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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

I woke up screaming; my body drenched in sweat. My dream had startled me so much that it took me a few minutes to calm down. After I got a little more control of myself, I listened to see if my hysterical screaming had caused my roommate to wake up. Nothing. I glanced at my alarm clock. 4 am. This is so not what I needed today. I had a huge Spanish midterm after lunch, and I knew that a lack of sleep would definitely not help me. Not that a full night's rest would have helped all that much. I am horrible at Spanish but it might have helped me focus. 

Realizing there was no way I could go back to sleep, I focused back on my nightmare. It was the same recurring nightmare I've had off and on for the last four and a half years. When I was still living at home, I had the nightmare at least once a week. However, since I've been away at college, the nightmare has become a rare occurrence. The last one was more than six months ago. I asked my brother, Jack, if he had any idea why it changed in frequency. He told me that it was probably due to the lack of memories and familiar things around me at school.

My nightmare. It felt like it belonged to me or that it was a part of me. Weird, I know. But when you have had this dream for as long as I have, it seriously begins to mess with who you are. 

It's like a horror movie playing in my head. A horror movie of my parents dying—repeatedly. I wasn't given many details of the accident. My brother had told me that it wasn't important, and I was too young to make sense of it. Nevertheless, I have always had an overactive imagination. Normally a great thing, like when you are imagining some hot actors making out with you. However, an overactive imagination is not such a good thing when it is trying to recreate the plane crash in which your parents died. 

It always starts the same way. My parents were holding hands in their first-class seats because there was not enough room in coach, according to my father. They were laughing and looking at each other like they were completely alone in their own little world. This made complete sense to me because I knew how much they loved each other. I saw this affection every day for 16 years. They were soul mates and best friends. They were coming back from their 25th wedding anniversary trip, to Hawaii, when the plane crashed. 

The happy moments in my nightmare were very brief. I always felt like I was on the plane with them because I could feel every shake, jerky movement, and emotion. It was as if the plane was being tossed around like a rag doll. The pilot came on the loudspeaker saying they had hit some bad weather and told the passengers the standard emergency information: lock their tray tables, put their seats in their upright positions, and fasten their seat belts. I could see the flight crew walking up and down the aisles making sure everyone was following the pilots' orders. 

Everything after that always came so fast. So fast sometimes that it was hard for my brain to process the details. The air masks deployed. The pilot said they would have to make an emergency landing. Some passengers braced themselves. Others screamed frantically, while a few passengers began praying. My parents were gazing at each other, sharing their final moments. Then there were loud popping and crunching sounds. Finally, the plane began plunging towards the ground at a tremendous speed. I always woke up at the exact moment the massive plane made contact with the ground. Thankfully, my overactive imagination always stopped there. I guess it knew that there was no way I could have dealt with the aftermath of the crash. 

This time, however, the nightmare was different. My nightmare—this nightmare—had never changed. Until tonight. I did not find comfort in this change for a couple of reasons. First, my nightmare was one of the few constants I had in my messed-up life. There was never variation—it was always the same. It was like some sick and twisted safety blanket. The other reason I didn't find comfort, and to be honest with myself—the main reason, was the change itself. It left me with a sinister feeling. A feeling that shook me to my core. 

This time right after the popping and crunching sounds, there was a great cloud of smoke that filled the plane's cabin. And the look that was etched onto my parents' faces was haunting. The look, which in sixteen years I had never seen, was a mixture of horror and rage. Their reaction scared the hell out of me. Then to my total astonishment, my parents stood up—while the plane was plummeting—and said one word in unison. Equitum. 

I knew what I needed to do as soon as my mind had stopped analyzing the dream. I had to call my brother. Only he would know what to make of the change. Maybe he would tell me some of the details of the crash. He still tried to protect me from everything. I guess that is what a big brother does. But I am almost 21 and he needs to take off the kid gloves. 

I grabbed my cell off the nightstand and started dialing. It wasn't until I glanced at the clock, that I realized I had been analyzing my dream for close to an hour. It was 5 am, which meant it was six back home. Jack should be up by now, but his phone rang four more times and then went to his voicemail. 

‘Leave a message.' That's my brother—clear and concise, like always. I waited for the beep trying to make myself calm. I was hoping that if I sounded more grown-up and serious, like him, he would give up some of the information that I desperately needed. 

