaking us up. She could never give me a good enough reason for trying to break us up from time to time.
“Your house is amazing,” Hunter said, getting in the car behind Jayde.
“Thanks.”
“So, where should we go?” Skyler asked, driving down the driveway.
“I don’t know about Londyn, but I could use some iced coffee,” Jayde said, peeking at me over her shoulder. She glanced over at Skyler, staring at him for a few minutes, her eyes shining with happiness. I had never seen her look at a guy like that before, which almost scared me in a way. Jayde had a tendency of getting bored with a guy and dumping him for no reason.
Skyler seemed like a nice guy, and I didn’t want to see him get his heart broken.
“Iced coffee sounds great to me,” I smiled.
“Yeah, iced coffee does sound good,” Hunter smiled back.
I smiled and turned my head to look out the window for a minute and started repeating to myself under my breath, “I’m with Lucas. I’m with Lucas…”
We arrived at a cute, local coffee shop in downtown Columbia about fifteen minutes later. Hunter got out, walking around the car to open the door for me. He was making it really hard not to fall for him. I was with Lucas, and most importantly, I knew my dad wouldn’t approve of him at all. In fact, he would do everything in his power to keep us apart.
“Thank you. I’m glad you came with them to pick me up.”
“Me too, Londyn.”
Hunter and Skyler opened the doors to the coffee shop for us, then walked on either side of us as we made our way to the counter to see what we wanted to order. Jayde and Skyler ordered first, then went to find us a table while we ordered our drinks.
“So, Londyn. What does your Dad do for a living? He must have a pretty important job judging by the house you live in.”
“He’s vice president of an advertising company in Baltimore. He’s not home a lot of the time. Valerie, our housekeeper, is the one that’s with us a majority of the time. She makes the best muffins in the world.”
“What are you talking about?” Jayde asked, looking over at me when I went to sit down beside her.
“Hunter asked why my dad did for a living, and then I got to talking about Valerie and her amazing muffins.”
“OMG! Her muffins are the absolute best! She should open up her own bakery. She would make a killing with her muffins,” Jayde said, nodding her head.
“She sounds like a great person,” Hunter smiled.
“She is truly the best. I don’t know what Jules and I would do without her.”
“Jules?”
“She’s my little sister.”
“I don’t mean to pry, but you talked about a lot of family. I couldn’t help but notice you didn’t say anything about your mom.”
“I don’t talk about her much because I get to missing her. She and my dad are divorced, and we see her every other week. She got a nice divorce package, but she had to give Dad pretty much full custody with the exception she still got us every other week. We get to stay with her next week.” I took a drink of my iced latte.
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be nosey.” He lowered his head down.
“Oh, don’t be sorry. Really, it’s okay,” I reached over, touching the back of his hand. His eyes fixated on our hands before he moved his eyes to meet mine. We sat there looking into each other’s eyes for a few minutes. I knew I had to stop this before anything happened, but something about him drew me in. He seemed confident, but at the same time reckless, not having a care in the world.
We sat there talking while we finished our drinks. I didn’t want this time to end, but I knew I had to get back and save Jules from Dad’s treatment from being mad at me. Skyler and Hunter took our glasses up to the counter. I found myself staring at Hunter on his way to the counter.
“Londyn, you are lying to yourself about not liking Hunter,” Jayde said, putting her phone back in her purse.
“I don’t like him. I am with Lucas.”
“Okay. You keep telling yourself that.” She smiled.
“What about you and Skyler?” I asked, forcing myself to turn away from watching Hunter.
“I don’t know yet. His dad owns his own business, so he comes from money.”
“Money? Is that all you care about if the guy you like has money or not?”
“People without money don’t have anything in common with us, who come from extremely wealthy families. You need to realize that, Londyn. I know you like Hunter, but you need to find out more about him.” She raised her eyebrow.
I sat there looking at her, more confused than ever. She didn’t want me with Lucas, and now it sounded like she didn’t want me with Hunter. I was in love with Lucas. He would explain tomorrow why he wasn’t able to come pick me up today.
“Are you ready to go?” Skyler asked, holding his hand out for Jayde.
Skyler seemed like a nice guy, too nice to be hurt by Jayde. I really hoped that she wouldn’t hurt him like she had numerous guys in the past.




Chapter 3



Monday morning came fast, but I didn’t care because I was going to see Lucas. I flipped my comforter back, and the minute my feet sank into my plush area rug, Hunter popped up in my mind. I hurried up and started picking out my clothes to distract myself from thinking about him. Besides, I probably wouldn’t be seeing him at all after a couple more weeks. I assumed that would be about the time Jayde would get tired of Skyler and break his heart.
“Hey, Londyn, are you up yet?” Jules asked through my door.
“Yeah, I’m about to get a quick shower. Is Valerie here yet?”
Jules stepped into my room so Dad wouldn’t be able to hear us talking. “Dad was pretty mad yesterday when you left. He kept trying to ask me who the guys were with you and Jayde. I told him I had never seen them before, but he kept on asking me for about an hour.” She rolled her eyes as she flopped down on my bed. “Who were they, Londyn?”
I walked into my bathroom and turned on the water for my shower. “We met them at the club the other night. Jayde likes Skyler, and the other one is Skyler’s best friend. Jules, I’m with Lucas. I don’t know why everyone is all bent out of shape about me talking to another guy. It’s not like I’m going to dump Lucas for him.” I said, peeking my head out of the bathroom. “I have to get a quick shower, or we are going to be late for school.”
“I just wanted to let you know he was furious. I’m going to go finish getting ready. Let me know when you are ready to leave for school,” she said, walking over to the door.
I put on a pair of leggings, a light peach sweater, and white canvas shoes. I sat down at my vanity and put my hair up into a bun, leaving a few strands of hair down around my face.
I grabbed my book bag and headed downstairs to the kitchen to warm me up a muffin and pour myself some juice.
“Good morning, Londyn,” Valerie said, dishing fruit into a bowl.
“Morning, Valerie.” I set my book bag down on the floor, then got myself a glass of juice.
Valerie slid the bowl of fruit over to me, then turned around and pulled muffins out of the oven. “I thought you’d like to have a muffin and fruit for breakfast this morning.” She smiled.
“Thanks!” I hopped up onto the stool.
I spotted Gavin’s sports car in his usual spot when I pulled into the school parking lot. I hurried up, parked my car, grabbed my book bag, and rushed Jules to get her stuff so I could lock my car.
Once I got inside the school, I took off toward my locker, hoping Gavin would be there waiting to tell me about the cruise. I pushed and nudged my way through groups of three or more students standing and talking to one another in the middle of the hallways. I dared them to even try and say anything to me for nudging them out of my way or accidentally hitting them with my book bag as I walked by. They knew not to mess with me, or Lucas would say something to them. As I made it around the last left corner, I could see Gavin leaned up against my locker, looking down at his phone.
“Hey, good looking!” I said, walking up to my locker.
“Hey! I was wondering if you were ever going to make it to your locker before class starts. Did you miss me?” he grabbed me up in his arms.
“Yes! I’m so glad you are back. I have to say I expected you to come back looking like a lobster. Your strawberry blonde hair is even lighter,” I laughed, opening my locker.
“Sorry for the disappointment. Honestly, I’m surprised myself,” he said, looking down at his tanned arms. “The guys on the cruise were so hot!”
“Did you talk to any of them?” I looked at him smiling. “Or did you just stare at them from a distance?”
“I talked to one guy, and he’s going to college in Baltimore in the fall. So who knows what will happen? What did you do while I was away, getting tanned and enjoying the hot view around me on the cruise?”
“I went to The Loft with Sam and Jayde, while Lucas hung out with Blake and his other friends. He ditched me yesterday, so I need to find him and figure out why he did that.”
Gavin’s eyes widened, and his mouth opened as if he was about to say something when the first bell rang. His lips pressed together, and his eyebrows furrowed. “I want more details later at lunch. I better get to class before I get marked late. Love ya, Londyn.” He gave me a quick hug.
“Love ya too, Gavin. I will see you at lunch,” I said, closing my locker.
My morning classes flew by, and maybe now I would be able to get some answers from Lucas as to why he ditched my ass yesterday. I stopped off at my locker to switch out books before heading to lunch so I wouldn’t have to rush around later. I turned away from my locker, bumping into Gavin. “Sorry, Gavin. I didn’t hear you walk up.”
“It’s okay. I wanted to hear more about The Loft on our way to lunch. Tell me everything now because I know you won’t be able to talk much once we get to the lunchroom.” He wrapped his arm around mine as we started walking down the hall.
“What do you want to know? You should go with us next weekend. We are going back while I’m at my Mom’s house. Dad would have a fit if he knew. Then again, I don’t understand why he cares. It’s not like he’s home that much himself.
“Well then, let’s go this Saturday night. You and I can just go, or we can go with Sam and Jayde too. And if that doesn’t work, we can take “Mr. Wonderful” too,” he said, rolling his eyes.
“Lucas would probably want to go with us. The Loft is great. Sam and Jayde danced a lot with these two guys. Jayde danced with a guy named Skyler, and I don’t remember the guy’s name Sam danced with. Jayde actually spent some time with Skyler yesterday. I feel bad for the guy because I know she’s going to end up breaking his heart.”
“Yeah, she has a natural talent for doing that. What about you? I know you danced with someone. You can’t lie to me, Londyn Grace Carter. You can tell me now before we get to the cafeteria, or you tell me when Lucas is around.”
“Okay…I danced with a guy named Hunter.” I looked down at the floor.
“Hunter must be hot as hell by the smile on your face,” he smiled, raising his eyebrow
“I wasn’t smiling!”
“Yeah, right.”
“I wasn’t!”
“Sure, and I’m straight.”
“You aren’t straight.”
“Just like you weren’t smiling, either. Want to try again?”
“Fine! He’s hot. He’s got the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen on a guy, Gavin. But I’m with Lucas. Besides, Hunter has a girlfriend too. He showed up at my house yesterday with his best friend, Skyler, and Jayde. We are friends. Nothing else.” I glanced over at Gavin as he looked straight ahead, smiling.
“What are you smiling at? I am in love with Lucas.”
“I didn’t say anything. Does Lucas know about Hunter, by the way?”
“No. There is nothing to tell. I danced with a guy that has a girlfriend. Besides, I don’t know anything about him. I don’t even know what kind of background he comes from.”
“Background? Please tell me you haven’t been listening to Jayde and Sam about how you need to steer clear of him because he may not have money. Oh. My. God. What have I told you about them and their stuck-up attitudes? I know we are all best friends, but they think people aren’t worth their time if they don’t come from money.”
“Well, they have a valid point, in all honesty. What would we have in common with anyone who doesn’t come from the same lifestyle as us? Things would never work. Lucas and I have been together for a couple of years now, and we both come from families with money.”
“Wow…”
“What?”
“Nothing. Let’s get going before Sam and Jayde come looking for us,” he said, letting go of my arm as we went around the last corner to the cafeteria.
I knew he wasn’t happy with me for listening to Jayde and Sam. He never did agree with what they thought of people that lived outside our five-mile radius. I could agree with them on some of it, but then again, I saw Gavin’s side too.
Jayde and Sam ran up to Gavin, taking turns hugging him at the entrance to the cafeteria. He wrapped his arms around their shoulders as he led them over to our regular table at the far side of the cafeteria. I trailed a few steps behind them, looking around the room for Lucas. I could hear the three of them talking about Gavin’s cruise and the hot guys he saw.
“Hey, Londyn. I’m sorry about yesterday. I hope you aren’t mad at me,” Lucas said, walking up beside me. “You smell so good.” He said, leaning in close to me, his breath warm on my neck.
“I’m not mad. I was disappointed, though, because you promised we were going to spend the day together yesterday,” I said, walking to put my stuff down beside the table.
“I had something come up. I’m sorry. Can I make it up to you this weekend?”
“Well, Gavin mentioned something about all of us going to The Loft this weekend. I’m going to be at Mom’s this weekend, so I told him we would go.” I turned around to find Lucas standing there glaring at me, his lips pressed together.
“Why did you tell him we would go?” he snapped.
“I didn’t think it would be a big deal. Why are you getting so mad? I thought you would like to go out dancing with me.”
“I just wished you had asked me first.”
“Then, I will tell Gavin we can’t go with him, Jayde, and Sam. We can hang out at Mom’s house or do something else around here.” I groaned.
“No. We will go with them. You just caught me off guard by saying we were going with them. I heard The Loft is great. Blake and the guys were there a couple of weeks ago. They’ve been wanting me to go with them. I will let Blake know we are going this Saturday, and they can meet us there. It will be fun. This is going to be great. We can take my SUV since there are going to be five of us going.
“Londyn, you okay?” Gavin said, walking up beside me.
“Huh?” I looked over at him, still trying to place together everything. “Yeah, I guess Lucas and his buddies are coming with us Saturday. First, he was mad about me telling you we would go, then out of nowhere, he was happy about it.
“Really?”
“Yeah. Blake and the rest of them are meeting us there Saturday night. We are going in Lucas’s SUV.”
“Cool. Let’s go get something to eat. The salad bar looked amazing as I passed by it a few minutes ago.”
“Go ahead. I’m not that hungry right now,” I gave him a weak smile.
I walked around the side of the table and sat down, not taking my eyes off Lucas and his buddies talking and carrying on from their table. As I watched them for a few more minutes, Hunter kept popping up in my mind, and fear set in. “All the “what if’s” came flooding in at once. What if we ran into Hunter, and what would I say? Would I be able to avoid him, and if I couldn’t, how would I explain to Lucas how I know him? Maybe going Saturday was a bad idea after all.
I knew Gavin wouldn’t let me back out of going because he wouldn’t want to be with Sam and Jayde all night long. I sat there looking around the lunchroom at kids I have pretty much known most of my life, while others I’ve gotten to know since being in high school. They were all sprawled throughout the lunchroom at tables, talking and laughing. Some girls were even yelling at others from a few tables away. They were probably wanting them to stay away from their boyfriends or mocking them about how their clothes weren’t authentic designer originals—stupid shit like that. Sam and Jayde were on their phones, as usual. Gavin was over at the salad bar, filling his plate up with veggies and fruit. Even though I was like everyone else in here, sometimes I felt as though I didn’t belong.
“Valerie, are you here?” I asked, placing my book bag on the floor next to the hall table.
“Yes. Are you hungry? Want me to make you something to snack on before I start dinner?” she said, standing in the doorway to the kitchen.
“No. I’m not that hungry. Thank you, though.” I walked over to the refrigerator and grabbed me a bottle of water. I went back out in the hall to grab my book bag and headed up to my room. I flopped my bag down in the chair beside my window, glancing at the pictures of Lucas and me on the dresser. It was taken at our junior year prom. I wore a two-piece, off-the-shoulder dress with pale pink and baby blue embroidered lace and sequins. The pink lace was at the top of the long skirt and faded into the baby blue at the bottom. We looked so in love in the picture. A year ago, I was so sure Lucas and I would get married someday after college.
“Londyn, could you come down to my office for a minute? I want to talk to you,” Dad said, through my closed door.
I let out a huge sigh, rolling my eyes because I knew what was about to happen. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with one of his life lectures. I put my phone down on the nightstand beside my bed as I took in a deep breath, exhaling as I opened my door. I just prayed that the lecture wouldn’t last long or that Valerie might need help with dinner for some unexpected reason. I walked down the stairs as slowly as possible to delay the inevitable. I was a few feet from his office when the door flew open, and he yelled my name.
“What?”
“Oh, I thought you were still up in your room. I want to talk to you for a few minutes while Valerie is still cooking dinner,” he said, stepping to the side of the doorway to let me walk in. “Londyn, I wanted to talk to you about the other day when you left with Jayde and those boys.” Dad walked around his desk to his high-back leather chair, then took off his charcoal suit coat, draping it over the back of his chair. His vest and dark shirt's charcoal color made the greys in his hair more noticeable than usual.
“What about me going with them? Jayde likes Skyler, the guy that was driving, and the other one was his best friend, Hunter.”
“Well, I don’t want you getting mixed up with those boys. They look like trouble. You have college to think about, and you are going somewhere in life.”
“How can you even say anything? You don’t even know them.”
“Like you know anything about them? Wake up, Londyn! You can be someone in the future!” He bellowed, slamming his hand down on his desk.
“I’m going to see if Valerie needs help in the kitchen, and if she doesn’t, I’m going back to my room to start on my homework,” I stormed out of his office and into the kitchen to be with Valerie.
“Do you need any help with dinner?” I asked, motioning my head in the direction of Dad’s office.
She looked over my shoulder at Dad standing in the doorway. “Sure, you can help me get the squash, zucchini, and peppers ready for dinner.”
I glanced over my left shoulder at Dad as I walked over to the island to start cutting up the vegetables for dinner. We cut up the squash, zucchini, and peppers in uncomfortable silence. After I cut up the last pepper, Valerie peeked over at me. “Do you want to talk about it, Londyn? You know you can talk to me about anything, and I won’t say a word to your dad. I know he can be hard on you at times. His heart is in the right place, but the way he goes about it needs a lot of work.”
“Thanks, Valerie. I’m fine. I’m learning not to listen to him most of the time. Do you care if I go start on my homework?”
“No, I don’t mind at all. Thank you for helping me cut up the vegetables. Dinner will be ready in about an hour. I will let you know when it’s done. You better go before he comes back in here.” She gave me a quick hug. I’ve always loved hugs from Valerie. Her dark shoulder-length hair smelled of strawberries. Then, when she would let go and take a step back, looking at me with her brown eyes, I knew somehow everything was going to be okay. Jules and I thought of Valerie as a second mother instead of just our housekeeper.
I was a few steps away from the stairs when the doorbell rang. I turned around and saw Gavin’s shirt through the rectangle window in the right of the doors.
“Hope you don’t mind me coming over unannounced,” he said, wrapping his arms around me.
“Your timing is perfect.” I motioned my thumb over my shoulder back toward Dad’s office. “He’s already been lecturing at me about this past weekend,” I said, closing the door behind Gavin. We walked into the kitchen, so I could let Valerie know that Gavin was here.
“Hi, Gavin. I hope you are staying for dinner tonight,” Valerie said, getting the salmon ready.
“If you have enough. I love your cooking, Valerie,” Gavin said, inhaling the aroma that was filling the room.
“There is more than enough. I will be sure to set a place for you at the table. So glad you are here. Londyn could use a friend right now.” She winked at me.
I grabbed us something to drink, and we made our way up to my room to talk before dinner. Valerie was right about me being glad Gavin decided to come by and see me. Dad liked Gavin, which meant he would be busy talking to Gavin and not lecturing at me about my life. Once we were in my room and the door was closed, I proceeded to tell him about how Dad started in about me leaving with Jayde, Skyler, and Hunter yesterday. I didn’t want to bring up Hunter too much if, by some chance, Dad was trying to listen to our conversation through my closed door.




Chapter 4





Tuesday morning meant there were only a couple of days left until Jules and I were able to go to Moms for the week. Mom’s was a hiatus from having to deal with Dad yelling at us for almost everything we did. I could see Sam and Jayde in Jayde’s car when I pulled into a parking spot. Jules grabbed her stuff and was gone before I even got out of the car to get my book bag out of the backseat.
“Are you going back to The Loft this Saturday night?” Jayde asked.
I flung my bag out onto the ground. “Damn it, Jayde! Quit scaring me all the damn time!” I yelled, bending down to pick up my stuff off the ground.
“Sorry, Londyn. Are we going to The Loft on Saturday, though?”
“Lucas is driving all of us in his SUV, and his buddies are going to follow us. By the way, have you seen Lucas this morning? He didn’t text me at all last night.”
“He’s already inside with his buddies. I know I don’t like him, but is everything all right between the two of you?” she asked, wrapping her arm around mine.
“Yeah. Why wouldn’t everything be all right?”
“Just wondering. What are we going to wear Saturday? I can’t go shopping again, since we just went last week. I don’t feel like listening to my dad lecture at me about money.” She rolled her eyes.
I wrapped my arm around Sam’s, pulling her away from Jayde’s car as we made our way up to the school. Once we got in the school, I started looking down the halls to see if I could see Lucas and his friends. I didn’t want to admit it to Sam and Jayde, but I was a little worried about Lucas and me.
I had a hard time concentrating in my classes, preoccupied with worrying about why Lucas hadn’t been texting me or wanting to come over after school. I kept watching the clock on my laptop, which only made time come to a complete halt. The minute the bell rang for the last morning class to be over, I shoved my books in my bookbag and ran out of the classroom. Gavin caught up with me right as I got done swapping out my books at my locker.
“Hey, Beautiful. How is your day going so far?”
“Hey, Gavin. How has your morning been? I haven’t been able to concentrate long enough to tell you what my teachers talked about in my classes. Now, I’m on my way to the lunchroom to talk to Lucas. It’s not like him to not text me or come to the house after school.”
“I wouldn’t be too worried about Lucas. No offense, but he’s always been kind of clueless.”
“Well, not all of them can be Gavin Cruz.” I smiled.
“True. By the way, are we still going to The Loft Saturday night since you will be at your Mom’s house?”
“As far as I know. I told Jayde and Sam we were going. Now, I just have to confirm it with Lucas.”
We made it to the cafeteria five minutes later, and Lucas was at his usual table with his buddies, talking and laughing at something that was probably stupid. Lucas was sitting in the middle of his group of friends, his polo hugging his arms and his blonde hair looking shorter than yesterday.
“Hey, Babe! You look great today. What’s wrong?” his smile quickly disappeared, and worry took its place.
“Can we talk for a minute?” I asked, looking at his circle of friends around him.
“Yeah, sure. Guys, I will be back in a few minutes,” he said, getting up from his chair. He took my hand and led me to an empty table a few feet away. “What’s going on, Londyn? Everything all right?”
“Not really. Why have you been avoiding me? Do you want to break up with me?” The words came flying out of my mouth before I had a chance to stop myself.
“What? Why would I want to break up with you?” he asked, caressing my hand.
“Why have you been avoiding me then? Don’t say I am being paranoid, either. I’m not in the mood for your games.”
“I wasn’t going to say you are being paranoid. We each hung out with our friends Saturday night, and I ended up sleeping most of the day Sunday. You don’t have anything to worry about. I want to be with you, and only you.” He took a quick look around, then pulled me closer to him and gave me a quick kiss before one of the teachers caught us.
Maybe I was being paranoid just a little bit, but I didn’t want him to know that. He ignored most of the girls around the school anyway. He walked me over to Sam and Jayde, who were sitting at our usual table. I laid my bag in a chair that was already being occupied with Jayde’s bookbag. I made my way over to the salad bar to see if anything looked good today, or if I was going to wait until I got home to eat something. It looked like I was going to wait. Even the salad bar was starting to get neglected at school.
Gavin followed me and Jules home after school. I was glad he decided to come over if, by some strange chance, Dad stayed home to work. I hated going home for the simple fact I knew lectures were going to start the minute I stepped one toe in the house.
“Well, what happened with you and Lucas? I saw you both were all cozy with one another within a few minutes of your talk,” Gavin said, following me into the kitchen. He sat on the stool on the left side of the island.
“He assured me that he didn’t want to be with anyone but me. He ignores most of the girls there at school. I’m starving. I’m going to see if there is anything good to eat. Do you want something to eat too?” I asked, walking toward the refrigerator.
“Yeah, sure. He didn’t try to make it seem like you were being paranoid?”
“No.”
“Well, that’s good. What do you have to snack on?”
“Hi, Gavin, Londyn,” Valerie said, walking in from the laundry room. “Hungry?” she asked, walking up beside me as I stood there with the refrigerator doors wide open.
“Salad bar was crap today. I’m starving.” I groaned.
“This is your lucky day,” she said, walking over to the Tupperware container and opened the lid.
“Oh, Valerie! You are the best!” I said, the refrigerator doors banging together. “Sorry.” I grinned while Valerie shot me a look that meant don’t do that again.
She got out two big salted caramel cookies and handed them to Gavin, then gave me two. I didn’t care if I would have to work them off for the next couple of days. Her cookies were right up there with her muffins. I’m surprised that Dad, Jules, and I didn’t weigh 5000 pounds from her cooking.
I would be lying if I said I was sad the next few days went by quickly. Friday morning came fast, which meant Jules and I were headed to Mom’s house for the week. Tomorrow I was going to The Loft with everyone and going to dance the night away with Lucas. I had packed my stuff the night before, so I wouldn’t be rushing around making sure I had everything I wanted to take. This way, I had time to double-check everything and grab something I had forgotten to pack the night before. I packed a couple of different outfits; if I didn’t like one of them, I would have a couple more to choose from. I yelled at Jules to make sure she had everything she wanted to take with her to Mom's for the week. I was done getting ready for school early, which meant I had time to go downstairs for breakfast. The minute I opened my door, I got the faint smell of maple. Valerie was cooking sausage, eggs, and English muffins for breakfast.
“Valerie, it smells so good,” I said, walking into the kitchen. “I hope you made extra today.” I smiled.
“I did because I heard you upstairs when I got here about 30 minutes ago.” She smiled as she set a plate down on the island.
“Thanks! Are you going to be here this weekend for Dad or just going to leave stuff for him to warm up since Jules and I won’t be here?” I asked, savoring a bite of scrambled eggs.
“He told me he didn’t need me this weekend and that I could just leave a few things for him to warm up if he’s home. I hope you girls have a nice visit with your Mom,” she said, walking toward the laundry room.
Jules came down a few minutes later and got her plate since Valerie was busy in the laundry room.
“Do you have everything ready for Mom’s?” I asked, walking over to get Jules and me some orange juice.
“Are we going to Mom’s right after school?” Jules asked, eating her breakfast.
“Yes.” I handed Jules a small glass of orange juice.
“After I get done eating, I will check again to make sure I have everything I need for Mom’s.”
“Hey, Londyn. Are we still going to The Loft tomorrow night? And are we going to get ready at your mom’s house?” Jayde asked, walking up to me as Gavin and I were making our way to the cafeteria.
“Yeah. Gavin is going to meet us at Mom’s about an hour before it’s time to leave tomorrow night. Have you decided on what you are going to wear tomorrow night?” I asked, looking over at Jayde as she ran her fingers through her hair.
“I think I have a couple of outfits picked out. I might bring all of them, and that way, you and Sam can give me your opinions on which one looks the best.”
“Is Skyler going to be there tomorrow night?” I glanced over, trying to read the expression on her face to brace myself for the answer I knew was coming.
“No. I’m not seeing him anymore,” she said, without conviction in her voice.
“Jayde! Why did you lead him on, then?” I snapped.
“Why do you care?” She glanced over at me.
“Because you lead these guys on, thinking they might actually have a chance with you. Don’t you have any remorse for playing head games with these guys?”
She didn’t say anything or even acknowledge that she heard what I said to her. I glanced over to the right at Gavin, who rolled his eyes. He looked at me, raising his eyebrow as if telling me he knew this was going to happen sooner or later. I slowed my steps down, lingering with Gavin as Jayde led the rest of the way to the cafeteria. Sam was at our table, sitting in her usual middle seat. She liked sitting in between me and Jayde, so she didn’t have to lean across the table in order to hear us over the banging of chairs, tables, and kids around us talking and laughing loudly.
Sam had her hair up in a bun, playing with the few curly strands of hair next to her face while looking down at her phone. I glanced over the cafeteria but didn’t see Lucas anywhere close. I examined the salad bar on the way to the table to see if anything looked good today or if I should pass on lunch for the fact that Mom would probably take us out for dinner tonight.
Gavin walked over with me to get a couple of juice bottles so we could talk about our plans for tonight. Mom was never really crazy about Jayde, and I didn’t want to hurt her and Sam’s feelings, knowing Gavin was coming over to Mom’s house tonight too.
“Is your Mom okay with me coming over tonight?” he asked, getting his wallet out to pay for the bottles.
“Gavin, you know Mom doesn’t care if you come over. She might take us out for dinner tonight, so I would be over there as soon as you can after school.”
“I will bring money with me for dinner, so your mom doesn’t have to pay for mine too.” He handed me my bottle of juice.
“Gavin, you know Mom would get mad at you if you tried to pay for your own dinner. Besides, she already knows you are coming over today after school. She told me she wants to hear about your vacation. Go home real quick, then come over to Mom’s.”
As we approached the table, we started talking about going to The Loft tomorrow night. Sam and Jayde joined in the conversation when they heard what we were talking about. Sam made sure it was okay if she stayed the night with me, and I told her it was fine. I was still a little mad at Jayde for blowing off Skyler the way she did. He seemed like a nice guy who didn’t deserve to be treated that way.
I gathered up my stuff because I knew the bell was going to ring any minute, and I had to get to class.
“Sorry, I had to re-take a test,” Lucas said, as he gave me a quick kiss on my right cheek.
“We’re still going tomorrow, right? What time do I need to be at your Mom’s to pick everyone up?”
“I think we decided around eight, so we can get there a little early to find a decent parking spot close to the club. Are you good with that time?” I asked, getting up out of my chair.
“Yeah. Sure. I will be sure to let Blake know so that they can follow us there from your Mom’s house. I need to get going. I will see you tomorrow. I will text you later. Love you.”
“Love you,” I said as I watched him walk toward the double doors.
I told everyone I would see them tomorrow at my mom’s. I made sure Jayde and Sam knew what time to show up, so we had enough time to get ready. Sometimes, they tended to show up late to my house but always expected me to be early or right on time.
I could see Jules waiting for me out by my car, messing with her phone when I walked out the school's side door. I knew she was ready to get to Mom’s and have a break from dealing with Dad and his lectures. I felt terrible for her, knowing that when I go away to college in the fall, she’s going to get the blunt force of hearing them all.
“Hey, Jules, want to get a drink before we head to Mom’s?” I asked, putting my stuff in the backseat.
“Can we get Starbucks? I’m dying for an iced coffee.”
“I was thinking the same exact thing,” I smiled, pulling out of the school parking lot.
We got our drinks and a little snack. She had passed on lunch as well because she knew we were going out to eat with Mom and Gavin tonight.
“I’m so glad we are going to be at Moms for the next week. I don’t see how you take Dad, always on you about the things you do and how he thinks you should act. That would drive me insane. Do you think he’s going to be like that with me when you go away to college in the fall?” she asked, raising her head up slowly from being on her phone.
I didn’t want to lie to her, but then again, I didn’t want to tell her the truth either. I knew he was going to do the same thing to her. I gave her the most basic neutral answer I could think of by shrugging my shoulders as I kept driving to Mom’s house. Mom moved across the city to get far away from the “five-mile radius,” but still close enough to Jules and me. Her home wasn’t as big as Dad’s house, but it was a lovely grey brick house with a huge front porch. If someone were to ask me where I would want to live, I wouldn’t hesitate to stay with my Mom.
The minute I turned onto Devon Drive, I could see Mom sitting on the porch. Her long auburn hair was pulled up into a messy bun. She was on the far side of the porch, sitting in her favorite chair. She had probably been out there the minute she knew school let out, waiting for us to get here.
I pulled into the driveway beside her black SUV, and she was next to the car before I had a chance to open the door.
“Sorry, we made a quick trip to Starbucks for drinks and light snacks,” I said, getting out of the car.
“That’s fine. I’ve missed you both!” She threw her arms around me, then quickly let go and ran over to Jules. “Are we still going out to dinner tonight with Gavin?” she asked, letting go of Jules.
“Yes. I told him to be here as soon as he could because Jules and I skipped lunch so that we would be hungry for dinner tonight.” I grabbed our bags out of the trunk. “I haven’t had a chance to tell you, but a bunch of us are going to The Loft tomorrow night. I hope you don’t mind. Lucas is driving me, Gavin, Sam, and Jayde, and his friend Blake, along with the rest of their group of friends, are going to follow us.”
“Londyn, we already talked about this. Remember, you asked me a few days ago.” Mom moved a piece of my hair away from my face.
“I did?”
“Yes. Is everything okay? You seem preoccupied right now.”
“Lucas has been giving me the cold shoulder the past couple of days. He says I have nothing to worry about.”
“I’m sure it’s nothing. Is there anything else on your mind that you want to talk about?”
“No,” I said, walking up the porch steps.
“Why don’t you and Jules go put your bags in your room? Then we can decide where to go for dinner tonight before Gavin gets here,” Mom said, walking back toward the kitchen.
I stood there and watched her walk through the arched doorway that separated the living room from the dining room. She was wearing a black pair of leggings, with a purple cold shoulder kimono tunic and black flats. She didn’t dress like most moms that had kids in high school.
I turned to walk up the stairs to go to my room, which was located at the end of the hall to the right. I opened my door and flopped my bag on my bed so I could start unpacking it. I didn’t want to worry about my clothes being a wrinkled mess for tomorrow night. I don’t know why I was worried about what I looked like since I was going to be with Lucas and our friends. My room was smaller here, but I really didn’t care about that. I didn’t have to worry about any listening ears at my door or lectures on how I needed to act in public. Here, I could be me.
“I hope I got here fast enough,” Gavin said, walking into my room.
“I didn’t even hear you pull into the driveway. Yeah, we just got here a few minutes ago ourselves. Mom told us to unpack; then we are going to decide where to eat before you got here. She knows you don’t care and will go wherever.”
“Where is your Mom? Jules let me in. She’s right. I don’t care where we eat. You and Jules are the picky ones.” He let out a small chuckle.
“Um…I think you mean Jules,” I said, hanging clothes up in my closet.
“Yeah. Sure.”




Chapter 5





It took me about twenty minutes to put my clothes away and make sure I had brought everything I needed for tomorrow night. Mom yelled for us at the bottom of the stairs to come down to decide where we wanted to eat dinner. Jules was already in the living room, sprawled out on the couch, watching a movie with her phone in her hands. Gavin and I walked over to the loveseat and sat down while Mom sat in her favorite big, round beige sofa chair.
“Has anyone given any thought on where we are going to eat? I didn’t eat much today, and I’m starving. So, I’m open to just about anything,” Mom said, looking over towards Gavin and me. “Jules, what do you want to eat?”
“I don’t care. I’m going to leave it up to Londyn and Gavin. They can decide where we can eat.” She kept looking between her phone and TV.
“Well, I guess it is up to us,” I said, looking to the right of me at Gavin. “What do you feel like eating?”
“It doesn’t matter to me. I could go for a good burger. So, any place that will have a good burger is fine with me.”
“That sounds pretty good, to be honest. I’m with Mom on the starving thing. Let me get my purse upstairs, and we can go.” I ran up the stairs to get my purse out of my room. Everyone was waiting by the front door by the time I reached the middle of the stairs.
I let Jules ride up front so I could sit in the back and talk to Gavin on the way to the restaurant. We weren’t even out of the driveway, and I was already checking my phone to see if I had texts from Lucas. I couldn’t help but feel disappointed that there wasn’t one from him.
“Maybe he got busy with something after school.” Gavin lifted my chin up with his finger and thumb.
“So, Gavin, how was your cruise? Were there any good-looking guys around?” Mom asked, looking back at us in the rearview mirror as she drove down the road.
“It was great. The Bahamas was amazing. And yes. There were a lot of great-looking guys on the cruise. One is going to college in Baltimore in the fall. He’s texted me a few times since I’ve been back from the cruise. We will see what happens.” Gavin smiled.
Before I could stop myself, I was sliding my phone open to check for texts from Lucas. I looked out the window at the blurred trees whizzing by from Mom speeding down the road.
Gavin and Mom kept talking about the cruise and the cute guy he met while he was gone.
I didn’t add much to the conversation for the simple fact I was trying to figure out the reason why I hadn’t heard from Lucas since lunch.
We were about five minutes from the restaurant when out of nowhere, Hunter popped into my mind. I wanted to see him again, but now that would never happen since Jayde dumped his best friend, Skyler. I didn’t see how she could keep bouncing from guy to guy all the time. It’s a wonder there were any guys left in the school for her to date or who even wanted to date her with her reputation of using guys. Gavin put his arm around me and tried to pull me closer to him.
“Cheer up, Londyn. We are going to have a great dinner, the four of us, and tomorrow night we are going dancing. You know I will dance with you if Lucas won’t.” He smiled, flashing his perfect white teeth.
Mom pulled into the restaurant, and we arrived at the right time, judging from the numerous empty parking spots. Gavin got out first so he could come around to my side behind Mom and open the door for me. Lucas hardly ever opened the door for me unless it was for special occasions like the prom.
“I’m going to get a big cheeseburger and fries,” Gavin said, wrapping his arm through mine the closer we got to the entrance. I didn’t know what I was going to get, but that did sound good.
Gavin opened the door for us and smiled when I passed by him walking into the restaurant. He was right. I needed to stop worrying about Lucas and focus on having a good time with my mom, sister, and Gavin. He always had a way of cheering me up, no matter how upset I was at the time. I trusted him over Sam and Jayde. He didn’t throw judgment at me for how I thought about some things.
The seating hostess was behind her little counter, fixing the menus when we walked up.
“Hi, how many?” she smiled, turning to grab silverware wrapped in napkins.
The hostess had four menus and napkin-wrapped silverware, leading us through the maze of tables and booths back to a corner booth. It was a round booth nestled in the corner, which was perfectly fine with me. Jules sat in the middle, mom to her right, me and Gavin on her left.
“Hi, my name is Skyler, and I’ll be your server today. Can I get you something to drink? Londyn?”
I looked up to find Skyler standing in front of us, wearing jeans and a black T-shirt with his server notebook in hand.
“Hey, Skyler. I owe you an apology for Jayde. I pretty much yelled at her for what she did.”
“Oh, it’s okay. I had a feeling she was like that. Trust me when I say I’m fine. It’s great to see you, though. What can I get you all to drink?” He smiled.
“I think I’ll have a sweet tea. Where are my manners? This is my mom, Elizabeth Carter, my sister Julie, and my other best friend, Gavin Cruz.”
“Hi. Nice to meet all of you.”
Each of them said hi before giving their drink order. Mom got her faithful water with lemon, Jules and Gavin got sweet tea like me.
“Who was that, Londyn?” Mom asked, looking across the table at me, her head tilted to the side. Her don’t lie to me look was written all over her face.
“He went out with Jayde a few times, then Jayde decided he wasn’t her type apparently.” I rolled my eyes.
“Not her type? He’s a nice-looking kid. What is it with her and always dumping guys after a few dates? She’s going to get a reputation, and, eventually, they won’t even bother asking her out.” She kept glancing over at me every few seconds in anticipation that I was going to jump to Jayde’s defense. I was done sticking up for Jayde when it came to how she treated guys.
I sat there looking around the restaurant at all the pictures on the walls around us, photos of celebrities, and a few pictures of famous places around the world. There was a beautiful picture of the Eiffel Tower in Paris lit up doing sunset with hues of orange, pink, and dark purple.
“Here are your drinks. Do you need more time to look over the menu? I can come back in a few minutes if you like?” Skyler said, sitting the last drink down on the table.
Gavin got a cheeseburger with everything and fries, Jules got her ever-faithful chicken tenders with honey mustard, I decided on a BBQ mushroom burger and fries. I figured Mom was going to order a big salad, but she gets the same thing as me. A smirk spread across my face when I glanced over at her.
“Nothing.” I looked down, smiling. I knew I was going to hear it later at home about how much she shouldn’t have eaten the cheeseburger for dinner. I will remind her that eating a cheeseburger every now and then is perfectly okay, and she’s not going to gain 1000 pounds from it.
Gavin and I went up to my room while Mom and Jules were deciding what movie to watch in the living room. I didn’t feel like watching a movie, and I hadn’t been able to talk to Gavin much since he’d been back from his cruise. Gavin flopped down toward the foot of my bed as I closed the door to my room. It was nice being able to close my door without having to worry about whether Dad was listening to my conversation with my friends on the other side.
“So, the server is best friends with the guy you danced with at The Loft? He’s good-looking. Too bad he’s not gay.”
“Well, you would treat him a lot better than Jayde ever treated any guy,” I said, propping a couple of pillows against the headboard.
I felt terrible for Gavin a lot of the time. He had such a big heart and would treat any guy like a king, but he always ended up getting his heart trampled on. I knew that was one reason Gavin got annoyed with Jayde. She treated guys the way guys treated him sometimes. He knew how hurtful it was to play with someone’s emotions.
I went to reach for my phone on my nightstand, realizing I left it over in my purse on my vanity chair. I didn’t know why I wanted my phone. It’s not like there was going to be a message from my boyfriend.
“Londyn, why are you torturing yourself? You know there isn’t going to be a message from the asshole.”
I sighed, my hand shuffling things around in my purse in search of my phone. “I know. I know.”
I tossed my phone over on the bed on my way to my dresser to grab a pair of my many fuzzy socks. Some people collected coins, Funkos, or some other kind of figurines. Me, I collected fuzzy socks. I think I have every type of fuzzy sock imaginable. I got out a pair of black ones with pink flamingos all over them. They were probably one of my favorites. I propped my fallen pillows back up against the headboard, then reached for my phone down by Gavin at the foot of the bed.
“Wow…He can text me back. It’s a miracle.” I raised an eyebrow, glancing at Gavin over the top of my phone. The text was to let me know he was sorry that he missed my text earlier and he would call me later. He didn’t come over to my Mom’s house much because, most of the time, we were never home on the weekends, busy with shopping or going to visit friends that hadn’t seen us for a while.
I got up relatively early the next morning. In fact, I was up before Mom. I tiptoed down the stairs to the kitchen to see what Mom had in the refrigerator for breakfast. She had a big container of fresh blueberries. I grabbed the blueberries and went to the pantry to search for ingredients for pancakes. I decided on blueberry pancakes, bacon, and scrambled eggs for breakfast. I got the ingredients out of the pantry, sitting them on the counter, then got the griddle out and turned on the stove. I almost forgot to get the skillet out for the bacon and eggs. I poured myself a big glass of juice while I started cooking the bacon.
“What are you cooking? It smells good.” Mom yawned, walking through the doorway.
“Morning, Mom. I thought I would make us all breakfast. We are having blueberry pancakes, bacon, and scrambled eggs.” Right as I finished rattling off the menu, it hit me. I didn’t check to see if Mom had syrup for the pancakes. I ran over to the pantry and let out a huge sigh after a few minutes of scanning the shelves for syrup.
Mom started the coffee; then she happened to look down at the bacon, grabbing the tongs to flip it over. “Everything okay?” she asked, peeking over her shoulder at me.
“Yeah. I forgot to check for syrup before I started cooking.”
“Do you need any help?” Mom asked, walking to grab her mug out of the cabinet to the right of the sink.
“No. I want to cook for you and Jules. You can keep me company, though.” I smiled.
“Did you ever tell me what time you were leaving tonight to go to The Loft? If you did, I’m sorry I forgot,” she said, walking over to the kitchen table in front of the big, curved bay window.
“We are leaving between eight and nine tonight. What time do you want me home?”
“Just be home before three in the morning. I’m not going to be like your father and tell you midnight because that won’t give you any time to have a good time with your friends. Does he know you are going there tonight with your friends?” she asked, raising her mug of steaming hot coffee nestled in both hands to her mouth.
“No. Are you going to tell him if he asks?”
“Londyn, I would do that to you. Your dad doesn’t have the right to question me on what I let you and your sister do while you are staying with me. I don’t question him, but then again, he doesn’t really let you both do a lot of things in fear his precious reputation might be damaged in some way.”
“Thanks, Mom.” I turned around and went back to cooking breakfast, so we could eat and get ready to spend some time together before Sam and Jayde showed up later to get ready for tonight.
Jayde and Sam showed up at the house a little late, as usual, and for once, I didn’t mind because it gave Gavin and me more time to talk alone.
“Sorry, we are late. Sam’s mom decided to make her do last-minute things around the house before she was able to leave,” Jayde said, rolling her eyes as she put her stuff down in front of my white bi-fold closet door.
“She’s not my MOTHER!” Sam screamed, walking through my bedroom door. “How many times do I have to keep telling you that?” She glared over at Jayde.
“She basically is your mother. I mean, she’s the only one you remember. So yeah, she is your mother.”
“Whatever! You know what I mean.”
“Hey, can you two stop? We need to get ready here in a little bit. We are going to go have fun. Listening to you argue is not fun,” I said, getting up off my bed.
“Well, I’m already ready,” Gavin laughed, looking down at his lavender, button-down shirt and khakis.
I spun around, my eyes piercing. “You know what I’m talking about.”
I knew Gavin was trying to deflect tension from the conversation, but it wasn’t helping my mood. He wasn’t the one that had to listen to them bicker back and forth about the same things all the time. Jayde constantly called Olivia Sam’s mom when she knew for a fact she was not. She knew as well as I did that Sam’s mom left her and her dad when she was around three or four years old. She never tried to contact Sam or her sister, and Sam didn’t really remember much about her. For as long as I can remember, Olivia had never been loving toward Sam. She treated her a lot different than her little sister Alexis.
Jayde also knew it irritated me that she constantly picked on Sam about it. In a way, I could see why Gavin got so annoyed with her a lot of the time. There was no reason to keep bringing it up all the time since we all knew the truth.
I let Jayde use my and Jules's bathroom while I had Sam stay and get ready with me in my room. I knew Sam would want to get ready in peace without Jayde making some kind of comment to make her mad again. Gavin went downstairs to visit with Mom and Jules.
“Thanks, Londyn.” Sam smiled, getting her makeup out of her bag.
“Anytime.”
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I heard a car door close as I was looking in my jewelry box for a black choker to wear. I leaned to my right to peek out the window and saw Lucas walking up to the front steps. He had on tight dark jeans and a red, button-down shirt with white cuffs rolled up to his forearms. I stared down at him as he made his way up the first few steps until he disappeared under the porch roof.
“Londyn!” Mom yelled from the bottom of the stairs.
“I will be down in a few minutes,” I yelled from my doorway.
Jayde came in a few minutes later, putting her stuff next to my closet. She walked over and hugged Sam. Jayde was never one to apologize, and it took us a while to realize her hugs were her way of saying she was sorry. We took a quick selfie before heading downstairs to leave with Lucas and Gavin. Jayde had on a pair of tight, ripped jeans, a burgundy off-the-shoulder top, gold necklace and hoop earrings, and her hair up in a bun. Sam had on close to the same clothes as Jayde, but she had on an around-the-neck, ice blue halter top. I wore the same thing as I did last weekend when we went to The Loft, but this time I copied Jayde and wore my hair up in a bun. Right as we were about to walk out of my room to join the guys downstairs, Hunter came to mind. I stood there in the doorway as Jayde and Sam made their way down the stairs to join everyone downstairs. I closed my eyes and took a couple of deep breaths in through my nose and letting it escape through my mouth. I slowly opened my eyes to find Lucas standing in front of me.
“You look amazing, Londyn,” Lucas said, leaning in towards me. “I’m sorry about earlier today.” His lips lightly brushed against mine. Images of Lucas and I fighting were flashing before my eyes like they had last weekend with Hunter. I closed my eyes in hopes they would stop, but it only made the images more vivid.
“Londyn, are you okay? Londyn?” Lucas said as if he was talking to me from across the room instead of right next to me. “Londyn, talk to me.”
I opened my eyes slowly. “Sorry. I got dizzy for a minute. I’m okay.” I smiled.
“Okay.” He lured me out of my doorway and towards the stairs, not letting go of my hand. “I think your Mom wants some pictures of everyone.”
“I want to get a picture of everyone.” Mom said, walking over to the end table by her chair to get her camera. “You all look great. Smile.”
We arrived in Baltimore around 40 minutes later because of heavy traffic going into the city. Lucas was still able to find a decent parking spot about three blocks from the nightclub.
Lucas held my hand while we walked to the club. I wanted to ask him why he had been avoiding me these past few days, but I didn’t want to get a fight going and ruin the night.
A block away, we could see the line into the club was starting to go down the sidewalk but seemed to be moving pretty fast. The bouncer remembered us from last weekend and let us walk right in. I glanced back at the kids waiting in line, their glares piercing through my skin. I was happy we didn’t have to wait in line, but I could understand why they were pissed about the bouncer letting us cut in front of them.
“Wow! This place is great!” Gavin said, looking around at the sitting area.
I looked up at Lucas, and I noticed he seemed rather preoccupied as he kept turning his head side to side slowly.
“Lucas, are you okay? Lucas?”
“Huh? Did you say something?” He glanced down at me for a split second, then went back to looking over the club.
“You know what? When you are ready to give me some attention, you let me know!” I let go of his hand and spun around, walking towards the restrooms. Jayde and Sam were a few steps behind me because I heard their heels tapping the floor.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Sam said, catching up with me in the women’s bathroom.
“No! Lucas has ignored me for the past few days.”
“Londyn, he’s always done this to you. You were just blinded to it before,” Jayde said, looking at me through the mirror as she checked her hair and makeup.
“He hasn’t always treated me like this,” I snapped.
“Londyn, Jayde’s right. You just never noticed it before because he had you blinded.”
Sam walked up behind me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, looking at me in the mirror.
“Have I really been that stupid? How could I be so dumb?”
“Oh, hunny. You aren’t dumb. You love him and didn’t want to see the jerk side of him that most people saw. Let’s go dance the night away,” Sam said, fixing my bun and making sure my makeup was flawless.
Gavin was right where we left him when I ran off to the restroom, and of course, Lucas was nowhere to be found. Then, it hit me he was our ride home. “Oh. My. God! He’s going to leave us here stranded!” I started screaming over the music.
“Who’s going to leave you?” Lucas said, walking up with a couple of bottles of water.
“Huh?” I stood there, looking at him with my mouth open.
“I went to get us some water. I’m sorry I’ve been distant this past week. Let me make it up to you.” He handed me one of the bottles.
We drank our waters as we tried talking to one another over the blaring music that echoed throughout the club. Lucas threw the bottles away, then led me out onto the crowded dance floor, where he pulled me close to him as we danced through a couple of songs. There we were, out there on the dance floor ignoring everyone around us, and the whole time I kept wondering if Jayde and Sam were right about Lucas and me. We dance through a few more songs before going over to the sitting area, which was already full. I glanced over at the bar and saw a couple of empty seats. I quickly made my way over there before someone else could take them. I no more got my hands on both of them when a skinny blonde tried to tell me she had them saved.
“Those seats were not saved. Nice try.” A familiar voice said behind us.
I slowly turned around, and I recognized those beautiful grey eyes. “Hi.”
“Hi, Londyn. I didn’t expect you back here so soon. How have you been?” He moved closer to me, and goosebumps spread over my body. I found myself unable to take my eyes off him, unaware I hadn’t answered his question.
“Londyn?”
“Yeah.” I stood there in a daze looking at Hunter in his tight jeans, navy blue, and white plaid, button-down shirt.
“Londyn? Are you going to answer me?” Lucas yelled.
“Huh? Oh. Sorry.” Heat flooded down my cheeks. I was thankful it was dimly lit throughout the club, so Lucas wasn’t able to see me blush.
“Who is this?” Lucas asked, glaring at Hunter.
“This is Hunter…Sorry, I forgot your last name,” I said, looking at Hunter then over to Lucas.
“Hi. My name is Hunter Brooks. My best friend Skyler went out with Londyn’s friend a few times.”
“Oh. I’m Londyn’s boyfriend, Lucas. We should go get the seats before someone tries to take them again,” Lucas said, still glaring at Hunter, his hand on my waist, nudging me with him over to the seats. Lucas helped me up on the stool, then sat next to me. I glanced over my shoulder back at Hunter to find him standing there, still watching us. I turned back around to order my drink, then took another quick glance, and he was gone. No sight of him anywhere close by, It was as if he had simply vanished into thin air.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Lucas said, caressing my hand.
“Yeah. I’m sorry if I’m being quiet.”
“You’re fine. I’m going to go to the restroom; when I get back, would you want to go out onto the dance floor again for a little bit?”
“Sure.” I smiled. I watched Lucas walk through the sitting area and through the archway to the restrooms. I turned back around to finish my drink before Lucas got back.
“Your boyfriend doesn’t seem to like me much. Then again, I wouldn’t like a guy trying to steal my girlfriend away, either.”
“Hunter, he’s going to be back any minute. Wait a minute…Where did you come from? I didn’t see you anywhere close by a few minutes ago,” I looked over Hunter’s shoulder, trying to figure out what direction he came from.
“Well, for one, trying to figure out why you are with him. He seems like a real jerk.”
“What do you mean he seems like a jerk? You don’t even know him! You said a few words to him! You need to go before he comes back and finds you here talking to me,” I said, sliding down off the stool. “By the way, I’m sorry about Jayde dumping Skyler the way she did.”
“I tried to warn him about her, but he didn’t listen. He’s okay now. He’s here dancing with lots of girls.”
“Well, I need to go find Lucas. It was great seeing you again, Hunter.”
“You too, Londyn.”
I quickly headed toward the restrooms, fighting the urge to look over my shoulder back at Hunter. I squeezed through the crowd in the sitting area and saw Gavin talking to a couple of guys. I gave him thumbs up before I got lost in another crowd by the entrance to the restroom hall. I accidentally bumped into someone as I went to turn down the hall to go to the bathroom. I turned halfway around and apologized to the guy I bumped into. I don’t know if he heard me, but he smiled back. I turned around, frozen in my steps, as I looked down toward the end of the hall. I spun around to try and get away but found myself sprawled out on the floor.
“Are you okay?”
I reached for the hand that was down close to my face. “Thank you.” I glanced up to find Hunter.
“I was a few feet away when I saw you falling to the floor. Are you okay?” Hunter asked again, wrapping his arm around me as I stood up.
“Huh?” I paused, looking back over my shoulder toward the hallway.
Hunter reached over, dabbing a tear away with his thumb, then took a look down the hall.
“Oh, I see. Londyn, you deserve better than him.”
“You don’t know me to know what I do and don’t deserve. Do you?” I let go of his hand and started walking over toward the couches hoping there would be a place to sit down.
“Londyn, dance with me?” Hunter said, taking my hand.
“Lucas will see us together.”
“Why in the hell do you care if he sees us dancing together?” he said, pointing his thumb over his shoulder toward the restroom hallway. “I probably know you better than you think.”
“You don’t know me.”
“I bet I could surprise you. You aren’t that hard to figure out.”
“Wow! I go to the bathroom for a few minutes, and next thing you are trying to move in on my girlfriend! Listen, asshole! She’s with me!”
Hunter, not saying a word back, turned to look at me, then back at Lucas with a half-smile. “Are you sure about that?”
“What the hell do you mean by that, dickhead?” Lucas stepped closer, pushing Hunter back a few steps.
“Stop! He’s right, Lucas. I have been such a damn fool in believing your lies. Well, NO MORE!” I screamed over the music starting up again.
“What in the hell are you talking about?” Lucas yelled.
I started to scream back at him when I caught the girl he was with just out the corner of my right eye, walking by with some other girls. I was rather insulted that he would even think about being with her over me. It wasn’t that she was ugly, but she wasn’t that pretty either. She had short, medium brown hair, and she wore too much makeup. If someone can see your makeup that well in dim lighting, then you definitely have too much on. She had on designer wanna-be jeans and a top that looked similar to the one I had on.
Before Lucas could say another word, I was already tapping her on the shoulder, trying not to yell too loud, asking if I could talk to her for a minute. She shook her head yes, then followed me back over to Lucas and Hunter. Over Hunter’s shoulder, I could see Gavin walking up. Lucas’s eyes were wide, staring back and forth between the girl and me. A slow song started to play, so we didn’t have to scream as loud over the music.
“What is going on?” Gavin asked, stepping in between Lucas and Hunter.
“I wanted Lucas here to know that he can be with this girl without pretending to be going to the bathroom,” I said, raising my eyebrow.
“Londyn, you have really lost your damn mind. I don’t know who this girl is,” Lucas snapped.
“Wow…More lies. When is the lying going to stop with you? Does she know you are a compulsive liar? Someone should warn her before you treat her like you have me for the past four years.”
“You truly are delusional. Did this guy tell you I was with her or something, and you believed him? That is really hurtful, Londyn. I wouldn’t be with her!”
“What the hell, Lucas? My friends tried warning me about you!” The girl yelled, walking back over to her group of friends listening from a few feet away.
“Angela!”
“Angela? But I thought you didn’t know her. Wow…You truly are a dickhead.”
“What do you want me to say, Londyn?”
“Nothing. I don’t want anything to do with you. You are a liar, and I could never trust you again. Good-bye, Lucas.”
“How in the hell do you think you are going to get home tonight if you walk away from me? Did you forget who drove all of you here?”
“Well, she will have a ride home and her friends too. So, she doesn’t need you even for that,” Hunter said, his voice lower than I am used to hearing as he stepped closer to me. “So, if you know what’s good for you, I suggest you walk away before you get hurt.”
I looked over my shoulder and saw Skyler and few other guys standing behind us watching, not saying a word. Lucas didn’t say another word and simply turned and walked away from us, heading to the exit. I stood there frozen, unable to take my eyes off Lucas as he turned right through the dark hallway that leads to the double doors. I wasn’t sad that he was gone but dreaded that I was going to have to explain to Dad why I wasn’t dating Lucas anymore.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Gavin said, draping his arm over my shoulders.
“Yeah. I think I am. You were right about him. How could I have been so stupid in thinking that he loved me?”
“You aren’t stupid. I think he loved you in his own twisted way. He loved you, but he loved other girls, as well. I must say she wasn’t pretty at all.”
“How are we going to get home?” I sighed.
“Londyn, I have a big truck. Enough room for all of you,” Hunter said, walking up to the right of me.
“I couldn’t ask you to take us home. It is probably out of your way.”
“Where do you live?” he asked, glancing down at me.
“We live in Columbia,” I turned to look up into his beautiful grey eyes.
“Just so happens that Skyler and I live in Columbia too.”
“You do? I’ve never seen you at school.”
“No offense, but I wouldn’t be caught dead at your snob-ass school. We don’t live around you. We live on the other side of the city, part I’m sure you have never been to before.”
“Oh. I see.” I put my head down.
“I can take you home if you are ready to go now. One of our other friends can take Skyler home later.”
“I’m not ready to go home, but I’m not in the mood to be here anymore, either.”
“It’s only 11:30 p.m. I’m sure there is a late-night café open close by. We can come back later to pick up your friends.” He wiped a tear from my cheek.
“Gavin, can you tell Jayde and Sam where I went and that we will be back in a little bit to pick you up?”
Gavin moved his head slowly from side to side, looking around the club. “I will go tell them, but do you care if I go with you two. All the guys here tonight are straight.”
“Yeah, sure,” Hunter said, looking at Gavin, then back down to me.
I watched Gavin move toward the dance floor in search of Jayde and Sam. Hunter held out his hand, his grey eyes filled with honest concern. I didn’t hesitate in taking his hand, and electricity spread up my arm, flooding over my entire body. Gavin walked up, glancing down at our hands every few seconds, then gave me one of his quick reassuring smiles that only I knew the meaning to. This time, I was pretty sure he was letting me know that he approved of Hunter.
There was nothing to approve, though, especially if he lived in the part of town I thought he did. I knew we had nothing in common and came from completely different lifestyles. My dad would never accept me dating someone from that side of the city. He would disown me before agreeing to let me date someone like Hunter, even though I’m an adult.
We walked almost two and a half blocks to get to Hunter’s truck, which shocked me, considering the part of Columbia he told me he’s from. His truck wasn’t brand new like the vehicles my friends and I drive, but it wasn’t an antique either. If I had to guess, his truck was probably five to six years old and in good condition. He opened the door for me, not letting go of my hand until I was seated in the passenger seat of his grey extended cab truck.
Gavin got in the backseat behind me. “I like him. Too bad he’s interested in you. I’d try to turn him if I knew I had a chance with him.”
“He’s just being nice.”
“Please…”
“Let’s go find someplace to talk where we don’t have to scream at one another.” Hunter smiled over at me, closing the driver’s side door.
After we drove around for twenty minutes, we found a corner café that was still open; it seemed to be a popular place by the number of people that were seated throughout.
There were several windows in a row down the side of the building. On the other side of those windows were rows of booths, most of them filled with three or four people. There were also people seated up at the counter, leaving a seat open here and there.
We walked in and stopped at the sign that read Please wait to be seated.
I found myself standing closer to Hunter than Gavin, but there was something about him that made me feel safe, or so I thought. I didn’t know if I should embrace this feeling or fear it.
One of the servers walked up, shoving her notepad in the side pocket of her apron. She asked how many, then grabbed three menus before walking us down to the end of the café to the last booth. I scooted in the seat, expecting Gavin to sit down next to me, but he smiled as he slid into the chair across from me. I sat there, wide-eyed, across from him with a “What The Fuck” kind of look on my face. Hunter slid in next to me, giving enough space between us so I wouldn’t feel uncomfortable sitting that close to him. I ordered an iced caramel latte, while the guys ordered Cokes.
“Will your girlfriend get upset that you are here with Gavin and me instead of out with Skyler?” I asked, reaching for my iced latte.
“Um. Probably not. We broke up a few days ago.”
“Oh. I’m sorry, Hunter.”
“It’s okay. It was mutual. Are you doing okay?”
“As crazy as it sounds, I’m okay. I didn’t expect to be okay. Does that sound strange?”
“Honestly, it makes perfect sense.” He lowered his head, turning it slightly toward me, smiling.




Chapter 7



The next morning I woke up before anyone else in the house. The minute I opened my eyes, Hunter came to mind. Him and his gorgeous grey eyes. What if Jayde was right about associating with people who don’t belong in the world we are accustomed to? I slid out of bed without waking up Sam or Jayde. Jayde ended up spending the night, too, because we ended up getting home later than anticipated. I didn’t want Gavin driving home late, so he let his parents know he was staying the night here. He slept on the couch, so I even had to be quiet once I got downstairs. I looked into the living room to make sure I didn’t wake Gavin when I slipped on the last stair. He was stretched out on the couch with the blanket curled up around his neck. I slowly turned back around and started tiptoeing to the kitchen. I looked in the refrigerator for something for breakfast to feed all of us. There weren’t enough eggs for everyone, and we had pancakes yesterday morning. Then again, they would probably sleep until lunchtime since we got home so late.
I leaned up against the counter, crossing my arms and facing the doorway. I stood there for a few minutes, not moving at all, thinking about Hunter. I knew my dad would never approve of me being with someone like him. I didn’t understand why I was worried about what Dad thought of Hunter. We weren’t even dating. I got the coffee bar going, so I could make myself an iced caramel latte while everyone continued to sleep. I sat at the table with my phone while I sipped on my drink. I flipped through pictures of Lucas and me together, and before I could stop myself, I started deleting them from my phone. I kept a few from our junior prom and a few others from dances. The other ones I deleted without feeling bad about getting rid of them.
We were all ready to leave and go out to eat when Sam’s dad called, wanting her to come home right away so they could spend family time together. I loved Sam, but her dad was getting on my nerves about spending time with family all the time. It was just the four of us now, so Mom decided to go to the store and get something for Sunday dinner. She decided on spaghetti and meatballs, salad, and garlic bread. She knew Gavin loved spaghetti and meatballs. Sometimes I think she liked him more than me, even though I knew that wasn’t true.
Jules went with Mom to the store while Gavin and I looked for a movie on the TV, but of course, there was nothing that interested us. We sat down in front of the movie towers and scanned the numerous movies for something we hadn’t seen in a while.
“Are you okay, Londyn? You know you can talk to me,” Gavin said, leaning into my shoulder.
“Yeah. I guess I feel guilty for not being more upset than I am about Lucas and me. Does that make me a bitch?”
“No, that doesn’t make you a bitch. I think deep down you’ve known for a while, and you just needed something like last night to open your eyes fully. Does that make any sense?”
“It makes perfect sense. Thanks, Gavin.” I reached over and gave him a hug and kiss on the cheek. I started to lean away from him when the doorbell rang, causing me to lose my balance. Gavin grabbed hold of my arm to keep me from falling backward onto the floor. He told me to stay put, and he would go see who was at the door. I knew he wouldn’t let Lucas in the house if it happened to be him.
I didn’t hear anything except for the door closing. I turned around to ask him if it was Lucas at the door to find Hunter standing there. He had on tight blue jeans, a maroon t-shirt, and black Converse.
“I hope you don’t mind me coming by without asking first. I wanted to make sure you were doing okay today.” He smiled, taking a couple of steps into the living room.
“No. It’s fine. I’m doing okay. Thank you for coming over to check on me.”
“Well, I better get going. I just wanted to make sure you were doing okay.”
Hunter went to leave and was met by Mom and Jules coming through the front door; their hands were full of plastic bags. Mom stopped dead, staring at Hunter, then over at me. “Hi. I’m Londyn’s mom, Elizabeth, and this is her sister Julie.”
“Hi. Nice to meet you both. I’m Hunter Brooks. I came by to make sure Londyn was okay after what happened last night. I better get going. Again, nice to meet you.”
“What? What happened last night?” Mom asked, taking turns looking at all three of us.
Gavin stepped in and started to tell Mom what happened between Lucas and me so I wouldn’t have to deal with explaining it to her. I lowered my head, looking down at the beige, burgundy, and dark brown area rug that covered over half of the living room floor. I could feel her stare at me from across the room. I lifted my head slightly to see her shifting her eyes from me to Hunter. I knew the questions were going to start any minute, but they wouldn’t be anything like I was going to face at Dad’s house.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Mom asked, lowering the groceries down to the floor.
“Yes. I’m fine.”
“Mom leaned back, raising her eyebrows like she had numerous times when she was trying to tell if I was lying or not. “Londyn? I know you better than that.”
“Mom, I’m fine. You don’t have to worry about me. I had a feeling something wasn’t right, but I kept denying the fact like Gavin was telling me right before you got home.”
“Hunter, thank you for making sure they all got home last night. I was just getting ready to start a late lunch, early dinner. Would you like to stay and eat with us?” Mom said, walking back over to pick up the groceries; she sat on the floor.
“If it’s okay with Londyn,” he said, looking over at me and smiling.
I had three pairs of eyes on me from across the living room, waiting for an answer. “I don’t mind if you stay for dinner.”
Hunter grabbed some of the bags from Mom and proceeded to follow her to the kitchen. Gavin slowly moved his head as Hunter walked past, and once he was out of sight, he turned back toward me with a thumbs up.
“What?” I questioned.
Gavin took a few steps closer to me so I would be able to hear him softly whisper. “You know. He’s fine. I’m talking really fine. Like I told you, too bad he’s taken because I would so try and change him.”
“He’s not taken.”
“Please. He’s taken, and he doesn’t even know it yet. I have a strong feeling he thinks he’s taken. You just don’t want to admit it to yourself or anyone else.” He turned, giving me a slight closed-lipped smile with his right eyebrow raised.
“I do not want him. Will you stop saying that?” I snapped through gritted teeth.
“See, you are in denial.” He turned and was on his way to the kitchen before I could say anything. He knew I wouldn’t dare follow him in there to continue our discussion in front of Mom and Hunter.
I stayed behind in the living room by myself for a few minutes, looking around the room and trying to figure out what had just happened. I flung the movie in my hand over on the couch, letting out a huge sigh, and walked into the kitchen to join everyone else.
By the time I go to the kitchen, the groceries were put away, and Mom had already started cooking our early Sunday dinner. Gavin, Hunter, and I each asked Mom numerous times if she needed any help with cooking. She told us she had it under control and that we could go watch a movie in the living room. We all looked at each other, then proceeded out the kitchen doorway in single file out to the living room.
“What kind of movies do you like, Hunter?” Gavin asked, walking over toward the movie towers.
“I like most anything, to be honest. Besides, ladies usually pick the movie,” he smiled, sitting down on the loveseat.
“Well, Hunter, I hope you like sappy chick flicks because that is pretty much the only thing she watches.” Gavin rolled his eyes.
“Oh! Don’t you even say anything. You are worse than me sometimes. Just for that, we are going to watch a super sappy chick flick,” I said, putting the disc into the Blu Ray player. I turned around just in time to see Gavin leaping with his arms stretched out on each side of him, flying through the air in what looked like a swan dive onto the couch. He hit the sofa so hard; he had to grab hold of the back of the cushions to keep from bouncing into the floor. I hunched over in laughter, almost falling to the floor myself. I managed to stop laughing long enough to ask Hunter what he thought of Gavin’s spectacular dive. Hunter, in deep laughter himself, held up each hand, giving him a score of 10.
Hunter scooted over on the loveseat to give me enough room to sit to where it didn’t feel like I was sitting in his lap. When I sat down next to him, I sighed, trying to catch my breath from laughing so hard at Gavin. I found myself holding my breath for a few minutes to keep from breathing in Hunter’s incredible smelling cologne. It was one I hadn’t recognized before, but it smelled so good. Most of the guys around school pretty much wore close to the same cologne, and this was definitely not the one I had grown accustomed to smelling for the past four years at school.
“Thank you for coming over to check on me, Hunter,” I said, tucking a piece of hair behind my right ear.
“You’re welcome. You seemed pretty upset last night. You had every right to be.”
We went back to watching the movie. I turned to say something to him and found that I was closer to him than I was when we started watching it. He was in the same place he had been since he sat down, but I realized I was leaning in closer to him. He didn’t seem to mind, though, or at least, I hope he didn’t mind but was too nice to say something to me about it. I happened to glance over at Gavin, who was lying on the couch, stealing glances over at us every few seconds, then turning back toward the movie with a smirk on his face.
“Well, I think I’m going to go see if your Mom needs any help finishing up dinner,” Gavin said, easing up off the couch. Once he was up, he was around the corner and in the kitchen before I could ask if he wanted me to go with him.
“Where do you go to high school, Hunter?” I asked, still looking toward the direction of the kitchen.              
“Um…Well, I go to Central,” he sighed, lowering his head.
“Oh…” I said, looking back toward the movie. I didn’t know what else to say to him. I knew that school wasn’t anything like the high school I went to, but it wasn’t exactly horrible either. None of my friends would associate with kids from there. They would pass judgment before trying to get to know them.
“Does it bother you that I go to Central?” Hunter asked.
“No. Why should it bother me?”
“I know what comes to people’s minds when I tell them I go to Central. They immediately think I’m a bad kid and up to no good. A lot of kids that go there do, in fact, cause trouble, making it harder on the rest of us that try to stay out of trouble.”
We went back to watching the movie in uncomfortable silence. I would have never thought he went to Central, and maybe that was a good thing. He was probably right about people assuming things before they knew the facts.
“I know it’s too soon, but when you feel like it, I would like to take you out to dinner and a movie. Whenever you are ready to go out, I don’t want you to feel rushed or anything like that.”
“Okay. Are you free next Friday after school?” I peeked at him out of the corner of my eye.
“I don’t think you understood what I said, Londyn. I don’t want you to feel rushed or anything like that. Take your time.”
“I know exactly what you said. And I’m asking if you are free after school Friday. Unless you don’t want to go out with me Friday night?”
“Friday is great. Where do you want to go?”
“Wherever you want to go.” I smiled.
Hunter left about an hour after dinner, which left time for me to talk to Gavin before he had to go home. We went up to my room while Mom and Jules watched a movie. I opened the door to my room, realizing I didn’t grab anything to drink. I asked Gavin if he wanted anything since I was going back downstairs to the kitchen. I tiptoed down the stairs and to the kitchen. I eased the refrigerator door open, grabbing the pitcher of sweet tea, praying Mom would hear me in here.
“He seems like a really nice guy, Londyn,” Mom said, walking into the kitchen.
I juggled the glass in my hands to keep it from crashing to the floor. “Mom! You scared the crap out of me!”
“Sorry. I thought you heard me. Can I talk to you for a minute, Londyn?” Mom grabbed a glass from the cabinet.
“Gavin is waiting on me in my room.”
“This won’t take long. Londyn, he seems like a really nice guy. Not to mention, he’s cute too. I have no problem with you liking him or wanting to see him. I just want you to be careful because you know your father will never approve of him. No matter how much you like him. I just want you to be prepared for that hell you are about to bring on yourself, and I don’t know if I will be able to help you or not.” She sighed, dabbing a tear out of the corner of her eye.
“I know. Dad can’t tell me what to do anymore. I will be leaving for college in the fall, and I can see whoever I want.”
“Oh, Londyn. That is where you are wrong.”
Monday morning took forever to get here, but that was because I tossed and turned most of the night, thinking about what Mom said to me in the kitchen. I knew Dad would be unhappy at first, but he couldn’t dictate to me who I could date once I left for college. I wouldn’t be living in his house, except during holidays and summer vacations. I planned on spending a lot more time here at Mom’s home. I slid my feet off my bed, letting them flop onto my area rug as I gave myself a pep talk about how I needed to get up and get ready for school. I knew the kind of day I was going to have, and I wasn’t in any hurry to get that day going. After a few more minutes of sitting there, I forced myself up out of bed and into the bathroom before Jules took residency in it. After my short shower, I stood there looking in the steam-ridden mirror, which couldn’t mask the dark circles there were like flashing lights under my eyes, screaming, “Look at me!”
I grabbed a pair of ripped jeans, white Converse, and a peach oversized, batwing, short-sleeved shirt. I didn’t feel like dressing up today, and Jayde would be more than willing to point out my outfit choice was horrendous. I threw my hair up into a messy bun, pulling strands of hair loose to hand around my face. I kept my makeup light and natural.
By the time I got down to the kitchen, Mom was finishing up breakfast so she could sit and eat with us before she had to leave for work. Mom didn’t have to work with the money she got in the divorce settlement, but she got bored with staying in the house by herself during the weeks we weren’t with her. She got lucky, finding a part-time job at one of the local clothing boutiques. She seemed to love it there, and they worked with her on hours when she had us for the week.
“I take it you didn’t sleep well last night?” Mom asked, placing a plate of French toast and bacon in front of me at the table.
“I know I look bad.” I sighed, getting up to get a glass of orange juice.
“You don’t look bad at all. I can see it in your eyes. You have the same look that you had when you were little and tired. Your eyes aren’t as bright.”
“Good morning!” Jules said, practically bouncing with joy as she walked into the kitchen.
She ought to be glad. Mom was in the kitchen to keep me from asking her why she was so damn cheerful. I don’t see how anyone in their right mind could be as pleasant as her this early on a Monday morning before school.
“You are in a good mood this morning,” Mom said, placing a plate down in front of Jules.
“Yes! I get to see Asher today.”
Mom stood there looking at Jules with a puzzled look on her face, then glanced over at me. I shrugged my shoulders because this was the first I had heard of him. She turned back to Jules as she sat down at the table with us.
“I take it he’s a boy you like? You haven’t mentioned him before.” She lowered her head to where her chin was resting in the palm of her right hand.
“He’s in most of my classes. He’s so cute! He’s got dark blonde hair and the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen,” she said, smiling as she raised the glass of orange juice to her mouth.
Mom sat there watching Jules for a few minutes before turning her attention to me. “This the first time you’ve heard about this boy?”
I sat there looking back at Mom because I didn’t know what to say to her. Jules didn’t tell me much about the boys she liked, so I was just as surprised as she was about this guy. I knew Dad didn’t know about him, but maybe that was a good thing.




Chapter 8







I pulled into the same area that I park in every day, and I could see Lucas’s SUV off in the distance. I let out a huge sigh as I turned off my car. I knew he was going to try and come up with some lame-ass excuse as to why he lied to me and say that he wanted to work through this. That is where I would have to stay strong and tell him he had his chance. I didn’t want to be with him anymore.
The minute I turned the car off, Jules leaped out and was almost to the school door by the time I got out of the car. I took my time walking across the parking lot. By the time I had reached the halfway mark, Sam had yelled for me to wait up. Sam looked great today, with her hair partly braided on the left side and blended into her ponytail. She had on her favorite jeans, ankle boot, and a pink long-sleeved tunic. “I love your hair, Sam. I think you should wear it like this more often.” I smiled, opening the door for us.
“Thanks. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it once I put it up like this, and I didn’t have time to fix it any other way. So, what did you do yesterday after we left?”
“Well, Hunter stopped by the house yesterday to see how I was doing.” I peeked over at her.
“What the hell was he doing over there?” Lucas yelled from behind us.
I spun around to face Lucas so that I could see the look on his face. “Why the hell do you care? You’ve got that slut from the club!” I screamed back. I could see people stop what they were doing to turn and look at us over his shoulder.
“I told you I was sorry and that I made a mistake, Londyn,” he said a little softer, stepping closer to me and closing the gap between us.
“Well, I’m glad you believe that. I think Saturday night finally opened my eyes as to how you have treated me the whole time we were together. So, we are over, Lucas. She can have you as far as I’m concerned. Bye.” I turned my back on him and proceeded to walk down the hall and around the corner to my locker. I heard Sam’s ankle boots tapping the floor behind me.
“Londyn, wait up!”
I stopped a few feet away from my locker, turning to find Sam walking as fast as she could without actually running down the hall.
“Did you really mean what you just said to Lucas back there? Are you two really over?” She stood there with her mouth open.
“Yes. I’m done with his shit, Sam. He’s never really treated me like he loved or even cared about me most of the time. I was too damn dumb to see it until the other night at the club.”
“Wow…Are you okay? I mean, really okay?” Sam stepped closer to me, where we were almost nose to cheek, peeking at me.
“Sam, I’m fine. Thanks for asking, though.” I smiled. I closed my locker door and turned around to start walking to my first class of the day.
“Londyn, does this have anything to do with Hunter? I’m not judging because he is most definitely good-looking and seems to be nicer than Lucas could ever dream of being.
“I don’t know, Sam. Maybe. I do like him. I can’t believe he came over to check on me yesterday. Mom likes him. But, there is my Dad.” I sighed.
“Londyn, you can’t worry about your Dad. I know he won’t ever like anyone except for Lucas. I think it’s because Lucas is like him.”
We walked past a few classrooms, then Sam headed into her Health class, and I proceeded down the hall to Math class. I walked through the door and noticed my teacher wasn’t sitting at her desk, replaced by a lady with dark brown hair pulled back in a tight, neat bun and glasses. I took my seat next to Jayde, who was busy texting on her phone. Jayde’s long dark hair hung down around her face, but I could see she had her earbuds in. She didn’t see or hear me sit down. I knew eventually she would see me right before the bell rang for class to start.
“Hey, Londyn. Did you really just break up with Lucas in the hallway?” she asked, glancing back and forth between me and her phone as she kept texting.
“Yes. That didn’t take long for it to be all over the school.”
“Please tell me you didn’t dump him for that guy from the nightclub, Skyler’s friend.
He’s so beneath you, Londyn. I don’t know what you see in him. You two have nothing in common.” She rolled her eyes.
“Jayde, why do you have something against him? What’s he or Skyler done to you? You judge people too much by their social status before you even get to know them.”
“Well, I know not to go socializing with people that I have nothing in common with. They don’t fit in our world.”
All I could do was sit there and look at her wide-eyed, not able to say a word to what she sputtered out of her mouth. Sometimes, I wondered why I stayed friends with Jayde.
We didn’t agree on anything anymore.
Gavin was leaning up against the wall next to my locker, looking down at his phone as he scanned the hall every few seconds. He had better taste than I did in clothes. He was always dressed to kill, He often questioned my fashion sense, and sometimes he had every right to. “Hey, I heard you caused quite a scene this morning, and I must say I am rather disappointed that I missed it.”
“Seriously…Can anyone talk about anything else today? So what that I broke up with Lucas?”
“So what? You’re kidding me, right? Everyone had you two getting married after college, either living in the five-mile radius or some other big city. So, yeah. Everyone is going to be talking about this for a few weeks. You might as well learn to block it out now.” He wrapped his arm around me as I tried to open my locker but ended up turning past the number about three times. I slammed my lock against my locker door.
“Here, let me open it for you. Londyn, what did you think would happen when you decided to break up with him in the middle of the hall with everyone around? That they would just ignore it and go about their business? Did you forget what school we went to? Everyone thinks they need to be in each other’s business, and they will pass judgment on you too for what you did,” he said, popping my lock open.
“I know you are right.” I let out a huge sigh, dropping my shoulders.
“Let me guess, Jayde gave her shitty opinion?” He arched an eyebrow.
“How did you guess?”
“The look on your face and you seem pretty upset, and I know it’s not over breaking up with Lucas.”
“She asked if breaking up with Lucas had anything to do with Hunter; then she went on to tell me how he’s beneath me. I truly don’t understand why I am still friends with her. She is so stuck up. She never used to be this way a few years ago. She’s truly turning into a snob.”
“Turning? She’s always been one. I’ve tried telling you this several times. Ready to go face the lunchroom?”
“Not really. I can’t stop people from talking about me.” I wrapped my arm around Gavin’s as we walked down the hall. I knew Gavin wouldn’t tolerate people talking shit about him while he’s around. I just had to worry about it when I was alone. Would I be able to ignore the rude comments from all of Lucas’s friends?
I didn’t want to walk into the cafeteria before Gavin, so I held the door open for him. He took a couple of steps inside and blocked the entire entrance, frozen, looking straight in front of him. I was stuck behind him, and I couldn’t see what he was looking at. I tried to ease past him, and he spun around, trying to push me backward out the door.
“Gavin! What are you doing?” I managed to escape his two hands which had quickly turned into about eight. I straightened out my shirt, which got messed up in the process. I looked up from fixing my shirt, and straight ahead of me, sitting at a round table off to the side of his friends, were Lucas and Jayde. I turned my head to look back at Gavin, who had a sorrowful look on his face as if he were saying he tried to get me out before I saw. Before I could stop myself, I was within inches of them, staring them down.
“What the hell is going on?” I screamed louder than I meant to.
“Why do you care?” Lucas snapped.
“I don’t care about you anymore. Jayde, you are supposed to be my friend! How could you do this to me?”
“Lucas is right. Why do you care? I mean, you just broke up with him, so he’s single. I never thought you were good enough for Lucas. The other night proved it, when you left the club with Hunter,” she said with a slight closed-lipped smile.
“Jayde, this is why I’ve never liked your bitch-ass! I’ve tried to warn Londyn about you, but she always stuck up for you, and this is how you repay her? You truly are a certified BITCH!” Gavin yelled, tugging at my arm. He kept tugging for me to turn around, but I took several steps backward, not taking my eyes off them. I was almost out the door before I turned around.
“How could she do that to me? She was supposed to be my friend!”
“Well, for starters, Jayde is all about Jayde. She doesn’t care about anyone else. I’m sorry it took her doing something cruel to open your eyes. You’ve got me, and hopefully, you still have Sam.” He moved closer to me, wrapping his arms around me.
“Thanks, Gavin, for trying to warn me about her, even if I didn’t heed the warning.” I sighed.
“What are best friends for?”
“You are a great friend. Want to come over after school tonight to study and have dinner with us?”
“You know I will be there. I have to run home first; then, I will be over. Do you think Hunter will come by?”
“I don’t know.”
The rest of the day was spent dodging down side halls and hiding behind crowds of kids to keep from running into Lucas or Jayde. I didn’t want to see either of them, but I also knew I couldn’t keep playing hide-n-seek with them every day either. After the last bell of the day, I grabbed my things and rushed out the door while Mr. Nelson was still explaining what we would be doing in Biology for tomorrow. If I were a gambling girl, I would bet my entire college fund on the fact he was going to talk to me before class on Tuesday about barging out of the room. I whizzed past kids in the hall, bumping into most of them, apologizing as I kept my pace down the busy halls. I was inches away from the side door when I heard Jayde say something off in the distance. I had two choices. I could keep going out the door and ignore her or turn around and make matters worse. And as you can imagine, I chose wrong. I lowered my right hand away from the handle, closing my eyes as I exhaled slowly.
“Why are you in a big hurry, Londyn?”
I opened my eyes, turning around to face her. “What the hell do you want, Jayde? We have nothing to talk about. As far as I’m concerned, you can have Lucas, and our friendship is over. So, hurry up and say whatever it is so I can go home.”
“Why the hurry? Hunter going to be there?”
“Not that it is any of your business, but Gavin is meeting me at my house. So, if you are done asking me why I’m in a hurry, I need to go meet one of my best friends.” I raised an eyebrow.
“Do you honestly think Sam is going to stay friends with you? She thinks you are ridiculous too!”
“Jayde! What the hell! How dare you try and cause problems between Londyn and me? You know, I am beginning to think Gavin has been right about you all along!” Sam screamed, walking up behind Jayde.
I could see Sam storming up behind Jayde, her fist balled up down by her side. “You’re the ridiculous one! You didn’t even wait a whole day before pouncing on Lucas. What kind of friend does that? NONE!” Sam stood there yelling, inches away from Jayde’s face.
“Come on, Sam. She’s not worth it anymore,” I said, pulling on Sam’s arm. I kept a hold of her arm until we were outside and halfway to my car. “Thanks, Sam.” I smiled.
“Anytime. I can’t believe she did that to you. Then again, I shouldn’t be surprised. Gavin tried warning us about her.”
“Want to come over for dinner? Gavin is going to be at the house within the next hour. I can take you home later if you need a ride.”
“I can’t. You know why.” She rolled her eyes. “I really wish he would give me some room to breathe. I hope he realizes that I’m going away to college in a few months.”
“I think that’s why he is wanting to have so much “family time,” because of the fact you are leaving for college soon.”
“I know, but I want to spend time with my friends too. Maybe I can sweet-talk him into letting me come over now for a couple of hours since he’s still at work,” she said, grabbing her phone out of her purse. We stood by the car while she exchanged texts with her dad in hopes he would let her come over for a little bit. I even told her to tell her dad that Gavin and I would take her home later. After about five more minutes of texting back and forth, she finally looked up from her phone and smiled.
Gavin knocked on the door, then opened it, hollering to see where we were at. I yelled that we were in the kitchen.
“Sorry, I’m late. Hey, Sam.” He sat down at the table next to Sam.
“I guess I missed the show at the end of school.” He smiled, winking at Sam. He leaned over a little closer to her. “So, how was it to stand up to Jayde?”
A big smile spread across her face. “It felt great! I don’t know what happened, but when I heard her going after Londyn, I had to say something.”
“Thanks, Sam.”
“You’re welcome. Do you have anything to snack on? I’m starving. Do you have anything salty?”
I walked over to the pantry door, and stood in the doorway, and conveyed what kind of salty snacks she had to choose from. She had her choice of pretzels, chips, popcorn, or tortilla chips and salsa. Before I could name off anything else I saw, she had decided on pretzels.
I was glad because they sounded so good right then. While Gavin and Sam sat at the table, laughing, and eating pretzels. I went to the stairs, yelling for Jules to see if she wanted anything to eat. I yelled a couple more times for her before finally giving up and going back to the kitchen with Gavin and Sam. We sat there, talking and snacking, until Mom got home almost an hour later from work.
“Hi, everyone. Sorry, I’m late. We got crazy busy right when it was time for me to leave, and I couldn’t leave them short-handed. Gavin, Sam, are you going to be here for dinner?”
“I have to be home in an hour, but thank you,” Sam said, popping a pretzel in her mouth.
“How about you, Gavin?”
“You can count on me to be here for dinner.” He smiled.
The next hour flew by, and it was time for me and Gavin to take Sam home. Sam got up and sauntered over to the sink to put her glass in it. I felt terrible for her because I knew she wanted to stay and have dinner with us, but I also knew her dad would let her stay and miss “family time.” I went into the living room to tell Mom we were leaving to take Sam home, and I stumbled into the wall when the doorbell rang. Mom looked over at me, not hiding her laughter. She managed to get herself under control long enough to ask me a question. “Did the wall jump out and bite you?” She busted out in laughter again.
I rolled my eyes at her, walking over to the door. “You are so funny.”
“Thanks for noticing,” She squeaked out through bouts of laughter.
“Ha Ha,” I mocked her as I opened the door. I turned my head back around to find Hunter standing in front of me.
“Is this a bad time?” he said, looking hot in his jeans and long-sleeved shirt with the sleeves rolled up.
“No. My Mom was just making fun of me. She can do that anytime, especially when there is a wall involved.”
“What?” he said with a confused look on his face.
“Are you going to invite him in, Londyn?” Mom said, walking up behind me. “Come on in, Hunter.” She smiled.
“Sorry, Hunter. Gavin and I were getting ready to take Sam home. You’re welcome to come with us.” I smiled.
“Londyn, I need to get home before my dad has a damn bitch fest,” Sam said, barging in the living room, texting on her phone. She froze the minute she saw Hunter standing next to me.
“Oh…”
“Oh, yeah. Sorry, Sam. Let me get my purse and keys.”
Gavin, looking on his phone, bumped into Sam. “Why in the hell are you blocking the way, Sam?” he said, glancing up from his phone. “Oh.”
“Looks like I’ve stopped by at the wrong time. I can come back later,” Hunter said, turning to walk back out the door.
“Hunter!” I yelled, startling everyone. They stood there looking wide-eyed at me and one another before Hunter turned back around to face me.
“Yes…” He smiled.
“Don’t leave. Come with us.” I stepped closer to him. Being close to him made it virtually impossible to concentrate, and I found myself wondering what it would be like to feel his lips on mine.
He leaned down a little closer to me, smiling. “Okay.”
I wanted to lean just a few inches closer to him, but then I remembered we had an audience standing around us. “We should get going before Sam’s dad files a missing person report on her.”
“Funny,” Sam said, wrinkling up her nose. “Then again, she’s not wrong.”
We hurried out to my car. Gavin and Sam both quickly jumped in the backseat, smiling from ear to ear as Hunter got in the passenger seat. They definitely weren’t hiding their happiness about the idea of Hunter and I being together.