‘Jack, its Kinsey. Will you call me when you get this message? It’s really important. Talk to you later. Love you. Bye.'

I sighed heavily. There was nothing else I could do about my nightmare for the time being. I would have to be patient and wait for Jack to call me back. And patience is not something I have in abundance. 

Since I was already awake, I decided to cook breakfast for myself. Usually I only had time for cold cereal or a granola bar but I loved to cook. It made me happy and relaxed. Mom had taught me everything I knew and after she and dad died, I had taken over the cooking at home. This was a great relief to Jack because that poor boy couldn't boil water. While I ate, I opened my Spanish book, which was still in the exact spot on the table that I had left it last night, and began studying. My priority at this point was passing my Spanish midterm. Priorities. I know they suck. 

      It was hard to stay focused on the conjugation of verbs when my eyes kept glancing at the clock. An hour and a half had passed since I left the message for Jack. This wasn't like him. And, of course, having the mind that I have I started to imagine reasons why he hadn't called yet. Finally, when my visions had become too horrible and vivid, I told myself to text him. He was probably somewhere with poor signal or somewhere he couldn't talk—like in a meeting. I grabbed my cell and flipped it open. 

Jack, R U OK?

I waited. No response. 

Jack????

Finally, after ten minutes, I decided to start getting ready for school. I was partly hoping this would distract me a little from worrying about my brother. Like I needed something else to worry about today. This had the makings of a very, very bad day. 

When I finished drying off and wrapping my now very cold body up in a towel, I checked my cell for a message. 

 I'm fine, Kinsey. I’m in a meeting. 

 Sorry I didn't call you back earlier.

 I was running late this morning. 

Finally. I hadn't realized how worried I was until that moment. I sighed with relief and sent back a quick message. 

 Will U call me later? 

 I need 2 talk 2 U. 

While I waited for a reply, I got dressed. Maybe the day would not be that bad. It was supposed to be in the fifties today—perfect autumn weather. I decided to wear my favorite blue jeans with my black knee-high boots and my black V-neck sweater. I studied my reflection in the mirror. I used to have image issues. I guess all teenagers do, but now I have accepted my body—flaws and all. I am adorable…and today even a little sexy. I have dark brown hair, which looks almost black today, that falls to my waist. I have sapphire blue eyes, which turn a smoky gray some days. I am five foot six, which is average. I am somewhat athletic. I love to swim and play sports—never joined any teams though. My image issue comes from my very fair skin. I’m so pasty that my socks match my legs perfectly. I never could tan, and I finally gave up a few years ago. I have accepted and even embraced my chalkiness. 

     My phone beeped which interrupted my self-reflection. 

Yes. I promise to call you later today. 

 I have to go now. 

 Love you. Bye. 

Well, hell. I needed some kind of distraction. I could study some more, but I do not think I could stay focused on that right now. I need some other kind of distraction. My mind started to contemplate my mission. TV…reading…baking a cake…cleaning (that was a desperate thought) …

 

 

Speaking of distractions. Abby, my roommate, stumbled down the hall. It looked like she had had a long night. Without even looking in my direction, she made her way to the bathroom and grabbed the bottle of pain reliever out of the medicine cabinet. I walked into the hall to peruse her appearance. I could not stifle the laughter escaping my mouth, which made her spill the glass of water she had just poured all over her. Which made me laugh even more. Her blonde hair was sticking out from every angle on her head. She didn't bother to take off her make up last night, so her lipstick and mascara were smudged on her face. However, the funniest detail of her appearance was her  shirt. It was inside out and on backward—and now covered in water. 

"Shit, Kinsey. You almost gave me a heart attack," Abby screamed at me in her always-apparent southern accent and then began rubbing her temples. 

"Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you." I grabbed a towel and began wiping up the water from the floor. After I cleaned up the mess, I handed her another glass of water and led her into the living room. She stretched out on the couch and I handed her a blanket. I sat down in the chairacross from her, awaiting the details of her night. Not that I wanted the details, but I knew Abby and she would tell me whether I wanted to hear them or not. 

Abby glanced at the clock above the television and then looked at me again. 