Chapter 9



We were back home within 45 minutes of taking Sam home, and by some miracle, I got her home in time for “family time.” I didn’t want her to have to listen to her dad lecture about the importance of the family spending time together before she left for college. We were welcomed by the wonderful smell of Creamy Parmesan Garlic Mushroom Chicken, one of my favorites that Mom would make sure to cook at least once or twice a month. I would have to say it was one of Gavin’s favorites, too. By the way, he stood there inhaling with his eyes closed.
“What is that smell?” Hunter asked, looking at the both of us. Before I had a chance to answer him, Gavin’s eyes flew open, snapping at him like Hunter had insulted him with his question.
“I didn’t mean it in a bad way. It smells really good. I was just wondering what she was cooking,” Hunter said apologetically.
“Mom is making one of my favorite chicken dinners. She makes it for me at least twice a month. She will make roasted potatoes with it and some kind of vegetable, usually fresh green beans or squash and zucchini. I’m sure she planned on you staying for dinner too.” I smiled.
Right as we were about to head toward the kitchen, Mom peeked her head out and told us dinner was almost finished. I told the guys they could go to the living room if they wanted while I helped Mom finish dinner. They both turned and headed to the living room, and I couldn’t help but back slowly toward the kitchen, watching Hunter.
“I made sure to make extra for Hunter.” Mom smiled, bending down to check the potatoes in the oven.
“Mom, nothing is going on between Hunter and me.”
“For now. I see how you two look at each other when you think no one is watching. By the way, what are you going to do about Lucas?”
“Funny you should bring it up. I told him in the middle of the hallway today that we were over. He didn’t like it that much, but he got over it relatively quickly, to say the least.”
“I take it something happened at school?”
“Yeah, the bitch pretty much pounced on him the minute told him it was over.” Gavin snapped from the doorway.
“What?” Mom asked, puzzled.
I couldn’t say anything except to stand there and shake my head yes. I could see the confusion in Mom’s eyes, looking back and forth between Gavin and me. Gavin looked over at me, and proceeded to tell her how we walked in the lunchroom and saw Jayde practically hanging on Lucas. He then told her about what happened after school, even though he wasn’t there when it happened. I couldn’t look at Mom for a few minutes after he finished telling her about my shitty day.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Mom asked, walking up behind me.
I put the plates on the counter, turning around to face her. “Yes. I’m fine.” I smiled.
“Do you need some help?” Hunter said, walking over to me, taking the plates out of my hands. His hand lightly brushed against mine, sending a wave of electricity through my body. Lucas never had that kind of effect on me when he would touch or kiss me.
Hunter helped me do the dishes instead of joining the others in the living room to watch a movie. I told him a few times that he didn’t have to stay with me, but he insisted on helping.
“I overheard Gavin telling your mom earlier about what happened at school today. I’m sorry your friend did that to you, Londyn. I can’t say I’m sorry about you and Lucas. I know that sounds mean, but it’s true.”
“Wow…”
Hunter moved in closer to me. “I won’t apologize for what I just said. I’m happy you aren’t with him anymore.”
“That isn’t a nice thing to say! Maybe you should leave.”
He took another step closer, his mouth inches away from mine, his breath warm on my lips. “Do you really want me to leave?”
“Yes!”
He pulled me into him so fast; I didn’t have time to react. His lips were soft but strong, awakening every nerve in my body. “Again, do you still want me to leave?”
I let out a breathless sigh. “No.”
I looked up into his gorgeous grey eyes, and the horrible thought of what lied ahead for us popped into my mind. I didn’t want the expression on my face to signal that I was upset or worried about something, so I quickly went back to washing the dishes.
“Londyn, are you mad at me for kissing you?”
“Oh god, no. It’s just been an emotional day today. I hope you can understand.” I gave him half a smile.
He gave me an understanding smile, standing close to me, to the point our arms were brushing against one another. Being so close to him was making it hard to concentrate on anything, and I didn’t need to jump into another relationship. I hoped Hunter would accept us being friends for a little while until I was ready to date again. I would have to keep reminding myself that I didn’t need a boyfriend right now. Then again, I was scared he would get tired of waiting and go find someone else.
“I’m sorry if I upset you,” Hunter said, brushing his thumb along my cheek.
“I’m not upset.” I smiled, raising up on my toes, staring into his eyes. He grabbed me by the waist, pulling me closer into him. He softly kissed each cheek.
“I want to kiss you again, but I don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable,” he said, his eyes not leaving mine.
“Please, kiss me.” The words escaped my mouth before I had a chance to stop them.
He pulled me up in his arms, our lips brushing against one another, his breath hot on my mouth. I couldn’t take being that close to him anymore. I eased my hands up to his head, running my fingers through his soft hair, pressing my lips softly on his, teasing his tongue with mine.
“Well, I can see that didn’t take long,” Gavin said.
Hunter and I were so startled by Gavin that he almost let me fall to the floor. I turned to my right to find Gavin leaning up against the door frame, with his eyebrow raised, smiling. “Holy shit, Gavin! You scared us!”
He straightened up, walking over to the far-right cabinet that held the glasses. “I came in here to get your Mom and me a drink. Not expecting to walk in on a steamy kiss.” He smirked.
Tuesday morning, I woke up with Hunter and our kiss on my mind. I managed to force myself out of bed and into the bathroom for a quick shower before Jules started beating on the door. I wanted today to fly by so I could see Hunter tonight. In a way, I was kind of glad he didn’t go to our school because I knew Lucas and his friends would harass him non-stop for helping break us up.
Jules and I got to school about fifteen minutes early, which meant I would have to deal with seeing Jayde fall all over Lucas. I wasn’t really upset about breaking up with Lucas but was hurt by the fact Jayde jumped on him the minute he was available. A true friend would do that to another friend.
I could see Gavin waiting for me in his usual spot, wearing khakis and a blue grid, lattice plaid, short-sleeved shirt. Gavin had a way of making things look good that most people wouldn’t be able to pull off. He looked up from his phone when he heard the tapping of my ankle boots.
“Hey, Gorgeous. I see you are looking particularly good this morning. Could it have something to do with what happened last night?” He raised an eyebrow, smiling.
“Hi, Gavin.” I stood in front of my locker, messing with my lock.
“Did anything else happen last night after I left? I want all the details.”
“Details to what?” Sam said, walking up behind Gavin.
“Mr. Good-looking. Londyn isn’t being nice and letting me know what happened last night after I left,” Gavin said, sticking out his bottom lip in a pouty face.
“What the hell are you talking about?” Sam said, glancing back and forth between Gavin and me.
“I caught Londyn and Hunter kissing in the kitchen last night after you went home.”
“What?” Sam bellowed.
“Shhh, Sam. I don’t want Jayde or Lucas to find out just yet. Not that I care what they think, but I don’t want to deal with them,” I yelled in a whispered voice.
“Sorry. Oh. My. God. He kissed you? Do you like him?”
“Yes. And I don’t know. He’s definitely hot, but rushing into another relationship isn’t the best idea right now. He told me he understood.”
“Londyn, he obviously could have any girl he wanted. I wouldn’t make him wait too long,” Gavin said, closing my locker for me so we could start walking to our classes.
I turned to my left to find Gavin peeking out the corner of his eye at me. “What are you saying exactly?”
“I’m saying, if you wait too long, he’s going to go find someone else that isn’t stringing him along. He likes you, but he’s not going to wait forever for you to make up your mind about him.”
I crinkled up my nose, turning to look in front of me as we walked through the crowded hall. I couldn’t believe he said that to me. But I knew he was right. I just didn’t want to admit it to him because he would never let me live it down.
“You can crinkle your nose in disapproval all you want. You know I’m right.” He opened my class door for me. “I will see you at lunch later. Think about what I said, Londyn.”
I spent the next couple of hours doing exactly what Gavin told me to do, and that was thinking about Hunter. I did like him, but I knew what would happen if I tried to see him all the time. I knew Dad would not allow me to date him, even though I was going away to college in less than a year. He would never pass “Dad’s Standards,” even though he’s not the one dating him.
“Why do you look so sad, love?” Gavin asked, wrapping his arm around me as we walked the rest of the way to my locker.
“I’ve been thinking about Dad and his disapproval of Hunter based on his social status. You know he’s going to treat him like shit because of where he lives, and especially where he goes to school,” I sighed, flinging my locker door open.
“Well, you are probably right there. Is he worth the fight you are about to endure? That is the most important question. If you say no, then walk away, Londyn. If you aren’t willing to fight for him, then do yourself and him a favor by walking away now.”
In those few sentences was the best advice I think Gavin had ever given me about anything. What he was saying made perfect sense, and would probably be the best thing for everyone. I also knew I wouldn’t be able to just walk away either. Then again, I wasn’t sure I would be able to handle Dad’s incessant lectures about how Hunter was going to drag our name through the mud and distract me from my future plans.
“Londyn, you okay?” Gavin’s voice was low and serious.
“Huh? Yeah. Just a lot on my mind. Besides, I don’t know what is going to happen with Hunter and me. I might be worrying for no reason.”
“You seriously didn’t just say that to me, did you? He is crazy about you already. Anyone that saw you two together would agree with me. Let’s go face the lunchroom drama together.” He smiled, closing my locker for me, then wrapping his arm around mine. “You’re one lucky girl. You’re pretty, a great-looking guy wants to be with you, and most importantly…you have me for a best friend.”
“Yeah.” I smiled back at Gavin. He always had a way of making me smile when no one else could. I just wished he could find someone. He had so much to give, and anyone would be crazy not to want to be with him. “One of these days, the right guy is going to come along, and he’s going to be wondering why he wasted so much time finding you.”
He smiled, then nudged me with his arm while we kept walking down the hall toward the lunchroom. I dreaded going into the lunchroom with everything that had happened the last few days. I had to show Lucas that our breakup wasn’t bothering me, and that he could be with whoever he wanted, even if that person was Jayde. Five minutes later, we walked through the cafeteria doors to find Jayde practically crawling into Lucas’s lap by how she was sitting next to him. They were surrounded by his friends. I browsed over the lunchroom, trying to find Sam since she wasn’t sitting at our usual table by Lucas and his friends. After a few minutes of glancing through the scattered tables full of kids eating, talking, and laughing, I finally found her toward the back of the lunchroom, off to the side. I could’ve walked out and around to avoid Lucas and Jayde, but I chose the other option. I paraded right past them, tilted my head low enough, and told Jayde she would get what she deserved being with him. I could hear Gavin snickering behind me, as I kept walking toward Sam. She was sitting at a square table, looking down at her phone, taking tiny sips of her bottle of water. She had her hair up in a bun, with strands of her curly hair hanging down around her face.
Gavin was still laughing when he sat down to the left of me at the table. Sam looked up from her phone, her eyes narrow, staring at Gavin.
“Don’t mind him. He’s laughing at what I said to Jayde on our way over here.”
“It was great! The look on her face was priceless.”
Sam sat there waiting, glancing back and forth between the both of us before she finally demanded that Gavin tell her what I had said.
“Oh. My. God. It was the best. Not so much what she said, but the reaction on Jayde’s face. Londyn leaned down a little bit and told her she would get what she deserves by being with him. She couldn’t even come back with anything. She sat there speechless, glaring at Londyn.”
Sam started giggling herself, and that got Gavin laughing again. I told them I was going to get a snack and a bottle of water, while they continued to sit there making comments and laughing even harder. I didn’t walk past Jayde again. I figured once was good enough, and I made my point clear to her the first time I passed by. I knew he would get tired of her the same way he eventually got tired of me. I grabbed some veggies from the salad bar and a bottle of water, then went back to join the giggle buddies at the table. We sat there talking about what to do after school Friday night, since I would be going back to Dad’s house Sunday afternoon.
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The rest of the day went just the same as it did that morning before lunch. I went to my last two classes of the day, not really paying attention. I knew I was going to regret it in a couple of days when it came time to take the test. The last bell rang; I grabbed my stuff and headed out to the car to wait for Jules. I headed out the side door of the school, checking my phone, not paying attention to anything around me. No one had reached their cars yet, so I didn’t have to look for kids racing out of the parking lot.
“It’s about time you come out.”
I slowly raised my head up from my phone and found myself inches away from Hunter who was, leaning back on the hood of my car, his arms, and feet crossed. “Hi. How long have you been waiting here?” I smiled, looking around the parking lot to make sure Lucas or Jayde wasn’t around.
He looked so good there against my car in his jeans and tight T-shirt, his grey eyes so bright and filled with such compassion already. It scared me a little bit, especially with the struggle that lied ahead of us if we decided to be a couple.
“I’ve been here close to fifteen minutes. You guys get out of school a little later. Do you have any plans this afternoon after you take your sister home?”
“I have some homework to do later, but other than that, nothing. Why?”
“I was hoping to take you over to my house. My dad has been wanting to meet you.”
“I would love to meet your dad.” I smiled, moving closer to Hunter.
“Hey, Hunter!” Jules yelled, walking up to the car. “Are you coming over today?”
“No. I’m going to take Londyn over to my house,” he said, smiling, glancing between her and the boy standing next to her.
“Jules, where are your manners?” I said, smiling.
“Oh. Sorry. This is Asher Banks, the guy I was telling you about. Asher, this is my sister Londyn and her new boyfriend Hunter.
My eyes widened, and my mouth fell open as I quickly glanced over to see Hunter’s reaction to what she said. He didn’t say anything but instead looked down at me and smiled, reaching for my hand. I didn’t want to correct her and risk upsetting Hunter, but I didn’t know if we were a couple or not.
“Londyn, I texted Mom and told her I was going to the coffee café with Asher and that he would take me home later.” Jules turned, walking off with Asher, talking and laughing.
“Well, I guess I don’t have to take her home. Do you want to follow me to my house, and then I can go with you in your vehicle?”
“Sure.” He leaned down, scanning side to side, then gave me a quick kiss. “I will follow right behind you.” He walked five rows over to his truck.
I walked around to the passenger door and put my book bag in the car. I turned to see Hunter over in his SUV, watching me as I walked around the car to get in the driver’s seat. Every few miles, I would check in my rearview mirror to make sure Hunter was still following me. I didn’t know why I was worried; he knew how to get to my house.
“Mom, are you home?” I yelled, opening the front door and placing my book bag in the chair next to the entryway table.
“I’m in the kitchen. “She peeked her head out of the kitchen. “Hi, Hunter. Are you staying for dinner?” She smiled.
“I was going to take Londyn over to my house, if that is okay? My dad has been wanting to meet her.”
“Sure, have fun.”
“I will be home later, Mom. I have homework to do for school tomorrow and Thursday,” I said, giving her a hug.
“Go! Have fun.”
Hunter held my hand down the steps of the front porch and while he opened the passenger door for me. I could remember only a few times in the years that Lucas and I dated that he ever held the door open for me. It was kind of nice to have someone be chivalrous for a change.
Once he pulled out of our driveway, he placed his hand on top of mine, which was resting on my leg. I peeked down and smiled at the sight of him holding my hand.
“My house isn’t what you are used to. I don’t want you to be shocked when you see it.” He kept his eyes on the road.
“Hunter, I’m not like my friends. Don’t you realize that?”
“I know you aren’t like them, but I don’t want you to be shocked when you see it. It’s kinda small. It’s just my dad and me, so we don’t need a great big house.
I didn’t know if I should’ve felt insulted because I already told him I wasn’t like most of the kids that went to my school.
About fifteen minutes later, we arrived at Hunter’s house. I was shocked at how nice it truly was on the outside. He made it sound worse than it actually was. Not that it mattered what kind of house he lived in. It was a dark brick, ranch-style house with black shutters and a red door.
“I told you it was small.”
“I like it.” I smiled, squeezing his hand softly.
He told me to stay put, while he got out of the SUV and came around to open my door for me, offering me his hand for help. He held onto my hand, walking up to the front door. Right as he reached for the doorknob, it opened up wide, and there stood who I assumed was his Dad. He was an older-looking Hunter with salt and pepper hair, and his grey eyes had a hint of blue.
“This must be Londyn. Hi, I’m Trevor, Hunter’s dad. Please come in,” he said, holding the door open for me.
“Thank you. It’s nice to meet you,” I said, holding out to shake his dad’s hand.
“It’s nice to finally meet you too. I’ve been trying to get him to invite you over. Guess my nagging finally paid off.” He laughed.
“Glad it did work.” I laughed along with his dad.
Hunter took me by the hand and led me through an archway into the living room. The dark wood floors were peeking out from under a big maroon and brown area rug. In the corner was a brown suede sectional and a recliner next to it. The TV was mounted on the wall to the left of us. The walls were a light beige color, and the windows were trimmed in white.
“Can I get you something to drink? I just made a fresh pitcher of lemonade.” Hunter’s dad smile.
“That sounds really good. I’d love a glass. Thank you.”
His dad turned to walk back through the archway and straight ahead to what must be the kitchen. I turned around to smile at Hunter, and he had this pitiful look on his face.
“What’s wrong?” I whispered, moving closer to him.
He didn’t say anything, but his grey eyes told me enough with their sadness.
“Hunter, your house and where you go to school doesn’t matter to me. I love your house. And your dad is so super sweet. I see where you get your sweetness from. It’s a good quality.” I leaned up to give him a quick kiss before his dad came back in.
“Well, are you going to invite her to sit down, or are you going to have her stand there the whole time?” his dad said, walking back in with a tray of glasses filled with ice and lemonade.
He sat the lemonade down on the coffee table in front of the sectional, then grabbed himself a glass and sat down in the chair next to the couch. Hunter escorted me over to the couch, handing me a glass, then taking one for himself. We sat there talking and sipping on our lemonades. I felt more at home in the short time here than I’d ever felt in my Dad’s house. About thirty minutes later, his dad left us to go to the kitchen to start dinner. I sat there looking around at all the pictures of Hunter throughout the years, the dreaded school pictures mixed in with baseball and a few football pictures.
“Yeah, Dad went a little crazy with the pictures growing up.” He sighed.
“No. I think they are wonderful. The only pictures Dad takes of us are professionally done. They lack emotion.”
We continued to sit on the couch, talking. Then, a familiar smell filled the living room, awakening memories that I hadn’t thought about in years. “What is that smell? It smells so good,” I said, inhaling deeply.
“Dad is making his famous fried chicken. I hope that is okay. He asked me what he should make for dinner today.”
“I haven’t smelled chicken like this since I was a little girl at my Grandma’s house.” I smiled. I got up and motioned toward the kitchen. The closer I got, the stronger I smelled the aroma of the chicken frying.
“Do you need any help?” I asked, watching him lower two more pieces of chicken into the cast iron skillet.
“No, but you can keep me company while I finish cooking.” He looked over at me and smiled. “I hope fried chicken is okay for dinner.”
“It’s perfect. The minute I smelled it, old memories of my Grandma Carter frying chicken came flooding back. I remember sitting there in her yellow kitchen at the table while she stood at the stove frying chicken for Sunday dinner. I wasn’t allowed to get too close to the stove because of the hot oil, so she would sit me at the table where I could see everything she did.”
“Well, I’m glad I was able to bring back a good memory for you,” he said, turning back around to keep an eye on the chicken. “We are also having corn on the cob and mashed potatoes.”
We sat at the kitchen table eating and enjoying stories his Dad told us. Dinner was absolutely amazing, and the company was even better. I helped Hunter do the dishes afterward, while his dad stayed and talked to us. I found myself a little envious of the relationship Hunter had with his dad. I wished I had a relationship with mine, instead of him always telling me to watch how I act out in public and who I’m with while out. Then, I realized a lecture was waiting for me at home this weekend when he finds out I broke up with his beloved Lucas.
I dried the last dish and sat it down on the table. I put the towel back on the handle of the oven, then turned around to face Hunter’s dad sitting at the far end of the table out of our way.
“Thank you for a wonderful dinner, Mr. Brooks.”
“Please, call me Trevor. And it was a joy having you over for dinner. I hope you will be back over again soon.” He smiled.
“You will have to keep on Hunter about bringing me over more. I had such a great time. Again, thank you. I should get going. I have some homework waiting for me at home. It was nice to meet you, Trevor.”
“It was a pleasure, my dear. Glad you enjoyed spending time with us.”
Hunter took my hand and led me out of the kitchen, and once we were outside on the porch, he quickly pulled me closer to him, kissing me. “I’ve been wanting to kiss you this whole time. I wish you didn’t have to go home right away.”
“Me too, but I have homework due tomorrow and Wednesday. Besides, I’m sure I will see you tomorrow.”
Hunter drove me home, then walked me up to the door and held me for a few minutes before kissing me. “I will see you tomorrow.” He flashed me one of his perfect smiles.
“I can’t wait. Night, Hunter.” I stood there watching him walk back to his truck and pull out of my Mom’s driveway, then down the road to where I couldn’t see him anymore.
I opened the front door to find Mom smiling at me from her favorite seat. Jules was lying on the couch. I leaned on the door, closing it slowly.
“You had a good time?” Mom smiled.
“I had an amazing time. His dad is so nice. He made us dinner, and it was delicious.”
“What did you have for dinner that was delicious?” she asked, putting her book down.
“He made fried chicken in a cast-iron skillet, just like Grandma Carter did when I was little. I hadn’t thought about that in forever, but the minute I smelled the chicken, that memory came flooding in. He fixed corn on the cob and mashed potatoes with it.”
“Wow. Sounds delicious. I miss your grandma’s fried chicken. Oh, it was so good,” Mom said, closing her eyes.
“I’m going to get me something to drink; then I’m going to go upstairs and get started on my homework.” I gave her a hug, then started walking toward the kitchen.
“I’m glad you had a great time. It’s nice to see you happy again. I could tell the last few months that you weren’t happy with Lucas anymore. Just be careful and don’t rush into another relationship.”
“Mom, he’s different than Lucas.”
“I just don’t want you to get hurt. And I don’t mean by him.”
I was awake before my alarm went off the next morning. I tossed and turned most of the night, thinking about what Mom said to me when I got home from Hunter’s. I knew exactly who she was talking about. She knew him better than any of us, and the kind of person he could turn into if he didn’t get his way. I grabbed my other pillow and flung it over my face, screaming into my pillow. I lifted the pillow off my head when my alarm started chiming. I quickly turned it off, but continued to lay there for a little bit longer, staring up at my white ceiling. I forced myself out of bed, sending my phone flying to the floor when I flipped the covers back. I caught a glimpse of the dark circles that made a home under my eyes in the vanity mirror when I bent down to pick up my phone. I let out a heavy sigh at the sight of myself in the mirror. I sat my phone on my nightstand and headed to the bathroom to get a quick shower so I would have enough time to try and fix the dark circles.
“Good morning, Londyn,” Mom said, her back to me, pouring Jules and me some orange juice.
“Morning.”
Mom turned around and stared at me for a few minutes, watching me make my way over to the kitchen table. “Are you feeling okay, Londyn?”
“I know I look bad. I feel fine. I didn’t sleep good last night. I keep thinking about Dad and the disapproval he’s going to show over Hunter. Why does Dad have to be such an ass when it comes to if people have money or not?”
“I don’t know, but for some reason, he does. He didn’t use to be like that when we were younger. He was a totally different guy back when we were younger. Then, something in him changed a few years before we got divorced.” She sighed, placing the glasses of juice on the table.
I didn’t want to push the subject, but I was curious as to what kind of guy he was when she met him years ago, before money turned him into the man he was today.
I sat there eating my Belgian waffle covered with strawberries and whipped topping, waiting for Jules to come down and eat her breakfast. She came down about ten minutes later, barely having enough time to eat half of her breakfast before I told her we needed to leave for school.
Jules took off towards Asher when she saw him after I parked the car around my usual spot. I took off up toward the school, when I could faintly hear Sam off in the distance call my name. I stopped, turning around to see Sam trying to run after me without actually running.
“Sorry, Sam. I didn’t see you when I parked my car.”
“It’s okay. So, how did it go last night after school?” She winked.
“I met Hunter’s dad last night. He was so nice. He fixed us dinner, then sat and talked to us while I helped Hunter with the dishes. I had such a great time yesterday. I felt more at home there than I do at Dad’s house most of the time.”
“That’s great, Londyn! You deserve someone like Hunter. I don’t want to bring you down, but what are you going to do about your Dad? You know he’s not going to approve of Hunter. Do you really want to go through that battle?”
“Hunter isn’t like Lucas, and he makes me happy. Surely, my Dad will give in when he sees how happy Hunter makes me.” I thought saying the words out loud would help me believe them more. I knew deep down that my happiness wasn’t a matter of priority to my father. I glanced over at Sam, who had a sorrowful look on her face that she tried to mask with a smile. She was never a good liar, even when we were younger. She was always the first one to cave and let it slip that we were lying.
We kept walking down the hall toward my locker, where I could see Gavin waiting in his usual spot. I knew he would want to know how things went last night too. I was a little more than ten feet away when Gavin started yelling questions at me over everyone’s head passing by in the hall.
“Do you mind?” I said, trying not to laugh at him.
“Mind what?” He looked at me. “Well, how was it last night? What was his Dad like? Give me some details!”
“Details about what?” I laughed, looking over at Sam as she covered her mouth with her binder, trying to hide her giggles.
“You’re impossible!” he snapped, the frustration exuding out of his mouth.




Chapter 11







The next couple of days flew by between school and seeing Hunter. The best part of the day was seeing Hunter in the evening. He spent Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday evening with us because his Dad had to work late. Mom wanted to make sure he got something good to eat, and she knew I wanted him to stay for dinner. Thursday evening, we had more than just Hunter over for dinner. Jules invited Asher, and I invited Gavin over during school. I didn’t even have to bother asking Mom about Gavin because she already considered him part of the family. That night, we used the table in the dining room for the third time since Mom’s been in the house. Mom made spaghetti and meatballs, garlic bread, and salad. We sat around eating, laughing, and having fun. I was happier than I had been in a long time but sad too. My happiness was about to come to a screeching halt the minute I was to leave to go back to my Dad’s house. 
The last bell rang Friday afternoon, and kids started running out of the classrooms; most usually by-passed their lockers and went straight out the doors to their vehicles. I learned years ago to take my time and let the rush of kids die down before even trying to make my way to my locker. By the time I got my stuff gathered up, the hall was not as crowded, lowering the risk of being knocked into the wall.
I could see Hunter leaning against my car, looking down at his phone. He finally looked up when I reached the halfway mark between the school and my car, smiling at me. He put his phone in his pocket and started walking toward me. No one else mattered as I made my way toward Hunter. I couldn’t even tell you who was walking or even drove past me in the parking lot. He scooped me up in his arms, hugging me so tight I couldn’t breathe. His eyes scanned the parking lot real quick, then lifted me up a few inches higher. “I’ve been waiting all day for this,” he whispered before kissing me.
“I missed you too,” I whispered in his ear.
“Let’s go drop your car off at your house. I have a surprise for you.”
“What kind of surprise?”
“I will show you after we drop your car off at your Mom’s house,” he said, leading me back to my car and opening the driver-side door for me. “I will be right behind you.”
He closed the door for me. I watched him walk back over to his SUV and get in. I pulled out of the school parking lot, looking in the rearview mirror to make sure Hunter was behind me. Every few miles, I found myself checking to make sure he was still following me to my mom’s house. I pulled in beside my mom’s vehicle and gathered up my things to take inside.
“Mom, you here?” I yelled, looking in the living room to find her chair empty.
“I’m upstairs, putting towels away in the closet.”
I left my purse on the table across from the front door and went upstairs to put my book bag in my room.
“Mom, I’m going to go out with Hunter. He’s got a surprise for me.” I smiled.
“I take it your sister is with Asher?” She peeked her head around the closet door. “I don’t know how I feel about her being with him. He puts me in the mind of your father.” She shivered in disgust.
“I don’t think it will last. I can’t see her liking him for that long. You know how she is, always changing her mind about the boys she likes. I give it a couple of weeks, maybe a month or two. So, are you okay with me going with Hunter?” I said, turning to go to my room.
“Sure. I take it you won’t be home for dinner tonight?”
“Probably not.”
I sat my book bag down beside my closet door and sat down at my vanity to freshen up my makeup. To my surprise, it still looked pretty good. I put a little more powder on my nose to hide the shine and lip gloss. I brushed my hair, then got up, yelling bye to Mom as I rushed past her. I opened the door, turning around to get my purse that I was about to forget. Hunter was sitting in his truck, looking down the road, when he noticed I was staring at him from the porch. A warm smile spread across his face while he watched me walk down the steps and around to the passenger side.
“Where are you taking me?” I asked, climbing up into the seat.
“It’s a surprise. But one you are going to love. Fasten your seatbelt, please,” he said, backing out of the driveway.
“You aren’t going to tell me, are you?”
“Nope. Just sit back and enjoy the ride.”
I didn’t like surprises, but I was enjoying being alone with Hunter.
He tried to distract me by talking, so I wouldn’t notice the direction he was driving. Little did he know that I was paying close attention to his driving. “You really aren’t going to tell me anything, are you?” I turned to look at him. He kept looking straight ahead at the road, then smirked, shaking his head no. I reached down to get my phone out of my purse that was sitting on the floorboard next to my left foot. There were no messages from Gavin or Sam. I texted each of them to see if, by any chance, they knew where Hunter could be taking me, but they were utterly clueless like me. About thirty minutes later, I managed to figure out where he was taking me. I recognized the old, abandoned gas station we were about to pass on the left. When I was little, we used to stop there and get drinks before going to the park that was down the road. I remembered Dad would take me in there and let me get a bottle of orange soda to put in the cooler for later during our picnic lunch.
“You okay, Londyn?” Hunter glanced over at me as we sped past the gas station.
“Huh? Yeah. You’re taking me to the park down the road, aren’t you?” I smiled.
“Yeah. How did you find out?” He looked down briefly at my phone in my hand.
“I recognized the abandoned gas station we just passed. My Dad used to stop there and get me an orange soda.” I smiled again.
“Must be a good memory, by the look and smile on your face.”
“It’s a great memory.”
“Well, I hope today will be another great memory,” he said, turning right through the park entrance. I started looking out the passenger window at the people enjoying the beautiful Friday afternoon. Families were playing, couples cuddling under the shaded trees, sipping on what looked like to be wine. The sun was peeking through the tops of the green trees. I was expecting Hunter to pull into the parking lot, but he kept driving.
“Aren’t we going to stop here?” I asked, still looking out the window.
“No. It’s too crowded here.” He kept driving past the main part of the park. He pulled into another parking lot about a mile away. There were maybe six cars in the great big parking lot. He got out, walking around the front of the truck to the passenger back door. He grabbed a blanket and basket. I went to open the door, but he already had his hand on the door handle, opening it up for me. I placed my purse in the back on the floorboard, where no one could see it through the tinted windows. I was halfway out of the truck when I remembered I left my phone in my purse.
“What are you doing, Londyn?” Hunter asked.
“I have to get my phone. I want to get some pictures of us together.” I smiled, hopping down out of the truck.
He hit the lock before closing the door behind me. He reached down and took my hand as we started walking down the road. At this point, I didn’t care where he was leading me. We walked down the road far enough that I couldn’t see his truck anymore when I turned back around. I was about to ask him where exactly we were walking when, off in the distance, I could see this beautiful late surrounded by trees, wildflowers, and a huge weeping willow tree. There wasn’t another person around. We were all alone. Hunter sat the basket down, and spread the blanket out on the ground under the weeping willow tree. The leaves weren’t even close to the ground, so we were still able to sit under it and see the pretty flowers along the bed of the water. The sun danced along the small ripples as the wind blew across the water. In that moment, I realized this was worth the battle I was about to fight against my father.
“I didn’t know what you would like, so I brought a variety of sandwiches, fruits, and veggies,” Hunter said, opening the basket.
I took a peek in the basket to find three different kinds of sandwiches, strawberries, watermelon, grapes, honeydew melon, carrots, cherry tomatoes, and cucumber slices. “This is perfect,” I said, leaning over the basket to kiss him.
“I’m glad you like it. I was scared you would laugh at me for bringing you here with a blanket and basket.”
“This is the sweetest thing anyone has ever done for me. You aren’t like most guys, and that is what I like about you.”
We sat there eating sandwiches, veggies, and fruit, while we talked about stories of the dumb things we had done when we were little. Once we got all the food put back in the basket, Hunter leaned back against the tree, pulling me closer to him. He wrapped his arms around me, resting his chin on my shoulder. “What are you thinking about?” he whispered in my ear.
“I was just thinking I wish this moment could last forever.” I leaned my head to the side so that I could smile at him. I wanted to stay here in Hunter’s arms and not have to deal with my father. My father was not a man that gave up on anything easily and would fight until he got his way. The thought of going home Sunday made my stomach flip-flop in a million different directions.
“Are you worried about going back to your dad’s house Sunday?” Hunter said, pulling me closer to him.
I sat there frozen in his arms, unable to move or speak. All I could think of was how he knew I was worried about going home Sunday. Then, I figured out Gavin must have said something to him when I was out of the room last night.
“Did Gavin say something to you about it?” I asked, looking straight ahead at the grass outlining the edge of the blanket, blowing in the light wind.
“I made the comment that you seem stressed out, and you were doing a bad job of hiding it. Sorry.”
I let out a huge sigh, sinking back into his chest. “I just know my dad and what he will try to do. And that is to break us up. He will stop at nothing to do it too.”
“Well, I’m not going anywhere. Besides, you are going to college in a few months, and he won’t have much of a say in who you date.”
Little did he know that wouldn’t even stop Dad from controlling my life. I pressed Hunter’s arms against me to tighten his hug. I stayed there in his arms, looking toward the late, watching the ripples in the water.
I could see Mom’s car was gone when Hunter got closer to the house, which meant she and Jules went out to get something to eat. Hunter pulled in behind my car, so he wouldn’t get blocked in when they got home. I had him bring the basket of food in the house, so I could put the food in the fridge for Hunter until he was ready to go home. I had my head in the refrigerator when I started to yell at Hunter to ask him if he wanted to watch a movie. I backed away, closing the door, and yelled it again.
“I heard you the first time.” He smirked.
I spun around and was inches away from his mouth. I raised my head, gazing into his stunning grey eyes. “Sorry. I didn’t realize you were in here.” I smiled.
“I didn’t mean to scare you,” he whispered, lowering his head down, his breath warm on the side of my neck. “You smell so good, Londyn.” He moved his head up slowly, staring down at me. He leaned down even closer to me, our lips brushing against one another.
“Londyn! Are you here?” Mom yelled from the entryway.
I sighed, rolling my eyes. “Yes. We’re in the kitchen putting the rest of the food away.” I mouthed sorry to Hunter as he backed up away from me slowly.
He caressed my cheek and smiled, letting me know it was okay.
“Are you two hungry? We have a pizza,” Mom said, carrying a large pizza box into the kitchen. She set it down on the counter, then walked over to the cabinet to get the plates down.
“I could eat a couple of slices of pizza if you have enough,” Hunter said, moving closer to me.
“There is definitely plenty; Jules and I won’t eat that much. Londyn, are you hungry?”
“No. Hunter packed us a basket of food for the park.”
Mom turned around and smiled, raising her hand up to her chest, not saying a word.
Saturday morning came way too fast. Normally, I wanted Saturday to get here, for the simple fact, I got to sleep in, but not today. I wanted it to stay Friday for as long as possible. I laid there looking out my window, the sun peeking through the crack of my curtains. I wanted to spend the day with Mom and Jules, but I also wanted to spend time with Hunter before I had to go back to my Dad’s house tomorrow afternoon. I rolled over toward the nightstand when my phone started to vibrate on it. I reached over, knocking my phone down onto my rug. I leaned over the side of my bed to reach down to get my phone, and saw I had a message from Hunter.
Good morning, beautiful. I had such a great time with you yesterday. I hope I can see you sometime today.
I knew it was too soon to feel this way, but I couldn’t help it. I was falling for him fast, and I knew if I tried to distance myself, I wouldn’t be able to stay away from him. Everything about him pulled me closer to him. I never felt this way about Lucas, and it frightened me.
“Londyn, breakfast,” Mom yelled from the bottom of the stairs.
I flipped the comforter off me, sliding my feet onto my soft rug. I sent Hunter a quick text back, telling him how much fun I had yesterday and that I would try to see him today.
I grabbed a pair of fuzzy socks out of my drawer before heading down to breakfast.
“What do you girls want to do today before you go back to your Dad’s tomorrow?” Mom asked, placing our plates down on the table. She had made blueberry pancakes and sausage links, Jules's favorite.
“It doesn’t matter to me. Thanks, Mom,” Jules said, smiling down at her breakfast.
“What do you want to do, Mom?” I asked, opening the cabinet to get glasses. “You always let us choose. Why don’t you choose today?”
“What haven’t we don’t in a while?” she said, sitting down at the table next to Jules.
“Would you girls like to go get manis and pedis today, then you can each invite Hunter and Asher to go out to eat with us?” She smiled.
“Yes!” Jules bellowed, grabbing her phone.
I looked at Mom and started laughing. “I guess we are doing that.”
“I guess so.” She looked over at Jules in amusement.
We sat there eating and talking about where we wanted to get our nails and toes done, then where we would all go out to eat. Once we decided on everything, I sent Hunter a quick text to make sure he was going to be accessible later. Within a few seconds, he replied back with a smiley emoji and heart. I let Jules go up and get her shower, while I helped Mom clean up the kitchen from breakfast. We talked about everything that had happened the past week with Lucas and Hunter.
“He’s been coming around a lot, and I just realized I don’t know his last name,” Mom said, handing me a plate to put in the dishwasher.
“I didn’t tell you?” I tilted my head.
“No.”
“His last name is Brooks.”
Mom dropped a mug into the sink, then fumbled it around, trying to pick it up.
“Mom, are you okay?” I asked, reaching down and grabbing the mug for her.”
“Huh? Yeah. Sorry. Guess my hands were slippery from the water. Thank you.”
We went to Mom’s favorite spa, Allure. One of my mom’s best friends from high school-owned it and gave us discounts on our nails and toes. Mom asked the new young girl sitting at the desk if Angela was there today. The girl’s eyes got wide, looking up from her phone. “She’s in the back,” she stammered.
“Could you get her, please?” Mom asked, smiling. She loved messing with Angela’s new girls because they usually thought she was there to complain about them or something.
The girl stumbled off the stool and started walking toward the back of the spa, looking over her shoulder on and off back at my Mom.
Angela Edwards stepped out of the back room with her back to us. She turned around to see us standing at the desk, then told the girl it was okay. Angela was what I would call an elegant woman, if there was a word to describe her appearance. She had long wavy dark hair and flawless makeup that made her hazel eyes bright. She had on jeans with a peach off-the-shoulder, bell sleeves shirt. Her heels clicked across the tile floor as she made her way to the front.
“Liz, you have called to let me know you were coming,” Angela said, giving Mom a hug.
“It was a last-minute decision. Do you have any openings for us today?”
“You know I always have openings for the three of you.” She took a step back, then gave Jules and me a hug as well. “Wow, you girls are getting more beautiful each time I see you. Londyn, you have a glow about you today. I take it things are going great with you and Lucas.”
“Actually, Lucas and I broke up a few days ago.”
“Oh, Londyn. I’m sorry. Are you doing okay?”
“I’m doing better than okay. I broke up with him. I finally saw him for the person that everyone had been trying to warn me about. I’m kinda seeing a new guy, and he’s the best.” I smiled.
“A new guy? What is this new guy’s name?”
“His name is Hunter Brooks.”
Angela’s mouth dropped open, then quickly glanced over at Mom before slowly closing her mouth. “I hope you bring him by here soon, so I can meet him.”
Mom and Angela exchanged glances for a few minutes, while we all stood there and talked a little longer.
“Oh my gosh, I’m horrible,” Angela said, walking around the desk, looking at the book.
“I think I’m going to have you guys see Trina and Megan today. Let me go let them know, and I will be right back.” Angela turned and went back to two girls sitting next to one another, finishing up with their clients.
“They will be with you three in a few minutes. What do you have planned for the rest of the day?” Angela asked.
“Spending time with the girls and their boyfriends later.” Mom smiled over at me.
“Jules, you have a boyfriend?” Angela asked, with a surprised look on her face.
“Yes. His name is Asher Banks.”
“Well, I want to meet him soon too.” She winked at Mom. She knew Asher wouldn’t be around long enough for her to meet him.
We were there at Angela’s place for almost two hours, getting our nails and toes done. She had us to the adjoining room to the right to get our toes done first. On each side of the room were six peach high-back chairs on marble platforms. In front of the chairs attached to the platforms were peach basins. Between the nail tech’s matching peach stool and basin was a black foot pedestal for the client to put their feet. We were each given a pair of flip-flops to wear while we got our nails done back in the main part of the spa.
I did feel bad that she bumped some customers out of their time slot for a later time so that we could get in. She did offer them a discount for the inconvenience of having to move their appointment to a later time.
We went to our favorite coffee shop for some iced lattes before heading home to get ready to go out to eat with Hunter and Asher. As always, Jules took forever in deciding on what kind of latte she wanted, while Mom and I took maybe two minutes to decide.
I took my iced caramel mocha latte upstairs with me while I went through all my clothes to pick out the right outfit. I wanted to look pretty without overdoing it. I knew I was going to wear jeans and heels, but I didn’t know what kind of top I wanted to wear. Then, peeking out from the back of my closet was a shirt that still had the price tag on it. It was a fitted, off-shoulder neck, short-sleeved floral print. I hung the shirt up with a pair of jeans on the closet door to make sure that is what I wanted to wear out to dinner. Now, I just had to decide what to do with my hair. I backed up to my bed, sitting down, not taking my eyes off the outfit hanging on the door.
“Londyn, can I come in?” Jules asked through my closed bedroom door.
“Yeah.”
“What are you doing?” she asked, opening the door.
“Trying to pick out my clothes for tonight,” I said, motioning over to my closet door.
Jules closed the door behind her, then looked over at the top and jeans hanging on my closet door. “You are finally wearing the new top. It’s about time you wear that.” She looked back over at me, raising an eyebrow.
I peeked up at her for a few seconds, then quickly looked back at my clothes. Jules bought that top for me at Christmas. I had been waiting for it to get warmer, but it got pushed to the back of the closet and accidentally forgotten. I wasn’t about to tell Jules that I forgot about it.
“Can I borrow a top to wear tonight?” Jules asked, walking over to my closet.
I couldn’t say no from the sheer guilt of forgetting about my top in the closet. “Sure.”
“Thanks,” she said, moving clothes around in my closet, trying to pick out a top she wanted to wear. “I don’t know what to wear tonight. What do you think, Londyn?”
“Well, you know Mom’s not going to let you wear anything too low.”
“I know. So, what should I wear that will look great, and Mom won’t have a fit about how it looks.”
I sat my drink back down on my nightstand and walked over beside Jules, scanning my clothes in an attempt to find her something that would pass Mom’s approval. I moved a couple of tops that I knew were an absolute no to the back of the closet to keep her from trying to pick those. I told her she had her choice of ten tops that I was positive were Mom approved without a fight. After five minutes of going back and forth between the shirts, she finally picked out a royal blue, flowy, spaghetti strap tank top. She held it up to her, looking in the mirror, then turned around and asked what I thought of her choice.
I told her I would take a cardigan with us tonight because of how chilly it can get in restaurants. I took my own advice, pulling out a cardigan for myself in case I got cold.
I was finishing up my makeup when the doorbell echoed throughout the house. I yelled that I would be down in a few minutes in case it was Hunter. I looked in the vanity mirror one last time for the final decision of wearing my hair up or down. I threw my hair up in a mock bun, to see if it would look better up with my big gold hoop earrings. I turned my head side to side and let out a huge sigh, letting my hair fall down past my shoulders. I quickly grabbed my curling iron and plugged it in. Within a minute, it was warmed up, and I proceeded to put loose curls at the ends of my hair.
“Londyn, Hunter, is downstairs, and it’s about time to leave to go pick up Asher,” Mom said, cracking the door open. “Oh, you look beautiful.” She smiled.
“Thanks, Mom. I just finished up. I was trying to decide to wear my hair down or up.”
“You made the right decision with your hair.”
I grabbed my cardigan sweater that I placed on my bed earlier and my purse that was beside it.
I could see Hunter in the living room sitting on the loveseat, looking down at his phone. He dressed in jeans and a light blue, buttoned-down shirt with the cuffs rolled up to his forearms. I stopped in the middle of the dining room, staring at him. After a few moments of standing there watching him, he glanced up from his phone. He got up from the loveseat, walking over toward me.
“You look beautiful, Londyn.” He smiled, taking my hand, not taking his eyes off me.
“Sorry. It took me a little longer than I planned on getting ready.”
“No apologies needed.” He leaned down, kissing me gently.
“Okay, we need to go pick up Asher,” Mom said, walking up the stairs to get Jules.
A few minutes later, Mom descended from Jules's room, telling her she better hurry up because we had reservations and still had to pick up Asher. She was getting annoyed with Jules because she threw in there that she didn’t have to pick up Asher at all so we wouldn’t be late to the restaurant. Jules was out of her room and on the middle stair by the time Mom was at the bottom of the staircase. She grabbed her purse, and the rest of us went outside to wait for her by the SUV.
We arrived at Asher’s house fifteen minutes later, and panic began to set in when I realized how close he lived to Dad’s. I knew what the next week had in store for me, and I wasn’t looking forward to it one bit. Asher climbed in the backseat with Hunter and me, while Jules stayed in the front with Mom. I looked off in the distance at the top of my Dad’s house, praying he was home and not in his car headed our way. I knew I was going to have to face him over not seeing Lucas anymore, but today wasn’t the day.
Mom drove a little faster than normal, so we wouldn’t be late for our reservation and lose our table. We were blessed with a miracle and pulled into the parking lot ten minutes early. Once Mom saw we were a few minutes early, her mood lightened up a lot, and she started talking and laughing with all of us. Mom walking up to the hostess to let her know she had a reservation for six. The girl, who was probably around my age, asked for Mom’s name, then looked down at the book and crossed off her name. She turned around, grabbing six menus, and asked that we follow her around the corner.
“Mom, who’s the sixth person?” I whispered, leaning forward.
“I invited Angela to dinner tonight. I haven’t talked to her for a while and thought it would be nice for her to join us.”
“Oh. Okay.”
We sat down at a big round table with six chairs placed around it. I left a chair open between Mom and me for Angela. Hunter sat to my left, then Asher and Jules on the other side of Mom. Angela showed up ten minutes later, apologizing for being late. She sat down and started telling us about a screaming client that had one of the new girls in tears over something that wasn’t her fault. She summed up the story by saying she banned the client from coming into her business again.
She looked over at Hunter and gave a quick look to Mom before introducing herself.
“Hi. My name is Angela Edwards, Liz’s best friend since high school.”
“Hi. Hunter Brooks. Nice to meet you, Ms. Edwards.”
“You can call me Angela. Nice to meet you too.”
Angela was about to say something more when our server came up and took our drink order and asked if we wanted any appetizers. We got two orders of mushrooms stuffed with seafood and cheese. We also got an order of mozzarella sticks for Jules since she didn’t like seafood.
Angela looked to her left past Mom and Jules. “So, you must be Asher.” She smiled.
“Angela, this is my boyfriend, Asher Banks. He goes to school with me.” Jules turned and smiled at him.
“Well, nice to meet you, Asher.” Angela winked at Mom.
“Nice to meet you too,” Asher said, taking a sip of his drink.
He sat there, holding Jules's hand, looking around the restaurant at anywhere but at Mom and Angela. I don’t know if they made him nervous or what. Jules wasn’t really talking to him either, which probably made him feel more uncomfortable around us. I tried getting her attention, but she was too busy looking at her phone. I was about to say something, when Hunter started talking to him about guy stuff. Does he like sports or play on a team at school? Then they started talking about the NFL and who their favorite teams were and who they thought would be the two teams to go to the Super Bowl.
Our server came back with our appetizers and took our orders. He asked if it was all on one ticket or separate. That is when the debate started between Mom and Angela on who was paying for dinner. Even though Mom invited Angela and tried paying for her dinner, Angela would insist on paying for intruding on her time with us. They usually went back and forth for about five minutes before Mom would give up.
I leaned over closer to Hunter and whispered close to his ear. “Thank you for talking to Asher.”
“No problem. I was feeling kinda bad for him too,” he said, looking over toward Jules, who was actually talking to him now.
“I’m glad you came with us this evening, Hunter.” I smiled.
“I like spending time with you, Londyn. I like your Mom and sister too. Even your crazy friends.” He laughed.
He took my hand in his, then glanced over at me with his beautiful grey eyes. I sat there staring into his eyes, not looking away, but I could tell Mom and Angela were watching us. I didn’t care, though.
“You two make a great couple,” Angela said.
I was glad I was wearing makeup to hide my blushing cheeks. “Thanks, Angela.”
Mom and Angela went back to talking. Jules was still talking with Asher. I wanted to run away with Hunter so I wouldn’t have to deal with my father telling me what a mistake I’d made by breaking up with Lucas. He would blame Hunter for the breakup, then make it impossible to keep seeing him.
“Everything okay, Londyn?” Hunter asked, scooting my chair closer to him.
“Yeah. I was just thinking about going home tomorrow and dealing with my dad.” I lowered my head, staring down at my hand in his.
“Don’t worry about that right now. We’re here together with your family. Don’t let thoughts of what hasn’t happened yet ruin our time now.” He lifted my chin up slowly with his thumb.
He was right. I was worrying about something that hadn’t happened yet, taking away from my time with him right now. I wasn’t going to let any more thoughts about my dad ruin the rest of our evening. We were in great company, joking with one another.
The rest of the dinner, I made sure to enjoy my time with Hunter. Mom invited Angela over to the house to watch a movie with us, but she was tired and wanted to go home. She asked for a raincheck, and said she would come over in a couple of weeks. We went back to the house to watch a movie with Hunter and Asher. The guys didn’t want to watch a chick flick, and we didn’t want to watch an action movie. We ended up agreeing on a comedy. Mom went ahead and fixed a couple of bowls of popcorn and got everyone drinks. Mom sat in her chair, while Hunter and I sat in the loveseat so Jules and Asher wouldn’t be too close to one another.
Hunter put his arm around me while we watched the movie, and every now and then, he would give a light squeeze to my shoulder. I wished I didn’t have to go back to my dad’s tomorrow and could stay longer with Mom. Then, the idea of me moving in with Mom until I left for college popped in my head. I would be able to live my life for a few months without having Dad constantly tell me not to do anything that would tarnish his precious name.




Chapter 12





Sunday morning came way too fast, and I laid in bed, wishing I could go back to last Saturday. I didn’t want to head back to my Dad’s house today or have to defend myself as to why I broke up with Lucas. Then, I thought about what his reaction would be when Jules tells him that she’s dating Asher. He might be okay with it, seeing as Asher lives down the road from Dad. I grabbed my pillow, covering my face with it. The pillow didn’t muffle my frustrated scream.
I heard my door squeak open slowly. “Londyn, are you okay?” Mom asked.
I pulled the pillow off my face to find Mom standing next to my bed, looking down at me. “Sorry.”
“What’s wrong? Last night you seemed on edge after dinner. Did you and Hunter have a fight about something?” She sat down on the bed next to me.
“No.” I sighed, raising myself up to sit back against my headboard.
“Are you worried about your Dad?” she said, brushing a piece of hair back away from my face.
“How did you know?”
“It’s not hard to guess. I’m not going to lie to you. He’s going to make it impossible for you and Hunter to stay together. Only you can decide if Hunter is worth all the drama. No one can tell you what to do because everyone is going to react in different ways. Unfortunately, this is something you are going to have to decide on your own. If you care about him, then you fight for him. If you aren’t sure, then do yourself a favor by letting him go before things get messy.” She ran her hand down the side of my face in her motherly way. “Get a quick shower while I get breakfast going.”
I watched her get up off the bed and walk out my door, without saying a word in response to what she had said a few minutes ago. She gave me a lot to think about. I grabbed my phone to see if I had any messages from Gavin, Sam, or Hunter. I had a couple from Gavin, none from Sam, and one from Hunter telling me good morning and that he had a great time with me yesterday. I knew I wouldn’t be able to walk away from him, but I didn’t know if I was strong enough for the fight that was in my imminent future. I texted Gavin to meet me later at my Dad’s house to help prolong the conversation with my Dad about Lucas. I sent Hunter a text, telling him that I had a great time too, and that I would be heading back to my Dad’s in the afternoon. I also told him if he didn’t hear from me right away, not to worry. I put my phone down and continued to sit there for a few more minutes, thinking about what I would say in defense of breaking up with Lucas. Then I realized it wouldn’t matter, because to my Dad, I would be in the wrong.
Mom helped load up my car, then proceeded to stand there going back and forth between the both of us, giving numerous hugs. I knew she missed us, but we would be back next Saturday. I wished we could just fast forward to next Saturday.
We pulled out of the driveway and waved to Mom as she walked up the steps to the porch. I clutched the steering wheel, moving my hands back and forth so much I thought I was about to wear the leather off the steering wheel. The closer we got to Dad’s, the tighter my grip got on it.
I pulled into my normal parking spot. Jules immediately jumped out of the car, grabbing her things and running into the house. I slowly made my way around the trunk of the car, taking in a deep breath before reaching in to grab my things. I closed my trunk and headed into the house. Jules was hugging Dad when I got inside. Valerie came out of the kitchen a few minutes later, wanting hugs as well. I did miss Valerie, and not just for her amazing muffins either.
“Do I smell muffins?” I took in a deep inhale, closing my eyes.
“Yes. They are for school tomorrow, but you know you girls are welcome to have some in a few minutes.”
Jules gave Valerie a quick hug, then went straight into the kitchen, leaving her things in the entryway. I couldn’t help but to follow her in there. By the time I got in there, Jules was already at the island, taking a bite of a muffin.
I got a plate out of the cabinet, grabbing myself a muffin, and sat down next to Jules at the island. A few minutes later, Dad came into the kitchen, getting a bottle of water from the fridge. He walked around the other side of the island to face Jules and me.
“Did you enjoy your week with your Mom?” he asked, looking directly at me.
“Yeah,” I said, keeping my eyes on my plate, hoping he would go back to his office.
“Someone told me you were spotted with a guy that wasn’t Lucas a few nights ago. Do you care to explain to me why you were cheating on Lucas?” he said, leaning closer to me so I would have to look him in the eye.
“I wasn’t cheating on Lucas if you must know.” I snapped.
“What do you mean you weren’t cheating on Lucas? You two are dating. So yeah, I would call that cheating.”
“No. I didn’t cheat on him. Lucas and I aren’t together anymore.”
“What!” he yelled. “What do you mean you aren’t together anymore?”
“Exactly what I said. And I broke up with him.” I glared at him.
“How could you break up with him? He treated you great.”
According to you, maybe. He wasn’t that great of a boyfriend. He was cheating on me behind my back with various girls over the past couple of years. So, I finally had enough when I caught him at the dance club kissing some other girl.”
“You broke up with him because of that?”
“You seriously didn’t just ask Londyn that question?” Jules blurted out.
“This is between your sister and me,” he said, motioning her to leave since she was done with her muffin.
Jules looked at me for a minute, before Dad told her to go take her things upstairs while he and I finished our discussion. I shook my head at her, letting her know that I was going to be okay. Dad was gracious enough to wait until Jules was up the stairs before starting in again about Lucas and why I broke up with him.
“How in the hell could you break up with him?” Dad yelled.
I sat there wide-eyed, with my mouth open, trying to find the words, but none would come.
“So what if he kissed another girl? This is no reason to break up with him. You need to go over there later and talk to him. Maybe there is still time for you two to get back together.” He threw his hand up in the air in frustration.
“No. I’m not getting back with him. You can’t make me stay with him!” I yelled at him.
“Don’t raise your voice to me. You most definitely are going over to his house and talk to him.”
“No, I’m not. He’s with Jayde. She pounced on him the minute I broke up with him. He’s fine. Trust me.”
“Let me guess. You have someone you are seeing too?” he asked, raising his eyebrow.
“As a matter of fact, I am seeing someone. His name is Hunter.”
“Did you meet him at school?”
“No. He doesn’t go to school with me. Remember, I met him at the nightclub a couple of weeks ago.”
“Oh…Him.”
“What is that supposed to mean? He’s a great guy, and he treats me better than Lucas ever did.” I glared up at him while I hopped off the stool to put my plate in the sink. “I need to unpack my stuff before Gavin gets here.”
“We aren’t done talking about this, Londyn,” he yelled as I made my way up the stairs toward my room.”
I dropped my bags on the floor and closed my door. I walked over and flopped down on my bed, throwing a pillow over my face. I laid there for a few minutes with the pillow still in place, wanting to scream so badly that it physically hurt.
“Hey, Londyn,” Gavin said, opening my door. “It went that well?”
“Yeah,” I sighed, tossing my pillow to the side.
“He didn’t look too happy when he answered the door. Does he know where Hunter lives?” Gavin asked, sitting down next to me on the bed.
“No.” I raised up on my forearms. “I wasn’t going to get into that today. I’m sure it will be soon, and then the real fun begins.”
“Maybe he won’t say anything about where he lives?”
I looked over his way, rolling my eyes for the mere fact I couldn’t believe he actually said that. He knew my father would lose his shit about where Hunter lived. Social status was everything to him. If you weren’t filthy rich, then in his eyes, you were beneath him.
“I’m sorry. I was just trying to help you be optimistic in a bleak situation.”
“I know. And I love you for it.” I turned to wrap my arms around him.
I went downstairs with him while he got his backpack out of his car. By the time he got back inside, I surprised him with a muffin at the bottom of the stairs.
“Oh. My. God! You’re the best! I thought I smelled them a little bit ago when I walked up to your room,” he said, taking the plate from me. He sniffed his muffin, then smiled.
“I’m going to go get something to drink. Do you want something?” I giggled.
“Yeah. By any chance, is there any of Valerie’s tea in the refrigerator?”
“I can go check. If there is no tea, how about some apple juice?”
“Great.” He turned, heading up the stairs to my room. I headed to the kitchen, but I turned back around just in time to catch Gavin smelling his muffin. I hurried up and went into the kitchen before he could hear me giggling. I went to the fridge first to check for tea before getting glasses down out of the cabinet. I had to hurry up before Dad decided to come in here and start in about me breaking up with Lucas. I walked over to the doorway, peeking my head out into the hall. I turned my head slowly toward the hall that led to his office, and to my relief, the door was closed. I walked as fast as I could without spilling the drinks all over the floor to the stairs.
“You were in luck. She must have known you were going to be over sometime today.” I laughed, handing Gavin his big glass of iced tea.
We sat there and talked while he finished his muffin. He didn’t bring up the situation that was about to happen with my dad in the next few days. We did talk about Hunter, and that managed to bring a smile to my face.
We actually managed to study for almost three hours, then decided to text Sam and see if she wanted to go with us to get a snack somewhere. She messaged us back right away, saying she had to stay home and spend time with everyone. Gavin and I remembered that it was Sunday and she was never allowed to go out with friends on that day, which I always found kind of strange, but I would never tell Sam that. I often wondered if they would make her come home from college on the weekends, seeing as she was only going to be a couple of hours away. She really tried to go to a college far away from her dad, but unfortunately, she got the best scholarship offer from the one that was close. Even though I would have missed her like crazy, I was hoping she would be able to move away farther than a couple of hours.
Gavin and I went downstairs to find Dad in the entryway, walking toward the kitchen. I let him know we were going out for a little bit to get a snack and iced lattes. We turned to go toward the door, a few feet away from freedom. Just when I thought we were going to make it out the door, Dad asked Gavin to wait a second.
“Yes, sir?” Gavin said, turning around to face my dad.
“I’m sure you know about Lucas and Londyn. Maybe you can talk some sense into her, since she won’t listen to me?” His voice was firm.
“I can try, but I don’t know if she will listen to me either on this one.”
“She will listen to you better than she will me. Try and talk some sense into her, Gavin.”
“Again, I don’t know if she will listen to me, but I can try.”
Dad could lecture at Gavin about trying to talk to me into getting back together with Lucas, but Gavin knew I wasn’t going to do that, and there was no use in talking to me about it. Besides, Gavin liked Hunter ten times better than Lucas anyway, so he wasn’t going to say shit to me about Hunter. He was just trying to keep the peace between Dad and me.
“Dad, we need to get going before Gavin has to get home,” I said, tugging Gavin’s arm, walking toward the door.
“Okay. I know you don’t want to listen to reason. Be careful and remember who you are while out,” he said, turning to go back to his office.
I hurried out the door, pulling Gavin along to the car. Gavin could tell I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to drive because he took my hand, leading me over to his car.
“Your dad needs to back the fuck up about you and Lucas. He was annoying me more than normal in there. What is it with him wanting you to stay with Lucas? Lucas is a douche.”
“He even had the nerve to say I should have forgiven Lucas for kissing the other girl at the club. Jules even asked him why he would say something like that to me. I swear all he cares about is protecting his precious name and reputation.”
Driving down the driveway, Gavin asked where I wanted to go to get a snack. I didn’t care where we went as long as it got me away from my dad for a few hours. He even asked if I wanted to text Hunter to join us. I seriously considered texting him, but I didn’t want him to see me so upset, knowing he was to blame because of my father’s idiotic way of thinking. We went to our favorite coffee café for some much-needed iced lattes and some pastries. Other than Valerie’s muffins or cookies, I wasn’t one to eat a bunch of sugary snacks except for when I was stressed out about something. I had a lot of stressing me, which meant someone was going to be busy knocking food out of my hands.
No one was sitting outside in front of the café on their sidewalk/patio when we parked a few stores down from it. Gavin bought our drinks and two pieces of German chocolate cake. The girl behind the counter told us we could find a seat while they got our order ready. We let her know we were going outside to sit so that she wouldn’t be looking for us.
Gavin was trying his hardest to cheer me up, but I knew the battle hadn’t even begun with my dad yet. Right as they brought out our drinks and cakes, I heard a familiar laugh coming from behind me. I knew not to turn around and look to see who was behind me.
“Well, look who it is? Londyn and Gavin. Neither one of them can get a man,” Jayde laughed, hanging onto Lucas’s arm.
“Excuse me?” Gavin said, crinkling his nose at her.
“You heard me.”
“What the hell do you want, Jayde?” I snapped, getting up from my seat to face her.
“Just to admire your loneliness is all. I must say the look doesn’t suit you that well, but then again, whose fault is that?”
“Well, I hate to burst your bubble, but I’m not alone. Hunter is at home, and I’m out spending time with my best friend. Something you know nothing about. So if you don’t mind, I’m going to go back to my iced latte and cake.” I smiled, turning my back on her to sit down.
Gavin was sitting there pressing his lips together to keep from laughing. I could hear her making snide remarks a few feet away. I leaped to my feet almost tumbling my chair over backward. Rage was consuming every inch of my body to the point it frightened me. I turned around and found them in the middle of the sidewalk a few feet away kissing. I took a couple of steps toward them when a chair from the table off to the left of me went hurling towards them. They turned and went into the pizza place that was located a few stores down from the café. I quickly unclenched my fists, and the chair slammed down on the concrete, inches from where they were standing.
I looked down at my hands, then over to the chair still lying in the middle of the sidewalk. I turned my head to the right, looking over my right shoulder back at Gavin, expecting him to be sitting there with his mouth wide-open or something. Instead, I found no reaction to what had just happened. He had his face in his phone, texting. I assumed he was probably telling Sam about us running into Lucas and Jayde. I turned back around and slowly lowered myself back down into my chair. I sat there for a few minutes, looking down at my cake, taking a few sips of my iced latte, trying to make sense of what just happened. I knew if I tried to tell him that I thought the chair moved because I was mad, he wouldn’t have believed me. The wind wasn’t blowing hard enough to knock over an iron chair, let alone move it a foot away from the table.
We got back to my house a few hours later. I let out a huge sigh of relief when I noticed my Dad’s car was gone. Hopefully, he was on some kind of date. If he was on a date, he probably wouldn’t be home until late, and I would make sure to be in my room with the door closed by that time.
“Do you want to stay for dinner if he’s gone for the night?” I asked, getting out of Gavin’s car.
“I would love to. However, I promised my parents I would be home for dinner tonight. I got to do the family thing,” he said, making air quotations.
I couldn’t help but laugh when he did that because I knew he was thinking of Sam and her always having to be home for family time. There is nothing wrong with spending time with your family, but you also need to have time away from them too.
I gave Gavin a big hug and thanked him for getting me out of the house and away from Dad for a few hours. He told me he would see me tomorrow and to text him if I needed him later. I assured him that I would be okay and that I would see him in the morning at my locker. I got to the top of the steps, turning around to wave by to Gavin as he turned the car around to head home. I was greeted with the wonderful aroma of whatever Valerie was cooking in the kitchen when I opened up the front door. I took a deep inhale, closing my eyes, then closed the door behind me.
“Valerie, what smells so good in here?” I said, walking into the kitchen.
“Hi, Londyn. I’m making Chicken Marsala for dinner. I hope you are hungry.”
“Where is Dad?”
“He’s out on a date, so that he won’t be home until late tonight. Since he’s gone and I’m making all this food, I thought maybe you could invite Hunter over for dinner.”
“What if Dad comes home early?” I asked, leaning down on the island.
“Well, why don’t you go pick him up, and if your dad happens to come home early, I can take him home. He can go out the back door and out to my car. There, problem solved!” She threw her hands up in the air in victory over solving the “Dad issue.”
“Are you sure?” I asked, backing towards the doorway.
“Yes. But first, don’t you think you should text him first to see if he wants to come over for dinner?” She laughed, turning back around toward the stove.
“I guess that would help.” I went to go get my phone.
It only took a few minutes to text me back, telling me to pick him up at his dad’s house and that he would be waiting for me. I ran back in the kitchen to let Valerie know that I was on my way to pick up Hunter and I would be back in about 40 minutes. I grabbed my keys and wristlet off the table in the hall by the front door, running out to my car. I sped down the drive
toward the road, turning right to head towards Hunter’s.
I could see Hunter sitting on the steps as I pulled in front of his house. He looked up from his phone, flashing me one of his perfect smiles. He motioned me to wait, then disappeared in the front door and was back out within a few minutes. I assumed he told his dad I was there and that he was leaving with me. He hopped in the passenger seat, leaning over to give me a kiss. His breath tasted like peppermint, and his skin smelled of ginger and leather. I took a deep breath in before leaning back in the seat.
“I’m glad you texted me, Londyn.” He smiled. “I know I saw you earlier, but I’ve missed you already,” he said, caressing my cheek.
“I missed you too. I hope you are hungry. Valerie made Chicken Marsala, mashed potatoes, and some kind of vegetable. Her cooking is amazing!” I smiled, pulling away from the front of his house. He placed his hand on my leg as we drove back to the house to have dinner with Valerie and Jules.
“Valerie, we are back!” I yelled, walking through the front door. “It smells so good,” I said, walking toward the kitchen. Hunter following close behind me.
“It does smell good,” he said, taking my hand.
“Valerie?”
“She’s not here. I sent her home for the evening.” Dad walked out of the kitchen.
“Dad…” I stopped so abruptly that Hunter bumped into me.
“Now I see why Valerie didn’t want to go home. I’m Londyn’s father, Mr. Carter. You must be Hunter.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Sorry for my daughter’s careless behavior. She must have told you she has a boyfriend.” He raised his eyebrow.
“Dad! I AM NOT WITH LUCAS!” I screamed.
“Londyn! You are going to get back with him. You made a mistake.” He glared over at me.
I looked over at Hunter, glancing back at me with his eyes narrowing. I could see he was rather confused by what was happening.
“Again, I’m sorry for my daughter giving you the wrong impression.” He looked over Hunter’s shoulder out the window by the front door. “I don’t see your car out there. I take it she picked you up. I can call you a cab.” He glared at Hunter as if he was trying to kill him with his stare.
“No, thank you, sir. I can get my own ride,” Hunter said, turning toward the door.
“How could you do that to me?” I hissed through gritted teeth.
“It’s true. How could you be with someone like him when you can be with Lucas.”
“Has the thought ever crossed your narrow mind that maybe I don’t want to be with Lucas anymore? He’s with Jayde! They are perfect for one another.” I turned to go outside with Hunter.
“Hunter, I’m so sorry about that. My dad has some stupid idea that I want to be with Lucas. I hope you realize that’s not true.”
“I know it’s not true, but he clearly doesn’t want me here. I don’t want to cause you any more problems for you. I called Skyler. He will be here in about 20 minutes. You should probably go back inside before he comes out here,” he said, motioning toward the house.
“I want to stay out here with you. Besides, he will wait until you are gone. He can’t stop me from waiting out here with you.” I moved closer to him. “Again, I’m really sorry.” I lowered my head.
“Londyn, it’s okay.” He sat down on the step.
I sat down beside him. “I hope you know I want to be with you. I can see you when I’m at my mom’s house. You know she doesn’t mind if you come over.” I smiled.
He reached over, raising my hand up to his lips; his breath warmed my cool skin. All I knew was that I had to do everything in my power to keep him in my life. We sat there on the step, talking while we waited for Skyler to come to pick him up. Skyler pulled into the drive twenty minutes later. I walked Hunter over to Skyler’s car, not wanting him to go. I knew this could be the last time I would see Hunter after how my dad treated him. I couldn’t blame him for not wanting to see me again. Who’d want to date a girl with a “Control Freak” father?
“Londyn, I’m not going anywhere. I promise.” He pulled me closer to him, my head laying against his chest. I closed my eyes, taking in the scent of his cologne. I wanted to stay in his arms forever. I opened my eyes, glancing toward the house, where I could see my dad standing close to the window. His glare was so intense; I could picture daggers flying through the window at Hunter. He kissed me on the forehead and squeezed me gently before getting in the car. I apologized to Skyler for having to drive out there to pick him up. He told me I didn’t have to apologize because he owed Hunter for all the times he had to pick him up in the past. I reached for Hunter’s hand, leaning in the car to give him a kiss, then told him I was sorry for how Dad had treated him. He assured me it was okay and that he would get a hold of me tomorrow.
I stood there, watching Hunter and Skyler leave the drive and down the road until I could no longer see the car. I stood there for a few more minutes in an attempt to prolong going back into the house. I didn’t want to be around my father, and I certainly didn’t want to hear one of his stupid-ass lectures. I closed my eyes, tilting my head back as I let out an exasperated sigh. I opened my eyes and went back into the house. I was happy to see Dad was nowhere in sight when I opened the front door. I peeked down the hall and saw his office door was closed. I didn’t hesitate to run upstairs, so I could be left alone. I closed my door, then flopped down on my bed, tossing a pillow over my face to muffle my frustrated screams. I laid there like that for a few minutes before I heard my door ease open. I knew it was Jules without even taking the pillow off my face.
“Are you okay, Londyn? I heard you when I was about to go into my room. What happened? I thought Hunter was coming over for dinner. Valerie told me after I asked her where you went earlier,” she said, closing the door behind her.
“Dad!” I yelled through my pillow.
“I kinda figured he was involved with it. What did you do, besides be himself?”
“He apologized to Hunter that I wasn’t honest with him about getting back together with Lucas,” I said, flinging the pillow across my bed onto the floor.
“He said what? He never lets up! Does he?” She sat down on the bed beside me.
“I told him I was never getting back with Lucas, and that he needed to stop. He didn’t listen, of course. He even offered to get Hunter a cab.”
“Wow…”
“Yeah.”
“I know you aren’t hungry, but you should try to eat something. I can go down and warm up food and bring it back up to your room. Dad took his food to his office, which means he will be in there for the rest of the night.”
Jules was back with our food about twenty minutes later. She was right, I wasn’t that hungry, but I knew I needed to eat something. I did love Valerie’s, Chicken Marsala. Besides, eating in my room with Jules wasn’t the night I had in mind, but it was better than being around “Him.” We sat on my bed while we ate our dinners, and she talked about Asher. I told her to be careful of him so that he doesn’t treat her the way Lucas treated me the past few years. She assured me that she wouldn’t let that happen. I told her I couldn’t believe I had bought into Lucas’s lies that let me think I was the only girl for him. I felt like a damn moron for believing him. I could tell she was trying hard not to bring up Hunter and what I was going to do about everything. I appreciated her thoughtfulness, but I also knew she was curious at the same time.
A few hours later, she took our plates downstairs and left me alone with my thoughts. I didn’t feel like talking a lot, but then again, I didn’t want to sit alone in my room thinking about Hunter and how I may have seen him for the last time, thanks to my control-freak father.
The next morning came ever so slowly, and my bed looked like a war had broken out. Bed-one, Me-zero. I stumbled out of bed and over to my vanity, where I found this strange girl resembling a shell of me, staring back at me. Her hair was disheveled, and her clothes looked as if they had been wadded up in the bottom of the drawer before putting them on. There were dark circles under her eyes as well.
I opened my door, tiptoeing out into the hall, straining to hear if my father was still home in the kitchen. After a few minutes of leaning over the railing, I took a deep breath and started walking down the stairs. I stood at the bottom of the stairs, listening to who was in the kitchen with Valerie. When I didn’t hear my father’s voice, I looked down the hall to find his office door open. I was a few feet away from the kitchen, stretching my neck to look around the best I could from where I was standing in the hall.
“Good morning, Valerie,” I said, taking a few steps into the kitchen.
Valerie was standing in front of the stove in her jeans, tennis shoes, and a long, short-sleeved, knit maroon shirt with her apron tied around her waist. She set the spatula down next to the stove, then walked over to me, pulling me in for a hug. “I’m so sorry, Londyn. I tried to tell him I didn’t mind staying last night, but he was insistent that I go home as soon as dinner was done cooking.”
“It’s okay, Valerie. It’s not your fault.
“Didn’t you want me to make you something else for breakfast?” she asked, walking back over to the stove.
“No. I’m not really hungry today. I didn’t sleep well last night.”
“Didn’t sleep good? You look like total shit.” Jules said, walking past me.
“Thank you for that observation,” I snapped.
“Sorry, but have you looked at yourself in the mirror yet?”
“Yes. I know I look bad.” I walked over to get a glass out of the cabinet.
“Do you need help getting ready?” Jules asked, hopping up in the far-left stool.
“No,” I said, walking out of the kitchen, taking my glass of juice with me.
I closed my bedroom door behind me, then looked into the mirror and realized there was no way to fix the way I looked in the limited amount of time I had to get ready. I grabbed my phone, quickly dialing Mom to see if she would call me in sick.
“Morning, Mom. I was hoping you could do me a favor this morning and call me in sick at school,” I asked, my voice raspy.
“You sound dreadful. Are you getting sick? Do I need to make you an appointment to see the doctor?” Mom asked, concern flying at me through the phone.
“No, I’m not sick. I got zero sleep last night.”
“I have a feeling your dad has something to do with no sleep. Sure, I will call you in to school. Promise me you will go back to bed and get a little sleep.”
“I promise. First, I have to go down and see if Valerie can take Jules to school for me.”
“I need to call the school and let them know you are sick. I will let you text me later when you wake up. Again, try to get some sleep. Love you.”
“Thanks. Love you too, Mom.”
I tossed my phone down on my bed and ran downstairs to see if Valerie could take Jules to school for me.
“Valerie, is there any way you can drop Jules off at school today? Mom is calling me in sick, so I can get some sleep since I got none last night.
“Yes. I had a feeling you were going to stay home today. Do you want me to make you something real quick before I take Jules to school?” she asked, wiping down the far end of the island by the refrigerator.
“No. I will fix myself an English muffin with peanut butter and jelly. Thank you, Valerie.”
“Anytime, Sweetie. I feel bad about what happened last night. I know I work for your father, but you girls are like my own kids, and I love you.” She wrapped her arms around me, squeezing me gently.
She walked around and gave Jules a hug, too, then told her to grab her things so she could drop her off at school. They left the house ten minutes later, and I was left there alone in the kitchen, thinking about Hunter and if he would keep his promise about getting a hold of me today.
I grabbed the English muffins out of the bread box, putting one in the toaster. I got the peanut butter and jelly out, then poured myself a small glass of milk. I didn’t know why I was fixing this English muffin because I wasn’t hungry, but I promised Valerie I would eat a little something before I went back to bed. Valerie was like a second mom to me, and I couldn’t lie to her. She was away from her family to help take care of Jules and me, so that was the least I could do for all she was doing for us. I sat there at the island eating my breakfast when I heard the front door open and close. I sat there frozen, holding my breath, listening for the clicking sound that dress shoes make when they hit the tile floor with each step that a person takes.
“Londyn? Are you still up?” Valerie asked, walking into the kitchen.
The air escaped my mouth in a rush as my shoulders slumped from their stiffened state.
“Did I scare you? I’m sorry,” she said, walking around the other side of the island.
“I thought you were Dad at first. I didn’t want him to find me in here, demanding why I’m not at school right now.”
“Again, I’m sorry. Here, let me clean this up for you. Go get some sleep. I’ve got this.” She smiled, reaching for my plate and empty glass.
“Thank you, Valerie.”
I opened my door, closing it part-way, then curled up underneath my comforter. I rolled over to the left, facing the wall and window. I laid there for a few minutes, thinking about how hot Hunter looked yesterday. My eyelids were trying to close, but my brain wasn’t ready for me to go to sleep.
I kept hearing a buzzing sound coming from somewhere in my room. It finally hit me that it was my phone vibrating on my nightstand. I reached behind me, trying to grab my phone, but ended up knocking it further out of my reach.
I rolled over, raising up on my right forearm as I reached for my phone, which managed to scoot across my nightstand, almost knocking it off the other side. I looked at the time on my phone, falling back on my pillow in disbelief that I’d only been asleep for a little over an hour. Right away, I knew this day was doomed to be crap. I swiped my screen unlocked to see my messages. I had a few from Gavin, asking me if I was okay and that he missed me at my locker this morning. I sent him a text back that I didn’t sleep well last night, and I would explain more tomorrow at school.
There was no going back to sleep, so I decided to get up and take a nice hot bubble bath since I didn’t have to be anywhere right away.
I went downstairs to look for Valerie after I got done getting dressed after my nice hot bath. I peeked in my Dad’s office to see if she was in there cleaning it before he got home from work later. The only thing I found in there was his big mahogany desk that held his computer with two monitors. Behind the desk were shelves filled with priceless pieces of art and not one single picture of my sister or me. The walls had paintings on them, but again, no pictures of us. I stepped back away from his office, wondering if he even loved Jules and me. I had serious doubts about his love for us, but I knew he would deny my hunches or tell me I was being ridiculous. I walked back toward the entryway, glancing at the walls, noticing there were still no pictures of Jules or me. Once I got next to the stairs, I glanced up toward the top of the stairs, looking at the walls. The walls showed no signs of Dad having any kids. I thought about all the pictures on Hunter’s living room wall, and I felt jealous. Jealous that his dad was proud to show off pictures of him throughout the years.
“Londyn, what are you doing?” Valerie asked, walking out of the living room.
“I never noticed before that Dad has absolutely no pictures of Jules or me on any of the walls in the house. He doesn’t even have a picture of us on his desk.
“I’ve wondered that myself. I’m sure he loves you both.”
I turned to look at Valerie, not saying anything. I didn’t agree or disagree with her. I didn’t know if he loves us or not. He treated us like a product in a business.




Chapter 13







Valerie went to pick up Jules from school, since I was supposed to be home sick. I stayed in my room in case Dad happened to come home before Valerie got back from picking up Jules. I was about to start on homework that was due tomorrow when Jules cracked my door open to see how I was doing.
“Did you get any sleep this morning?” she asked, sliding stuff over to sit down on my bed.
“I got an hour. Gavin decided to blow up my phone, and I couldn’t go back to sleep after I texted him back. How was your day?”
“Pretty good. Asher and I had lunch together today. I really like him, Londyn.”
“I hope he continues to treat you well. Hey, Jules, can I ask you something?” I glanced up at her from my notebook.
“Sure.”
“I was looking for Valerie earlier today, and I happened to notice something that I’d never noticed before. I was wondering if you’ve ever noticed it too.”
“Noticed what?” She tilted her had slightly to the left.
“There are no pictures of us throughout the house. Have you ever noticed that?”
Her eyes narrowed for a few seconds, then widened a little bit. “Now that you mention it, there are not pictures of us around the house. Mom has pictures of us all over the place at her house. I’m surprised she doesn’t put them on the porch around the front door. I’m kinda curious as to why Dad doesn’t have our pictures up.”
“Don’t say anything to him about it. You know he would never tell us the truth. He would try to play it off that we are being ridiculous or something.” I rolled my eyes.
“I’m not going to bring it up to him. He would probably try and say you put me up to it, then proceed to lecture at you for putting crazy ideas into my head. Some crazy shit like that.”
“Thanks, Jules. You can come in here and do your homework with me if you want. I can move my stuff over for you.”
“Are you sure?”
“Absolutely.” I smiled.
She hopped off my bed and was out the door within a few seconds to go get her stuff. I barely had anything moved by the time she was back with her book bag. She went down to get us some drinks and a few things to snack on while we did our homework together.
She returned with glasses of sweet tea, cheese, crackers, and red grapes. I scooted over toward the far-side of the bed so she would have plenty of room. She handed me my phone I didn’t know why because it wasn’t like Hunter was blowing up my phone like he promised. I gave my phone a little toss toward my feet so I wouldn’t be tempted to pick it up in anticipation of him texting me, only to be disappointed.
“I take it Hunter hasn’t texted you today,” Jules said, not taking her eyes off her laptop.
“No.”
“Maybe he’s been busy.”              
I didn’t say anything, but shrugged my shoulders.
We didn’t speak while we worked on our homework. I welcomed the silence since it meant I didn’t have to answer questions as to why Hunter hadn’t got a hold of me yet. He probably got smart and realized he didn’t want to deal with this screwed up mess. Honestly, I wouldn’t blame him for running as fast as he could in the opposite direction. Who’d want to put up with my controlling asshole father looking down on you? I don’t know why my dad thought he had the right to judge people based on money. If you didn’t have money, then you weren’t good enough to be breathing the same air as him. Someone needed to put my dad in his place, once and for all.
I happened to look at the time on my laptop and realized Dad was due home in less than an hour. You’d think a daughter would be happy to see her dad after he’d been at work all day. Not me! I’d be happy if he stayed there 24/7. I had a pretty good feeling Jules felt the same way about him too. Being lectured at all the time gets tiresome and downright annoying. He never asked us about our days or anything. It was lectures from the time he walked in the door, until he went into his office or bed for the night. We prayed for those rare, glorious nights where he had to work late and did not get home until after we had gone to bed.
“Dad’s going to be home soon,” Jules said icily.
I could tell she wasn’t looking forward to him coming home either. I reminded her that we just had to make it to Friday, and then we would be back at Mom’s house. We went back to our homework, hoping this was going to be one of those nights where he had to stay over at work.
Much to our disappointment, we heard his car door close an hour later. We both sank down in my bed, dreading what the rest of the evening had in store for us. We looked at each other without saying a word, but knew exactly what the other one was thinking. We would stay up here as long as humanly possible.
“Girls, time for dinner,” Valerie said, through my closed door.
“Here we go…” Jules said, pushing the books out of the way.
I didn’t want to say anything, but she had it a little better than I did for the time being. She wasn’t the “Demon Child” that broke up with Dad’s version of the ideal boyfriend. I felt bad for her, in a few months when I leave for college, Dad wouldn’t have me to lecture and bitch at and would take it out on Jules. I had to think of a way to get her out of her for good. I didn’t want to leave her here alone.
I sighed, opening the door to go downstairs to eat dinner, and face whatever lecture he had prepared for me to hear. Jules followed close behind me to the kitchen. We walked into the kitchen side-by-side, inhaling simultaneously at the wonderful aroma that was coming from the oven,
“Valerie, what smells so good?” Jules asked, walking past the island and grabbing the silverware that was laid out on the counter.
“I fixed a pork tenderloin, roasted potatoes, and vegetables.” She smiled.
“It really smells wonderful.” I walked behind the island, getting glasses.
“How was school today, Jules?” Dad asked, walking into the kitchen. I had my back to him, rolling my eyes at the wall. I could tell this was going to be another silent treatment as part of my punishment for breaking up with Lucas. Dad went over to get his plate off the table, then proceeded to walk around me as if I wasn’t even there. He got his food and walked out of the kitchen. I tiptoed over to the doorway, placing my hand on the frame while I peeked around the corner to make sure he was going to his office to eat his dinner. When the door was closed behind him, I stood up and walked back into the kitchen to join Jules and Valerie, who was getting ready to leave for the night. Valerie looked at me, trying to hide the pity in her eyes. I know him not acknowledging me should bother me, but it didn’t.
“Valerie, it’s okay, really,” I said, looking over my shoulder at her as I got my food.
She stood there looking at me, not saying a word. There was nothing anyone could say.
Our dad was a major asshole.
“Well, I’m going to head home. I will see you girls in the morning. How about I make some muffins for breakfast?” She lifted my chin up with her thumb before giving me a hug goodnight.
“Yes!” Jules bellowed behind us.
Valerie left a few minutes later, locking the door behind her. Jules and I went back up to my room to eat dinner and finish what little homework we had left. I kept looking down at my phone toward the end of the bed, wanting to text Hunter.
“Londyn, you’ve only eaten a few bites of your food. What’s wrong?”
“Hunter promised me he would get a hold of me today. I don’t think he’s going to keep that promise.” I sighed, moving my fork through the food on my plate.
“Maybe he’s been busy today. Are you going to text him?” She took a bite of potatoes.
“I want to, but no.”
“I think he will text you in a few days. He might need a few days to take it all in. I wouldn’t give up on him so soon. Please eat a little more.”
I took a few more bites of tenderloin, potatoes, and veggies. I knew Jules was probably right about me jumping to conclusions. I just wanted him to text me or something so I knew he still wanted to be with me.
We stayed up in my room for a few hours before we took our plates and glasses back down to the kitchen. Jules went down the stairs first, leaning over the side to see if Dad’s office door was closed. If it wasn’t, she was going to take my stuff from me and send me back up to my room. She knew I wasn’t in the mood to be around Dad after what he did yesterday. She turned around, giving me the okay that his door was closed. We continued to tiptoe down the stairs and across the hall to the kitchen. Once we had our dishes in the sink, we made a mad dash back up the stairs to my room before he had a chance to come out of his office.
The next morning. I woke up and immediately looked in my vanity mirror to see whether the strange girl from yesterday had disappeared or if she decided to stick around for another day. I looked a little more like myself than I did yesterday. I got up and went into my bathroom to get ready for school. I wanted to get there a little earlier, so I could talk to Gavin about why I wasn’t at school yesterday. For my outfit, I picked a pair of dark brown leggings and a rust color, long tunic-like, plaid shirt with a pair of Vans. I put my hair up in a quick bun, with strands of hair, framing my face, and opted for a more natural look with my makeup. I opened the door and the smell of Valerie’s white chocolate raspberry muffins filled my room. I closed my eyes, inhaling the aroma that was lingering in the hall. I closed my door part way behind me, and headed down to the kitchen for a muffin before Jules and I left for school.
“Good morning, Valerie. Muffins smell delicious.” I walked around the island, grabbing a glass out of the drainer to pour myself some juice. “Sorry about the dishes from last night.”
“Don’t worry about the dishes. It didn’t take me long at all to wash them. Do you want me to send a couple muffins with you for Gavin and Sam or, they can wait till after school to come over for one, too,” she said, handing me a plate for my muffin.
“Let me text them and see what they want to do.” I smiled, getting a big muffin out of the basket. I was about to take the first bite of my muffin, when my phone chimed with a message.
“They asked if you could save them some for after school today.” I smiled.
“I should have plenty. I have another batch in the oven right now.”
“Great! I will have them come over after school. Thanks, Valerie.”
“Anytime, Sweetie.”
I finished my muffin, while Jules came in to grab one to take with us in the car. She had her hair curled, makeup flawless, wearing ripped jeans, ankle boots, and peach colored knit tunic.
I grabbed her stuff along with mine, since she had her muffin and drink in her hands. WE looked down the hall, and to our surprise saw Dad’s office door closed. I stood there for a minute staring at his closed door in disbelief that he couldn’t come out of his hole to say good morning to either of us. I knew he wouldn’t have said it to me, but he could have at least acknowledged Jules. I felt a tug on my shirt, and Jules telling me we needed to get to school. I took one more look down the hall before turning to head out the door.
I opened the passenger door for Jules, then put our bags in the backseat. I glanced at my phone for a second, long enough to see there were no texts from Hunter again.
Jules reached over, touching my arm, not saying a word. More was said in that sweet gesture than if she had sat there, trying to tell me everything was going to be all right.
I could see Gavin leaning up against the corner of our lockers, waiting for me like he does every day. He had on jeans, a black polo, and boat shoes. He smiled when he spotted me walking down the hall toward him and my locker.
“You look great today,” Gavin said giving me a big hug.
“Thanks. Sorry I wasn’t here yesterday. I got absolutely no sleep Sunday night. Dad decided to be a dick to Hunter, making him leave the minute we got there.”
“You’ve got to be kidding me? What the hell got into him?”
“He even told Hunter that Lucas and I were getting back together! I couldn’t believe he did that shit to me. He embarrassed me in front of Hunter, acting like a complete royal snob. His “You are beneath me because you don’t have money” bullshit! Seeing how he truly is now; I have to question why Mom didn’t leave him sooner than she did. He’s such an asshole!”
“Wow. You had a rough couple of days. Has he talked to you since that happened or is he giving you the silent treatment until you do what he says? Can’t you go live with your Mom?”
“No. He would only make things more difficult for her. I might switch colleges and move in with her. He even chose the college. I told him I would think about it, and next thing I know, I’ve been enrolled in the fall.” I rolled my eyes.
“I thought you wanted to go there though?” Gavin’s eyes narrowed.
“I was going to check out other colleges, but he took it upon himself to forge my application, without me knowing. When is my life going to be my life?”
“He is a bit of a control freak. What are you going to do?”
“I honestly don’t know. I don’t want to text Hunter, but then again, I need to know if he doesn’t want to be with my anymore.” I slammed my locker door shut.
“Oh, is someone having a bad day already?”
I let out an exasperated sigh before turning around to face whatever else Jayde had planned to say to me. “I’m not in the mood for your shit today, Jayde. What the hell do you want?”
“By how upset you are, I take it Hunter dumped you?” She smiled.
“NO! He didn’t dump me. I have been meaning to tell you something, Jayde. I’m glad you came up to me this morning. I’ve been meaning to tell you this for a few days now. Thank you for taking Lucas off my hands. You two truly do make a great couple. You both are self-absorbed, egocentric assholes. So, you see, you both are perfect for one another. Now, if you don’t mind, I need to get to class before I’m late.” I raised an eyebrow, smiling as I turned to walk down the hall.
Gavin chuckled, a few steps behind me. I paused in order for him to catch up with me, elbowing him slightly in his side, trying to get him to stop laughing so much. I couldn’t get mad at him. When I turned to my right, peeking over my shoulder back at her, I wanted to laugh too. She was standing there in the same spot, her fingers typing away on her phone. I assumed she was texting Sam about what I just said to her. Little did she know, Sam wasn’t wanting to listen to her shit anymore either.
The rest of the morning went by without any more drama, but I knew it wouldn’t last long. I was positive Jayde would try to start back up during lunch. I just hoped Lucas would keep her occupied long enough so she wouldn’t have time to start crap. Gavin was in his usual spot outside the cafeteria, waiting for me. I would have skipped lunch today if Gavin hadn’t shown up at school. I loved Sam with all my heart, but she wasn’t good at confrontations. She wasn’t as quick as Gavin and me with the comebacks, giving the person attacking her more ammunition. Gavin and I had to jump in numerous times to save her. Jayde even jumped in a few times but mostly let the other person rip poor Sam apart.
“I take it he still hasn’t texted you yet?” Gavin asked, putting his phone in his pocket.
“No. I should probably resign to the fact he doesn’t want to be with me.” I sighed.
“You don’t know that. Give him a few days.” He put his arm around me, walking through the doors with me. We slowly made our way over to Sam, with her nose in her phone. She said hello to us without raising her head away from her phone.
“Everything okay, Sam?” I said, sitting in the chair to the left of her. “Sam?” I said again, glancing over at Gavin, who was busy staring at some new guy at school. I had to stop for a few minutes to stare at him too. He was remarkably good-looking with short dark blonde hair, a muscular build, and piercing blue eyes.
I leaned over the table and whispered to Gavin. “Do you think he’s available?”
“What? What happened to Hunter?” He glanced at me, his mouth open.
“I meant for you.”
“Oh… He turned to his right again, watching the guy walk towards the rows of tables.
“Do you know anything about him?” I asked, trying to get Gavin’s attention. “Gavin?”
“Huh? Sorry. No, I don’t know anything about him.”
I was about to say something to Gavin when the guy walked up to our table.
“Do you care if I sit here with you?” He smiled.
Gavin sat there, smiling at him, not saying a word. I nudged him with my elbow, and all he did was turn to look at me.
“Yes. Sorry about my rude friend.” I glanced over at Gavin. “I’m Londyn; this is Gavin and Sam.”
“Hi,” Gavin said, holding out his hand.
“Hi,” Sam said, raising her head up from her phone. Her eyes widened when she saw the guy sitting across the table from her. She turned to look at me, then back over at the new guy.
“I’m sorry. My name is Wyatt Butler. I just moved here a few days ago, and this is my first day here. Again, thanks for letting me sit with you. I get the feeling a lot of kids don’t take to new kids that well.”
“You’re right about that, Wyatt. Most of them are too far up each other’s asses and don’t want to take the time to get to know new kids. Some of them think the rest of us are beneath them and can’t be bothered by us. To be honest, you aren’t missing much,” Gavin said, sitting his phone on the table.
“Gavin’s right. We aren’t like the rest of the snobs around this school. They refuse to associate with people they haven’t known most of their lives. Their parents are the same way. They won’t talk to you if they know you aren’t in the same social status as them,” I said, watching Gavin get up and walk toward the lunch line. Sometimes, he liked waiting a few minutes for the lines to die down before going up there to see if there was anything worth eating. Most of the time, there wasn’t anything good. He spent most of the time going back and forth, looking at everything as if it had somehow changed the second or third time he looked at it. Gavin was back in record time, and I knew what was bringing him back to the table so quickly.
“Nothing looked good today,” he said, handing me a bottle of water, the cup of strawberries, honeydew melon, and watermelon.
“Thanks!”
“Have you known each other long?” Wyatt asked, picking up his water bottle.
“Since middle school, but here recently, our group has gotten smaller,” I said, taking a bite of watermelon.
“Group?” Wyatt asked, his eyes narrowed.
“Yeah. There used to be four of us, but we had a falling out with her a few weeks ago.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.”
“Are you from Maryland?” I asked.
“No. We moved here for my dad’s new job. He transferred here from Quincy, Illinois. You know, higher position, more money. He didn’t want to live directly in Baltimore but wanted a city close enough to it.”
“What do you think about Columbia so far?”
“I like it. We are close to a bigger city, which is nice too. Do you ever go to Baltimore much on the weekends?”
“Sometimes we do. We should take you to the new nightclub that just opened up a few months ago for 18 to 20-year-olds.” Gavin smiled.
“That would be great.”
The more we sat there talking to Wyatt, I knew he was going to become a permanent part of our small group. We talked so much, not paying attention to the rest of the cafeteria, that most everyone had already left. We hurried up and gathered up our things, racing out the doors to our next classes before the bell rang. I continued to text Gavin about Wyatt and what he thought about him. I didn’t want to come out and ask him if he thought he was gay, but I went against my better judgment and asked him. He thought so, but he wasn’t sure. He was going to have to try and find out for sure some way. I managed to keep my mind busy the rest of the day, which made it go by a little faster than it would have. I spent it thinking about Hunter the whole time. If he didn’t want to be with me anymore, I had a right to know.
Jules was talking to Asher by my car when I walked out the doors of the school. I was within a few feet of my car when I heard someone honking off in the distance. It was a dark blue sports car, driving toward me, not slowing down. I jumped out of the way, flinging my book bag onto my car.
“Londyn, are you okay?”
“Um. Yeah,” I said, picking up my book bag. I turned around to find Wyatt standing to the left of me. I glanced over in front of me, where Jules and Asher had moved closer with a befuddled look on their faces. They kept glancing back and forth between Wyatt and me. I knew once he walked away, Jules was going to bombard me with questions about Wyatt and how I knew him. Wyatt was good-looking, but I still wanted Hunter.
“You sure you’re okay, Londyn?” Wyatt asked, stepping closer to me.
“Yeah. Thanks for coming over to check on me. Are you parked close by?” I asked, looking around to see where he could have parked because there weren’t many vehicles left in the parking lot.
“I’m parked right over there by the football field,” he said, pointing to the cherry red sports car. “Well, I should get going. I’ll see you later, Londyn.” He smiled, walking past me across the parking lot over to his car.
I turned back around to find Jules and Asher still standing there staring at me. “What?”
“Who is that? What about Hunter? Londyn, what the hell are you doing?” Jules yelled.
For a second, I felt like the little sister that had been caught going through her older sister’s room. “What do you mean, what am I doing? I’m not doing anything. He walked up to our table and lunch today, asking if he could sit with us. Besides, Gavin thinks he’s gay. I hope he is for Gavin’s sake.” I walked around, putting my stuff in the backseat.
Asher laughed. “He’s not gay. Trust me.”
I looked over the roof of my car at him. “How do you know he’s not?”
“Londyn, he’s not. Even I know he’s not, and he likes you. He had just walked out the door when the car came flying toward you and was over here within minutes.”
“He doesn’t like me. He was being nice, is all.”
Jules looked at me, raising her right eyebrow. “He. Likes. You.” She turned to kiss Asher goodbye, then got in the car.
“Bye, Londyn. I have to agree with Jules on this one.”
I glared at him across the car, not saying a word in response to his comment.
“Sorry.” He laughed, raising his hands up in a surrender motion.
I got in the car, trying to ignore Jules staring at me from the passenger seat. I knew she was wanting to start in about Wyatt. I didn’t want to hear any more about him. He was a friend and nothing more.
“I still say you should ask him out, Londyn,” Jules said, following me into the kitchen.
“Ask who out?” Valerie said, turning away from the stove.
“No one,” I said, walking over to the refrigerator.
“This new guy at school. He likes Londyn. His name is Wyatt. She didn’t tell me his last name, though.” She stepped up, sitting on the middle stool.
“New guy? What about Hunter?” Valerie asked, turning back around to face the stove.
“There is no new guy. Hunter still hasn’t called or texted me yet. He will, though.”
Londyn, there is a chance he might not, though. You could go out with Wyatt in the meantime while Hunter is trying to make up his mind if he wants to be with you or not. You can’t sit around waiting for him to decide.”
“Jules, why do you want me to go out with Wyatt so bad? I thought you liked Hunter,” I said, walking around to sit next to her.
“I do like Hunter. But I don’t like how he’s leaving you wondering if he’s going to call you or not. That’s not right, and you know it.”
“I have to agree with Jules, Londyn,” Valerie said, putting a plate full of warm chocolate chip cookies in front of us. She knew we couldn’t resist her cookies.
We stopped talking long enough to enjoy a few cookies. I was trying to cut down on the carbs, but who was I kidding? It was virtually impossible to cut out carbs in this house.
“Well, I need to go do homework before Asher comes over later. I will tell him to lay off you about Wyatt.” Jules smiled, walking out of the kitchen.
“Thanks.”
I sat there and watched Valerie put the remaining cookies in a container, and then she got dinner out of the refrigerator. I watched her carefully place the roast in a big roaster pan, then place potatoes, and carrots around it. I couldn’t remember the last time she had fixed a roast for us. After she put the pan in the oven, it hit me that Dad wasn’t going to be home tonight. Dad didn’t like roast, but Jules and I did. Valerie would only make it for us when she knew without a doubt he wasn’t going to be home for dinner.
“So, what does this guy look like?” Valerie asked, drying her hands.
“Wyatt?” I asked. “He’s actually good-looking. He’s muscular with dark blonde hair and gorgeous ice blue eyes.”
“He must be good-looking judging by the smile on your face.” Valerie smiled.
“He is definitely good-looking, but it doesn’t matter. I like Hunter,” I said, hopping down off the stool. I put my glass in the sink, then washed and dried my hands. I grabbed the cookie container and put the rest of the cookies up. I knew Valerie was wanting to say more to me about Hunter, but I didn’t give her the chance. I had put all the cookies away; I was out of the kitchen in a flash and up the stairs before she could say anything else. I closed my door, changing into a pair of yoga pants and a t-shirt. I tossed my book bag onto my bed, so I could get going on my homework from yesterday.
Asher came over a little bit before dinner was done. I couldn’t help but feel jealous that Jules was allowed to have him over without any problems. Hunter barely walked in the door, and Dad was demanding that he leave without any explanation at all. I told Valerie she didn’t have to stay with us, that I would take care of getting the roast out of the oven. I felt guilty that she stayed with us instead of going home earlier to be with her own family.
I had Jules and Asher help me get stuff ready for dinner. I had Asher set the table while Jules helped me get the rolls ready to put in the minute I pulled the roast out of the oven. I stood close to the stove because I knew the rolls wouldn’t take long to bake, and I didn’t want to risk burning them either.
I put the potatoes and carrots in bowls and the roast on a meat platter, and handed them to Jules to carry over to the table. The doorbell rang right as I was trying to put the hot rolls in the breadbasket, and I asked them if they could go see who was at the door.
“What smells so good?”
“Gavin!” I smiled. Stay for dinner. Valerie made pot roast, potatoes, and carrots before she left.”
“Do you have enough?” He smiled, taking a step to the side.
“Hi, Londyn.”
“Wyatt?” I said, quickly glancing over at Gavin.
“Hope you don’t mind me coming over with him.” Wyatt smiled.
“No, I don’t mind at all. There is plenty of food. Jules can grab a couple more plates,” I said, picking up the breadbasket.
“I can take that for you,” Wyatt said, taking the basket out of my hands with ease.
I turned to look over at Gavin, smiling from ear to ear. I motioned my head towards the kitchen table. He shrugged his shoulders, giggling back at me. I went to mouth something to him, when his eyes shifted to the left.
“Smells really good, Londyn.” Wyatt smiled, walking back over to the island.
“Thanks. Our housekeeper Valerie made dinner before she left for the night,” I said, looking out in the hall trying to locate Jules and Asher. There were over on the stairs, kissing. I coughed to get their attention. Jules jumped, which landed her on the step below where she was sitting. I couldn’t help but laugh.
“What?” Jules snapped.
“When you are done kissing Asher’s lips off his face, it’s time for dinner.” I giggled.
After dinner, Jules and Asher loaded the dishwasher while Gavin, Wyatt, and I went into the family room to talk and maybe watch a movie.
“Your house is amazing!” Wyatt said, looking around at the priceless pieces of art hanging up on the walls.
“Thanks. This is my dad’s house. My mom lives across town. Jules and I go over there every other week.”
“Her mom is an amazing cook too.” Gavin smiled, shifting movies around on the shelf.
“Maybe one day, I will be able to see for myself.” Wyatt smiled.
I didn’t know what to say in response to his comment, so I sat there looking like a complete idiot, barely shaking my head yes.
“What are you in the mood to watch?” Gavin asked.
“How about a funny comedy? Help take my mind off things.” I sat down in my big, oversized chair.
“Comedy is a great idea.” Wyatt sat down on the couch to the left of me.
“Comedy it is!” Gavin hopped up, holding the winning DVD case above his head. He walked over and put the movie in the player, then sat down on the couch across from Wyatt.
I yelled for Gavin to pause the movie and help me get drinks. I waited until we were down the hall and halfway to the kitchen before asking him what the hell he thought he was doing, bringing Wyatt over to the house. I didn’t have a problem with Wyatt, but how was I going to explain to him if, by some wild chance, Hunter would happen to stop by. Then again, I knew deep down; I didn’t have to worry about explaining anything to him. I walked around the island, glaring at Gavin.
He leaned over the island, whispering. “Why are you upset?” He’s good-looking, and he likes you.”
I whispered louder than I meant to. “How many times do I have to say that I like Hunter? He just needs a few more days, is all.”
“A few more days for what? If he truly wanted to be with you, then he would have texted you yesterday.”
An incredible sense of sadness swept over me. My shoulders slumped down as I lowered my head. “I know.”
“I’m sorry, Londyn. I didn’t mean to be so bold. I just don’t want you to waste your time on him, especially if he can’t let you know if he wants to be with you or not. And Wyatt seems like a great guy, and he obviously likes you. It was his idea to come over here tonight.” He walked around the island, pulling me in for a big “Gavin Hug,” those kinds of hugs where your face is buried into part of their chest, and you can’t breathe for a few seconds.