"How long have you been up?" She was still a little groggy and she was barely speaking above a whisper. 

"Since four, I had a nightmare and couldn't go back to sleep."

"Oh." Abby truly did look like hell, maybe worse. Nevertheless, I knew better than to say anything to her about her appearance. She was very touchy about that subject. 

"So, did you have fun last night?" Even though I knew it would be in vain, I still hoped that she would at least skip the intimate details between her and her boyfriend, Mike. 

"Of course, don't I always. You missed a great movie by the way. It was super scary. I almost peed myself a half a dozen times." She and some of her friends watched the latest horror movie at the theater last night. I was supposed to go with them, but I was called into work at the last minute. Abby was still looking at me with a mischievous smirk on her face. 

"What?"

"Tyler asked about you." Tyler. My heart warmed at the mention of his name. He was so hot and I was totally crushing on him. He was built like a Greek warrior. This could only be made better by the fact that he was half-Greek.  We had been innocently flirting for a few weeks and last night we were going to hang out outside of class. 

"What did you tell him? You didn't make me sound pathetic, did you?"

"No! I just told him that you were sick, probably food poisoning, and that you had been in the bathroom all day." Abby had the nerve to say that with a straight face, that is which I believed her. 

"You did not!" My voice was starting to rise at her, and I was bordering on hysterics. "Why would you? You know I wasn't…why…do you hate me…" I could not think much less form complete sentences. I was absolutely livid.

"I'm kidding, Kinz. Don't get your panties in a bunch. I told him you had to work last night cause Lizbeth called in sick." She gave me that calm down and chill because you are starting to scare me look. 

"Oh. Well, thanks." I finally managed to tell her after my breathing became normal again. 

"I don't know why you don't ask him out. He really, really likes you," Abby said annoyed with my lack of wanting a social life. This was not completely true, I wanted one, but it wasn't feasible now. 

"You know I don't have time to date." I honestly did not have the time. Even though Tyler was so sweet and funny, and did I mention the body of a Greek warrior. And oh, his beautiful eyes. They were so dark and seductive. However, between school and work, I barely had any time left for my meager social life. And what time I did manage to find was usually spent hanging out with my best friend, Will. 

To be perfectly honest with myself, I have had a huge crush on my best friend for the past two and a half years. Since our first meeting at freshman orientation. We became instant friends, at first due to how we had every class together. Our friendship developed, even more, when we found out we lived in the same apartment complex and that we shared many of the same interests. I knew my feelings were unrequited, so I never pushed the issue. Also because I don’t like rejection and embarrassment. Needless to say, I have been trying to hide my feelings for him and so far, it has worked. I wasn't sure how I would feel about actually dating someone else, like Tyler, when I had such strong feelings for Will. 

"Mike invited us to the Delta Chi Halloween Costume Bash Friday night. And Tyler wanted me to tell you that he can't wait to see you in your costume," Abby said smugly. 

"I can't. I have the afternoon shift at the station on Friday." Ugh. I can't catch a break today. 

"Come when you finish up. Plus, you could plug the party for Mike on the air. They are raising money for Children's Hospital," she pleaded. How could I say no to that? She rarely asked me for favors, and I knew this would mean a lot to her. Her little sister, Brittany, was a frequent patient at Children's Hospital. 

"No problem. Can I bring Will with me to the party? You know he’ll want to come." Actually, I was going to have to beg him to take me—especially to a costume party.

"Yeah, I guess…" She hesitated for a second and then finished her thought "…hey Kinz, promise me that you will hang out with Tyler, too." I saw the worry for me all over her face. She literally thought I was missing the college experience with the lack of romantic entanglements in my life. 

"I promise, Abby. So, tell me…is there a theme for this party or will any costume work?"

I wasn't sure what I wanted to wear. The last time I dressed up for Halloween was my senior year in high school. My best friend, Caleb, and I dressed up as a devil and an angel. He was the sweet, innocent angel and I was the naughty, little devil. Total opposites, of course, but we were a huge hit among our friends. 

"Yeah, any actual costume will work. You can't dress up as yourself in normal clothes or anything like that. I'm going' as a French maid. I already have my costume. But I gotta shorten it some more. It needs to be very short," she said absent-mindedly. 

I tried to hide the laughter coming from my mouth with a cough, but it didn’t work so well. Abby gave me her famous glare that doubled today as a silent, ‘shut the hell up'. She stalked off to her bedroom in a huff, which made me laugh even more because of her appearance.

"I'm sorry, Abby. You know I love ya." I yelled my apology down the hall, but I am sure it fell on deaf ears. I started to go after her to apologize some more, but there was a knock at the door. I looked up at the clock. Sure enough, it was 9:30 am. Right on time. Then my heart fluttered. Keep it together, I repeated silently to myself, . 

"Come in Will."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

Will unlocked the door and walked into the living room. "How do you always know it's me? One of these days it's going to be some crazy person at the door."

I turned around to look at him and to give him my witty comeback, but he took my breath away—as always. It was like one of those slow-motion movie mantras. You know the one where the hot guy walks through the door, everything comes to a standstill, and some cheesy song starts playing in the background. There he stood—my best friend and secret crush. The guy I dreamed about when I was not having nightmares. It took all my will power not to throw myself into his arms at that very moment. 

"I can sense you…and well you are the only other person who has a key to this place."

He laughed. It was the most beautiful sound in the world. I could listen to him talk and laugh all day every day for the rest of my life. He was smart, funny, sweet, and not to mention insanely gorgeous. Looking at him now made me realize I had been kidding myself with the whole Tyler fantasy. Will is the one person who makes my head spin, my heart flutter, and my body ache. And I would give anything for him to feel the same way about me. But that would happen about the same time hell froze over.

It was so hard to pretend that I only thought of him as a friend, especially when he looked that damn good. He was wearing his gorgeous beige sweater that clung to his lean, hard, sculpted chest. His jeans were tight in all the right places and loose everywhere else. His six-foot-one body was muscular, but not too muscular. He looked like a basketball or soccer player. Oh, how I longed to be wrapped up in those arms, while he kissed every square inch of my body. 

"Kinsey? Are you okay?"

I looked up from appraising his body embarrassed that I had been caught. I started to say something, but I looked into his magnificent blue eyes that seemed like they could see into my soul and lost my train of thought. That seemed to happen a lot these days, especially around him. He ran a hand through his midnight black hair, that was long enough to hang to his nose if he didn't keep it gelled in a messy sort of way. I loved his hair. It was like his trademark.

Ah, crap. Get a grip, Kinsey. He is your best friend. I blushed and turned away from him, in an effort, to compose myself. "Yeah. Sorry. I was just thinking about something." Technically, not a lie. I was thinking about something—him.

"Okay then. So, you ready for your Spanish midterm?" Well if he had noticed my freakish gawking, he wasn't going to bring it up. Good. That was one thing that I did not have time to deal with today—or any day for that matter. 

"Um. No. I told you last night that foreign languages and I have a love-hate relationship. They love to make my life miserable and I hate them for it."

He walked over to me and gave me a reassuring hug. "I'm sure you will do great. Remember to think positive. It's all about confidence. So, where's Abby this morning?"

"She is probably getting ready for class. I may have upset her this morning." I pulled back from his embrace to flash my ‘I'm an innocent angel grin'.

He snorted. "Uh-Oh. What did you say this time?" He always seemed amused by the little mini-dramas in my life, especially when it concerned Abby. He thought she was a little conceited. And by a little I mean the size of Massachusetts. Nevertheless, we were roommates, so he never said anything too harsh about her. Unlike Abby, who talked bad about Will all the time.

I scowled at him. "I'll tell you later. We got to go, or we are going to be late. Again." I grabbed my backpack off the counter and pushed Will through the door. 

Our apartment building was only a few blocks from campus, so on nice days, we walked to class.  Today was gorgeous with beautiful blue skies and a gentle breeze. The sun was out but not in an obvious way. It was as if it was dancing with the clouds. That was surprising because three days ago it was below freezing. Most people would find the lack of seasons weird. But in the South, especially Alabama, it was the norm to have strange, unpredictable, and erratic weather. One day the temperature could be forty degrees outside and the next day it might be seventy-five. The only constant season was Summer. Which sometimes seemed to never end—starting in mid-April with eighty-degree weather and lasting until the beginning of October. 