Chapter 14



I woke up Wednesday morning with a smile on my face for a change. I had to admit it was nice to be able to look in the mirror and not see a haggard version of myself. I went into my bathroom to get a shower, then went through my closet in search of something cute to wear.
Wyatt kept popping up in my mind while I was getting ready and was the main reason why I picked out what I did to wear to school. I picked a pair of skinny jeans, a pale pink sweater, and a pair of black flats. I had extra time to curl my hair since I woke up almost an hour early. I fluffed my hair, making sure not to pull the curls out at the ends. My makeup was natural because I didn’t want to make it too obvious as to what I was doing. I did feel guilty, but then again, Hunter hadn’t talked to me since he left Sunday evening.
“Good morning, Londyn.” Valerie sat a plate of cinnamon rolls down on the counter.
“You look pretty this morning.”
“Thanks, Valerie.”
“I’m guessing Hunter finally talked to you after I left last night?” She smiled, handing me a glass.
“Look at you!” Jules hollered, walking into the kitchen. She had a reason to dress up for school. She saw Asher a lot throughout the school day.
“What about me?” I asked, looking down at my clothes.
“I think she looks beautiful.” Valerie smiled.
“She does. Did you ask her why she looks this way?” Jules winked.
“Hunter talked to her last night, finally.”
“No. It’s not Hunter.” Jules tilted her head, looking over at me with a smirk on her face.
“Not Hunter?”
“Nope.”
Valerie stood there swapping glances between us as if she were watching a tennis match. “Someone tell me something,” she blurted out.
“I will since Londyn is still in denial. Wyatt came over last night. He really likes her.”
“Jules, he’s just a friend,” I snapped.
“Yeah. Keep telling yourself that.” She pointed her finger at me, moving it up and down.
“Did you ever think maybe I did this for myself?”
“Sure, you did.” She laughed.
“Wow, you look great, Londyn,” Gavin said, moving away from my locker. “I haven’t seen Wyatt this morning yet.”
“This isn’t for Wyatt!” I yelled.
“Yeah. Sure.”
“Can’t a girl dress up without having a motive behind it?”
“Umm. No.” He laughed.
I could never lie to Gavin; no matter how hard I tried, he would always know I was lying. The real question to be asked was…Am I lying to myself about Wyatt?
“Is it obvious?” I asked, looking into a tiny mirror hanging up on the inside of my locker door.
“Not to those that don’t know you that well.” He nudged me with his elbow. “I’m rather jealous myself. I was really hoping to be with him. All he talked about was you before we got to your house. No offense, he was starting to annoy me. That is how much he was talking about you.”
“Really?”
“Come on, before we are late to class,” he said, closing my locker for me.
He wrapped his arm around mine, asking me what I was going to do about Hunter and Wyatt. The one question that kept coming to mind, walking down the semi-crowded hall…What about Hunter? I mean, if Hunter truly wanted to be with me, he would have talked to me by now. Instead, he left me in the dark, wondering what the hell was going on and if he was ever going to speak to me again. It was time I took charge of my life, and not let other people decide for me. I was so lost in my own thoughts that I didn’t hear a word Gavin had said to me. I turned to the right every few seconds to see his mouth moving, but it was as if there was no sound, just movement. I wasn’t good at reading lips either, so I would shake my head every few minutes without knowing what I was shaking my head too. For all I knew, he could have been calling me a big dumbass, and there I was, walking beside him shaking my head in agreement.
Gavin walked me to Math, then hurried across the school to his class. I was amazed that he was never late to class, considering the first bell always rang the minute we reached my class. Mrs. Webster was already at her desk, looking on her computer, when I walked into the classroom. She glanced up and nodded, then went right back to looking at the computer. I walked over to my seat, which was now toward the back of the room. I was fine with it, even if I was surrounded by most of the guys in the class. Jayde was up toward the front of the class, which made the switch that much better. She was up there talking to her new so-called friends, who were probably just being nice to her because of Lucas. I knew without a doubt one of them would deceive Jayde by sleeping with Lucas.
English and Marketing flew by, and the bell rang for lunch. I left my books in my seat, grabbing my back that was hanging on the back of my chair. I turned around to find I was the last one in the classroom. I walked out into the hall, that had a few scattered kids getting to their next class or going to lunch. I strolled towards the cafeteria, where I knew Gavin would be waiting for me outside as usual.
“Well, hello, Sunshine. Why do you look so down?”
“You know why.” I sighed, opening the door to the cafeteria.
“Oh…” He followed behind me.
We walked over to our table where Sam was sitting there eating a salad, playing around on her phone.
“Wow…You look great, Londyn,” she said, laying her fork down. “Hunter, finally get a hold of you?” She smiled.
“No. I don’t think he’s going to either.”
Sam sat there with a puzzled look on her face. “Then?”
“She got a surprise visit at her house last night. I showed up with someone that wanted to see her.” Gavin winked.
“Who?” Sam asked before taking another bite of her salad.
Gavin didn’t say a word but motioned over toward the door. Sam crinkled up her nose, looking at Gavin, then looked straight in front of her toward the door.
“Wyatt?”
Gavin smiled, shaking his head yes.
“Oh. My. God! Wyatt!” She yelled.
“Will you be quiet?” I yelled through gritted teeth.
Sam sat there looking at both of us as she took a couple more bites of her salad. “Well, I want details! You can’t leave me hanging.”
Gavin started to tell Sam what happened, when she cleared her throat, motioning her eyes, trying to get Gavin’s attention.
“What?” annoyance escaped his mouth.
“Hey, Gavin,” Wyatt said, pulling a chair out to sit down between Gavin and me.
I didn’t know if it was possible, but Wyatt was even more good-looking than yesterday. His hair was spiked up in the front, his dress shirt hugged his muscles, and his eyes looked bluer today than yesterday. I found myself staring at him a couple of times and managed to turn away right when he would look my way.
“So, what is everyone doing after school today?” Wyatt asked, glancing at his phone.
“I’m going absolutely nothing,” Gavin answered, looking at me. “What about you, Londyn?”
“What about me?” I looked at Gavin, then over at Sam as she took another bite of her salad.
“What are you doing after school?” Gavin shifted his eyes to the right of him at Wyatt. “I don’t think you have anything going on, do you?”
“I have to take Jules home after school. What about you, Sam? What are YOU doing after school?” I tilted my head, raising my eyebrows at her.
“Huh?” She looked up from her phone. “What am I…” 
              “Doing after school?” I repeated myself.
“Oh. Um…Going…To your house.”
“Sam is coming over after school.” I smiled at Gavin.
“That’s okay. Wyatt, do you want to go over to Londyn’s after school?” Gavin winked at me.
“Sure,” he said, glancing down at his phone.
I glared across the table at Gavin, hoping daggers would fly out of my eyes at him.
He mouthed “what” at me, but Wyatt turned back around toward us before I had a chance to mouth anything back at him. Sam was keeping unusually quiet, which wasn’t like her. I tried several times to get her to talk to me, but she was too into her salad. In fact, her salad looked delicious, but I wasn’t in the mood for one today. I could go for a big juicy cheeseburger and fries, something I don’t eat that often, but I indulge once in a while. Today was turning into one of those days.
I looked at each of them, watching for a few seconds before turning to the next one. Wyatt was on his phone, flipping through what looked like texts, Gavin was doing the same while looking around the cafeteria every few seconds, and Sam was finishing up her huge salad.
“Instead of going to my house, would you all want to go get something to eat somewhere?”
“Where do you want to go?” Gavin and Wyatt asked at the same time.
“I don’t care, as long as they gave a good cheeseburger and fries. I really want that.”
“That does sound good,” Sam mumbled, chewing her food while she held a hand up in front of her mouth.
“Great! I will run Jules home first and meet you wherever you all want to go,” I said, getting up to grab something to snack on before lunch was over.
“Hey, Londyn, care if I go up with you?” Wyatt asked, getting up out of his chair.
“Sure.”
“By the way, you look beautiful today. I didn’t want to say anything in front of your friends. It would’ve made things awkward.”
I had to yell at Jules to hurry up when I got closer to the car after the last bell of the day. I threw my bookbag in the backseat, then looked behind my car toward the row of trees where Jules was with Asher. I yelled at her again to come on before I left her there. Five minutes later, she hopped in the passenger seat, trying to get her seatbelt fastened before I stepped on the gas.
“Why are you in such a rush?” she snapped.
“I have to be somewhere in about forty-five minutes, and I want to fix my makeup.”
“Fix your makeup? Where are you going?” She turned to face me, trying to look me in the eye.
“What?” I said, glancing quickly over at her, averting my eyes back to the road.
“You know what. Does this have to do with Wyatt? Londyn, what about Hunter?”
“What about him? He’s not tried to get a hold of me for three days now after he promised me. So, what about him?”
“I know you are upset, but I believe he’s going to contact you. I know you really like Hunter. I know you like Wyatt, too. You need to be honest with yourself and Wyatt. If you can sit there and tell me without a doubt you are over Hunter; I will shut up about you liking Wyatt.”
I tightened my grip on the steering wheel, twisting my hand around it. I didn’t want to admit my sister was right about me not being over Hunter. I was mad for letting myself be sucked into liking Wyatt way too fast. I eased up off the gas as we made our way down the road towards home.
“What are you doing, Londyn?” I thought you had somewhere to be?”
“Not anymore.” I sighed.
“Londyn, you can’t sit at home waiting for Hunter either. I know it’s none of my business where you were going, but you should still go.”
“I was meeting Wyatt, Gavin, and Sam at PJ’s for a burger,” I glanced over at her, waiting for her response.
“Londyn, forget what I just said. You need to go have fun with friends.” She smiled. “I don’t think you want to hear Dad bitch about how you should be with Lucas still. Besides, Asher is coming over later, so I won’t be by myself with Dad. Thank God!”
I let out a frustrated sigh the minute I spotted Dad’s car from the road. “What the hell is he doing home? I don’t feel like or have time to play his question game.”
“You go upstairs to fix your makeup, and I will stall him so you can leave after you are ready.”
“Thanks, Jules.”
I parked the car, then we each took a deep breath, exhaling before we opened the doors to get out and go inside to face him. We grabbed our bags from the backseat and headed inside to face questions or lectures. The minute my foot hit the entryway, I ran upstairs, closing my bedroom door behind me. I flung my book bag over onto my bed, and I sat down so fast on my vanity bench that I nearly bounced onto the floor. I plugged in my curling wand to re-curl some of the curls that had fallen throughout the day while I touched up my makeup. I picked up my phone to make sure I wasn’t running late to PJ’s to meet everyone.
I cracked my door open, listening to see if I could hear Dad moving around downstairs. I eased the door open enough to get out, closing it behind me. I tiptoed over to the stairs, leaning over the banister as much as humanly possible, trying to see if I could tell if he was in the kitchen with Valerie and Jules or was hibernating in his office for the day already. The minute I stepped onto the top stair, he started yelling for me to come into his office for a minute. I let out a loud exhale, dropping my head, thumping my feet down the stairs. Jules came out of the kitchen when she heard me throwing a semi-fit down the stairs.
“I’m sorry, Londyn. I tried to keep him occupied as much as I could,” she whispered.
“It’s okay, Jules,” I said, walking down the hall toward his office.
“Dad, did you want to see me?” I asked, knocking on his partly closed door.
“Where are you going? Jules said you were meeting friends for a burger,” he said from behind his desk, not taking his eyes off the computer screen. There were several papers all over his desk, which let me know he was going to be in here most of the evening working.
“Yes, I’m meeting Gavin and Sam at PJ’s for a burger. I need to get going before I’m late. Is there anything else you need?”
“Is Hunter going to be there?”
Boom, there it was! I knew there was a reason for him calling me down here, and sure enough, he couldn’t resist.
“No, he’s not going to be there, thanks to you. And, if he did happen to be there, what is the big deal? You don’t like him for the simple fact he doesn’t have money, and that is a jackass move,” I snapped.
“Watch how you talk to me!” he glared at me over his monitor.
“Why should I? You didn’t show Hunter or me any respect when you chased him out of here Sunday evening. The respect thing goes both ways. You want me to respect you, but you don’t show the guy I like any,” I clamored, slamming the door behind me.
I made my way to the door and out to my car before he had the chance to stop me. I didn’t care. I was tired of him belittling people because they didn’t have money. Jules came flying out the front door, right as I was starting to back up.
“Can I go with you, Londyn?” she asked, looking back at the house.
“Go get your phone and stuff real quick.”
She ran into the house and back out within what seemed like a mere five minutes. She jumped in the front seat, and we sped down the drive. I didn’t ask her why she wanted to go with me, but I assumed it had to do with Dad bitching at her about me and who I was meeting at PJ’s.
“You okay, Jules?” I asked once we were far enough down the road from the house.
“Yeah. Dad came out of his office into the kitchen, yelling about how you had no right to talk to him like that, and I shouldn’t look up to you anymore,” she sighed.
“Thanks, Jules. He’s probably going to get mad at you for leaving with me.”
“I’m not worried about him getting mad at me. He didn’t say anything when I went back in the house to get my stuff.”
“I thought Asher was coming over in a little bit?”
“Do you care if he comes to PJ’s?” She leaned forward, trying to look me in the eye as best she could.
“Tell him we are on our way there now.” I smiled.
“Thanks, Londyn!” Her fingers started gliding over her phone.
We arrived at PJ’s about fifteen minutes later. When I pulled in, I instantly spotted Gavin’s car. He probably picked up Wyatt and Sam on the way. Jules let me know that Asher was on his way and would be here in about ten minutes while we made our way to the entrance.
PJ’s was a locally owned burger place that had almost any kind of burger you could ask for. The doors were a dark wood, with etched glass in the middle of them. Inside, the floors were dark mahogany, with booths and tables close to the same color in wood. There were pictures of local high school teams on the walls from various sports. Off to the left of the front doors was the hostess station, with a couple of girls dressed in black pants and burgundy shirts. One of the girls showed us where Gavin and them were sitting, which only sat four people. Jules sat in the booth across the aisle from us, so it would be easier to include them in conversations. Gavin and Sam were sitting on one side of the booth, which left the seat next to Wyatt for me. I gave Gavin the evil eye when I sat down next to Wyatt. He raised his eyebrows, motioning his hands up like, “what did I do?” He knew exactly what he did. He’s not the only guilty one either. I ordered a sweet tea, and Jules got the same.
“Are we ready to order?” Gavin asked, looking down at the menu.
“Not yet. We are waiting for Asher, remember.”
“Oh, yeah.”
We sat there talking about the day and made sure to include Jules in the conversation while we waited on Asher to get there. He was there not quite ten minutes later, scooting in next to Jules in the booth. He apologized for being a little late.
“What are you doing after we get done eating?” Wyatt asked me, leaning closer to me.
“Probably going home to get yelled at for what I said to my Dad before we left the house.” I sighed.
“What happened?” Gavin asked, taking a drink of his tea.
“You know my dad. He couldn’t resist asking if Hunter was going to be here with us. After he did that, I couldn’t help but go off on him for what he did Sunday evening.”
“Oh, Londyn. You didn’t.”
“Yeah, I did. Then, I stormed out of the house.”
“Hunter?” Wyatt asked, tightening his hand into a fist.
I glanced down at his fist on the table, then over toward Gavin, who was staring at Wyatt’s fist too. We both shot each other a quick look without saying a word to one another. I made a mental note to be sure and text Gavin later about it. I was positive he was doing the same exact thing also.
“Londyn’s dad chased him away Sunday evening,” Sam said, not noticing Wyatt’s fist on the table.
“He’s the guy you’ve been talking about?” He scowled.
“Is that a problem?” I questioned, looking over at Gavin instead.
He relaxed his fist and the scowl erased from his face. “Sorry. Jealousy got a hold of me when there was no reason for me to be. Please accept my apology, Londyn.” He reached for my hand.
“It’s okay. It has been a crazy week. Hopefully, the craziness is behind us, and things can start getting back to normal.” I smiled, raising my glass of tea.
I didn’t realize at the moment how crazy things were about to get. Maybe I had brought it on myself by stating that I hoped things would get back to normal. Our server just happened to be one of the girls from school that most made fun of because she had to work, unlike the rest of us. She seemed startled when she looked up from her mini ordering pad. I knew she recognized Sam and me for sure, and probably Gavin too. She tucked her wild strands of hair behind her ears, ran her hand over her shirt, and adjusted her apron. The lighting in the restaurant was dim, but I could still make out the flushed color on her cheeks. She didn’t make eye contact with us when she asked if we were ready to order. I personally never had a problem with her or the fact she had to work.
Sam realized who our server was and looked over at me, trying to get my attention without making it obvious as to what she was doing. I looked back at her, mouthing that I already knew.
Gavin was beyond clueless that our server was Kristen from school. Then, it hit me that I didn’t know her last name. I felt a lump in the pit of my stomach to think that I could be as heartless as Jayde. Gavin and Wyatt both ordered burgers, while Sam ordered a big crispy chicken salad. Then, it was my turn to order, but I was too busy trying to remember Kristen’s name that I forgot to look at the menu.
“I can come back in a minute if you need more time,” Kristen said, barely above a whisper.
“I’m sorry, Kristen. I got preoccupied and didn’t look at the menu, but I know what I want to eat, though.”
She looked up at me, her eyes wide. “I didn’t think you recognized me.”
“I know who you are. Good for you for working and making your own money. I think it’s great. You shouldn’t worry about what those stuck-up assholes say at school. They wouldn’t know what to do without their parent’s money.” I smiled.
A faint smile spread across her face. “Thanks, Londyn. I always knew you weren’t like the others in the school. What can I get you?”
“I’m in the mood for a good cheeseburger with sautéed mushrooms.”
“Is fries okay?”
“Fries are great. Thanks.”
Kristen typed in my order, then walked back to get a pitcher of sweet tea to refill our glasses.
I turned to look at Wyatt, who was sitting there smiling at me, with no evidence left of what had happened a few minutes ago when he found out Hunter’s name.
“She goes to school with us?” Wyatt asked.
“Yeah. Her name is Kristen. She’s a junior. A lot of the kids in school make fun of her for having to work. Her parents aren’t as rich and made her get a job to help pay for a lot of the things she wants. They are really mean to her a lot of the time. She never says a mean thing to them in return. I don’t see how she does it. Our ex-friend Jayde used to make fun of her too. That was until I made her stop.”
Wyatt leaned closer to me when Gavin and Sam weren’t paying attention because they were talking about an assignment in their biology class. He looked over at them, leaning a little closer, and whispered. “What are you doing later?”
“I actually have some homework to make up in classes from the other day. Why?” I asked, searching his face for the answer.
“I was going to see if you wanted to do something, or maybe see a movie.”
“I wish I could, but I really need to get my homework done. Maybe another time?”
“Yes. Soon.”
I blushed from the desire I saw in his eyes. I knew I was getting myself into a situation that was going to cause me more heartache than I would be able to handle. I wanted to be with Hunter, but he was showing obvious signs that he didn’t feel the same by not getting in touch with me after he promised he would. Then again, I was debating on whether I should take Gavin’s advice and go out with Wyatt. Wyatt was hot, nice, and showed interest in me, unlike Hunter at the present time. I sat there listening to the three of them talk about various things, from school to the hottest songs out on the radio and about catching some concerts here soon.
“Everything okay, Londyn?” Wyatt asked.
“Huh? Yeah. Just thinking. Sorry if I’m quiet.”
“No need to apologize. Making sure you’re okay.”
“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound convincing. The real question was who was I trying to convince—Wyatt or myself.
I looked over at Jules and Asher in the booth across from us, enjoying each other’s company without a care in the world, talking and laughing like they are the only ones around, not caring what is going on around them at the moment. I so envied them. Jules happened to catch me watching them, smiling over at me briefly before going back to talk to Asher.
We got our food, which helped alleviate some of the stress. I engaged in some of the conversation a little more and ended up enjoying myself without feeling guilty.
Wyatt walked me to the car while Jules was saying goodbye to Asher over at his car.
“Londyn, I had a great time with everyone. I was wondering if I could have your number?” He smiled.
“Okay. You ready?”
He had his contacts popped up and ready for information to be added. “Yes.” He handed me his phone for me to type in my number.




Chapter 15



Thursday morning brought added confusion to the situation that was already complicated enough. Wyatt had texted me on and off most of the evening after we got home from PJ’s. I grabbed my phone off my nightstand, and there was a text from Wyatt already, telling me good morning and that he couldn’t wait to see my pretty face at school.
I slid out from under my warm comforter and went to get a shower in hopes it would wash away the guilt that had crept up on me. I picked out a pair of ripped jeans, a light-weight sweater and threw my hair up in a bun.
“Morning, Valerie,” I said, walking into the kitchen.
“Good morning.” She handed me a glass from the cabinet, then walked back over to the stove.
I didn’t even have to ask what she was baking. I could tell from the sweet aroma exactly what was in the oven, and I couldn’t wait until they were done.
About ten minutes later, Jules came down and yelled “Muffins,” then got her a glass out of the cabinet. I don’t think there was anyone that loved Valerie’s muffins more than Jules.
Jules hopped up on the stool next to mine, sipping her juice while she waited on muffins.
“Good morning, Jules,” Dad said, walking into the kitchen, ignoring me completely.
Guess he’s back to not talking to me after our argument yesterday in his office. I didn’t care if he was at me.
Valerie asked him if he wanted a muffin for breakfast. He told her to save him one for later. He told her he wouldn’t be home until late because of meetings and asked if she could stay a little later tonight. She told him she would only be able to stay long enough to get dinner going for Jules and me. She had to get home to celebrate with her family. He reached inside his suit jacket and pulled out his wallet, handing her a crisp one hundred dollar bill. He told her to go by her daughter something special for her birthday. I didn’t understand how he could be a great boss but a horrible father. He walked past me without saying a word on his way out of the kitchen. I know I shouldn’t be upset that he doesn’t talk to me because it saves me from listening to his asinine comments about how I shouldn’t socialize with certain people. It still hurts, though, that he can ignore me so easily.
Valerie placed two plates in front of us, then put the basket of muffins in front of us. Jules immediately grabbed a muffin and held it up to her nose, closing her eyes smiling.
“Londyn, you just have to hold out until Saturday morning.” Valerie smiled.
“Saturday? I thought we were going over there tomorrow after school again?” I took a bite of my muffin.
“Dad told Mom we would be there Saturday morning.” Jules rolled her eyes.
Even in the midst of disappointment, I could feel a smile start to spread across my face when I thought about the last time I was at Mom’s house. Hunter was over there pretty much every day, wanting to spend time with me. For the first time since Sunday evening, I had a glimmer of hope that maybe Hunter was waiting until I was at mom’s to get a hold of me. He knew I alternated weeks between my parents.
Gavin was in his usual spot next to my locker when I turned the corner. He was busy on his phone, talking to a few random kids that passed by. I knew he was going to start in about Wyatt the minute he saw me.
“Morning, Sunshine.” He smiled, not taking his eyes off his phone. “So, did Wyatt blow up your phone last night when you got home?”
“Gavin, we are just friends,” I said, trying to sound convincing.
“Friends? Yeah, right.” He laughed. “That boy has more than just friends on his mind. I don’t care what anyone says.”
“You are wrong.” I leaned back, glaring at him around my locker door.
“You can glare at me all you want. You know deep down I’m right.” He put his phone in his cargo pocket of his shorts. “Come on before we are late to class.”
“I was going to tell you something, but I don’t know if I should seeing how you are being towards me this morning,” I tilted my head to the side.
“Tell me what?”
“I don’t know if I should ask you to come over later after school. I might keep them all for myself.” I smirked.
“Valerie made muffins! Bitch, you know better than to tease me like that.” He playfully smacked me on the arm.
“She made a huge batch of them this morning. Dad isn’t going to be home until late tonight, and Valerie is leaving after she gets dinner started. It’s her daughter’s birthday today. Oh, and get this. Dad gave her money to go get her daughter something special, but ignores his own daughter.” I slammed my locker door.
Gavin didn’t have a response to what I had told him. He put his arm around me as we walked down the hall to our classes. He reminded me that I would be back at my mom’s house in a couple of days, and I will get a break from my dad and his constant badgering about how I should only associate with people of the same social status. I told him Valerie had reminded me of the same thing right after my dad left for work. He told me Valerie was a great lady, and I couldn’t have agreed more with him. I told him he should stay for dinner with Jules and me tonight. He said he would be over for muffins right after school and would let his mom know he was going to stay and have dinner with us.
English was pretty much the same as Math class, reviewing for exams that were starting next week before Spring break. We went over Shakespeare and a few other things that would for sure be on the exam. Even though Gavin and Sam weren’t in class with me, they were each taking turns blowing up my phone about talking to Wyatt and giving him a chance. I ignored their texts after about the tenth one. I was starting to get dirty looks from the teacher. I put my phone up, so I wouldn’t be tempted to text them back. I knew I was going to see them in about an hour at lunch.
“You guys almost got me in a lot of trouble during English with your never-ending texting about Wyatt,” I grumbled.
“Sorry, Londyn,” Gavin said, opening the door for me.
“It’s okay. I know you guys want me to be happy, but I have a feeling Hunter might get a hold of me once I’m at my mom’s house this weekend.”
Gavin turned his head slightly towards me, not saying a word. His look told me more than he could’ve ever said.
We glanced at the food and salad bar on the way to our table. I hadn’t paid much attention to who was sitting with Sam until we got closer to her. Wyatt was sitting across from her at the table, and we all knew why.
“Hi, Londyn,” Wyatt said, smiling up at me.
“Hi,” I said, placing my phone on the table.
“Hey, Londyn. You look great,” Sam smiled.
“Thanks. Did you get your hair done last night? It looks really good,” I touched Sam’s hair.
“Yeah. I wasn’t sure about getting it cut, but I figured what the hell. It’s only hair. If I don’t like it, it will grow back.” She held up a section of her hair to her face, looking down at it.
“I really like it!” I smiled.
“I thought there was something different about you, but I couldn’t figure it out. Now that Londyn pointed it out. I like it too.” Wyatt smiled at Sam, then over at me.
“Thanks, Wyatt,” Sam said, with a huge smile on her face.
I sat there for a few more minutes listening to the conversation before getting up to go look at the salad bar. Wyatt joined me on my stroll to look it over and if there was anything worth eating. The lettuce looked pretty fresh compared to the last few days. They must have gotten a complaint about the brown spotted lettuce they were trying to serve to us earlier in the week. There was always a complaint at least once a week or every couple of weeks about the appearance of the food. I had to admit; brown lettuce was definitely a complaint worth yelling about.
“What are you going to get, Londyn?” Wyatt asked, walking up next to me after getting himself something to eat. He had gotten what looked like a turkey sub, chips, and a bottle of water.
“I’m thinking about getting a salad since the lettuce looks pretty good today,” I said, grabbing a bowl.
Against my better judgment, I invited Wyatt along with Sam after school for muffins and dinner. I hurried up and texted Valerie asking her what she was making for dinner and if there would be enough for extra people. She asked me if Gavin and Sam were coming over for dinner, and I told her Wyatt too. All she replied with was a smiley emoji, nothing else.
We were eating and making plans for this weekend since I was going to be at my mom’s house for a week. Gavin kept telling Wyatt how great my mom was compared to my dad.
“Wow, cheating on your new boyfriend already?”
I sat there clenching my teeth together, glancing over at Gavin, who looked disgusted.
“What the hell do you want, Jayde?” I asked, annoyed.
“Who is your new boyfriend?” She asked with a sardonic smile.
“Hi, Wyatt Butler.” He said, looking up at her.
“You might want to rethink who you make friends with.”
“Why’s that?” He asked, gazing at each of us for a few seconds.
“They aren’t people you want to be friends with. Gavin, there will hit on you, Sam is too much of a teacher’s pet, and well, Londyn cheats on guys.” She sneered.
“Really? Wow…Thanks for letting me know that.” He raised an eyebrow. “Sounds like my kind of friends.” He said in the most sarcastic way possible.
I looked over at Gavin, who was trying not to spit his drink all over the table. Sam turned towards Jayde and gave her the finger with a huge smile. As for me, I sat there enjoying my friends, letting Jayde know what they thought of her rather pathetic analysis of us. She stood there glaring in disbelief that what she said had no effect on Wyatt whatsoever. In fact, it had the opposite effect of what was intended.
“Jayde, you had your little fun. Why don’t you run back over to your ever-perfect ass of a boyfriend? He needs you to worship the quicksand he walks on.” I beamed with sarcasm.
“Does he know you have a new boyfriend?”
“Yes, I do. Again, thanks for clarity,” Wyatt said, moving closer to me. “You might want to do what Londyn says and head back over there to your boyfriend. He looks like he’s about to go face-first into the table.” Wyatt motioned his head in the direction of Lucas.
“I looked at Wyatt then over towards Lucas, who went to walk away from the table but landed in his buddy’s tray of food. I let out a loud snort. When I started laughing, Sam spit her drink all over her food, laughing. I watched Gavin fall out of his chair in slow motion, laughing. He was laughing so hard; tears were rolling down the sides of his face onto the tile floor. Jayde ran over to grab some towels from the lunch ladies to go help clean up his face and top of his shirt. I sat there in complete amazement at what had just happened, giggling while I looked back and forth between all of them. Wyatt sat there with a devilish grin on his face. I wanted to ask how he knew that was going to happen, but I wanted to enjoy the moment a little longer.
I told Jules about the awesome thing that happened during lunch on the way home from school. She busted out in laughter kept saying she wished she could’ve been there to see it. I told her it was the greatest thing ever. I didn’t mention anything about Wyatt saying it was going to happen before it did. She would have thought I was making it up or didn’t hear Wyatt correctly. I knew exactly what I heard, and then saw it happen afterward. The only thing better would’ve been if someone had managed to catch it on their phone and posted it on the internet. That would be the ultimate revenge.
The minute I pulled into my parking spot, I had my stuff in hand, flying through the front door and up to my room. I opened my door so fast that it hit my closet door. I tossed my stuff onto my bed, searching for my phone in the bottom of my bag. I flipped through the chat app, looking for the possible video in case someone had recorded it. I slumped back onto my bed, letting my phone flop down next to me. Not one single video of Lucas falling onto the tray. I was sure there would have been at least one video, but then again, it happened so fast.
I laid there thinking about how Wyatt had said it was going to happen, and then it did, in fact, happen. There was no possible excuse or explanation for what had happened. I sat up, leaving my phone there on the bed. I glanced across over at my vanity mirror, where I found my eyeliner was a little smudged, and my nose was shining like a cautionary sign. I did a quick fix on my makeup before Gavin got here with Wyatt and Sam. I decided not to change my clothes, but I did put on some fuzzy socks. I took one last look in the mirror and headed down to the kitchen to talk to Valerie before everyone arrived.
I walked into the kitchen to find Valerie slicing vegetables to be roasted for dinner.
“Hi, Valerie. Do you need any help?” I asked, walking up beside her.
“I’m almost done, but thank you for offering.” She smiled. “How was your day?”
“It started out kinda slow until lunch; then it got really great.” I giggled.
“You are in a little bit better mood. It must have been something pretty great.” She sliced up a couple more vegetables.
“Valerie, it was the greatest thing ever. I just wish someone could have gotten it on video. That would’ve made my year.”
“What happened that was so great?”
“Lunch started out okay, and almost became a complete shit show, thanks to Jayde and her stupidity. She had to make a scene at our table, telling Wyatt stupid shit about us like Gavin would hit on him, Sam is a teacher’s pet, and I cheat on my boyfriends. I told her she needed to hurry back over to Lucas to worship him some more.”
Valerie was trying hard to be a good adult and not laugh at what I was telling her, but I hated
“Oh, that’s not the best part. Wyatt started in on her. I don’t know how he did it, but he told her she needed to go help Lucas because he was about to fall over the table. And that is exactly what he did! He fell face-first into a tray of food. Oh. My. God, it was the best thing ever!” I yelled, throwing my hands up in the air. I looked over at Valerie standing there with her mouth open, then busted out into hysterical laughter.
“I bet that did make your day,” she managed to get out between bouts of laughter. She had tears trickling down her cheeks.
“You have no idea. It was the greatest thing. But…”
“But what?” Valerie said, reaching for a paper towel to wipe her face.
“I can’t stop thinking about how Wyatt knew Lucas was going to fall over the table before it happened.”
“What do you mean?”
“Wyatt told her she needed to help Lucas because he was about to fall over the table, and then a few minutes later, he fell in the tray of food. How did he know that was going to happen?”
“Maybe he saw him start to fall?” she said, putting the vegetables on a pan to be roasted.
I nodded my head in agreement, not believing it for a minute. I knew what happened and that it happened a few minutes after he said it. I also knew if I asked him, he wouldn’t tell me the truth either. The one thing I knew for sure was that I wouldn’t be able to let it go for long before I had to know the truth. The truth of how he knew that was going to happen, or did he actually make it happen? I shook my head in disbelief. How had I let that crazy thought pop in my mind?
“You okay, Londyn?” Valerie asked, walking over to the refrigerator, grabbing the pork tenderloin out of the meat drawer.
“Yeah. Why?”
“You were over there shaking your head like you didn’t agree with something. I know you’ve been under a lot of stress this past few weeks. You and Jules can talk to me about anything. I know your father isn’t the warmest of souls to confide in.”
“I know. Thanks, Valerie. Gavin and them will be here in a few minutes. Can I warm up the muffins in the oven real quick before you put the tenderloin in there?” I wrapped my arms around her neck.
“You mean these muffins?” she said, pulling them out of the oven.
“You’re the greatest, Valerie. I’m going to miss you when I go away to college.”
“I’m going to miss you too. You better text and call me as often as you can.”
She grabbed the breadbasket, placing a cloth in the bottom of it so there wouldn’t be a ton of crumbs in between the tiny holes of the basket. She placed the last muffin in the basket when the doorbell rang. I told Valerie I would go get the door, so she could get ready to leave for her daughter’s birthday dinner. Gavin walked in, inhaling deeply with a huge smile on his face. Wyatt walked in behind him, mocking his exact reaction to the sweet goodness coming from the kitchen. Sam scooted past them, taking off toward the kitchen while they were still standing next to the front door. I closed the door behind them and started to walk back to the kitchen. I wasn’t going to keep standing there with they kept inhaling the warm white chocolate raspberry muffins. I wanted a muffin before Sam decided to take them all for herself.
Valerie must have been reading my mind because she made sure to give Sam a muffin instead of letting her help herself to them. She learned years ago when Sam pretty much ate most of the muffins, not leaving enough for the rest of us.
Gavin and Wyatt managed to make it to the kitchen. Valerie handed them each a plate with a muffin. Gavin held the plate under his nose all the way over to the kitchen table. He inhaled deeply, then placed the plate on the table.
“These smell amazing,” Wyatt said, looking down at the huge muffin on his plate.
“They taste even better than they smell,” Gavin said, getting a glass out of the cabinet.
Gavin was practically family and didn’t need permission to get things out of the cabinets. He asked Wyatt if he wanted a drink while he was pouring himself some juice. Gavin handed Wyatt a glass of juice. Wyatt joined Gavin over at the table while Sam and I sat at the island talking with Valerie as she finished getting dinner ready for the oven. I told her I could watch dinner and to go be with her daughter. Valerie gave me a big hug and told me she would see me in the morning. Gavin and Wyatt were talking about Lucas falling face-first into the tray and the look on his face afterward. I don’t see how they can comment about the expression on his face, seeing it was covered in mashed potatoes. Sam joined in on some of the conversation from the island; then she quickly got tired of yelling over to them, so we both walked over to join them at the table.
I checked dinner before we left the kitchen to go into the living room to watch a movie while we waited for it to get done. We decided on an action movie instead of a comedy or a chick flick. None of us were in the mood for either. Besides, we got to witness real-life comedy today at lunch, and nothing was going to top that kind of entertainment. Gavin and Sam pretty much ran over, taking up most of the couch, so I would have to go sit by Wyatt on the other couch. I had news for them; I didn’t mind having to sit with him on the other couch. Wyatt sat close but not too close.
I got up frequently throughout the first part of the movie to go into the kitchen to check on dinner. I didn’t want to burn it. The last time I went to go check on dinner, I must have stayed in there longer than the previous times. I was busy getting dishes down, silverware out of the drawer, and serving bowls for the roasted veggies and potatoes. I had just opened the oven door when I heard someone walk into the kitchen.
“Gavin, dinner will be ready in a few minutes,” I said, checking the tenderloin.
“Okay.”
I paused, closing the door, when I realized that wasn’t Gavin’s voice. “Wyatt. Can I get you something?”  I stood up, turning around to find him a couple of feet away from me, closing in the space between us.
“No. Do you need any help in here?” he asked, easing his way closer and closer to me.
“Dinner should be ready in about ten minutes. I’m going to stay in here. You don’t have to stay with me. Go enjoy the movie with Gavin and Sam.” I smiled.
“I’m okay. I’d rather be in here with you.” He was inches away from my face.
I gazed up into his ice-blue eyes, unable to move. He stood there looking down at me, desire in his eyes. I felt guilty for letting him believe that there could be anything between us.
“Wyatt, I don’t want you to get the wrong idea about us.” I found myself staring at his lips and imagining how they would feel on mine. I quickly closed my eyes, taking a step backward.
“Are you okay, Londyn?” Wyatt asked, not moving toward me.
“Um. Yeah. It’s just…”
“I know. You’re still hoping that guy Hunter will talk to you. You can’t wait on him forever, Londyn. If he doesn’t want to be with you, then he has some serious issues. You don’t want someone that runs away when things get complicated. You deserve someone who will stand beside you and who is willing to fight for you.” He took half a step closer.
I knew everything he was saying was true, and I couldn’t really argue with logic. I just wish someone would explain it to my heart. My heart kept whispering to me to hang in there and wait for Hunter. Then again, Wyatt was here and seemed to show genuine interest in me, and I would be crazy not to go out with him a couple of times.
I inched closer to him, about to say something, when the oven timer started buzzing, startling us both. I stood there for a few seconds staring into his eyes until the timer went off again.
I grabbed the potholders from the counter, opening the oven door to get the food out. I asked Wyatt if he could go tell the others that dinner was done. The oven timer saved me from making a big mistake, especially if Hunter did get a hold of me while I was at my mom’s. I got the tenderloin cut up and placed it on the meat platter. They came in when I finished putting the veggies and potatoes in bowls. I called Jules down for dinner, letting her get her food first. She wanted to eat with us in the kitchen, so we made room for her at the table. I was glad she decided to eat with us because I didn’t want her to eat alone in her room.
After dinner, I sat at the island while Sam, Gavin, Wyatt, and Jules helped clean up the dishes and kitchen. They told me since I helped cook dinner, they would clean up. I wasn’t going to argue with them. Who in their right mind would argue with someone that offered to clean up after eating? I had to laugh a couple of times. When Wyatt would ask me where something went, Gavin would tell him and point to exactly where it went. Wyatt, looking skeptical, walked over to where Gavin had pointed to find similar things in the cabinet. He asked how he knew where everything was at in the kitchen. I explained to him that he would come over here and sometimes spend weeks at a time while his parents were away on business or getaways.
I went to make sure there weren’t any glasses left in the living room. The last thing I needed was Dad lecturing at me, telling me I didn’t have respect for other people’s property and whatnot. He made me feel like a guest a lot of the time. I turned to walk out of the living room and bumped into Wyatt, knocking me back a couple of steps.
“Sorry,” Wyatt said, pressing his lips together. His eyes were laughing even if he was trying to keep his mouth shut.
“It’s okay. I didn’t hear you come in. I was checking to make sure we didn’t forget any glasses in here.”
He stepped closer, looking down at me, not saying a word. He leaned down a little more, inches away from my mouth, his eyes locked on mine. I wanted to kiss him so bad, but I didn’t know how much longer I would be able to keep fighting the desire.
“I can’t keep away from you anymore. I know you feel it too,” he whispered.
I was about to say something when I heard Sam and Gavin walking out of the kitchen.
“Hey Londyn, the dishes are done. Do you want to watch another movie?”
“We can watch another movie,” I said, turning around to look at Wyatt, who had taken a couple of steps backward, widening the gap between us.
“I think; I’m going to go ahead and leave.” Wyatt walked toward the kitchen.
Gavin and Sam motioned me to go follow him. I let out a huge silent sigh and followed after him.
“Why do you have to leave so soon?” I asked, walking into the kitchen.
Wyatt was looking for his keys over on the counter where he had left them earlier. “I need to go before I can’t control myself around you anymore. So, it’s time for me to leave; that way, I won’t do anything to ruin our friendship.”
“I’m sorry.” I lowered my head.
“Don’t be sorry. You have been honest with me about how you feel.” He smiled.
“Can I ask you something? I’ve meant to ask you this whole time, but I kept getting side-tracked.”
“Sure.”
“Today at lunch, how did you know Lucas was going to fall onto the table? You told her it was going to happen before it did.”
“I saw him lose his balance.”
“He was still seated when you mentioned it to her.”
“And…”
“And how did you know he was going to fall?” I asked again.
“I told you. Let me give you some advice. Don’t go searching for answers that you won’t be prepared to hear.”
“You aren’t going to tell me?” I blurted out angrily.
“No.” He brushed past me, out into the hall toward the door—no explanation for his answer or anything.
I stood there in the kitchen until I heard the front door close, then I stepped out into the hall to find Gavin and Sam staring at the front door.
“What the hell was that about?” Gavin asked, pressing his lips together.
“I asked him about what happened today in the cafeteria with Lucas. How did he know Lucas was going to fall over the table before it happened? He got defensive about it.”
Gavin stood there speechless for a few minutes, his lips tightening on and off. “Now, that you mention it. He did say it before it actually happened. That is weird. Why did he get defensive and leave?”
Because I kept asking to know how he knew, he told me not to search for answers that I wouldn’t be prepared to hear.”
“What the hell does that mean?” Sam asked, walking over to me.
“I don’t know. But he was pretty serious when he said it.”
“Maybe he was just playing around with you, Londyn?” Sam said, walking toward the kitchen.
“I’m not sure, but he didn’t act like he was playing around.” I followed her into the kitchen, with Gavin following a few steps behind me. I got glasses out of the cabinet and poured us all some sweet tea. I walked around the island and hopped up on the middle stool between Gavin and Sam. We sat there in silence, drinking our sweet tea, looking straight ahead at the stove and cabinets. I think we were all thinking the same thing and trying to figure out why he got defensive when confronted with the truth.
Gavin turned his head at Sam, then over to me. “Do you think he could’ve seen Lucas stumble, and that is how he knew he was going to fall onto the table?”
I looked at him, then leaned forward to see the expression on Sam’s face. I could tell by her narrow-eyed look that she didn’t believe a word he just sputtered out of his mouth. It was almost like Wyatt made it happen, but I wasn’t about to say that out loud to anyone. I couldn’t believe I was thinking it. No one could make something like that happen. I sat there listening to them go back and forth, analyzing the situation and logical reasons for how he knew it was going to happen. They tried including me into the conversation, but I sat there, shrugging my shoulders in between drinks of my tea. I didn’t want to risk the chance of my reasoning escaping through my mouth only to have them tell me I was crazy.
They left after debating for another thirty minutes only to come up empty-handed. I locked the door behind them, turned off the lights in the living room, making sure there were no glasses left in there. I went back into the kitchen to wash and dry the glasses so Valerie wouldn’t have to do them in the morning when she got here.
I left the hall table light on for Dad so that he wouldn’t come home to a dark house. I stepped onto the second stair, turning around to take one last look around in case I had missed something earlier. I remembered I had left my phone on the kitchen island, and I hurried up to grab it when I saw lights turn down our drive. I ran up the stairs, tripping up most of them. I had just opened my door when I heard the front door open. I tiptoed the rest of the way into my room and eased my door shut. I tossed my phone over onto my bed, walking over to my dresser to change into a pair of joggers and a t-shirt. I went into the bathroom to wash the makeup off my face and brush my teeth before I started studying.
I couldn’t shake the ridiculous thought that Wyatt was the cause of Lucas falling onto the tray. He was sitting with us, so it’s not like he could’ve tripped or pushed him. I raised up from rinsing my mouth, grabbing the hand towel next to the sink to dry my mouth. I patted my mouth dry, still holding the towel up to my mouth; I stared at myself in the mirror. How in the hell could I even think he was a wizard.