Some days when the weather was being really crazy, like raining for three days straight and in the mid-thirties to being in the seventies two days later, I wondered why I ever decided to attend college this far south. I grew up in Pennsylvania, where it may be frigid in winter, but we still had all four seasons. And they were normal for the most part. 

However, my worries about my school choice, the weather, and the accents were  pushed away when I thought of the decision to move to Alabama to attend college. No one I knew was coming this far south to go to college, which meant no one here knew who I was. Therefore, no one felt like they had to walk on eggshells around me and pity me. The last two years of high school was like my own personal hell. If it hadn’t been for Caleb, I wouldn’t have survived it. 

I decided to bring up the Halloween party on the walk to school. Mostly because I hoped it would distract me from my thoughts. Also because the longer I waited the less time I would have to convince him to go with me. 

"I wanted to ask you if you wanted to go to the Halloween party at the Delta Chi house with me." I sensed his hesitation, so I quickly added. "Please, for me." It was wrong to manipulate him, but I wanted to go to the party and I really, really wanted him to go with me. 

He groaned. Hook, line, and sinker. "You know I can't say no when you say it like that. All needy and whiny." He added the last part to tick me off. He knew I hated girls like that. 

"Hey." I shoved him. "But thank you for agreeing. I owe you."

"Yeah, you do. I can't help being all chivalrous." He grinned at me and gave me a playful wink. 

"You are a lot of things…chivalrous wasn't the first one that came to my mind." I said glancing down at my phone. I still hadn't heard back from Jack. How long could one meeting take? Especially at 7am. I was beginning to think he was trying to avoid talking to me. 

"Are you waiting on another man to con into going to the party with you? Isn't one victim enough for you?"

"Haha! I’m waiting for a phone call from Jack. He is supposed to call me when he gets out of his meeting. But it should be finished by now." I shoved my phone back into my pocket. I shrugged. "I really need to talk to him."

"Hey, is everything okay?" I read the concern in his eyes. He knew me so well. 

"Yeah, I guess. I had a nightmare last night and it really scared me. Even more than usual. I wanted to see if Jack could make any sense of it."

"Nightmare? Your nightmare? Or was it a different one?" Will knew all about my messed-up life and my recurring nightmare. He was one of the few people in my life that I knew would never feel sorry for me. 

"Yep. My nightmare. Only…this time it was…," I hesitated because I was afraid, he would think I was crazy. 

"This time it was what?" We had stopped in front of Jeter Hall, which was where our History class was located. 

"Something was different this time." I looked at his face hoping to see some sign that he believed me. All I saw was confusion. "Never mind, it's hard to explain."

I started to turn away, but he grabbed my shoulders and made me face him. "Try. Please. I promise to listen and not judge."

I could see the sincerity in his eyes. What the hell? What's the worst that can happen? Will thinking I am crazier than I already am. I can live with that, I guess. I told him how my dream had changed for the first time in almost five years. I also told him how real the dream felt, even more so this time. 

Will waited a few moments before he said anything. He must have been trying to choose his words carefully, so that I wouldn’t take his next statement as sarcasm or mockery. 

"You definitely need to tell Jack everything you just told me." He seemed agitated, but as soon as he saw my expression of bewilderment, he changed his tone. "But don't let it get you worked up."

I started towards the door and I thought I heard him mumble to himself, "At least not yet."

 

 

We took our seats right as our professor walked into the classroom. We sat near the back because it was much easier to look interested while not really being interested. Our professor, Dr. Hammond, was a middle-aged man with salt and pepper hair and one of the dullest, most boring persons I have ever met. I absolutely loathed the class because the man made History so lifeless and abysmal.

History should be an exciting class. There was so much to love about it: the wars, the heroes, the passion, the drama. And yet, here I sit, three days a week, bored to tears and always on the verge of passing out or punching our professor. Either option was better than listening to one of his monotonous and mundane lectures. 

Today, I preyed on the dreary lecture to study for my Spanish midterm, which now was only a few hours away. With about ten minutes left in class, Will shuffled a piece of paper towards me. At first, I thought it was my lecture notes, but realized I was not that lucky when I began reading it. 

So, tell me more about this party? You've made me curious. Parties are not typically your thing.

My face twisted into a grimace. What was I going to tell him? If I told him the truth, I was sure he would try to bail on me. If I lied to him, he would be so mad. Honesty was one trait that Will valued above all else in any type of relationship. And so, did I. I have always tried to be truthful with people. Therefore, I opted for giving as few details as possible. 

I wrote my reply and handed it back to him without looking at him. I was sure if he saw my face, he would definitely know I was holding back some key piece of information. 

I just want to go to the party. They are raising money for Children's Hospital and it’s a worthy cause and I want to show my support. Plus, we haven't been out in a long time. 

I tried to act unruffled by looking back at my Spanish book in a not so subtle attempt to hide my discomfort on the party subject. I snuck a quick glance at him when he wasn't looking to see if he bought my reasons. He had an amused smirk on his face. Well, damn, that didn't work. Stupid best friend who knew me better than I knew myself. 

He laid the sheet of paper on the top of my notebook. Then he tapped it twice with his index finger. 

You are a horrible liar—even on paper. If you don't tell me the whole truth, then I’m not going.

I sighed heavily and wrote down the truth—the whole truth. I knew I was a horrible liar. My parents always joked about how horrible I was at lying. They said they could read the lie on my face. Ugh! I can't even lie on paper. How pathetic is that? 

It's a costume party, okay? Happy now. But you already said you would go with me, so you can't back out—you promised. 

Before he could write back anything, Dr. Hammond dismissed class. As we gathered our stuff up, Will looked at me with a playful grin on his beautiful face. 

"I do not recall promising you I would go."

"But…" I started to protest but he silenced me by putting a finger over my lips. I could have melted onto the floor with that touch. That beautiful soft touch made my body quiver and my heartbeat so very fast. 

"But I’m still going with you. I may not enjoy it, but if you’re happy then so am I. You know I wouldn't abandon you. Especially when I may have to protect your innocence."

"You are the best." I went to give him a quick hug, but he held onto me and whispered in my ear. "Kinz, you know I would do anything for you. Plus, I can't wait to see you in your costume."

I was wrong before about melting with a single touch. This is how I wanted to die, with his strong arms wrapped around me while he whispered in my ear. I felt like I was about to faint. He chuckled and let me go, so we could walk to the dining hall for lunch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

After lunch, we walked to our next classes. This was the only class we had this semester that we did not share. I said bye to Will at the Art building and headed off to face my impending doom—the dreaded midterm. As I walked along the brick pathway, I repeated what Will told me this morning. Stay positive. Yeah, like that would help.

I walked into the classroom and found a seat near the back. The anxiety and fear I was feeling were mirrored on my fellow classmate's faces. Well, at least, I was not alone. I took advantage of every valuable test-prepping minute. I hadn't even noticed him until he tapped me on the shoulder. I looked over my shoulder startled at the touch. 

 "Would it be okay if I sat next to you today?" Tyler, my very own personal Greek Warrior, asked. 

Tyler was male model gorgeous. Beautiful tan skin. Dark chocolate eyes and chocolate brown hair. Tall and muscular. I had to blink twice to make sure it was him. 

He laughed at my expression. I do not even want to think about how I must have looked to him. Dorky and ridiculous were a few of the words dancing through my mind. "Well…can I?" 

"Can you what?" Wow. You are doing great today Kinsey, I thought to myself. Why could I not think today? 

"Sit next to you."

"Oh. Sorry. Yes, of course. But I should warn you…I'm horrible with foreign languages, so I wouldn't cheat off me if I were you." That was a little better. At least I was putting together semi-coherent sentences. 

"I'm sure that's not true." He smiled at me. It was one of those long, slow, sexy smiles that made you feel like you had to go to confession because of the impure thoughts running wild in your mind. And I wasn't even Catholic, and I still felt the need to confess. 

I felt the blood run straight to my cheeks at the sight of that smile. "It is, unfortunately. I took German in high school and I nearly flunked it. I even had my brother's help and he’s fluent in German."

Tyler laughed and I joined him. "This test shouldn’t be that difficult. Next time, if you want, I could help you study. I took Spanish in high school. Honestly, this class is a GPA booster…to make Coach happy." 

"Seriously? You would help me. That would be great. I could really use your help." I smiled at him. That was so sweet. I felt a little better about the test now.