Chapter 16



When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t help but smile, despite the crappy week I had. Today was Friday, and that meant Jules and I were going to Mom’s tomorrow. I was getting a week away from Dad, which would make anyone who has had to put up with him smile. I laid there for a few minutes, thinking about the wonderful weekend and week that awaited me. I forced myself out of bed and into the bathroom before I made both of us late for school. I jumped in the shower, then realized I hadn’t picked out my clothes for the day.
I opened both closet doors, scanning my clothes for the right outfit. I didn’t know why I was worried about how I looked at school. The one I wanted hadn’t talked to me for almost a week, and the other one was too busy making people fall onto tables. I grabbed a pair of jeans, a light pink tank, and my cream-colored, tie-front cardigan. Now, I had to decide on what shoes to wear with it. I stood there looking down at the numerous shoes on the closet floor, trying to decide what would look good with the outfit. After a few minutes, I decided on a pair of beige flats. I closed my closet doors and sat down at my vanity. I must not have slept well, judging by the semi-dark circles under my eyes. I ran a wide-toothed comb through my damp hair because I thought I had slept pretty well.
Once I got my eyes looking almost perfect, I dried my hair and threw it up in another bun, seeing I didn’t have time to do anything else to it. I grabbed my phone and bookbag and headed down the stairs.
“Good morning, Valerie. What smells so good?” I asked, grabbing a glass of juice.
“I got here early and saw the kitchen was all cleaned up, so I had extra time to make a breakfast casserole.” She smiled.
“It smells so good.” I walked around, sitting on the far-left stool at the island.
“It’s almost done.” She walked over to the refrigerator to get out the bottle of juice and a glass for Jules. She knew Jules would be walking through the doorway at any minute. No sooner did she set the glass down on the counter, Jules came walking in.
Jules hopped up on the stool next to me. “Your makeup looks good this morning.” She took a drink of her juice.
“Thanks. I had to cover up the circles under my eyes. Guess I didn’t sleep as good as I thought I had.” I sighed.
“Well, you can’t see them unless you point them out. Don’t mention them anymore today.”
“She’s right,” Valerie chimed in while taking the casserole out of the oven.
I just sat there, looking at the both of them as they exchanged giggles.
After our wonderful breakfast casserole, Jules and I raced out the door to the car before we were late to school. I managed to pull into the parking lot with almost fifteen minutes to spare before the first bell rang. Jules took off in the direction Asher was parking his car. I walked up to the school and was welcomed by Gavin at the door instead of by my locker.
“What the special occasion?” I asked, walking past Gavin.
“Nothing. I wanted to make sure you were okay after last night.
“Why wouldn’t I be okay?” I asked,
“I don’t know. I figured you were upset with how Wyatt left last night.” He shrugged.
“I’m not upset. He left because he didn’t want to face being asked questions about what happened at lunch.”
“You may never find out the truth about how he knew it was going to happen. Sometimes, you just have to let things go and not dwell on them so much.”
I nodded my head in agreement, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how he knew.
“I know. You are right. Besides, I think Hunter will text me this weekend while I’m at Mom’s house. He knows this is the weekend I switch back to her house.”
“Be careful, Londyn. I don’t want to see you get hurt. I wouldn’t wait around for him to get a hold of you. Maybe I will come over tomorrow afternoon.” He smiled.
“I will let Mom know that you might be coming over tomorrow afternoon. Just you. Don’t bring Wyatt with you,” I said, reaching for the lock to my locker.
I gave him a quick glance to make sure he knew I was serious about Wyatt not coming over. I knew Mom wouldn’t care if he came over with Gavin, but I minded. I wasn’t giving up on Hunter yet. He shook his head yes, then reached into his pants pocket for his phone. I grabbed the books I needed for my morning classes, then checked my makeup and hair in the little mirror hanging up on the inside of my locker door. I knew I wouldn’t be able to keep this crazy thought to myself for long. I had to try not to let it slip that witches and wizards had popped into my head last night. Gavin would tell me I was being crazy, that there were no such things as witches and wizards. Then, he would tell Mom that I had told him, causing her to worry. The worry would transpire into me lying on a couch, telling me problems to a stranger. No, thank you. I didn’t need any of that right now.
I closed my locker, turning around to find Jayde standing there in the middle of the hall, glaring at me. “What do you want, Jayde? Shouldn’t you be following Lucas around?” I asked, looking up and down the hall for Lucas.
“He dumped me, and you are to blame!”
My mouth fell open. Gavin almost dropped his phone when he busted out in laughter.
“How is it my fault? Do you see him here with me? I knew it was going to happen, and it serves you right. Karma is a bitch.”
“He said that you and him were getting back together.”
“What?” I screamed. “And you were stupid enough to believe him?”
I stood there laughing my ass off for a few minutes when I happened to glance up at Jayde to find her in tears. I felt guilty for making her cry, but I didn’t feel sorry that Lucas broke her heart. She stomped on our friendship by going after my boyfriend the minute we broke up. That is unforgivable, and you won’t get any kind of sympathy from me.
“What do you want me to say, Jayde? Please enlighten me.”
She dabbed under her eyes with her finger, then searched in her purse for a tissue. “I was hoping we could be friends again.” She sighed.
“You’re kidding me, right?” I stepped closer to her. “You honestly think I’m going to take you back as a friend after what you did to me? I’ll never be able to trust you again. So, no. We can’t be friends again. You should’ve thought of that before you stole my newly ex-boyfriend the minute he broke up with me.” I turned my back to her. Gavin was standing there with his mouth open and his eyes huge.
“What?” I raised an eyebrow.
“Nothing.” He smirked.
Jayde lowered her head, dabbing her face with the tissue she had finally found buried in her purse. I knew I should’ve felt bad for ripping her head off just now, but I didn’t. I felt perfectly at ease with what I had just said to her.
We realized we were about three minutes away from being late to class. We took off down the hall, pushing our way through the crowds of kids. I yelled at Gavin. I would see him at lunch, as he sped past me once I got to my class. I sat down so fast in my seat; it bumped into the desk behind me. Good thing Eli was sitting behind me. He and I had been in numerous classes together since freshman year, so he knew I could be clumsy at times.
“Hey, Londyn. Everything okay?” Eli whispered from behind me.
“Yeah. Sorry, Eli.” I scooted my desk up a little.
“Okay. The way you came flying in here, I thought maybe something had happened.”
The teacher wasn’t even in the room yet, so I turned sideways in my seat so I could talk to Eli better. We didn’t hang out, but he was what I would call my “Class Buddy.” Eli Collins was a few months younger than me and not like the other boys our age. He was more mature and a great listener whenever someone in the class needed a shoulder to cry on. Eli’s short, dark hair was messed on top and buzzed on the sides.
“You remember Jayde snatched up Lucas the minute we broke up a few weeks ago? Well, apparently, he just dumped her too. She had the nerve to ask me if we could be friends again. I went off on her in the middle of the hall.”
“You’re kidding? Wow…What did you tell her? Then again, I probably already know the answer.” He laughed.
“I basically told her hell no and that I would never be able to trust her again with any of my boyfriends.”
“Good for you.” He raised his hand up to give me a high-five.
Lunch came around quickly, which was fine with me. The closer it got to tomorrow, the better. I needed a week away from my dad and his silent treatment. Gavin was waiting for me outside the cafeteria, looking down at his phone, not acknowledging anyone passing him. A few kids had said something to him, and he completely ignored them.
“You okay, Gavin?” I asked, walking up to him.
“Huh. Yeah. Why?”
“I couldn’t help but notice you ignored a few of your friends as they walked by a few minutes ago. That’s not like you.” I paused.
“Oh, them. They were being complete assholes. I wasn’t going to entertain their childishness.”
“What did they say to you? It was about me, wasn’t it?”
“Londyn, they were being immature jerks. Don’t waste your time worrying about them.” He stepped forward, grabbing the handle to the cafeteria doors.
We started talking about tomorrow and what we were going to do at Mom’s house. It had become a ritual that the first night over there, Gavin would come over, and the four of us would go out to eat.
Sam was sitting at the table by herself, eating her salad and flipping through stuff on her phone. I looked around the cafeteria, scanning each table looking for Wyatt, but came up empty-handed. I felt a sharp turn on my arm and bumped into Gavin.
“You about fell over that chair.” He pointed over his shoulder.
“Thanks,” I said, taking one last look around.
“Doesn’t look like he’s here today, Londyn. You need to stop looking for him before you kill yourself from falling over chairs,” Gavin reminded me, pointing at the chair in front of our table.
“You’re right.” I put my book bag down in the chair beside me. “Sam, want to come over tomorrow and go out to eat with us?” I asked, sitting down next to her.
“I wish I could. My parents are going out of town for the day and left me in charge of my brother and sister. You’d think they should be able to keep themselves out of trouble for a day. I mean shit, they are almost in high school.” She rolled her eyes.
“Next time.” I smiled.
“I’m sure they will have me doing something else. According to them, Sam’s not allowed to have a life. I will ask them tonight in advance.” She took another bite of her spinach salad.
“Oh, that looks good. I think I might go make me one.” I got up from the table and made my way over to the salad bar, looking at the fresh spinach and other veggies. Not taking my eyes off the spinach, I reached for a bowl but was unable to bring it closer to me. I glanced up to see Lucas holding onto the other side.
“Let go of my damn bowl!” I hissed through gritted teeth.
“Is that any way to talk to your boyfriend?” He sneered.
I let out a loud, obnoxious laugh. “Boyfriend? You’re not serious, are you?” I managed to get out between laughs.
“Yeah. I want to get back together, and well, we all know you will take me back.” He smiled.
I dabbed the tears from the corners of my eyes. “I hate to burst your delusional bubble, but I don’t want you back, ever. I don’t know where you came up with that ridiculous assumption.” I burst out in laughter again.
“How dare you laugh at me!” he yelled.
Before I could even say anything back to him, Wyatt was putting himself between Lucas and me. I couldn’t really see anything except for Wyatt’s broad shoulders and defined arms. Each time I’d try to see around Wyatt, his body would move with me. I found myself staring at the back of his head, wondering if he truly did have eyes in the back of his head.
“Who the hell are you?” Lucas yelled.
“I’m a friend of Londyn’s. I think she told you to leave her alone. You need to learn when to take a hint. She doesn’t want you back. Not now, not ever!”
“What? Are you her new boyfriend? Hunter couldn’t handle being with her, so he got out while he could?”
“I told you, I’m a friend. No, Hunter hasn’t dumped her. He’s been out of town. Any more stupid questions?”
“How about if I beat your ass right here in the middle of the cafeteria?”
“I’d love to see you try!”
I didn’t see what happened, but I heard hysterical laughter echoing all around me. I looked over at Gavin and Sam, who was leaning over, pressing their shoulders together to keep from falling on the floor in laughter. I couldn’t take it anymore and had to see for myself what everyone was in hysterics about. I placed my hand on Wyatt’s hard bicep and peeked around him. Lucas was hunched over a nearby table. I stepped out from behind Wyatt, turning to face him.
“Let me guess. He slipped and lost his balance?” Annoyance escaped my mouth.
“Yeah.”
“Just like yesterday?”
“Well, not exactly like yesterday, but close.” He turned his head slightly, laughing at Lucas, trying to get up off the table covered in food from his head down to his waist.
He had spaghetti noodles in his hair, dangling down into his sauce-covered face. I couldn’t tell if it was pudding or gravy on his shirt, and I wasn’t about to find out either. He got what he deserved, and I missed it, thanks to Wyatt. I wasn’t buying the whole “he lost his balance” story again. Lucas was many things, but clumsy had never been one of them.
I walked back over to Gavin and Sam, who were still laughing so hard they both had tears streaming down their faces.
“Oh. My. God. That was better than yesterday. Where did Wyatt come from?” Gavin blurted out before he started laughing again.
I stood there wondering the same thing.  Wyatt was nowhere around me when I walked up to the salad bar, or I would’ve seen him. I turned around to look toward the salad bar. It was good ten to fifteen feet away from the doors. There was no way he could’ve got to me that fast from the doors. I stood there, trying to come up with a logical excuse as to how he got to me so quickly.
“Londyn, you okay?” Wyatt asked, walking up to me.
“Yeah.”
“Something wrong?” He turned in the direction I was looking. “What are you staring at?”
“Nothing.” I wanted to flat out ask him how he managed to show up so fast, but I knew he would give me some lame-ass story that he was right behind me or was in the lunch line to the left of me.
“I’m glad I was close by to help out. You sure you’re okay?” he asked, looking down at me.
“Yeah. Thanks.” Thanks? Ask him. What are you waiting for?
“You’re welcome. What are you doing this weekend?” He turned around to sit down at the table next to Gavin.
“I’m going to my mom’s house for the week. Why?” I asked, looking down at him.
“Do you care if I drop by sometime this weekend?”
“We are going out to eat tomorrow evening, and I don’t know when we will be back.”
“You should come along.” Sam smiled.
I lowered my eyebrows, pressing my lips together to keep from yelling at Sam for her idiotic comment. I didn’t want him anywhere around in case Hunter happened to show up at my mom’s house. I didn’t want to have to explain Wyatt to him. They continued to make plans amongst themselves, forgetting they were not including the main person. I didn’t know if I should be upset or not about them, not including my opinions in their plans. After a few minutes of them talking back and forth, I finally gave up and sat down in hopes they would realize they had forgotten I was still there.
They stopped talking long enough for me to get in a couple of words about what time they should be at my mom’s house tomorrow. Sam apologized for not asking me first if it was okay that they all tagged along for dinner. I told her it was okay and that I didn’t mind if they came, which was half true. I didn’t mind if Gavin came along because that was the original plan, but Wyatt coming along was a different story. There was something about him I didn’t trust. The more I was around him, the more my gut told me I should run far away from him.
Jules met me at the doors to go out the side entrance of the school. She was asking me if Asher could come over to the house tomorrow and go eat with us. I told I didn’t mind. What’s one more person. The one I didn’t want to show up was going. She asked me what was wrong when we got to the car, and I told her what happened at lunch with Lucas and Wyatt. She couldn’t believe that it had happened again. On our way home, she wanted all the details about what exactly happened, and like me, she wondered how Wyatt was able to get to me so fast if he was nowhere in the lunchroom. We drove the rest of the way home in silence. I kept replaying the scenario over and over in my mind. Maybe I had missed something, and he was closer to me than I had initially thought. No matter what I did, the fact remained the same. He was indeed nowhere close to me.
I was relieved when I didn’t see Dad’s car in the drive-by the house, which meant he was still at work or on his way home. If he was on his way home, I still had time to get something to drink and head to my room. My room was my safe haven from my dad’s never-ending, condescending tone about how I should only socialize with those he deemed suitable. Most of the ones he considered suitable were just like him, which really made me not want to talk to them.
“Hey, Valerie. Is Dad on his way home?” I asked, getting some sweet tea out of the refrigerator.
Valerie was wiping down the counter next to the stove. “No. He will be home late again tonight. Do you girls need me to stay with you?” She walked over to the sink, rinsing out the sponge.
“No. We will be okay, Valerie. I’m sure Jules will probably be with Asher later, and I’m going to get my stuff ready for Mom’s tomorrow.” I smiled.
“Well, dinner is in the refrigerator whenever you girls get hungry. I put together a casserole that you can put in the oven.
I went back over to the refrigerator and opened the door. There on the middle shelf was a glass casserole dish filled with chicken, broccoli, pasta, and mushrooms. Just looking at it was making me hungry. I closed the doors, turning around, and caught the aroma of sweet, melted chocolate. Valerie opened the oven door and pulled out a pan of chocolate chip cookies. I was amazed I didn’t weigh more than I did from Valerie’s cooking. I loved my mom and her cooking, but Valerie’s was like none other.
“Valerie, you’re going to make me fat.” I laughed, reaching for a warm, gooey, chocolate chip cookie.
“You don’t have to eat them. I could just let you smell them.” She laughed, trying to snatch the cookie from my hand.
A few minutes later, Jules came into the kitchen, grabbing a cookie while she got herself a drink. She hopped up on the stool next to me, enjoying the warm cookie. We sat there and talked to Valerie for a little bit. It was nice to be able to talk to her without worrying about Dad coming into the kitchen.
I woke up earlier than I wanted to, but it was Saturday, and that meant Jules and I were headed to Mom's for the week. I rolled over to face my nightstand, grabbing my phone to see if there were any texts I had missed last night. I accidentally fell asleep late last night while in the middle of texting both Sam and Gavin. They were always the ones to fall asleep on me, so now they got to feel my frustration. I had no texts from them whatsoever. They fell asleep before I did again, them shitheads! I sat up in bed, propping more pillows behind me, so I wasn’t resting up against my hard headboard.
“Londyn, are you awake?” Jules asked through my closed door.
“Yeah.”
Jules opened the door as quietly as she could, then turned around to ease it shut. She walked over to my bed, sitting down on the edge. “What time are we heading to Mom’s today?” she asked, looking toward the door. The solemn look on her face told me that Dad had been on her ass about something. And that something was more than likely me.
“What did Dad say about me?” I demanded.
“Same shit. How I shouldn’t be like you, and how I need to be more careful with who I associate with. Does he never give it a damn rest?” She rolled her eyes.
“It’s hard to ignore him a lot of the time, but you just have to bite your tongue and not say a word in objection to what’s bitching about. I wish you could go live with Mom after I go away to college, but he would never allow it. Then, he wouldn’t have so much control over your life.”
Jules crawled over me and slid her legs under my sheet and comforter. I handed her another pillow to prop behind her. We sat there talking about her and Asher, when I go away to college, and last by not least, Wyatt and Hunter. I didn’t expect my own sister to bring up Wyatt to me. I thought she was the one person who would avoid the topic with me. I told her there was nothing to talk about. He and I were just friends, and that was stretching the truth. I was rather mad at him for not being honest with me about Lucas. I was probably never going to get the truth out of him, but I was sure as hell going to try my hardest.
I decided we would head to Mom’s house after we got ready. Jules ran to her room to get ready while I went to my bathroom to take a shower. I realized in the shower I still had more stuff to pack for Moms. I dried off, then put on my fluffy lavender robe so I could go finish packing more clothes for the next week. I grabbed some jeans, leggings, nice tops to wear out, and ones to lounge around the house in. I took a long time, so when I got ready, we could leave for Moms. Besides, she was probably getting ready to make a late breakfast for us anyway. I grabbed my phone real quick to request French toast for a late breakfast. It sounded so good this morning for some reason. She sent me back a thumbs up with a smiley emoji. I hurried up and threw a few more things into my bags. I threw on a pair of grey leggings and a long, lightweight, burgundy, off-the-shoulder sweater. I knelt down in my closet, shuffling shoes around to find the right pair of black flats.
I went and dried my hair and had to make the tough decision of wearing my hair down or put it up in a bun. I made an executive decision to let the weather outside decide for me. I walked out of the bathroom and past my bed to the other side of my dresser to look out the window. I looked to the west and saw the bluest of skies, without a single cloud. I went back to the bathroom and plugged in my curling iron so that I could curl the bottom of my hair.
“Londyn?” Jules opened my bedroom door.
“Yeah.” I peeked my head out of my bathroom.
“Oh, you look pretty.” She smiled.
“Thanks. So, do you.” I smiled, then headed back into the bathroom.
“I don’t mean to rush you, but I’m ready to leave for Mom’s.”
“I’m almost done. Give me another fifteen minutes. Is Dad still downstairs?”
“No. He left to go to the office. Is it me, or has he been gone more than usual this past week? Don’t get me wrong; I’m not complaining. It’s just out of the norm for him. Usually, he thrives on being around here to lecture at you 24/7. Sorry.”
“No need to be sorry. It’s true. He does thrive on lecturing at me for a few things each and every day. The sad thing is, well, you know…It’s usually the same thing over and over again.”
I hurried up and finished the rest of my hair, turned off my curling iron, and put it back in the cooling rack off to the side of my sink. I could do my makeup at Mom’s later and probably re-curl pieces of my hair that will fall. I sprayed some hairspray on the curls to help hold them in place better. I told Jules to go make sure she had everything she wanted to take with her because I wasn’t going to come back until next week. I looked in my bags again to make sure I didn’t want to swap out shirts for different ones. I sent Mom a quick text to let her know we were leaving soon and should be there in about twenty to twenty-five minutes, depending on Saturday morning traffic. I took one last look around to make sure I had grabbed everything, including my bookbag for school.
Jules was walking out of her room when I stepped out into the hall.
“Do you have everything?” I asked, closing my door behind me.
“Yes,” she said, looking down at her bags.
“What about your bookbag?”
“Oh shit.” She dropped her bags and went back to her room.
We both hurried down the stairs and out to the car. We knew Dad wasn’t going to be home by the time we left, but we didn’t want to take any chances. We threw everything in the trunk of my car. I asked her one last time if she had everything she wanted to take with her. She told me she had her phone and charger, books, clothes, and purse. I checked all my stuff to make sure I had everything. I forgot my phone charger, so I ran back into the house and was back out within five minutes.
I let out a huge sigh of relief when Mom’s house came into view the minute I turned onto her road. A week of no lectures or having to defend who I talk to. It got tiresome after a while, always having to explain why I talk to this person or that person. I could see if I was way younger, but I’m an adult. Most people would say, “You live under his roof and need to follow his rules.” It’s easy for them to say that because they aren’t the ones that have to deal with his judgmental attitude. Mom walked out of the house a few minutes after she heard us close the car doors. She had on skinny jeans and an off-the-shoulder top with flowers. Her hair was pulled up, and her makeup was flawless.
“Breakfast is almost done.” She smiled, grabbing some bags from the trunk of my car.
“I’m starving,” Jules said, scrambling to get up the steps to the door.
Mom went in before us, putting our bags down right inside the door, then headed to the kitchen to get the French toast started. I followed her into the kitchen, where I saw the bacon was done, along with the scrambled eggs. She put three pieces of Texas toast in the batter, stabbing them quickly with a fork and setting them down on the sizzling griddle. I asked her if she needed any help, and of course, she told me no. I went to go put my bags up in my room. I laid everything down on the floor next to my closet. I looked around my bedroom. I was quite a bit smaller and had no bathroom, but I would take this room over my other room in a heartbeat. I would give up my own bathroom to be able to live here with Mom all the time.
By the time I stepped down off the bottom stair, Mom came out of the kitchen, hollering that breakfast was ready. Jules came flying out of her room and down the stairs. I stepped off to the side before she knocked me over, trying to get to the kitchen. I let Mom go in front of me, so she could make sure Jules didn’t take more than her share of food. Jules was one of those people that could eat 24/7 and never gain any weight. I hated her for it sometimes. I just looked at food and gained ten pounds.
We sat at the table eating breakfast and having a great time just talking, no lectures, or anything like that—actual talking something that we rarely got to enjoy at Dad’s. We did enjoy our talks with Valerie when Dad wasn’t around. Mom asked Jules how she and Asher were doing, and I was hoping that conversation would last the rest of breakfast. It didn’t, and before I had a chance to excuse myself from the table, Mom glanced over at me, asking me about Hunter. I let out a little sigh and told her how Dad chased him off last weekend, and I hadn’t talked to him since then. The crease between her eyes became deeper once I was done telling her what had happened. She didn’t say anything while she finished her breakfast and cleared the table. Jules and I helped her clean up the kitchen. She turned around and leaned up against the sink, drying her hands with the daisy kitchen towel.
“He hasn’t tried to get in touch with you this whole week?”
“No.”
“Well, everyone has been telling her to forget about Hunter and be with Wyatt,” Jules said, adding more dishes to the sink.
“What? Who’s Wyatt?” Mom asked, looking back and forth between the both of us.
“He’s just a friend at school, Mom,” I said, grabbing another towel from the drawer to dry the glasses.
“He likes her A LOT,” Jules said, walking around the counter.
“A lot, huh?” Mom smiled.
“A friend.” I rolled my eyes.
“He’s coming over here later with Gavin and Sam,” Jules said on her way out of the kitchen.
“JULES!” I screamed.
“So, I take it this friend is going out to eat with us later.” She smiled.
“Yes. I’m sorry I didn’t ask you earlier. Sam invited him. She and Gavin think I should give up on Hunter and be with Wyatt.”
She looked over at me, smiling, not saying a word to me. I knew she probably agreed with them, but I wasn’t going to give up on Hunter. I had a feeling I was going to see him this weekend. I just hoped Wyatt wasn’t around when he did decide to show up. Then again, what if everyone was right and he didn’t want to be with me? My gut feeling kept telling me something different.
“Mom, I’m telling you right now, he’s just a friend. Nothing more.” I went back to drying the glasses.
“Okay. He’s just a friend. For now.” She giggled.
I hurried up and finished drying the rest of the dishes so that I could escape my mother, “the matchmaker,” and her awful subtle hints. I went upstairs to relax in my room for a little bit before putting my makeup on and touching up my hair. I didn’t have to close my door all the way here because Mom respected our privacy. She always knocked on the door before coming in—another one of the many reasons I loved being at Moms more.
I grabbed my phone, flopping down on my bed to send Gavin a text, asking him when he would be here later with everyone. He texted me back five minutes later, saying he would be here around three this afternoon. It was almost eleven-thirty now, which meant Hunter had a little over three hours to come over and tell what an idiot he’d been for not talking to me this week. I decided to get up and put away the extra clothes I brought with me this week. I opened my closet and found a couple of new shirts and jeans that Mom had bought during this past week while we were at Dad’s house. I’m sure Jules had a couple of new clothes too. I had a pretty new off-the-shoulder black top and a long-sleeved, baby blue knit shirt. I did love the new black silky top, but I didn’t want to mess up my hair-changing tops.
“Londyn, are you busy?” Jules asked, sticking her head in my room.
“No. You can come in. I’m just putting my clothes away in the drawers and closet. What’s up?”
“Mom, get you new clothes too? Next time, I’m not going to bring so many clothes with me. What time is Gavin and everyone going to be here? Asher texted, asking what time he should come over.”
“Tell him to be here around three. I’m sure we’ll leave as soon as they get here to go get something to eat. In fact, tell him to be here a little earlier, so he won’t be late.” I smiled.




Chapter 17



Asher arrived right on time at two-thirty. I went back upstairs to get my makeup on and see if my hair needed some of the curls redone. My hair still looked good, so I sat down at my vanity and started applying my makeup. I didn’t want to give anyone the wrong idea, so I kept my makeup natural. The doorbell rang the minute I finished my makeup and sprayed my hair again.
“Londyn, your friends are here!” Mom yelled up the stairs.
I took a deep breath and stood up, grabbing my purse and phone before going downstairs to join everyone.
Gavin and Sam were talking to Mom as Jules and Asher were walking out of the living room. I got to the bottom stair and looked around to see if maybe I had missed Wyatt.
“Wyatt said he would meet us later at the restaurant,” Gavin said, giving me a big hug.
“Jules, where do you and Asher want to eat at today?” I asked, raising my left eyebrow. I wasn’t in the mood to hear it didn’t matter to her or to have me choose. She always passed the decision off on me, and then half the time, Gavin would help me decide.
She turned to look at Asher. “Where would you want to go?”
He looked at her, then slowly turned to look at all of us standing in front of them, waiting for someone to decide on where to eat. “Um…How about Alfonso’s?”
Mom looked at everyone, checking for any signs of disapproval over Asher’s choice.
“Looks like we are going to Alfonso’s for dinner.” She smiled.
“Great. Let me text Wyatt where we are going so he can meet up with us there.” Gavin smiled, his fingers gliding over his phone. I’m glad someone was happy he was coming. I, for one, wasn’t pleased, but at the same time, I wasn’t unhappy about it either. We decided both Mom and I would drive to the restaurant. Mom took Jules and Asher, while Gavin and Sam went with me. Gavin let Sam have shotgun and sat behind her in the back. Gavin was on his phone most of the time during the drive to Alfonso’s. Sam was talking about some cute guy in her class and whether she should talk to him or not. I felt I wasn’t the greatest person to be asking for advice on guys. I mean, the one I wanted to be with had up and stopped talking to me, and the other one couldn’t make up his mind. One, he wanted to be with me but couldn’t answer a simple question when I asked him about Lucas and the table.
Asher opened the door for all of us while Jules stayed back with him and walked in after everyone else. The hostess station off to the left was without a hostess. Mom turned around to say something to me when I saw a girl with her hair up in a bun, wearing black slacks and a purple blouse, walked out from the back.
“I’m so sorry for your wait,” she smiled, walking up to the hostess station. “We are in between rushes. How many?”
“Six,” Mom said. “Oh, wait. There is one meeting us here. So, seven.”
She led us through the aisles between booths, taking us around the corner to rows of tables. She placed the menus down on a table while she put three wooden tables together to give us enough room, so we weren’t sitting on top of one another. “I hope this is okay?” she smiled.
“Yes. Thank you,” Mom said, sitting down. Gavin sat next to her, then Sam. Asher and Jules sat directly across from Mom on the other side. I decided to sit next to Jules, so I would be able to talk to Gavin and Sam easier. I looked around the restaurant. There were couples place sporadically throughout the place. I noticed where we were sitting; I could see up front over the stone divider with plants spaced out on it that separated the areas. It must be getting close to the time for dinner rush to start because a lot of people wearing the same color clothes were coming in. They all had black pants and white shirts with red vests.
Our server walked up to our table a few minutes later. “Hi, my name is Tyler, and I will be your server this afternoon. What can I get everyone to drink?” He smiled down at Sam.
Everyone got sweet tea, except for Mom; she got a strawberry daiquiri. She told him we had one more joining us. He smiled again at Sam before walking away to get our drinks.
Mom excused herself and headed off in the direction of the restrooms, giving me a few minutes to talk to Gavin about Wyatt to find out if he’s coming for sure or if he decided at the last minute to not show up at all. I wasn’t opposed to him not showing up. I knew I shouldn’t be that way, but it would save me a lot of grief in the future.
“He said he’s about to pull into the parking lot,” Gavin said, looking down at his phone.
“Great.” Sarcasm came out in full force.
“You okay, Londyn?” Sam asked.
“Yeah.” I looked up toward the entrance and knew Wyatt was about to walk through the doors from the way the hostess was smoothing out her shirt and fixing loose hairs hanging around her face. Sure enough, he walked in through the entrance a few seconds later, looking incredible. He had on jeans and a long-sleeved, maroon knit shirt. His sleeves were pushed halfway up his forearm. He walked up to the hostess when he happened to see us sitting off in the distance. He headed over in our direction, turning to look at the hostess. She smiled back and stared at him as he walked over to us. Her gaze didn’t move off him as he sat down next to me at the table.
“I think you have an admirer,” I joked, motioning over at the hostess.
“She’s cute. Not my type, though.”
Tyler came back with our drinks and asked Wyatt what he’d like to drink. We got talking, not realizing Mom was on her way back from the restroom.
She sat down and took a drink of her daiquiri before she said a word to the rest of us. She looked down the table toward us wide-eyed, almost spilling her drink all over Jules and Asher.
“Did anything get on you both?” She looked over at them.
“Mom, we’re okay. Are you all right?” Jules asked.
“Huh? Yeah,” she said, not taking her eyes off Wyatt. Her flawless makeup couldn’t hide the fact she was looking pale. She grabbed her drink again, this time easing it up to her mouth, downing most of it.
“Mom? Something wrong?” I sat there with my mouth twisted, looking at this woman who was supposed to be my mother.
She managed to sit the glass down without almost spilling it on the table. She glanced down at us with a tight-lipped smile. “So, you must be Wyatt?”
Wyatt looked back at her, smiling with a slight raise of his eyebrow. “Nice to meet you.”
“I didn’t get your last name, Wyatt.”
“Butler.”
“Butler?”
“Yes. Wyatt Butler.”
She didn’t say anything else but sat there, staring down the table at him. Now, I had Mom trying to intimidate Wyatt on top of everything else I was dealing with already. I was so confused as to what just happened between Mom and Wyatt, and knew I had to make a mental note to ask her later tonight at home. She stopped glancing down every few minutes and started talking to Gavin.
When Mom wasn’t paying attention, Jules leaned over and whispered, “What the hell was that all about?”




I shrugged my shoulders quickly before Mom had a chance to see us and ask what we were talking about. I’m glad I wasn’t the only one to notice Mom’s bizarre behavior toward Wyatt.
Tyler apologized for not coming back sooner; he got tied up with another table. He took our orders, then brought out two baskets of cheese break on the house since we had to wait a while for him to take our orders.
I looked over at Gavin, trying to get his attention without Mom noticing while she at some cheese bread, and talked to Asher and Jules. Of course, Gavin was too busy listening to them, not looking over toward me. I couldn’t take it anymore and excused myself from the table. I figured I could shoot Gavin a quick text on my way to the bathroom that I needed to talk to him later. I just wanted Hunter to show up, telling me he was an idiot for not talking to me this whole week, but deep down, I knew it wasn’t going to happen.
I went to sit down in my chair when I happened to notice Wyatt’s chair was closer to mine than it was when I got up earlier. I could’ve been a bitch and moved my chair closer to Jules. Instead, I sat down like I hadn’t noticed anything. It wasn’t awful being that close to him. In fact, it was rather amazing. He was good-looking, charming when he wanted to be, and the cologne he wore was like a drug. I had to breathe him in whenever I was close enough, and he wasn’t paying attention.
We all walked out of the restaurant to our cars. Jules and Asher went with Mom again, while Gavin and Sam went with me. I wasn’t sure about inviting Wyatt over to Moms because of how she acted toward him earlier. Before I was able to say anything, Gavin had already invited him to the house. Again, I wasn’t entirely happy over the invitation, but I wasn’t against it. I needed to face the fact that Hunter probably did decide to stay away from me after what Dad had done. He could’ve told me that he didn’t want to see me anymore instead of taking the coward way out.
“What was up with your Mom earlier when Wyatt got there? It was almost as if she hated him,” Gavin asked, leaning forward between the front seats.
“It was weird how she acted toward him. I don’t know why she acted that way. You know she would deny it if I asked her what all that was about.”
“I was thinking the same thing too, but I didn’t want to say anything at the table,” Sam said, glancing at the both of us.
“I hope your Mom isn’t mad that I got carried away and invited him over to the house,” Gavin said, looking sorrowful.
“I have to admit she acted better toward the end of dinner. Maybe we are just blowing things out of proportion. Maybe she was caught off guard that he did indeed show up with everything that has happened this week with Hunter?”
“Did you tell her today when you got to the house?” Sam asked.
“Yeah. She didn’t seem surprised that Dad pulled a dickhead move like that.” I looked straight ahead at the road, twisting my hands on the steering wheel. “I think everyone is right. If he wanted to talk to me bad enough, he would’ve got a hold of me by now.
“I’m sorry, Sunshine.” Gavin patted my leg.
“Thanks,” I whispered, low enough that he wouldn’t notice my voice crack from trying to hold back tears. I kept my eyes on the road as we followed Mom back to the house. I checked in the rearview mirror a couple of times to make sure Wyatt was still behind us.
I pulled in beside Mom in the drive, and Wyatt pulled in behind her.
“Are you okay, Londyn?” Sam asked.
“Yeah.” I tried to sound convincing.
“Well, you know I’m always here if you need to talk.” She smiled.
I turned to get out of the car. Wyatt was waiting for us over by the steps. I hadn’t realized that Mom, Jules, and Asher had already gone in the house until I looked over at Mom’s SUV to find it empty. I apologized to Wyatt on my way to the steps for making him wait. He told me there was no need to apologize, that he told Mom he would wait for us.
Mom was walking from the kitchen to the living room when we walked into the house.
“We are going to watch a movie. Want to join us?” She smiled, erasing the hostility from earlier at the restaurant.
“Depends on what you’re watching,” I mumbled, walking into the living room.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” she insisted, trailing behind me.
I couldn’t help myself and started laughing, knowing she was going to get on to me for laughing.
I wasn’t in the mood to watch a movie, but I knew Gavin and Sam were always up for it. Their taste in movies was sometimes worse than Moms. Mom would either pick a super cheesy romance or a comedy that was so dumb it wasn’t funny at all.
Mom took her normal chair while the rest of us had to figure out where to sit between the couch and loveseat. Gavin graciously took the floor, and Jules and Asher took the loveseat, leaving the sofa for me, Sam, and Wyatt. I tried to hurry up and take the far end of the couch, but somehow Sam read my mind and flopped down in the spot the minute I moved toward it. She looked up at me with a big cheesy grin, then looked down at the spot in the middle next to her. I sat down, turning my head toward her, pressing my lips together to keep from saying something that would embarrass me.
She tucked her bottom lip under her top lip, then blurted out. “What?”
I raised my eyebrow in response to her because she knew exactly what I was annoyed about. Wyatt told Gavin to sit by me and that he would take the floor. Gavin didn’t hesitate to hop up off the floor and take the seat next to me on the couch. Much to my surprise, a flood of disappointment fell over me. The frustration must have been written all over my face like a flashing caution sign because Sam crossed her arms, touching my arm with the hand hidden under her arm. I didn’t understand why I was disappointed that he didn’t sit by me.
I had Mom pause the movie before we got too much farther in it and excused myself for a few minutes. I stepped over Gavin’s feet, turning to glance back at Wyatt sitting on the floor, propped up against the arm of the couch by Sam. I found myself jealous that she was sitting that close to him. I quickly turned away before he could catch me looking and went around the corner down the small hall to the guest bathroom. I locked the door behind me; I turned to find a confused stranger staring back at me in the mirror. I didn’t know this girl anymore. The girl I knew always had her life together, or so she thought. Now, this girl in the mirror wasn’t sure of anything anymore.
I walked back into the living room, asking if anyone wanted to drink while I was up. Everyone wanted something to drink, so I made my way to the kitchen to get the drinks and figured, while I was in there, I might as well make some popcorn too.
“Do you need any help?”
I turned around and bumped into Wyatt. I didn’t realize he was that close to me. “Sure.”
“I’m sorry if I’ve been rude to you. I don’t mean to be, but sometimes I think you’re better off if I am. If that makes sense.” His eyebrows furrowed together.
“You’ve lost me,” I said, getting glasses out of the cabinet. “Could you get the tea out of the refrigerator, please?”
“Yeah. Sure.” He grabbed the huge pitcher of ta, sitting it down on the counter. “I want to be friends with you, but I don’t think it would be wise if we were.” He moved closer to me, holding me in his gaze.
“You don’t want to be friends with me?” I inched closer to him.
“No. I...” He paused, leaning down. “There is something you don’t know about me, Londyn. Being close to me could prove to be dangerous for you.”


I listened carefully to the words that came out of his mouth, and yet I didn’t feel scared. I felt safe with him, something I never felt with Lucas.
“You should be scared of me, Londyn.”
“I’m not scared.” I raised up on my toes, moving closer to his mouth.
“You should be.” He brushed a piece of hair off my face with his finger. The touch of his skin brushing across mine sent a jolt through my body.
“Um…Your mom sent me in here,” Gavin said in the doorway of the kitchen.
“Huh? Oh. Yeah,” I said, backing away from Wyatt. I looked over at Gavin, who was smiling from ear to ear. “What?”
“Nothing.” He shook his head, still smiling.
I poured the drinks and handed him a couple of glasses. Before he was all the way out of the kitchen, I told him popcorn was coming in a few minutes.
He raised the glasses up in the air to let me know he heard me as he walked out of the kitchen.
“I guess I should take these glasses out there since everyone is waiting on us,” I said, easing past Wyatt.
“Maybe it would be best if I went ahead and left.” He murmured.
“Do you want to leave?” I asked.
“I know I should stay away from you, but I can’t anymore. So, with that being said, I’m going to apologize in advance. I’m sorry.” His eyes flashed down to the glasses, then back up, meeting my gaze.
“Sorry? You aren’t going to tell me what you are sorry for?” I insisted.
“No. You will find out in time. Just know I never meant to hurt you.” He took the glasses out of my hands and walked out of the kitchen.
I stood there looking around the kitchen in search of what I didn’t know. Maybe a clue left for me somewhere to help me figure out what that was all about. I grabbed the popcorn out of the pantry and tossed four bags onto the counter. I sat the box on the counter and popped the first bag in the microwave. I poured two more glasses of tea, waiting for the popcorn. I took out Mom’s glass of tea with her bowl of popcorn. She would try to say she didn’t want any but would end up asking Jules or me for some. Sure enough, she tried to say she didn’t want any. I told her if she didn’t eat it, then someone would take it. For someone that didn’t want any, she started popping pieces of it in her mouth. I went back to the kitchen to finish popping the rest of the popcorn so we could get back to the movie.
I took out three more bowls of popcorn, giving them to Jules, Asher, Sam, and Gavin. Sam and Gavin offered Wyatt some of theirs. I grabbed my glass of tea and a bowl of popcorn. I told Mom to go ahead and start the movie back up. When I got to the living room, Gavin was on the floor this time, and Wyatt was in Gavin’s seat. I sat in the middle, offering Wyatt some popcorn. I could tell he wanted to put his arm around me, but he didn’t want to upset Mom, sending her back into “Bitch Mode.” A couple of times, I caught Mom staring over at us, watching every little look between us or our body language toward one another. It was as if she wanted him to do something she disapproved of; she could get upset at him. Wyatt was close, but there was still a big enough gave to satisfy Mom. I peeked over at her when I noticed she wasn’t looking over at us, still in shock from how she acted at the restaurant.
Jules, Asher, and Mom wanted to start another movie the minute that credits began to roll on the one we just finished. I told them to have fun, but the rest of us were going to go to the coffee shop to get some coffee. I asked Mom if she wanted me to bring her back any, but she graciously declined, saying she would be up all night if she drank it this late. Jules and Asher got up and walked over, sitting down in front of the movies to pick out another one to watch with Mom. I gave Mom a quick kiss on the cheek as the others went out onto the porch.
By the time I got outside, they were already down the steps, walking toward Wyatt’s car.
“Hurry up, Londyn!” Sam yelled, getting in the backseat behind Wyatt. Gavin was climbing in the backseat behind the passenger seat. I could feel the corners of my mouth lift up in a smile the closer I got to Wyatt’s car. I no more than closed the passenger door when Wyatt was back out of my driveway and took off down the road to the coffee shop. Gavin and Sam were talking about what they were going to get once we got there. As for me, I still felt somewhat guilty for being with Wyatt, but I hadn’t heard a word from Hunter. He could’ve told me that he didn’t want to see me anymore, instead of leaving me wondering. My friends were right, though. I needed to move on because if he wanted to really talk to me, he would’ve found a way by now. I made a promise to myself then in the car that I was going to make a conscious effort to move past the whole thing with Hunter.
“Everything okay, Londyn?” Wyatt glanced over at me briefly, then looked back toward the road.
“Yeah.” I smiled.
He parked across the street from the coffee café. There were a couple of people sitting outside, enjoying the warm evening. Gavin was the first one across the street, waving for us to hurry up. Gavin held the door open for Sam and me, then followed in behind us. Wyatt was by my side within a matter of seconds.
“What are you going to get?” He asked.
“I don’t know yet. I’m not sure if I want iced coffee or tea,” I said, looking down at the menu that was encased in glass.
“Well, I’m getting an iced mocha latte and German chocolate cake,” Gavin said, walking up to order first. Sam went next, getting an iced caramel macchiato with almond milk and a salted caramel cookie. I looked over at Wyatt, who looked indecisive on what to get by the way he kept scanning over the menu.
“What are you going to get?” Wyatt asked, leaning over closer towards me. “I don’t know what to get.”
“Well, do you like hot coffee or iced coffee? If you don’t like coffee, you can get a tea, hot or iced.”
“I do like coffee. It’s just overwhelming sometimes with all the flavors. I’m always scared I’m going to pick something I will end up hating.”
“You can stick with what Gavin got. A simple iced mocha latte. That is my go-to sometimes when I’m having a hard time making up my mind.”
“Ladies first.” He moved to the side.


“Thank you.” I smiled, then turned to face the barista behind the counter. “I’ll have an iced cherry mocha latte and a piece of German chocolate cake.” I went to give the girl my debit card.
“I’ve got this,” Wyatt smiled, pulling my hand back. “I’ll have the same too. That sounds good, actually.”
He handed over twenty-five dollars to the girl. I couldn’t help but notice how she couldn’t take her eyes off Wyatt for long periods of time. She smiled at him a couple of times, but it was as if she wasn’t even there. He was totally oblivious to her and the flirting. I didn’t know if I should be happy or sad for her. Then again, I was happy that he didn’t notice her or her flirting. She wasn’t ugly at all. In fact, she was rather pretty. Her long dark hair was pulled back into a ponytail. Her makeup wasn’t overly made up, but it accentuated her features. She told us someone would bring our orders out. Sam and Gavin were sitting at a table close to the left window. We were about to sit down when Sam suggested maybe we could sit outside since it was warmer than normal for mid-spring. We let the girl know we were heading outside to one of the tables.
Gavin pulled the seat out for Sam, and Wyatt pulled my chair out for me. A couple of different girls brought out our orders, instantly smiling when they saw Wyatt. They each looked at one another, then back Wyatt as they placed our orders down on the table. One had shoulder-length, dark auburn hair. The sides of her hair were pulled back in bobby pins. The other one had blonde hair pulled up in a bun with strands of hair framing her face. Both girls were pretty too. They exchanged a couple of giggles on their way back in to get the rest of our orders. They came back, still smiling and gazing at Wyatt, almost spilling my drink on me. Again, he was not entertaining their flirting. I turned to look at Gavin, and he must have noticed it too because he mouthed, “What’s up with that?”
I peeked over at Wyatt to make sure he wasn’t paying attention and shrugged my shoulders at Gavin. We sat there, talking, drinking our iced lattes, and eating our pieces of cake and cookies. Wyatt didn’t say much while he enjoyed his cake. Gavin inhaled his within minutes of getting it. I asked him if he even tasted it at all.
The girl with the long dark ponytail came out to check on us, asking if we needed anything else. We politely told her we were all good. She smiled down at Wyatt, asking him directly if she could get him anything else. He told her thank, but no.
I sat there, looking at Gavin and Sam, before turning to the left of me at Wyatt.
“How do you not see these girls flirting with you?” I blurted out before I could stop myself. I looked across at Gavin, who was pressing his lips together to keep from laughing. Sam hurried up and stuck the last bite of cookie in her mouth. I slowly turned my head back to Wyatt, who had a sheepish grin on his face. I tilted my head slightly, crossing my arms as if I was a teacher waiting for an answer.
He laughed when he glanced over and saw me sitting there. “I never said I didn’t notice it.” He leaned in closer to me. “I can go talk to them if you want me to.” He leaned back in his chair, smiling. I didn’t say anything in response. I took a couple more bites of my cake and a few more sips of my iced latte.
The other girls came out to see if we wanted anything else and offered to take our empty plates. They were a few feet away from us when Wyatt shot up out of his seat and turned around in the direction they were walking.
“Oh, for your information, girls…Yes, I do find her beautiful. Is there anything else you’d like to know?”
The girl with the blonde hair fumbled a glass for a few seconds before it shattered on the brick sidewalk in front of her feet. The other one managed to keep hold of the dishes as she spun around to face him. Her eyes were wide with shock. “Excuse me?” she demanded. “I don’t know what you are talking about.”
“Please. You know exactly what I’m talking about. You made the comment that you didn’t know what I saw in her,” he stated, pointing back to me.
I sat there clueless as to what was going on. I looked over at Gavin and Sam, who both were sitting there wide-eyed with their mouths open, looking back and forth between Wyatt and the red-headed girl. They stood there for a few minutes, staring at one another before finally, Wyatt asked if there was anything else they wanted to know about. The blonde shook her head no, tugging on the other’s sleeve, motioning her head toward the door.
Wyatt asked if we were ready to go, holding out his hand for me to take. He asked once we were all back in the car if we wanted to go anywhere else or go back to my mom’s house. We decided to go to the mall for a little bit. There wasn’t anything I really wanted to buy in particular. I just wanted to spend more time with him before heading back to Mom’s, where she would be watching us.


Wyatt came around and opened the passenger door for me, helping me up out of the car. Once I was out of the car, he closed the door behind me, still keeping a hold of my hand as we walked up to the mall. I kept looking down at our fingers interlocked with one another. He let go of my hand briefly to open the door for me, Sam, and Gavin. He quickly took his place beside me, taking my hand in his again. I wasn’t quite sure how to react to this strange feeling I felt each time he took my hand. When Hunter touched me, it was electrifying, exciting, nothing like I had ever felt before. With Wyatt, I felt an overwhelming closeness like I’d known him my whole life, that I could trust him with anything. I didn’t know how to react to this feeling.
He pulled me closer to him a few times as we passed a couple of groups of guys that made it quite obvious they were looking at Sam and me. Sam nudged my arm, smiling when she saw what he was doing after the last group of guys. Gavin was walking on the other side of Wyatt, talking to him about music and a few other things.
We got back to Mom’s a few hours later. Gavin and Sam said they could come in for a little bit. Wyatt wanted to come in, but he didn’t want to get Mom upset again. I told him it was fine and that she was over being upset. I told him I had no idea what had gotten into her because how she acted was out of character for her. I told him to come in for a little bit, and he could leave when Gavin and Sam did in about an hour. I explained Sam’s parents were strict on her about being home before midnight. He shook his head in disbelief, opening the front door for me.
“How was your coffee,” Mom asked, walking out of the living room.
“It was good. I was bad and got a piece of German chocolate cake too.”
“I take it you weren’t there the whole time.” She smiled, walking past me toward the kitchen.
I trailed behind her. “We decided to go to the mall for a little bit. Sorry, I didn’t let you know we were going there too.”
“Londyn, I’m not upset. I’m glad you were out having a good time. I also want to apologize for the way I acted at dinner. I don’t know what came over me. I hope you can forgive me. Wyatt seems like a nice guy.” She walked around the counter, giving me a big hug.
“It’s okay, Mom. I told him you weren’t upset anymore.”
“Good. Is he going to stay for a while?” she asked, letting go to wash her glass out in the sink.
“I think he’s going to leave when Gavin has to run Sam home in a little bit.”
“You know her parents really need to cut the strings and let her have some freedom. She’s going to go crazy once she goes off to college,” Mom said, shaking her head.
I couldn’t disagree with Mom because Gavin and I had said it numerous times amongst ourselves. And neither one of us was going to be around to keep her out of trouble when that happened. I often thought about trying to talk her into going to the same college together. That way, I could be around to keep her from going too crazy with her new-found freedom. Then again, I had no idea where I wanted to go to college now. How could I talk one of my best friends into going somewhere when I didn’t know where somewhere was going to be?
I went back out into the living room to join everyone else. Jules and Asher were still on the loveseat. Gavin stretched out on the floor. Sam and Wyatt were sitting on each end of the couch, leaving the middle for me. I sat down nestled up next to Wyatt, leaning my head back against his shoulder.
“Everything okay?” he whispered into my ear.
“Never better.” I smiled, then turned my head to the right, sliding my hand across the couch, tapping Sam’s hand. She glanced over at me, smiling. She reached down and tapped Gavin on the shoulder. He leaned his head back, smiling up at both of us. Mom joined us a few minutes later. I sat there looking around at everyone. A calming sensation fell over me that everything was going to fall into place. What I didn’t realize was the feeling wasn’t a reassurance that everything was going to be okay, but a warning that everything was about to fall apart in front of my eyes.




Chapter 18



The next morning, I woke up to the aroma of blueberries, which could only mean one thing…Mom’s blueberry pancakes. I looked in my vanity mirror, brushing my hair, and noticed the involuntary smile on my face. It felt good to be smiling without having to force it. I slipped on a pair of fuzzy socks and dug a sweatshirt out of my bottom dresser drawer. It was a little chilly in the house this morning. Mom was walking up to the stairs when I came out of my bedroom.
“Good morning.” She smiled, wiping her hands on a faded blue kitchen towel. “Are you hungry? I made blueberry pancakes.”
“I know. The smell woke me up,” I said, walking down the stairs. “Do you need me to go back up and wake up, Jules?” I asked, pointing my thumb over my shoulder.
“No. She has been up for a while and wanted to help me make breakfast this morning.” She smiled, turning to go back to the kitchen.
I followed her to the kitchen, where Jules was in front of the stove, flipping the pancakes over on the griddle. “Morning, Londyn.”
“Morning. Do you need any help?” I asked, watching her flip the last one.
“Nope.”
I walked around and grabbed glasses for juice, placing them on the counter for when breakfast was ready. I stood there, leaning against the counter, watching Jules cook.
“So, what are you going to do today?” I asked Jules.
“I might see Asher later. We haven’t made any definite plans. What are you going to do?” she asked, looking over her shoulder back at me.
“I think Gavin’s coming over later. You know Sam will have to spend time at home with her family today.”
“What about Wyatt?” she said, turning back around to face the stove.              
“I don’t know if he’s coming over today or not. I didn’t even check my phone before coming downstairs, now that I think about it.” I turned to head upstairs to get my phone. I took a couple of steps inside my room, grabbing my phone and unplugging it from the charger. I had no texts from anybody yet. They were all doing the smart thing, sleeping in this morning. I would still be asleep if it weren’t for the smell of Mom’s cooking. She knew I could never resist homemade blueberry pancakes.
Right as I turned to walk out of my room, Mom hollered that breakfast was ready. I made my way back to the kitchen and poured juice for everyone while Jules got everyone’s plates. I loved Sundays at Mom’s house. I wished it could be like this all the time.




I let Jules take her shower first since she was more than likely to see Asher in a little while. I didn’t know what I was going to be doing later, so I wasn’t in any hurry to get ready. Mom had gone up to her room to get ready before anyone stopped by the house. That was one of her pet peeves. She had to be dressed with her hair done in case one of our friends came by the house. She didn’t care if her makeup was on or not. I cleaned up the kitchen a little more while they were both upstairs. I wiped down the counters and stove and put the dishes away in the cabinets. I kept a glass out to get me some juice, then checked my phone to see if anyone had texted me yet. There were a couple from Gavin, none from Sam, and one from Wyatt. Gavin said he would be over close to lunch and asked if I would want to go with him to get something to eat. I wanted to check the text from Wyatt before I texted Gavin back. If Wyatt wanted to see me, then I was going to suggest that all of us go get something.
I had a great time last night. I was hoping maybe you’d want to see me today.
I sent Wyatt a quick text back, saying I would love to see him today, but Gavin asked me to have lunch with him. I told him I would text him back after I texted Gavin real quick. We did that back and forth for about ten minutes. Eventually, we all agreed to meet at the house, then go to lunch between one and two this afternoon.
I got so busy texting back and forth between Gavin and Wyatt that I forgot to pour my glass of juice. I walked over to get some juice when Jules walked into the kitchen, her hair still wet.
“I’m out of the shower if you want to get yours now,” she said, grabbing a glass out of the cabinet. “I was going to dry my hair in my room.”
“Thanks. I need to hurry up and get ready, in fact. Gavin and Wyatt are coming over later; then we are going out to get something to eat.” I smiled.
“Londyn, let me curl your hair? Please.”
“What about your hair?” I asked, pouring myself some juice.
“I’m probably going to throw it up in a bun for today. Besides, Asher likes it up. I’m going to go dry my hair. Go get ready.” She headed out of the kitchen.
I grabbed my glass of juice and went up to my room before heading to get a shower.
I realized I had left my phone down in the kitchen, so I ran down there real quick to grab it. There was another text from Wyatt, saying he couldn’t wait to see me in a little bit. I saw the time on my phone and ran upstairs to the bathroom. Amazingly enough, I was in and out of the shower within 15 minutes, which was a world record for me.
I towel dried my hair in the bedroom before getting dressed into the outfit I had laid out on my bed earlier. I decided to go ahead and do my makeup so I wouldn’t mess up my hair once Jules got it fixed. I decided to play up my eyes a little bit more than normal. I went with a couple of different shades of warm mauve to make my green eyes stand out. I hurried up and dried my hair because I knew Jules would be coming in any minute.


“Londyn, are you ready for me to do your hair?” Jules asked, standing in the doorway of my room. She had her makeup done and her hair up in a messy bun.
“Yeah. Sorry, it took me so long,” I said, turning around on my bench.
“I love your makeup. Your eyes look fantastic!” She walked over closer to me.
“You don’t think it’s too much?” I turned back around to look in the mirror.
She walked up behind me, leaning down. “No. You look amazing.” She smiled.
She plugged in my curling wand and started to section off my hair while it warmed up. She asked me if I wanted it curled mid-length down or just at the ends. I told her she could make that decision for me. She smiled at me, then started curling my hair.
“What do you think?” she asked, bending down to look at me in the mirror.
“It looks great. Thanks, Jules.” I smiled, lightly touching my hair.
“Jules!” Mom yelled from the bottom of the stairs.
She walked out of the bedroom and was back within a few minutes. “Asher’s here. You look so pretty, Londyn. Wyatt’s going to be blown away.” She gave a quick smile and wave.
I looked down at my phone to check the time and to see if I had any messages. There were none, but Gavin and Wyatt would be here soon. I got up and walked over to the closet to see what kind of shoes I wanted to wear today with my outfit. I didn’t know where we were going, so I didn’t want to wear high heels in case there was going to be a lot of walking. After a few minutes of looking over my shoes, I finally decided on a pair of black ballet flats. I slipped them on, then grabbed my empty glass and phone from my vanity table. I headed downstairs to get some more juice before they arrived.
“Wow.” Mom smiled.
“Do you think it’s too much?” I asked, looking down at my clothes.
“I think you look amazing. I take it Wyatt is coming over later?” She winked.
“Well, him and Gavin. We are going to go get something to eat in a little bit. Is that okay?” I looked up briefly from pouring some juice.
“Yeah. Sorry about last night. I over-reacted.”
“It’s okay, Mom. I told him you weren’t yourself at dinner.” I took a sip of my drink when the doorbell rang, causing me to jump. The juice went down the wrong hole. I sat the glass down with a hard thud, covering my mouth to keep from spitting all over the counter from coughing.
“Londyn, Gavin, and Wyatt are here.” Jules walked into the kitchen.
“Tell them she will be out in a few minutes,” Mom said, rubbing my back.
“She okay?” Jules asked, moving closer.
“Yes. She choked on her drink.”
I managed to get myself under control enough to try and take another drink.
“Are you okay?” Mom asked, fixing the messed pieces of hair.
“Yeah. Did I mess up my hair?”
“No.” She dabbed the corner of my eyes to get the smudge marks from me coughing. “There. Perfect.” She smiled.
I straightened up my shirt and took a quick glance down at my jeans before heading out of the kitchen. I didn’t see them standing by the front door when I made my way through the dining room. I could see Jules and Asher sitting on the couch kissing and coughed to get their attention.
“Mom is about to come in here. Do you want her to catch you two kissing?” I whispered.
“No. Thanks, Londyn,” Jules said, wiping the sides of her mouth.
I turned around and saw Wyatt sitting on the couch, but Gavin was nowhere in sight. I spun around to find him in Mom’s chair. “When did you get here?” I asked, looking around.
He shook his head, laughing. “I’ve been here the whole time. You walked right past me to get onto Jules and Asher for kissing.”
“Sorry.” I giggled.
“It’s okay. Are you ready to go get something to eat?” He looked down at his watch.
“What time is it?” I asked, looking down at Gavin.
“It’s almost one-thirty,” he said, standing up. “By the way, you look great.”
“Thank you.” I smiled. I went to turn around to see if Wyatt was ready and bumped right into him, stumbling backward a few steps.
“You okay?” Wyatt asked, pulling me closer to him.


“Yes.” I could feel warmth flood across my cheeks. “I didn’t realize you had gotten up.
Wyatt wrapped his arm around me, leaning his head down close to my ear, his breath warm on my neck. “You look beautiful today.” He raised his head slowly, gazing into my eyes. He took my hand and led me over to the door. I was about to walk out when I remembered I didn’t have my phone or purse with me. I slid my hand out of Wyatt’s, excusing myself to go get my purse from upstairs and my phone from the kitchen. I let Mom know we were leaving when I ran into the kitchen to get my phone. She told me to have fun.
When I made it back to the entryway, Gavin wasn’t there, so I assumed he had gone outside. Wyatt was standing next to the door, looking down at his phone.
“Gavin go outside?” I asked, looking in the living room.
“He’s on the porch, waiting for us. I’m going to drive us. Where do you want to go?” he asked, opening the glass storm door for me.
“I don’t know what sounds good right now. We can all decide in the car.”
“I thought you two were right behind me,” Gavin said, leaning against the light grey stone column.
“Sorry. I had to go back upstairs to grab my purse, then get my phone out of the kitchen.”
He looked over at me, shaking his head. “It’s a wonder you can make it out of the house and to school on time. You always forget something.”
Gavin got in the backseat behind me so he would have plenty of leg room. Wyatt opened the passenger door for me, and I could hear him inhale when I stepped past him to get in the car. I could feel the corners of my mouth curl up into a smile. Once I was in the car, he closed the door behind me and walked around the front of the car. The jeans he had on hugged his ass perfectly. I found myself staring at it, and my head must have been following in the direction of my eyes.
“Do you need a bib?” Gavin laughed.
“What?” I snapped, trying to sound annoyed.
“You know what? I was staring myself.” He patted me on the shoulder, laughing.
“I wasn’t staring.” I huffed.
“Yeah, and I’m straight.”
I leaned over towards the driver seat and glanced back at Gavin. “Funny.” Annoyance exuded out of my mouth.
Wyatt opened the door, and I quickly moved back over in my seat while Gavin chuckled in the backseat.
“Everything okay?” Wyatt asked, looking at Gavin and me.
“Londyn was admiring your jeans,” Gavin said, smiling.
“Gavin!” I yelled.
Wyatt sat there with a huge grin on his face. “Well, I’m glad you like them.” He winked.
He backed out of the drive and headed down the road, still smiling from ear to ear. I kept my eyes on the road, afraid to look over at Wyatt and die right here in his car from embarrassment. I couldn’t believe Gavin blurted that the minute Wyatt got in the car. Then, it hit me like a brick wall that I didn’t deny it either. I rolled my eyes, leaning my head back against the seat. I felt Wyatt’s hand slide across mine, but I couldn’t look at him.
“Londyn, it’s okay.” His voice was sincere.


I lowered my head, moving my hand over to interlock my fingers with his. Wyatt asked where we wanted to eat. Gavin wanted a good club sandwich, and to be honest, that sounded really good. Wyatt agreed, too, since we didn’t eat that healthy yesterday. Since Gavin and I chose the menu, let Wyatt choose the place. He told us of a place that had the best sandwiches, but he didn’t tell us the name. I didn’t care where he took us. He could drive us three states away. I just wanted to be with him. Part of me did feel guilty for being with him and not waiting for Hunter. At this point, I didn’t know if Hunter was ever going to talk to me again, and I wasn’t going to wait around anymore for him to make up his mind. Wyatt was gorgeous, and he didn’t seem like the type of guy that would just up and stop talking to me without an explanation.
We got back to Mom’s house around four to find her SUV gone. They must have gone to go do something or eat. I had Wyatt pull in behind Gavin’s car. I didn’t know if they had just left or if they were on their way back, and I didn’t want to listen to her complain later about my friend parking in her spot. She was anal like Dad about her parking place in the drive. I would never tell her that, though. Besides, she would just deny it if I did say something like that to her.
Gavin hopped out of the car first, while Wyatt got out and walked around to open the door for me. He took my hand once I was out, and he closed the door behind me. Gavin was already up on the porch, waiting for me to get up there and unlock the door for us.
“Londyn, I’m going to get a drink. Do you want anything?” Gavin said, walking through the door once I got it unlocked.
“I’ll take some tea.”
“Wyatt, you want anything to drink?” Gavin yelled from the kitchen doorway.
“Surprise me,” he yelled back.
He turned to face me, leaning down, staring into my eyes. “I want to kiss you,” he whispered, inches away from my mouth. He let go of me and walked into the living room. I stood there, staring down at the floor, then toward the kitchen, thinking he heard Gavin getting ready to walk out with drinks. I followed him into the living room.
“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, looking behind me to make sure Gavin wasn’t walking out yet.
“No. Remember, I told you not too long ago that I should be around you.”
“I remember, but you still come around me. So, you being around me must not be that dangerous.” I smiled, walking closer to him.
“You have no idea the danger I am putting you in each time I come around. But I can’t stay away either.”
“Where did you both go?” Gavin yelled from the other room.
“We are in the living room,” I said, peeking my head around the corner.
Gavin brought us our glasses of tea, then disappeared around the corner again. He was back within a few minutes, asking what we were going to do. We talked about leaving again but didn’t know where to go or what we wanted to do after we left. Then, we decided to rent a movie from one of the digital streaming programs.
Now, we just had to decide on what kind of movie we wanted to watch. I knew no matter what I picked; I was going to be outnumbered. They were gracious enough to let me choose the movie and didn’t groan too much when I picked somewhat of a chick flick. Gavin stretched out on the couch, leaving the loveseat for Wyatt and me. I asked if they wanted popcorn before we got too far into the movie. They both declined, stating they were full from lunch.
Mom, Jules, and Asher got back when we were right in the middle of the movie, so they went to the kitchen. I paused the movie real quick to go talk to Mom. She was pouring drinks for all of them, while Jules and Asher were sitting on the other side of the table by the big bay window.
“Sorry. I didn’t know you were all here watching a movie, or we would’ve stayed out longer.” Mom smiled.
“It’s okay. First, we were going to go out and do something else, but we didn’t know what or where we wanted to go. So we decided to watch a movie instead.”
“How was lunch?” Mom asked, walking over to place their drinks in front of them on the table.
“It was good. Well, I’m going to go back in there and finish the movie with them. It’s almost over.”
“Everything okay?” Wyatt asked when I sat down next to him.
“Yes. I was just in there talking to Mom for a few minutes. I told her the movie didn’t have much longer.”


“We don’t have to finish it. We can watch something else,” he insisted.
I jumped up and headed for the kitchen. “Do all of you want to watch another movie with us?”
Before Mom could say anything, Jules and Asher were halfway out of the kitchen, headed for the living room. She grabbed her drink and headed for the living room. The debate about which movie to watch was about to begin. Before we got the movie-going, Mom got up and headed back into the kitchen. I followed her to make sure everything was okay. I walked into the kitchen when I found her rummaging around in the pantry.
“Mom, what are you doing?” I asked, peeking my head in the pantry.
“I’m looking for…” she said, moving boxes around. “Found it!” She held up a box of popcorn in a victory stance.
I couldn’t help but laugh at her celebrating finding the box of popcorn. She turned around, raising her eyebrow at, which made me laugh even more. I turned to move out of the way, and she smacked me on the butt. She laughed, walking over behind the island. I tried to walk over there to help her, but she basically pushed me out of the kitchen. I stepped back in the kitchen, imitating her victory stance minus the box of popcorn. I stumbled from laughing so hard. She yelled at me to go, so she could get that done.
She yelled for Gavin to come help her because I was being a bitch to her. Gavin got up, shaking his head at me, then asked what I did to her. I told him about her victory stance and even demonstrated for him how she looked in the pantry. He started laughing but quickly got himself under control before heading in to help Mom. The next thing I heard yelling at Gavin and him laughing. I started laughing again because I knew what he had done. He and I loved teasing Mom about the dumb little things she would do or say.
Monday morning came all too fast, but I didn’t care because I would get to see Wyatt at school today. I got up and got my shower before Jules took up residency in the bathroom. I had no more got out of the shower and headed to my room when Jules ran in there to get ready. I knew Mom was already in the kitchen from the banging of pans that echoed out of the kitchen. I went to my room to finish getting ready because I knew breakfast would be done soon.
I picked out a pair of dark grey leggings, a long, light pink tunic, and white canvas shoes to wear with it. I towel dried my hair more before changing into my clothes, then applied my makeup before drying my hair.
“Girls! Breakfast!” Mom yelled up the stairs.
I gathered up my stuff, so I wouldn’t have to come back upstairs after breakfast. I yelled at Jules that breakfast was ready in case she didn’t hear Mom a few minutes ago. She opened the door and said she would be done in a few minutes. I went downstairs, putting my bookbag on the dining room table before heading into the kitchen. There I was welcomed by the savory smell of hickory. I inhaled deeply, standing there in the doorway.
“Morning, Mom.” I smiled.
“Morning. Where is your sister? I don’t know why I just asked you that question.” She handed me a glass of orange juice.
“Smells amazing.” I inhaled again. I sat down on the other side of the table by the bay window. Mom made scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. She handed me the jar of grape jelly and a spoon.
“Sorry, Mom,” Jules said, walking into the kitchen. “Oh, it smells so good.” She held the plate up to her nose, inhaling.
Mom grabbed her plate off the counter and sat with us at the table. “I have to work today, but I should be home around four or five. Then, I will get going on dinner. I thought about spaghetti and meatballs.”
“Do you want us to do anything before you come home?” I asked, taking a bite of toast.
“No.” She took a sip of her coffee.
I happened to glance down at my watch and saw the time. I told Jules we had to leave in a few minutes, or we were going to be late for school. She took a couple more bites, then threw away what she didn’t eat. I managed to finish mine, but I wasn’t looking at my phone the whole time either like Jules. I got up, putting my plate in the sink along with my glass.
“Bye, Mom. Love you,” I said as I headed out of the kitchen.
Jules popped back in to tell Mom the same thing, then grabbed my keys to head out to the car. Sometimes, I let her start my car while we were here at Mom’s, something I never let her do while we were at Dad’s. I didn’t want to listen to him bitch about how she could accidentally put it in gear and hit his car.
I managed to get us to school ten minutes before the first bell was to ring. Jules took off when she saw Asher park his car a few rows over from us. I shook my head and took off toward the school. I wasn’t about to chase her down, reminding her that she didn’t have much time before the first bell. I glanced over my shoulder back at Jules and Asher, who weren’t moving away from his car.
I made my way through the typical crowds of kids standing around talking. Some students were busy putting up posters for the prom, which was a couple of months away. Here it was, a few months away, and I didn’t have a date for the Senior prom. Then again, maybe Wyatt would ask me to the prom.
Gavin was leaning up against the corner of the lockers, glancing down at his phone. I didn’t know what I was going to do when we went away to college, and I didn’t have Gavin waiting for me every morning. The thought of not seeing Gavin every day brought tears to my eyes.
“What’s wrong, Sunshine?” Gavin asked,
“I was just thinking about in the fall when we are away at college. I won’t get to see you every day.”
“I know. But I will still blow up your phone on a daily basis.” He smiled.
“It won’t be the same,” I whispered, opening my locker.
He walked over and gave me one of his tight hugs. “It’s going to be okay, Londyn. Are you still going to go to the college your dad picked for you?”
I stepped back a little bit. “I forgot all about that. You’re right! I still have plenty of time to get into another college.”
“You know, I’m sticking close to Baltimore. If you don’t want to go to the same college, there are others close by where we can see each other a lot.”


“I’m going to do some research into where you are going and see if they have my major and whatnot.” I smiled, closing my locker door. I wrapped my arm around Gavin’s, and we took off walking down the hall. We weren’t too far down the hall when I heard my name being called from off in the distance. I paused and looked over at Gavin, who was trying to keep me walking toward the end of the hall. I let go of his arm and turned around to see Jayde moving quickly toward us; once she saw, we stopped walking. Her dark hair was blowing on the sides from how fast she was walking to get to us.
“God, what the hell does she want?” Gavin whispered close to my ear.
“Well, we both know it can’t be good.” I rolled my eyes.
“You truly are a slut,” Jayde snapped, walking up to us.
“Excuse me!” I stepped closer to her. “Where the hell did that come from?”
“Lucas told me you’ve been calling him nonstop, begging him to meet you somewhere.”
“Oh my God! And you actually believed him?” I bent over laughing.
“Wow…You truly are a special kind of stupid, aren’t you?” Gavin said between laughs.
“How dare you!” she screamed.
“Jayde, why do you believe anything Lucas tells you? He’s lying to you. I know we aren’t friends anymore, but I would never do that to you. I have more dignity than to jump on my friend’s ex-boyfriend.”
“Boyfriend. We’re back together.” She smirked.
“My condolences,” Gavin said, trying not to laugh. “That definitely says you are stupid. You know how he is, and yet you still go back to him.” He stopped laughing and was now shaking his head in disbelief.
“If you must know, he asked me to take him back.”
“That’s because you are the only one that will date him now,” Gavin stated, looking over at me instead of her.
Out the corner of my eye, I caught her hand coming up toward Gavin’s cheek as he turned to face her again.
I moved in front of him, raising my hand up. “Stop!” I screamed. I looked, and her hand was inches from my face. Her hand was suspended in mid-air. I happened to look past it and noticed her facial expression wasn’t moving at all. I glanced over at Gavin and noticed he wasn’t moving at all either. I touched his face, moving back in case he jumped at me to scare me. He stayed in the same stance, frozen. Then, I realized the only thing I heard was the pounding of my own heart—no talking, laughing, or movement of any kind. I took a deep breath, closing my eyes, and slowly turned around. I opened one eye, then the other one. I stood there fixated on the kids, frozen in their steps. Some were in mid-sentences by the way their mouths were partway opened. I looked over at one guy; he must have been watching me, Gavin, and Jayde because his head was tilting back with his mouth open as if he had been laughing hysterically. I backed up against the wall, the coldness penetrating through my shirt. I lifted my hands up to grab the sides of my head. I opened my mouth to scream, but nothing came out. I slid my back down the wall to where I was crouched down on the floor. I buried my head in my knees, hoping when I looked back up in a few minutes that everything would be back to normal.


“Londyn?”
I raised my head up so fast that I hit the back of it on the wall. I raised my hand, rubbing the back of my head gently. “Wyatt?” I asked, wiping my tear-soaked cheeks.
“What happened?” he asked, waving his hand around behind him at our frozen classmates. Then, he offered me his hand and helped me up to my feet, keeping his arm around me for support.
“I don’t know. Jayde was about to slap Gavin, and I got so mad. That’s when I held up my hand, screaming Stop, and this happened.” I waved my hand around the hall.
“Oh…” He looked around at everyone, still frozen. “Promise me you won’t freak out.”
His voice was stern.
“What?”
“Just promise me you won’t freak out.”
“More than I already am?”
“Promise me!”
“Okay. Okay…I promise.”
He looked around the hall, raising his hand up in the air, and gave it a huge wave as if he was waving it across everyone in the hall.
“Bitch! Don’t think you are going to slap me,” Gavin said, blocking Jayde’s hand.
“What?” I looked around, and everyone was back to normal. “How did you do that?” I asked wide-eyed, looking around the hall as kids raced past us.
“Do what?” Gavin asked, pushing Jayde’s hand away.
“Sneak up on us like this,” I said, glancing over at Wyatt.
“Hey, Wyatt! I didn’t see you walk up. How’s it going?” Gavin said, pulling me away from Jayde.
“It’s going pretty good.” He peeked at me, motioning his finger over his cheeks.
I hurried up and blotted my cheeks before Gavin had a chance to notice the tears.
“Well, I should get to class.” Gavin smiled. “I’ll see you both at lunch.” He took off walking down the hall.
“I should be getting to class too,” Wyatt said, taking my hand. “I promise, I will explain things, but not here at school. You trust me, don’t you?”
“Yes.”
He leaned in closer to me so no one would be able to hear what we were talking about. “I will explain what happened, but now is not the time. You need to go to your classes as if nothing happened. No one will know what you are talking about. They have no memory of it at all.”
“What do you mean, no memory of it?”
“No memory of it.” His eyes stayed focus on mine.
“Okay. I will go to my classes as if nothing happened. I expect an explanation, especially if you know something,” I demanded.
“I promise, I will explain what happened later away from school.” He squeezed my hand, then took off around the left corner to his class. I went around the opposite corner to my class, wondering if he really was going to tell me the truth later. I made myself a promise that I was going to make sure he told me the truth.




Chapter 19



I got to class right as the second bell rang, and, thankfully, Mrs. Webster wasn’t in the classroom yet, or she would try to say I was late. I went to go sit in my seat, and found Sam in the seat next to mine. She was digging around in her purse for something. I had a couple of minutes to come up with a somewhat believable lie if she asked me what was wrong. I wasn’t about to tell her that I had frozen the entire hall of kids before class.
“Oh. Hey, Londyn. Do you have a tissue?” Sam asked, shuffling things around in her purse.
“I think so. Let me check.” I pulled my bookbag around, sitting it in my lap between me and my desk. I managed to find a package of tissues in the bottom. I took a couple out and handed them over to Sam. “What are you doing in this class?” I looked around to make sure I was in the right class.
“I forgot to tell you. Jayde asked to switch classes with me. She got it taken care of last week. I’m glad she wanted out of this class. I get to be in class with you.”
I asked if she was okay because she had her hair up in a bad bun, and wasn’t wearing much makeup. She had on an over-sized sweatshirt and black leggings. She never dressed like this except around her house or sometimes mine.
“I’ve got a cold or allergies,” she said, sniffling.
I reached down in my bag for the rest of the tissues and handed her the entire package. I looked again in case I had any more, but that was all I had in my bag.
“Thanks, Londyn. You doing okay? You seem kinda stressed,” she said, dabbing her nose with a tissue.
“I ran into Jayde before class. Do you believe Lucas had the nerve to tell her I’ve been trying to call him, begging that he meet me somewhere?” I rolled my eyes.
“What? You’re kidding, right?” She crinkled her nose up.
“Nope. He even begged her to take him back. Gavin gave her his condolences.” I laughed.
“And, I missed it,” she sighed.
“I’m sure she will harass us some more at lunch. Then you will have a ring-side seat for the entertainment.” I giggled.
Mrs. Webster finally made her way into the classroom, apologizing for being a few minutes late. She said she had to take care of some matters in the office. She told us to go ahead and open our books to where we had left off yesterday.
I found myself looking down at my watch every few minutes. Time seemed to go by slower and slower each time I looked down at it. I just wanted to see Wyatt at lunch and hoped he would be able to give me a little bit of an explanation as to what happened before class. I had this horrible sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach that he wasn’t going to give me the slightest reason.
Gavin was waiting for me outside of the cafeteria, talking to a few of his friends as they made their way through the doors.
“What’s wrong?” he asked, moving away from the wall.
“Nothing. Just a long morning. I hope the salad bar looks decent today,” I said, walking past Gavin as he held the door open for me. I waited for him right inside the door, and we both spotted Sam sitting at our table, blotting her nose with a tissue. I looked around the cafeteria to see if Wyatt was anywhere around, but I didn’t see him. Unfortunately, we had to walk right past Lucas and Jayde. I didn’t even acknowledge them when we walked past.
“Oh, Sam. Why don’t you got home and get some rest?” I put my stuff down on the floor next to the chair.
“I thought I would feel better by now, but I feel worse. I might take your advice and go home,” she said, blotting her red nostrils. She gathered up her things and said she would text me later if she wasn’t sleeping. I told her to get some rest and that I would see how she was doing later.
Wyatt walked through the doors right as Sam was walking out. He looked to see what they were serving in the A la cart line before making his way over to the table.
“Where’s Sam going?” Wyatt asked, sitting down between Gavin and me. “She didn’t look so good.”
“She’s going home. She’s got a cold or allergies,” I said.
“I hope she feels better.” He moved closer to me.




“I think I’m going to go see if there is anything edible today.” Gavin got up from the table, making his way over to the food.
The minute I knew Gavin was out of hearing range, I leaned closer to Wyatt and whispered, “What happened this morning? You don’t have to give me a full-length explanation, but you can sum it up in a few words for now.” I turned slightly to look at him.
“I don’t know what you want me to tell you. I wasn’t there when it happened, so it’s kinda hard to tell you what happened when I wasn’t there.”
“What!” I yelled, louder than I intended.
“Shh!” he hissed.
“You showed up and saw what I had done. So don’t sit there and say you don’t know what happened.”
“Now is not the time or place to talk about it. I told you I would explain later on today. You can trust me. I promise.”
“Trust you?”
“Yes.”
“Why should I trust that you will tell me later?” I looked over at him, raising an eyebrow. He leaned in even closer to me, our mouths inches from one another. “Because I told you I would.” He smiled.
Before I could say another word to him, Gavin was back with water for all of us. “They expect us to eat that shit?” Gavin motioned his head toward the food.
“I take it there was nothing good to eat again today?” I asked.
“Hell no. I wouldn’t feed that to my dog.”
“Gavin, you don’t have a dog,” I said, opening my water bottle.
“Well…If I had a dog, I wouldn’t make it eat that crap.”
“Gavin, want to grab something to eat right after school?” Wyatt asked.
“Sure. Where do you want to go?” he asked, looking over at me. “Want to come along, Londyn?”
“No. You guys go ahead. I have to take Jules home. I’m sure Asher will be over later.”
“Are you sure?” Wyatt asked, reaching for my hand.
“Yeah. Besides, I will probably get started on my homework to get it done and out of the way before Mom gets home from work.”
“I guess it’s just us then, Gavin.” Wyatt smiled, gently squeezing my hand.
The rest of the day crept by so slowly. I swore the classes grew in minutes as the day went by. I didn’t hear a word the teacher said in my Biology class; I was too busy trying to come up with my own explanations for what happened. I wanted to know why I was able to freeze people the way I did. I was scared to bring my hand up to anyone or wave it around in fear I would freeze them, and not being able to undo it made me shiver in my seat.
“Londyn, are you okay?” the teacher asked.
“Sorry. Cold chill.”
“Do you need to go see the nurse?”
“No.”
She went back to talk about whatever she was talking about before and would glance over at me every few minutes. I knew she could tell I wasn’t really paying attention in class and would have me stay a few minutes over to find out why. There was about fifteen minutes left class, and I needed to come up with a believable lie to tell her. Right as I came up with an excuse, the last bell of the day rang, and the class flew out the door before she was done talking about tomorrow’s class. I gathered up my stuff, waiting for her to tell me she wanted to speak to me, but she never said a word. I walked over to the door, pausing to make sure she wasn’t going to stop me from leaving.
Jules was standing next to the car, talking to Asher. I didn’t see Wyatt’s car anywhere close in the parking lot. I made sure to look in every direction of the parking lot as I walked to my car to give Jules some more time with Asher.
“You okay, Londyn?” Jules asked, leaning up against Asher while he held her.
“Yeah. Did you see Wyatt leave?” I asked, scanning the parking lot again.
Jules looked up at Asher, who was shaking his head no. He left on purpose before I got out here. I put my stuff in the car while Jules gave Asher a quick kiss bye.
Jules kept asking me if I was okay during the drive home. Each time I told her I was fine, she would tell me she didn’t believe me. I turned onto our road and saw Wyatt’s vehicle in front of the house. He started to get out when I turned into the driveway. He was next to the car by the time I had turned it off, opening the door for me.
“Thanks,” I said, taking his hand.
“Hey, Wyatt! Are you going to stay for a little bit? Londyn could use some cheering up,” Jules said, grabbing her bag out of the backseat.
Wyatt looked at me, wide-eyed. I knew exactly what he was thinking. I shook my head no, indicating that she didn’t know anything about what happened this morning. He let out a sigh, and I could see the tension leave his face. He grabbed my book bag from the backseat, carrying it inside for me.
“So, she doesn’t know about what happened this morning?” he whispered in my ear when Jules took off for the kitchen.
“No. She kept trying to ask me what was wrong on the way home. I told her nothing, but she didn’t believe me,” I whispered, leading him into the living room. “I’m going to go get something to drink and snack on. Do you want me to bring you back anything?” I smiled, letting go of his warm hand.
“Sure.” He sat down on the loveseat.
I was on my way to the kitchen when Mom came walking through the front door. “Hi, Mom. They let you come home early?” I asked, walking backward to the kitchen.
“Um. Yeah. What are you doing?”
“Going to get drinks and something to eat for Wyatt and me. He’s in the living room.” I turned back around to walk into the kitchen.
“Someone here?” Jules asked, walking to the kitchen sink.
“Mom’s home,” I said, reaching over her to get some glasses out of the cabinet.
Jules left the kitchen the minute I told her Mom was home. I knew she ran out there to ask Mom if Asher could come over later. She never gave Mom a chance to get changed or anything before bombarding her with questions. I looked in the refrigerator for something to snack on other than fruit. I wasn’t in the mood for anything sweet. I closed the doors and went over to the pantry in search of something salty. I wasn’t in the mood for popcorn, and we didn’t have any chips. I yelled for Mom, asking her if maybe she had put the chips somewhere else. She came into the kitchen, saying she had to go to the store and get a few things for this week. I went to say something as I walked out of the pantry but saw that she had already left again. I closed the door behind me.
“We didn’t have anything good to snack on. Want to go somewhere to get something to snack on?”
“I thought you wanted to talk.” He took a drink of tea.
“I do, but I’m also starving too. I thought we could talk in the car on the way to get something to eat.”
“We can do that too if you want.” He got up from the loveseat.
I went upstairs to see if she was in her room. I knocked on the door, but she didn’t answer. I called her name again and got nothing but silence from the other side of the door. I turned and headed downstairs.
“Did you want me?” Mom said, walking out of the guest bathroom by the stairs.
“I thought you were upstairs in your room,” I said, stepping down off the bottom step. “I wanted to let you know that Wyatt and I were going to go get something to eat real quick.”
“You aren’t going to eat dinner later?” Mom asked.
“We aren’t getting a full meal. Probably split an appetizer or something like that. The food, according to Gavin, looked disgusting, so we skipped lunch,” I said, heading back upstairs to my room.
I walked over to grab my purse out of my chair by the window and was about to walk out downstairs when I happened to hear Wyatt and Mom talking. I couldn’t make out entirely what they were talking about, but I thought I heard the words “Temporal Stasis” come out of his mouth. I looked around my room, whispering to myself, “Temporal Stasis.” I glanced around my room again, like the answer was going to jump out of the closet at me.
“Londyn, Wyatt is waiting,” Mom yelled up the stairs.
I walked out of my room, closing the door partway. “Sorry. I forgot where I put my purse this morning before I left for school.”
I told Mom we wouldn’t be gone long and that we would be back in time for dinner. Wyatt led me out to his vehicle, opening the passenger door for me. He no sooner got in; I bombarded him with questions.
“What is a Temporal Stasis, and why did you say it to my Mom?” I demanded, glaring over at him. I leaned forward a little bit to see his eyes had narrowed. He quietly got out of the vehicle and walked around to open the passenger door, holding out his hand.
“I thought we were leaving to get something to eat?” I questioned.
He closed the door behind me, gently grabbing my hand, leading me back up to the house, and opened the door.
Mom walked out of the kitchen, looking at us. I could see the confusion in her eyes as to what was going on. “I thought you two were leaving to get something to eat.”
“Elizabeth, Londyn heard us talking earlier,” Wyatt said, straight-faced.
“Yeah, I did,” I said, looking over at Mom. Her eyes were big with fright. “Wait! What did you just call her? I never told you my Mom’s first name. How in the hell did you know it?” I asked, stepping back away from them.
Mom started to walk toward me, and I found myself backing away from her. She stopped a couple of steps away from me with a wistful look in her eyes. I wasn’t rejecting her entirely, but I didn’t want to be close to her at this exact moment either.
“I know you are upset. I was hoping it would skip you.”
“Skip me?”
“Hey, Mom, do you care if I go with Asher to get something to eat?” Jules asked from the top of the stairs.
Jules started walking down the stairs. “What’s going on?” she asked, looking at the three of us standing in front of the stairs.
“Your sister got upset with me,” Wyatt quickly said, without a shroud of emotion on his face.
“What did you do?” she asked, looking over at me.
“I said something I shouldn’t have to her.” He ran his hand through his hair.
“Oh…” she mumbled. “Mom, do you care if I go?” She redirected her focus back to Mom.
“Yeah. Is he on his way?” Mom asked Jules, not taking her eyes off me.
“I need to text him real quick. He should be here in about fifteen to twenty minutes.” She reached around her back and pulled her phone out of her back pocket. After texting Asher, she ran back upstairs to her room. We all stood there in awkward silence for a few seconds before Mom whispered that we would discuss this more after Jules left the house. I flung my head back, letting an exasperated sigh escape my mouth. I turned to go into the living room. I flopped down on the couch; my head bounced up as it hit the back of the sofa, and my arms stretched out on each side of me.
“Londyn?”
“What do you want, Wyatt?” I said, not moving my head from the back of the couch.
“Don’t be mad at your mom. She was trying to protect you,” he whispered.
“I’m not mad at her. I’m kinda mad at you for not being truthful with me. You keep saying I can trust you. How can I trust you when you haven’t been honest with me from the moment you met me?” I raised my head slightly, squinting my eyes.
“You can trust me.”
“Well, I don’t trust you at the moment,” I snapped.
“Are you two still arguing?” Jules asked, walking over to the loveseat.
“No.” I laid my head back.
“Wow…What did you do?” Jules asked Wyatt.
“I told you. I said something stupid.”
“Well, what did you say?” Jules insisted.
“Jules! It doesn’t matter what he said!” I ordered.
“Damn! You don’t have to be such a bitch about it,” she yelled back.
“Julie Elizabeth! Watch your mouth!” Mom yelled from the other room.
“You let Londyn cuss.”
Mom walked into the living room, placing her hands on her hips. “Londyn is older than you are and doesn’t cuss as much as you.”
Jules was about to say something more, which would have gotten her grounded when the doorbell rang. She jumped up off the loveseat and ran to the door to answer it. I was about to get up off the couch when Jules came back into the living room.
“Londyn, it’s for you.”
“Who is it?” I asked, getting up from the couch. I straightened my clothes, walking past her to the door.
“What the hell are you doing here?” I demanded.
My Mom came out of the kitchen. “Londyn, why on earth are you…” She stopped a few feet from me; her eyes fixed on who was at the door. “Why in the hell are you here?” she hissed.
“I would never come here unless it were absolutely necessary,” my dad said, looking over at me. “They know…”
I looked over at Mom. Her anger dissipated, and instant fear took its place. She brought her hand up to her open mouth; tears began to trickle down her cheeks.
“Are you sure?” Wyatt asked, looking over at my dad, who was walking over to Mom. He wrapped his arms around her. She stood there, looking despondent in Dad’s arms. I stood there looking around the room. Wyatt was trying to get my Dad to talk to him, but he was too busy trying to calm Mom as she sobbed into his chest. I assumed I should be worried about something, but I had no idea what I should be worried about.
“What did I miss?” Jules dropped her purse on the floor when she walked out of the living room. She bent down to pick it up, not taking her eyes off our parents hugging. It was definitely a strange sight to witness, seeing as they have been divorced for so long. Not to mention, they were supposed to loathe one another.
“Same thing, I missed,” I said, crossing my arms and tilting my head to the side. “Would someone care to tell me what the hell is going on?” I demanded.


Wyatt was about to say something when the doorbell rang again.
“What. The. Hell.” I threw my hands up above my head, then letting them slam against the sides of my legs.
Wyatt walked over and opened the front door. “Jules, it’s Asher.”
“Did I come at a bad time?” Asher said as he stepped inside.
“No. Your timing couldn’t be more perfect. Why don’t you and Jules go get something to eat. In fact, dinner is on me,” Wyatt pulled money out of his wallet.
“Thanks, Wyatt,” Asher said, turning to walk out the door with Jules.
I was getting tired of the interruptions, and no one answering my questions about what the hell was going on. I deserved an answer, and I sure in the hell was going to get that answer before the end of the evening. Mom continued to cry into Dad’s chest, and it was starting to weird me out seeing them like this after years of nothing but disgust for one another. 
“Would someone like to explain to me what is going on? This is starting to wear thin on my nerves.” I walked past everyone into the kitchen. I had no idea why I walked into the kitchen. I wasn’t thirsty, nor hungry. I walked over to the table and sat down with my back facing the doorway.  I stared out the window, looking at the flowers soaking in the warm spring sun. I rested my elbows on the table, lowering my head into my hands. I didn’t know what was going on, and I was sure none of them out there were truly wanting to tell me either. I sat there for a little while when I heard someone walk into the kitchen.
“Londyn, I know you must have a lot of questions, and I’m going to try and answer them the best I can,” Dad said, sitting down in front of me on the other side of the table.
I slowly raised my head up from my hands, glancing at my blurry dad. The only thing I could rationally get out of my mouth was, “Why are you over here?”
“Well, I had to warn your mother and make sure you and your sister were okay. I know this is going to be hard for you to hear and comprehend what all it entails. I didn’t treat you and your sister that well growing up, but I thought it was best that way. I was hard on your both, not because I don’t love you. I love you both so much, and I don’t know what I’d do if anything ever happened to you.”
“What?” I crinkled my nose. “You honestly want me to believe you lectured at me incessantly because you love me? Wow…” I got up from the table to walk back into the dining room.
“I don’t blame you for not believing me, but it’s true. Your mom will vouch for it. You might as well know the full truth. Your mom and I aren’t really divorced,” he said, walking up behind me.
“You aren’t divorced? What kind of sick joke is that?” I snapped.
“It’s not a joke, Londyn. Your Dad and I are still married. We got a phony document stating we are divorced. We had to make it look convincing in order to keep you and your sister safe,” Mom said from the doorway of the kitchen.
“You two aren’t making any sense whatsoever. You’re basically trying to tell me that Jules and my lives have been one huge lie in order to protect us. Yet, you haven’t told me why we need protecting. Who would want to hurt us?” I backed away from them.
“You didn’t tell her yet?” Mom’s eyes narrowed.
“I was about to.”
“No wonder she is so confused with everything. Anyone would be.” She moved closer to me. “Wyatt told me what happened today before class started this morning. I know it probably freaked you out. Probably more so when Wyatt had undone what you accidentally made happen. What you did was called a Temporal Stasis. You did it without knowing how you did it, and that is why you weren’t able to start time back up. I’m sure your other powers will start surfacing here soon. Which means you will be in even more danger.”
“Powers? Have you both last your minds?” I laughed, walking past them. They were a few steps behind, following me into the living room. “Powers…” I started laughing again.
“Londyn, your parents are telling you the truth. I mean, you saw how everyone was this morning before I found you,” Wyatt said, walking over to me. “I know it’s a lot to take in right now, but you have to try and keep an open mind.”
“You are fucking kidding me, right? You want me to keep an open mind?” I threw my hands up in the air. “My parents tell me they are indeed still married but had to live apart to keep Jules and me safe. Mom is over there telling me my powers are going to start showing up now that I froze an entire hall full of kids. The best part of it all is…I don’t know how I did it!” I flopped down on the couch.
“Again, I know it’s a lot to take in. You have to trust me, Londyn,” Wyatt said, sitting beside me on the couch.
“Why should I trust you?” I said, looking up at the ceiling.
“It’s hard to explain, but we know each other better than you think. And, you know deep down that I would never lie to you. Don’t you?”
I raised my head up slowly, glancing over at Wyatt, and shook my head yes. I don’t know how he knew that, but he was right. Deep down, my gut instinct was telling me I could trust him more than anything. Wyatt took my hand in his and raised it up to his mouth. “I will never leave your side,” He whispered, his breath hot on my skin.
“I have powers, but let me guess. You don’t know what they are, per se. How will we know what they are?” I asked, looking up at my parents standing next to one another. I had to admit it was rather strange to see.
Mom and Dad traded a quick glance between them, then moved in sync with one another toward me. I knew it couldn’t be possible, but it looked like they had aged since Dad got here a little bit ago. They exchanged a concerned look; then, Mom motioned Dad to start talking. I’d never seen this side of him, and I found it rather unsettling, to say the least. This man before me was never one to be a loss for words, and now, he was fumbling to find the right words. I felt like I was in some strange dream, hoping to wake up any minute. I wouldn’t call it a nightmare because Wyatt was with me, but rather a sick, twisted dream.
“There is no easy way to say this, so I’m going to be straightforward with you. You are a witch,” Dad blurted out.
“Bitch? Why did you call me a bitch?” I tilted my head.
“What are you talking about? I didn’t call you a bitch,” Dad insisted, looking over at Mom, shrugging his shoulders.
Mom stood there with her hand over her mouth in a failed attempt to cover up her giggles.
“Londyn, you are a witch,” Dad said.
“Witch Yeah, right. Good one, Dad.” I started giggling myself.
“Your Dad isn’t joking,” Wyatt said, his eyes dark and his face expressionless.
I leaned back against the couch as my mind tried to process the information my dad just blurted out. I sat there staring down at the carpet, unable to look at anyone else in the room. After a few minutes of staring at the floor, I looked up at Wyatt, who started to shake his head yes. It was like he knew what I was going to ask him before I even got the first word out of my mouth.
I didn’t know what to do with this newfound information that was just unloaded in my lap. I had absolutely no idea what emotion I should be feeling either. I had so many questions, but I didn’t know if I should be asking them right now. I got up from the couch, scooting past my parents, and headed to the kitchen to get something to drink. I wanted a glass of wine, but that would only cause me more grief than I needed right now. I could just see their faces if they walked in, and I had a glass of wine in my hand.
“Londyn, you have to believe us that you are indeed a witch. How powerful of one, we aren’t sure, but I’d have to guess a pretty powerful one once all your powers reveal themselves to you,” Mom said, wrapping her arms around my shoulders from behind.
“So, is Dad a warlock, and you’re a witch?” I questioned.
“I’m a witch, but I stopped using my magic when you girls were born. Your dad is not a warlock. In fact...” she paused, letting go of me.
“I’m not a wizard,” Dad said, walking into the kitchen. “I wasn’t supposed to marry your mother. It’s forbidden.”
“Forbidden? Says who?” I said, crinkling up my nose.
“The Vexers,” Dad said, not letting go of Mom.
“The what?” I walked around to a glass out of the cabinet, even though I wasn’t thirsty. I had no idea about anything anymore.
“Vexers. They are a group of witch hunters,” he said, loosening his hold on Mom.
“Why would they give a crap if you were married to Mom…” My mouth fell open when it finally hit me. “They care because you are one of them, aren’t you?”
My father raised his somber face-up. “Yes. I was to go after your mother, but I ended up falling in love with her. We changed our identities and moved close to a big city. It was easier to keep you away from a lot of people when you were little. As you got older and wanted more freedom, we knew it was only a matter of time before one of them would figure out who your parents were.” He lowered his head, looking over toward the pantry door.




“So, you are a witch hunter, and Mom is a witch?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. I walked past them to go back into the living room. Wyatt was standing in the archway of the living room.
“Let me guess you’ve known this whole time about me?” I stopped a couple of steps away from him, glaring into his eyes.
“I didn’t know who you were until that day I met your mom at the restaurant.”
“That would explain her erratic behavior the minute she met you.” I walked past him, brushing against his arm. I went over and sat down on the couch. I didn’t have the energy to ask any more questions. I think my brain had turned to mush, trying to comprehend everything that they had told me. I laid my head back, covering my face with my hands. The cushions shifted toward me when Wyatt sat down next to me.
“Londyn, you can’t tell Gavin or Sam any of this. Them knowing would only put them in more danger.” His hand gently brushed against part of my hand and cheek.
“He’s right, Londyn. You don’t want to put their lives in danger,” Dad said.
I lowered my hands, cupping one inside the other. “Because of the Vexers?” I stated.
“Not just them.” Wyatt leaned forward to try and look me in the eye.




Chapter 20



The rest of the evening was filled with an overwhelming sense of dread. I couldn’t explain it to anyone because I didn’t understand the feeling myself. All I knew was that something bad was about to happen. The feeling you can’t shake that stays in the pit of your stomach.
Then again, I felt like I was being paranoid because of what they had just told me earlier. Wyatt stayed close to me most of the night, not leaving me for more than a few minutes here and there. Dad had stayed for dinner but left soon after. He didn’t want to draw attention to Mom by giving her neighbors something to talk about. He even managed to leave before Jules got home from being with Asher. She had texted earlier, asking if she could go have dinner with him and his family. Mom didn’t hesitate to give her permission with everything that was going on at the house.
Mom and Dad made me promise not to say anything to Jules just yet. Today had brought on a whole new meaning to the phrase, “It’s Monday.” Today had, in fact, been one of the worst days of my life, to find out that basically your life as you know it has turned out to be based on a lie that your parents created to protect you. I hated to see how Jules was going to react when they had to tell her the truth. I had a feeling it was going to happen sooner than they were planning on. I knew why they wanted to wait as long as possible, as she had never done well with big changes.
“Londyn, do you want to go for a drive or something?” Wyatt asked, caressing my hand.
I sat there for a few seconds, staring down at our hands on my leg. “Honestly, I don’t know what I feel like doing right now. I’m sorry.” I lowered my head, even more, closing my eyes.
“It’s okay. You’ve been handed too much information for the human brain to process all at once. You’re going to be confused about a lot of things for a while. I thought maybe getting out of the house for a little bit might help. Not necessarily get your mind off things, but just to get you out of the house for a little bit.”
“I think Wyatt’s right, Londyn. Get out of the house for a little bit. Go for a drive or go get some iced lattes at your favorite coffee café,” Mom said, walking into the living room.
I knew both of them were right about getting out, but I didn’t feel like being around anyone. I didn’t know what I was capable of doing, and I didn’t feel like finding out either. I could be talking to someone and move my hand, blowing them up. I reluctantly got up and went to go search the house for my purse. I couldn’t remember where I laid it down earlier. I found it on the table in the entryway after walking past it five times. Wyatt told Mom he would take good care of me, walking toward me. She told us to try and have a good time, but I could tell by the despondent look on her face that she was saying it more for herself than me.
Wyatt opened the car door for me, and I watched him walk around the front of the car to the driver’s side and get in. He tried asking me where I wanted to go, but I didn’t really want to out in public in fear of what I could do to someone on accident. He backed out of the drive and headed down the road. He was trying to talk to me, but I heard maybe a few words here and there of what he was saying. I did happen to catch him, say the coffee café, but not much after that.
“Londyn, do you want to talk about it since we are alone in the car? You don’t have to worry about your parents or anyone else listening.” Wyatt reached over, wrapping his hand around both of mine clutched together in my lap. I didn’t feel like talking either. I just spent most of the afternoon and evening learning about my true identity, which I wasn’t even allowed to let my best friends know about.
“I don’t want to talk about it anymore,” I mumbled, staring out onto the road. He squeezed my hand tighter, but not to the point he was cutting off circulation to them. I kept stealing quick glances at him in hopes he wouldn’t notice it, but I was never one to be nonchalant about things like that.
“Londyn, I know you want to ask me something. I wish you wouldn’t be afraid to ask me,” he said, turning his head slightly toward me.
“I don’t want to ask anything,” I said, keeping my voice indifferent.
“I know that’s a lie.”
“It’s not a lie,” I assured him.
“I didn’t say anything.” He looked at me briefly. “Just like I’m not saying anything now,” he said, but his mouth didn’t move. He turned to face the road.
“What the hell! How did you do that?” I demanded, scooting my body in the seat to try and face him the best I could in the car.
He winked at me with a slight smile. “Most witches and wizards have telepathy. I’m more than positive you have it too. It may take a little practice at first. You don’t want to go sharing your thoughts with just anyone. Here in a few days, we can start practicing.” He smiled again, then moved his eyes back to the road.
“Why in a few days? What’s wrong with right now while we’re alone in the car?” I asked.
“Well, right now, your mind is busy trying to figure out everything. It takes a somewhat open mind. And your mind is anything but open. In fact, what little bit I read of your mind, it was stressing me out. You don’t want negativity to flow to the wrong person if you know what I mean.” He raised an eyebrow.
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“Sorry. I forgot. I mean the wrong witch or wizard. Some feed off negativity, and it makes them stronger. We are going to have to build up your powers,” he murmured.
Before I could say anything else, Wyatt pulled up behind a black sports car across the street from the coffee café.
“We’ll talk later about this,” he said, reaching for the door, not moving his mouth.
“I don’t know how I feel about you reading my mind or talking to me inside my mind,” I said with authority.
“I’m sorry, Londyn.” He opened the door and was out before I could say anything else to him about it. He opened the car door for me, offering me his hand. His grip was firm but gentle around my small hand. He pulled me close to him as we crossed the street and walked past a few groups of people sitting outside in front of the café. I couldn’t help but stare at them, wondering if they had any idea I was a witch.
“No, they don’t know you are a witch. Most normal people don’t believe we exist.” I heard Wyatt’s calming voice in my head. I turned to my right and saw him glance over at me with a comforting smile. I could get used to being telepathic. No one would be able to hear my thoughts, and I could say something to others without anyone else hearing what we were talking about.
Wyatt ordered two iced mocha lattes for us. He asked if I wanted anything else. Afraid to say anything in public, I looked at him and simply shook my head no. I was terrified to say or do anything in public for fear I would do something horrible to someone without meaning to. He led me over to a table toward the back of the café.
“I know you are nervous, Londyn. I was at first, too. Honestly, I would be worried if you weren’t nervous. I know I was nervous because I didn’t want to hurt someone accidentally. A lot of witches don’t care, and those are the ones that you need to stay away from. They will lead you down a dark path of evil.”
I went to say something, but one of the baristas brought us our drinks, and I didn’t want her overhearing us talking about powers or witches. She sat our drinks down, then paused when she saw Wyatt, her eyes lighting up like the fourth of July. She slowly stood up straight, not taking her eyes off him. She flirtingly brushed her hair back behind her ear, asking if there was anything else she could get him. He politely told her that “we” were fine. I couldn’t help but smile when he emphasized the “we.”  In fact, I let out a little giggle. Wyatt gave my leg a little nudge under the table, which only made me giggle more. Her smiled turned into an immediate frown when she realized she wasn’t going to get anywhere with her flirting.
I watched her walk away, sneaking glances back at Wyatt. She turned at the counter and went back into the back. “How do you make girls act like that?” I leaned in toward him, whispering.
“You mean, act like complete fools?” He laughed.
“Yes. And you don’t even entertain their flirting. Don’t you think that’s a little mean, to be honest?” I said, looking over toward the counter.
“I never thought of it that way. I guess you are right. I will try not to influence their moods around me. Especially since I know, it makes you jealous.”
“I’m not jealous,” I stated, trying to keep my voice indifferent.
“Yeah, right,” he snickered.
“I don’t care what you say. You’re wrong about me being jealous,” I assured him.
He looked at me, raising his eyebrow, not saying a word, then took a sip of his iced mocha latte. 
“Well, did you have fun?” Mom asked, looking over her shoulder from her chair.
“I did,” I admitted, smiling over at Wyatt.


“I’m glad.” She forced a smile, then turned back around toward the TV.
I told Wyatt that I had some homework I needed to get done before tomorrow. He didn’t want to leave at first, but I insisted that he go so I would be able to concentrate on my studying instead of him. He kept asking me if I was sure that I wanted him to go, because he kept reading my mind that let him know I didn’t truly want him to leave me alone. I knew if he stayed, I wouldn’t get any of it done, and I didn’t feel like staying up most of the night to do homework. He gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and told me to text him if I needed him. I stepped out onto the porch and watched him drive down the road until I couldn’t see his taillights anymore.
I went back inside, grabbing my purse off the table, and headed up to my room. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to stay focused on my homework with everything that had happened since I got home from school. I laid my books out on my bed and headed down to the kitchen to get me a drink. Mom was still in the living room with Jules and Asher, watching something on TV. I couldn’t tell if it was a movie or TV show, and I didn’t feel like finding out either. They were so engrossed in whatever it was, that I went completely unnoticed when I turned and headed to the kitchen. I got myself some tea and then rummaged through the pantry in search of something to snack on while I studied, but nothing was sounding good. I didn’t want anything sweet and wasn’t sure what I wanted, something that was salty. I wasn’t even truly hungry, to begin with, so I had no idea why I was looking for something to eat.
I grabbed my glass off the counter and went back up to my room in hopes I would be able to concentrate on my homework. I put my glass down on my nightstand, then propped my pillows up against the headboard. I crawled up in the middle of the bed, pulling my books up toward me. I grabbed my English book, and the minute I opened the book, my mind was already starting to wander. I sat there looking around my bedroom. The overwhelming silence was too much to deal with at the moment. I leaned over to grab my cell phone off my table and pulled up one of the music apps on my phone, hoping the music would help keep my mind focused on my homework.
Wyatt texted me a couple of times to make sure I was doing okay, and I tried to assure him that I was fine. After about ten minutes of struggling to stay focused, I was able to get my mind on homework and off the fact I was a witch. I was scared about going back to school and doing something worse than just freeze students in the hall.
I woke up the next morning before my alarm went off. I laid there for a little bit, praying that I wouldn’t accidentally kill anyone at school today. I looked over at my phone and saw that it was ten minutes after six, and I knew Jules would be up in about 20 minutes. I forced myself out of bed and down the hall to the bathroom. I hurried up and closed the door when I heard Jules's alarm go off. I don’t know why I was worried about her pounding on the door. She usually hit the snooze button a couple of times before getting up.
I opened the bathroom door right as Jules walked out of her bedroom. “Morning, Jules.”


“Morning,” she yawned, walking past me into the bathroom. On my way back to my room, I heard Mom downstairs, banging the usual pans around for breakfast. I wasn’t hungry, but if I didn’t eat something, she would ask me a ton of questions about why I wasn’t eating.
I stood there looking at my closet full of blouses, knit shirts, leggings, jeans, skirts, and dresses, not able to pick out something to wear today. I flipped my head over, pressing the towel to my head, while droplets dripped off the ends of my hair onto my floor. I walked back over to the closet, hoping something would miraculously jump out at me. I was running out of time, so I ended up choosing an over-sized sweatshirt, jeans, and a pair of tennis shoes. Once I was dressed, I sat down at my vanity and dried my hair, then threw it up in a bun. I didn’t feel like wearing makeup today, but then dark circles under my eyes told me that I was indeed wearing a little makeup. Once I was somewhat presentable, I gathered up my bookbag and made my way down to the kitchen for breakfast. Right on cue, Mom was at the bottom of the stairs when I walked out of my room.
“Breakfast is ready. Could you let your sister know?” she asked, turning to walk back to the kitchen.
I walked down the hall a few feet, stopping right outside my sister’s door, knowing she wouldn’t be able to hear from the blaring music that was coming through her door. I knocked a couple of times without any answer. I tried yelling through her door, and again, nothing. I didn’t want to just barge in her room because I tried to respect her privacy more than she had mine in the past. I raised my fist up, about to pound on the door, when she opened the door, almost knocking me over.
“Sorry, Londyn. I didn’t know you were standing there,” Jules said.
“Well, I tried knocking, but you were too busy blasting your music,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “Mom wanted me to let you know breakfast is ready.”
I turned to go downstairs. I didn’t give her a chance to say anything. I had too much on my mind to deal with Jules right now.
Mom had made pancakes and bacon for breakfast. I needed some comfort food before school. Honestly, I needed more than comfort food, but it would have to do for right now. Mom had my plate and glass of orange juice waiting for me over at the table.
“Good morning, Mom,” I said, walking past her while she was getting Jules her plate.
“Morning, Londyn. Did you get any sleep last night?” she asked, walking around the counter.
“Do I look that bad?” I asked, patting under my eyes with my index finger.
“You look fine, Londyn. I was just wondering.” She said.
Jules and I arrived at school fifteen minutes before the first bell was to ring. I parked toward the back of the parking lot. The minute I turned the car off, Jules was out of the car, reaching in the backseat to grab her stuff and head over to Asher’s car, where he was talking with his friends. I envied her right now because she had no idea about us and what that meant for the future. I sat there in my car, watching kids walk up to the school. I found myself feeling jealous of every single kid that passed by my car. They were normal and didn’t have to worry about unintentionally hurting someone. I was scared out of my mind that I would hurt someone or, even worse, kill them. I jumped in my seat, screaming when I heard the passenger side door open. The pounding of my heart echoed in my ears.
“I’m sorry, Londyn. I thought you saw me walking up to the car,” Wyatt said, sitting down.
“You scared the shit out of me,” I said, sitting up straight. I was so lost in my own thoughts that I didn’t even notice he had walked up to the car. Then, I thought about what could happen if someone accidentally scared me and I did something to that person. I closed my eyes tight at the mere thought of what I could do to someone.
“Londyn? What’s wrong?” Wyatt asked.
I slowly opened my eyes and turned my head toward him. “I’m scared that I’m going to accidentally hurt someone or kill them. I couldn’t live with myself if that happened,” I said, lowering my head.
“Londyn, don’t be scared. We’re going to figure out your powers and work on controlling them,” he said, raising my chin up so he could look me in the eye. I sat there staring into his beautiful blue eyes, and for the first time since yesterday, I felt calm. I knew I could trust Wyatt and what he told me to be the truth.
He got out of the car, grabbing my things from the backseat, then walked around and opened my driver-side door. He held out his hand for me to take, helping me out of my car and closing the door behind me. “It’s going to be okay. You will be fine,” he whispered, taking my hand in his while we started walking up toward the school. It was easy for him to say because he had control over his powers. Mine was anything but under control. He gave a light squeeze of my hand the closer we got to the school entrance.
“What happens if Jayde decides to start shit with me? I’m afraid I will do something I will regret later.” I sighed.
“If she tries to start anything while I’m around, I will handle it. Don’t worry, Londyn. Please.” He let go of my hand to open the door for me and scooped it up again in his once inside.
We walked straight ahead, turning the right corner, and I saw Gavin at the end of the hall, leaning against my locker like he did every morning. I didn’t know if I would be able to lie to him or if I would just blurt out my secret.
“Gavin can’t know about you.” I heard Wyatt’s low voice.
“You know, I really wish you would give me a heads up before doing that.” I glared over at him.
“Sorry. Bad habit.”
I understood why he did it, but it was going to take some getting used to, hearing his voice inside my head.
“Remember to act normal.”
“That’s easy for you to say. My whole life as I knew it changed in a matter of minutes yesterday.”
“The more you act normal, the less he will become suspicious that something is wrong. Therefore, he won’t hound you about what’s bothering you.”
I didn’t want to admit it, but Wyatt was right. Gavin would never leave me alone if he knew something was troubling me. He would keep asking me to the point I would give in and tell him.
“Hey, Sunshine. How are you this morning?” Gavin smile, wrapping his arms around me in a big hug.
“Morning, Gavin. I’m doing okay.” I smiled, glancing at Wyatt, then turning back to Gavin. “Want to come over after school today?”
“Sure. Want me to bring anything over?” Gavin asked, looking down at his phone.
“I can’t think of anything you need to bring. I will text Mom later to let her know that you will be coming over after school. Maybe I can talk her into making spaghetti and meatballs.” I winked.
Gavin went back to looking at his phone while I opened my locker. In the back of my locker, hanging up, was a necklace. It was a silver crescent moon with a circle dangling from the top of the moon. I leaned back away from my locker, peeking around my locker door at Gavin, who was still scrolling through videos on his phone.
“Did you put this in my locker?” I questioned.
“Put what in your locker?” he asked, not taking his eyes off his phone.
I reached into my locker, unhooking the necklace from a hook that wasn’t there before either. “This necklace,” I said as I closed my locker door.
“Where did that come from? I didn’t put it in there. It’s cool looking.” Gavin took the necklace from my hand to get a better look at it.
“What are you two looking at?” Wyatt asked, moving closer to me. “Where did that come from?” His eyes fixated on the necklace in Gavin’s hand.
“Londyn found it in her locker,” Gavin said, holding the necklace up.
Wyatt moved me over a couple of steps closer to Gavin, then slowly opened my locker door and stared inside. I had no idea what he was looking for, and I couldn’t ask him with Gavin standing right next to me.
“Where did you find it?” Wyatt asked, moving things around in my locker.
“It was hanging up in the back on that hanger,” I said, walking around to the other side of him. I leaned in closer to him and whispered. “What’s going on, Wyatt?”
Wyatt leaned back, glancing at Gavin to make sure he was still looking at the necklace. He put his mouth right next to my ear. “It’s a witch’s necklace.”
I leaned away from him, staring into his emotionless eyes. He backed away from the front of my locker, his eyes shifting from side to side.
“Can I see the necklace, Gavin?” Wyatt asked.
“Sure. Did you give it to Londyn?” Gavin asked, handing the necklace over to him.
“Yeah,” Wyatt said, giving me a quick nod. He unhooked the clasp, then walked behind me, lifting the necklace over my head. As he hooked the clasp, he whispered in my ear, instructing me to play along. I lifted the necklace up as I looked down to get a better look at it. I noticed that the circle had two tiny crescent moons facing the opposite direction.
“It looks good on you,” Gavin said, putting his phone in his pocket.
I lowered the necklace back down. “Thanks.”
“If Sam is here, we have to invite her too,” Gavin said, closing my locker door for
me.
“Wyatt, you have to come over too.”
“Huh?” I said, tilting my head to the right.
“Going to your house today after school, Londyn. Remember? Are you okay?” Gavin questioned.
“Yeah.” I forced a smile.


“I am definitely coming over for spaghetti and meatballs. I need to get going to class. I’ll see you both at lunch.” Wyatt smiled gently, squeezing my hand before letting go of it.
Everything is going to be all right. Don’t worry. You aren’t going to do anything to hurt anyone. Remember to act naturally. Remember, if anyone asks, I got you the necklace.
Wyatt looked over his shoulder, smiling back at me. Gavin grabbed my arm, turning me around to face the opposite direction before we were late to class. I was so busy trying to act natural; I overlooked Gavin’s look for the day.
“Jeans? Are you feeling okay?” I giggled.
“I didn’t feel like wearing khakis today. Do I look ridiculous?” he questioned, looking down at his jeans.
“I think you look great. I think you should wear them more often.” I winked at him. “You got to show off your ass.”
He twisted his waist to look down at his ass. “You’re right. It does look pretty good in jeans.” He laughed.
“We’re going to be late for class.” I tugged on his arm to keep walking with me.
I got to Math class right as the final bell rang for classes to start. Now, I just had to keep my movements to a minimum until I could figure out what powers I had and how to control them. On top of everything else, I had to figure out a way to pry the information out of Wyatt about my new necklace and how it got into my locker. While everyone was somewhat paying attention in class, I casually grabbed my necklace and tucked it down inside my sweatshirt. I wasn’t ready to answer questions about it. I didn’t have the strength to keep my lies straight today.
I looked straight ahead while Mrs. Webster talked about the lesson she was going over, but I couldn’t have told you what she just said. I couldn’t stop thinking about what happened yesterday with Jayde and the events that led up to me freezing the entire hall. I was angry at her, and even more so when she went to slap Gavin. Anger must set it off right, which means I need to try and stay calm. I texted Wyatt and told him about how I thought anger must have triggered my powers. He quickly texted back that anger is usually what triggers our powers at first.
“Londyn, can I see you for a second?” Mrs. Webster said, walking around to the front of her desk, sitting on it and crossing her arms.
“Is there a problem, Mrs. Webster?” I asked, trying to sound convincing.
“I was about to ask you the same question. You seemed rather preoccupied in class today. Is everything alright? If there is something you need to talk about, you know you can come to me.”
“I’m sorry, Mrs. Webster. I didn’t get much sleep last night. I promise I will pay better attention in class tomorrow.” I turned to walk out the door.
“Londyn, I’m not worried about you paying attention in class. You are one of my smartest students. But it isn’t like you to slack off the entire class. So I know something must be troubling you. I can’t make you tell me what it is, but just know that I’m here if you need to talk.” She stood up, straightening the wrinkles on her slacks.
“Thank you, Mrs. Webster. I’m okay. I appreciate you letting me know I can come to you if I ever need someone to talk to. I should head to English.”
“Wait, I will get you a pass for your next class.” She grabbed a hall pass and wrote her name on it, then handed it to me. “I meant what I said, Londyn. Anytime.”
“Thanks.” I took the hall pass and walked out the door. I walked halfway down the hall before stopping to text Wyatt again, then made my way around the corner.
“Wyatt? How did you do that? I just sent you the text a few minutes ago.” I looked down the hall, then over my shoulder behind me to make sure no one had heard me.
Hyper Speed it is one of my many powers.
“I got worried when you sent the other text, so I had to come see if you were okay. I told you I was going to stay close to you. I’m not going anywhere, Londyn. I will always be here for you.” He caressed my cheek.
“Mrs. Webster stopped me on my way out of Math class, asking me if I was okay. It was all I could do to keep myself together. She told me I could talk to her anytime.” I lowered my head.
“Londyn, it will get easier once you get more used to everything. You trust me, right?” He lifted my chin up with his thumb.
“Yes.”
The funny thing was, I trusted him more than anyone else right now. He could have told me the sky was purple, and I would’ve believed him, no questions asked.
“Where’s the necklace?” he asked, lowering his eyes down to my neck.
I grabbed the chain, pulling the necklace out from under my sweatshirt. “I didn’t want people asking me about it, so I tucked it down my shirt. You know who put it in my locker, don’t you?” I slipped the moon down my sweatshirt again, then quickly raised up to see the expression on Wyatt’s face. The minute my eyes caught his gaze, his eyes shot a quick glance to the left.
“I have a good idea who left the necklace for you.” He pressed his lips together, then was gone as fast as he appeared.
I walked into English class almost ten minutes late. Mr. Adams had to point out that I was late to class, which I never did understand because the class could see someone was late and didn’t if they were late or not. I handed him my hall pass, and he quickly stopped trying to humiliate me. I took my seat next to Sam, who looked a little better than yesterday. I mouthed if she was feeling better, and she gave a quick nod yes. I got my book and notebook out, so I could at least try to pretend I was paying more attention in this class. I was trying to keep myself focused so I wouldn’t think horrible thoughts about Mr. Adams and accidentally have those thoughts come true. Then again, I probably would enjoy him being humiliated in front of the class. I had to hurry up and cover my mouth before he caught me giggling. Then, I would have to share with the class what I had found so funny. I looked up to find Mr. Adams glaring at me from the chalkboard. He turned around to start scribbling the lesson again.
I nudged Sam’s foot and whispered, “Did you just get here because you weren’t in Math?”
“Yeah. I was at the doctor’s office.” She glanced up toward the front of the class to make sure Mr. Adams wasn’t giving us a death glare.
“What the hell is his problem?”
She shrugged her shoulders, then whispered back. “His wife probably wouldn’t give him any last night.” She pretended to cough to cover up her giggling.
“Ms. Jennings, is there a problem?” Mr. Adams said, sternly, glaring at the both of us.
“No. I had a tickle. Sorry.”
He turned back around to keep writing on the chalkboard when Sam quickly raised up her middle finger to him. I hurried up and bent over to act like I was getting something out of my bookbag, covering my mouth with my arm. When I heard him set the chalk down, I raised back up with a pen in my hand.
Mr. Adams started to talk when the bell rang, saving us from this asshole that had taken over our English teacher’s body. Mr. Adams didn’t use to be such a dick, but here lately, he had been impossible to deal with. Most of the class was up and out the door before he even finished what he was saying about tomorrow’s lesson. He had no one to blame but himself for the class not wanting to listen to him. We were getting tired of his constant humiliating tactics and his lack of respect for us kids in his class. He wanted us to respect him, but he didn’t respect us at all. Sam and I gathered up our things, basically running out of the classroom before he could say anything to us.
“What the hell has crawled up his ass?” I asked Sam the minute we made it out of his room.
“I don’t know. I did hear he was having an affair on his wife. Maybe she caught him and kicked his worthless ass out.”
“He needs to stop taking his problems out on the class. He used to be nice. He’s a complete jerk now. I need to get to Spanish. I will see you at lunch.” I smiled.
“Great!” Sam said, turning right to head toward her class.
I turned left, heading to Spanish, hoping the class went better than the last two. I didn’t know how much more I could take before something ended up happening.
Spanish was a lot better than English class. I was able to keep a little bit better focus in the classroom because we were practicing long sentences. Wyatt was waiting for me outside Spanish, which was a welcome surprise. I could get used to this, but I didn’t want to ruin a good thing. He took my hand, pulling me close to his side as we walked through the crowds of kids passing in the hall. Some were heading to their next class, and some were heading to lunch like us.
“Mr. Adams tried humiliating me in class today when I walked in a few minutes late.” I rolled my eyes.
“What did he do?”
“Pointing out to the class that I was late. I don’t know why he does that. It’s not like anyone really cares.” I let out an exasperated sigh.
“Don’t let him get to you. He’s not worth your time. I heard his mistress dumped him,” Wyatt laughed. “Probably saw him naked and told him to get lost.”
“Wyatt! I’m being serious. What if he makes me mad and I do something to him? Something that can’t be undone,” I whispered, lowering my head.
“Londyn, breathe. Everything is going to be all right.” He took my hand in his and led us down the hall in the direction of the cafeteria. The closer we got to it, the more I tightened my grip around his hand. I knew Jayde was going to try and start something with me, and I didn’t know if I would be able to control my temper. Wyatt opened the door for me, taking my hand. We were about to go sit with Sam when Gavin grabbed me from behind.
“You didn’t wait for me, snob.” He laughed.
“I’m sorry, Gavin. I was talking to Wyatt.”
“It’s okay, Love. I’m not mad; I was just playing. I had to talk to my teacher after Biology. He gave us some ridiculous assignment that is due on Friday. I tried reasoning with his moron ass about how we needed longer if he wanted it done right. After five minutes, he finally agreed to give us until next Tuesday.”
“Amazing! You should be a lawyer, Gavin. I’m serious. You’re great at arguing and persuading people to see your side. I’m telling you that is your calling in life.” I smiled, nudging him to walk with us over to our table.
Sam was looking down at her phone, dabbing her Rudolph nose with a tissue. “Hey, guys,” she said, her voice giving away that her nose was stuffed up again.
I happened to look over Gavin’s shoulder at Jayde with Lucas and his friends a few tables away from us. I prayed that she wouldn’t come over to start shit with me today.




Chapter 21



The rest of lunch was uneventful, and I wouldn’t be lying if I said I was happy about it too. Jayde had kept her distance from us the entire lunch hour. I was able to enjoy being with my friends, talking about normal things that friends talk about at school. We made plans for after school and the rest of the week. I had texted Mom during lunch to make sure it was okay that everyone came over tonight for some of her spaghetti and homemade meatballs. Of course, she didn’t mine in the least.
I went back to Spanish with a clearer mind, which made it a little easier to focus on class. I found my mind wandering a little from time to time, but I could get back on the task rather quickly. Biology was more of a struggle since we had a substitute teacher, and they pretty much let us do what we wanted as long as we were quiet. The class talking quietly amongst themselves. There were only a handful of girls in the class, and most of them were new followers of Jayde. They all had long dark brown hair; their makeup was a little excessive with their fake eyelashes. Their tops barely touched the top of their jeans, and they each had on high heel ankle boots. The more I looked at them; I realized they were a perfect match of friends for Jayde. They woul/d take turns glancing over at me, then turn back around and whisper a few things. I could feel my annoyance for them growing by the minute, and I didn’t know if I would be able to control myself around them or not. I grabbed my phone and texted Wyatt real quick in hopes he would be able to calm me down. He kept texting me on and off throughout his class to keep me calm and not to do something out of anger to her minions.
Right as one of her bitchy friends turned around to say something, the final bell of the day ran. She glared over at me while she gathered up her things. I wanted to wave at her, but I didn’t want to take the chance of doing something to them. I could feel an evil smile spread across my face when I thought about what could happen if I did wave my hand in front of them.
Londyn, you really don’t want to hurt them. I heard Wyatt’s voice, which let me know he must be right outside the door. I quickly gathered up my things, budging my way past Jayde’s followers.
Wyatt was standing next to the doorway with his right shoulder pressed against the wall.
“Are you ready to leave?” He smiled.
“Yes!”
He grabbed my hand and led me away from the door before the girls made it out of the classroom. “You were enjoying the thought too much in class.” He peeked over at me, raising an eyebrow.
“I couldn’t help it. They are Jayde’s bitchy friends.”
“Well, that may be true, but you would regret doing something to them that you couldn’t take back. Trust me,” he whispered, pulling me closer to his side.
Jules started yelling before I was halfway to my car, but I couldn’t make out what she was saying. She yelled a couple more times, and I tried letting her know I couldn’t hear her by putting my hand up to my ear.
When I got to the car, I let her know she could’ve waited until I got closer to tell me whatever she had to tell me instead of screaming across the noisy parking lot. All she wanted was to ask me if Asher could come over tonight too. I reminded her that she needed to ask Mom, but I didn’t think she would mind. Mom would probably think having more people around would be better for me right now. I couldn’t disagree with her, but I wanted more answers. Then again, did I really want those answers?
“I’m going to text Mom real quick and ask her,” Jules said, grabbing her phone out of her purse. “What is Mom fixing for dinner tonight?” she asked, not taking her eyes off her phone.
“Mom’s making her spaghetti and homemade meatballs. Why?” I asked.
“Yum!” She smiled. “Mom said it was okay. I’m going to ride with Asher to the house,” she said, putting her bag in the backseat of my car. “Bye.”
I stood there, watching her take off with Asher across the parking lot, completely clueless that her life is about to change in a way she never imagined possible. In a way, I still wanted to be in the dark about being a witch.
“What’s wrong?” Wyatt asked, putting his arm around me. “You look so sad all of a sudden.
“I keep thinking about Jules and what she will do when she finds out she’s a witch. Will she be okay with it, breakdown and cry over it, be in shock?”
“Something tells me she will be fine with it. She’s going to accept it better than you think.” He led me around the car, opening the driver-side door for me. “I’m going to follow you home. I’m sure Gavin will be a few minutes behind me. Everything’s going to be all right, Londyn.” He cupped my cheek in his hand. He stepped back from the door and turned to walk over to his car. I waited until he was in his car before I started out of the school parking lot. I saw Gavin walking out of the school, so I circled around and pulled up beside his car.
“Hey, Gavin. Are you heading over to the house now or going home first?” I asked, leaning over the console toward the passenger window.
“Hey, Sunshine. I was going to run home real quick, then head over to your house. Jules go with Asher?”
“Yeah. Guess he’s coming over to the house too.” I shrugged. “You will be over within the hour?”
“Yeah, I shouldn’t be that long,” he said, getting in his car.
I waved at him as I headed toward the parking lot exit. Wyatt was waiting for me close to the end of the parking lot. I mouthed sorry at him when I passed by on the way out.
We arrived home about twenty minutes later to find Mom was already there, along with Jules and Asher. Jules had Asher park in front of the house, and I had Wyatt park behind me in the driveway. He was out of the car and getting my bookbag out of the backseat before I was even out of the car yet. He had my bookbag in his left hand and offered me his right when I got out of the car. The aroma of Italian spices hit us the minute I opened the front door.
“Oh my god. That smells so good,” Wyatt said, inhaling deeply. “I can’t wait until dinner now.” He laughed.
“Hey, Mom. Smells so good!” I said, walking over to get a couple of glasses for Wyatt and me. “Do you need any help?”
“No. I’m almost ready to put the meatballs in the sauce and let them cook for a while. How was school today?” She peeked over at me.
“It was okay. Jayde’s new friends kept staring at me in class, then whispering amongst themselves. No, I didn’t do anything to them. I did enjoy the thought of something happening, though.”
“Londyn!” she snapped.
“I talked to her about it and that she would regret it later if something did happen to them,” Wyatt said, taking the glass from me.
“Good. He’s right, you know. As much as you hate them, don’t wish something bad to happen to them. Especially now, since you don’t have your powers under control. We aren’t even sure what kind of powers you are going to end up with. You could really hurt someone with your powers. I know you wouldn’t be able to handle that.” She turned around to face the stove, adding the meatballs to the sauce. “We can talk about this later on before someone walks in the kitchen, overhearing our conversation.” She glanced back at us over her right shoulder.
“I think we are going to go in the living room. Let me know if you need any help, Mom,” I said, tugging on Wyatt’s shirt.
“I will be in there soon. Please go breakup Jules and Asher’s kissing session.” She rolled her eyes.
I couldn’t help but giggle, walking out of the kitchen. I started tiptoeing the closer I got to the living room to catch Jules and Asher kissing on the loveseat. I stood a couple of steps away from the archway, stretching my neck out as far as I could to look in the living room.
“I know you are there, Londyn!” Jules yelled. Annoyance echoed throughout the room.
I stood up and walked into the living room. How did you know I was close by?”
Jules glared over at me. “You tiptoe as loud as an elephant.”
Wyatt let out a chuckle, then quickly stopped when he saw me staring over at him.
“Sorry.” He went over and sat down on the end of the couch by the table.
“Mom sent me in here to make sure you two weren’t connected at the lips for too long.”
“Funny.” Jules rolled her eyes.
I was about to go sit down next to Wyatt when there was a knock on the door before it opened.
“Londyn?” Gavin said, closing the door behind him.
“We’re in the living room!” I yelled, sitting down next to Wyatt.
“Hey. OH. MY. GOD. It smells so good already.” He sat down on the other end of the couch next to me. “Do you want to watch a movie while we all try to wait patiently for dinner?” He smiled.
“Sure. What kind of movie does everyone want to watch?” I asked, leaning back against Wyatt.
“How about the new movie that just came out on DVD about witches?” Gavin said, getting up to get the remote over by Mom’s chair.
“No!” I blurted out.
Gavin looked down at me with confusion in his eyes. “No? You were just talking about wanting to see that movie a couple of weeks ago. What changed your mind?” He walked across the living room to get the remote.
“Umm…I saw online somewhere that it got bad reviews,” I stuttered.
“Bad reviews? I heard it got great reviews.” He raised an eyebrow.
“Yeah. Let’s watch it,” Jules butted in.
I turned my head slightly to look back at Wyatt, trying to cover up his laughing with his hand.
Remember you have to act as normal as possible. Besides, I find witch movies funny. They are wrong with how they portray us.
I gave him a slight smile, then turned back around and reluctantly gave in to watching the movie. Right as I was about to yell for Mom, she happened to walk into the living room to see what we all were doing. I explained to her that we were getting ready to watch the latest movie out on DVD.
“The one about witches?” she questioned, trying to camouflage her expression with her hand. “Okay. Does anyone need a drink before we start the movie? Dinner will be done in little over an hour.”
I got up off the couch to go help Mom get drinks. I looked over my left shoulder to make sure no one besides Wyatt was following us.
“Mom, you seriously don’t want to watch that movie, do you?” I walked around the counter to get the glasses out of the cabinet.


“They are ridiculous, to be honest.”
“Doesn’t it bother you that people may actually see us how the movies project us?” I asked, putting the glasses down on the counter.
“It did at first, but then you eventually learn to laugh at the movies. We don’t look any different from everyone else. Being a witch doesn’t change the type of person you are, Londyn. You are still the same girl you were a few weeks ago. No one can take that away from you.” She smiled, pouring tea into the glasses.
Then terror flooded over me in an instant. How would my friends react to me when they find out that I’m a witch? I hadn’t thought about that until now. My thoughts quickly went away from accidentally hurting someone to what they would think of me. I know it would tear me apart if Gavin or Sam rejected me as a friend once they found out. I stood there frozen in front of the glasses, unable to move in either direction.
“Londyn? What’s wrong?” Mom asked.
I couldn’t take my eyes off the glasses, now filled to the top with tea and ice cubes swirling around, settling to the top. I hear her, but her voice was muffled as if she was talking to me from the other room instead of right next to me. The doorbell rang, causing me to flinch, almost knocking over one of the glasses.
“Was Sam coming over?” Mom said, walking past me out of the kitchen.
I took off out of the kitchen after her. “Um…She never did give me an answer earlier, now that I think about it. She was going to go home and take something for her allergies. Maybe she decided to come on over.”
I hurried around Mom to get the door. I was somewhat behind the door when I opened it. I looked over at my Mom, who was standing there with her mouth open, eyes wide, staring straight in front of her. I stumbled, moving out from around the door, my eyes catching dark blue jeans and black and white canvas shoes. My eyes, against my wishes, gazed up slowly past the blue and white plaid button shirt to the beautiful, familiar grey eyes.
Rage engulfed me like a wildfire. “What the hell are you doing here!” I bellowed, raising my hand up close to his face.
“I’ve come to warn you,” Hunter said, stepping closer to me. “You all are in danger because of me.” He lowered his head.
“What the hell did you do, Hunter?” Wyatt asked, walking around the corner of the living room. “What kind of trouble did you bring on everyone?”
“Well, big brother, if you hadn’t swooped in like you did, none of this would’ve happened. So, technically…You caused all of this,” Hunter said, tilting his head to the side, pushing my hand out of the way.
“I see you got the necklace,” Hunter said, pulling down my sweatshirt to expose the chain that wrapped around my neck.
“This is from you?” I crinkled up my nose.
“Yes.”
Then, it dawned on me what they had just said to one another. “Big brother?” I questioned, turning around to face Wyatt. “You lied to me! You told me I could trust you!” I screamed to the point my throat was scratchy.
“Londyn, you are mad at me and have every right to be, but you know you can trust me.”
I stood there peeved, staring him down, but something deep down kept telling me he was right that I could trust him. I didn’t want to admit it at the moment, though.
Wyatt’s attention quickly turned back to Hunter, who was inside the door now.
“You didn’t answer my question! What the hell have you done?” Wyatt demanded, putting himself between Hunter and me.
“They’re coming.”
“Who’s coming?”
“The Vexers. They know.”
“What did you tell them, Hunter?” Wyatt grabbed Hunter by the shirt, lifting him up.
Hunter dug his nails into Wyatt’s fist, causing Wyatt to drop him. Hunter managed to catch himself before falling on his ass.
“I told them that I had seen Jonathan Carter around. I didn’t say anything about Londyn or her sister.”
“What about me?” Jules asked.
“Nothing, Jules,” I snapped, looking over my shoulder.
“I think I have a right to know what is being said about me.” She huffed.
“Jules! Now, isn’t the time!” Mom yelled, staring her down.
Jules stormed back into the living room, mumbling the whole time. She never did mumble softly to herself. She always made a point to be heard, which got her in more trouble most of the time. Mom was too busy panicking to yell at her for her attitude.
“Do you have any idea what you’ve done by going to them?” Mom said, her voice deep and fierce. She began to raise her hands, waving them around slowly in a circle-like motion. Her eyes became dark as the midnight sky.
“Elizabeth, stop,” Wyatt said, lowering her right hand. “You don’t want to do that now.” He motioned his head toward the living room.
“Count what blessings you have, Hunter. You best thank your brother for saving your life right now,” she hissed through gritted teeth.
I looked over at Hunter, about to say something, when I caught Dad flying up the steps of the porch. I could see the terror in his eyes the closer he got to the door.
“They’re coming!” He flung the door open, pushing past Hunter, practically knocking him to the floor. “This is all your fault!” Dad grabbed a hold of Hunter.
“What’s going on?” Gavin questioned, walking out of the living room.
“Nothing,” Dad said, letting go of Hunter.
“What are we going to do?” Mom asked, moving closer to Dad.
“There is something definitely going on,” Gavin said, shifting his eyes toward my parents.
“He doesn’t know?” Dad asked, motioning his head toward Gavin.
“No,” I said.
“He’s going to find out, Londyn. He should hear it from you before they show up,” Dad insisted anguish filled his eyes.






“Tell me what?” Gavin demanded, moving closer to me.
I stood there looking at Mom being cradled in Dad’s arms then at Hunter, who was glaring over in Wyatt’s direction. I finally realized Wyatt had placed his arm around me. I glanced up at Wyatt, searching his face for some kind of solace. He smiled down at me, giving me a light squeeze into him. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in, exhaling the air out through my mouth. I opened my eyes to find my parents staring out the front door, my mom clutching onto my dad’s shirt. Wyatt followed their gaze out the front door, then whispered, “They’re here.”




If you enjoyed reading this book, I would be grateful if you would leave a review.
Thank You!
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