"It would be my pleasure to help you with anything." 

I blushed again. I did love flirting with this guy. He was so adorable. I should forget about my non-existent love life with Will and go out with Tyler. I was about to ask him about the party when Profesora Flores began passing out our exams. I finished my exam in an hour, about half of the class was still working on theirs which immediately made me panic. ‘Stay Positive'. I handed in my exam and walked out of the classroom. I think I passed—hopefully. Well, it's over now, no matter what the outcome. I wasn't one of those people who dwelt on trivial things like grades. I had bigger problems in my life. 

I walked down to the Art building to wait on Will. His teacher was a pain, so I knew he would be in there for at least twenty more minutes. I sat down on one of the benches next to the steps leading up to the front door. I was digging around in my backpack to find my MP3 player. I had downloaded a lot of new songs last night at the station, in hopes of changing up my playlist for tonight. I let out a little scream when someone plopped down next to me on the bench. 

"Sorry, I keep doing that to you. I saw you sitting over here, and I wondered how you did on your test?" Tyler asked. 

Of course, it would be him. And of course, I would scream like a little girl. How could this day possibly get any worse? Well, I could trip and fall—that's still something to look forward to, I thought sarcastically to myself. 

"It's okay. I’m just a little on edge today. I think I did okay on the test. I blanked on some of the translations, but I did well on the conjugations."

"See. I told you everything would be okay. So, what do you have planned for the rest of the day?" 

Is he, Tyler—the Greek Warrior, actually asking me out? No, of course not. He must be trying to make small talk. 

"I’m waiting on Will to get out of his class." 

"Oh," he said dejectedly. Well, maybe, I was wrong. He was asking me out. 

I tried to alleviate the awkwardness by changing the subject. "So, are you going to the Delta Chi Halloween party?"

As soon as the words left my mouth, I realized I could not have sounded any more stupid. What was wrong with me today? Of course, he was going to the party. Abby already told me that this morning. Not to mention the fact that he was a Delta. Smooth, Kinz. Real smooth. 

"Well…yeah." He smiled at me trying to hide the amusement in his voice. 

"Sorry. I forgot. I guess you got to be there. I’m really out of it today." I knew my face was turning red from embarrassment so I looked down at my MP3 player in hopes he wouldn't notice. 

"It wasn't a silly question," he said giving me one of those famous smiles. "I don't have to go to the party—it's not mandatory…but I want to go because I was kinda hoping to see you there."

"Oh." That was the only response I could muster up. I screamed mentally at myself. What are you doing moron? Tell him you are going to be there.

Tyler waited for a couple of minutes before saying anything else. "So, are you going to the party?" 

"Yeah. But I won't be there until after nine. I have to work the afternoon shift at the station."

He seemed happier now. "I still think it’s so cool that you are on the radio."

"I know. I still think I’m dreaming most days. I couldn’t ask for a better job. I love it." And that was so true. I was totally in love with my job. I was the only junior who currently got to DJ at the campus station. I didn't have my own show—I filled in when others were sick or called out. Nevertheless, it was still cool. The only downside was that I had to be on call all the time. But next year, I would get to choose my time slot. 

"So, what are you wearing to the party? I mean, what's your costume?" Tyler inquired. 

"I have no idea. I guess I’ll go shopping tomorrow. What are you going as?"

"I’m going as a Greek Philosopher, like Aristotle or Plato," he stated in his best scholarly impersonation. 

I laughed. "Really?" I knew Tyler was Greek, well half Greek, but he didn't strike me as the philosophical type. 

He laughed too. "Well, all the Deltas will be dressed alike. They just wanted to wear Togas, but I thought Greek Philosopher sounded better than Frat House Toga Boy."

I started imagining Tyler in a Toga. My imagination started running wild again. Hormones. Damn them to the fiery pits of hell. I was going to ruin this moment if I didn’t stop acting like a teenager. 

I was staring off into space again, daydreaming about Tyler, when I felt his hand cup my face and turn it back towards him. "Are you okay?"

"I was just thinking about...costumes. Yours is really…good." And hot, I thought to myself. "And I agree Greek Philosopher does sound better."

Tyler did not remove his hand from my face. I immediately felt my blood start to rush to my cheeks. He took his other hand and tucked my hair behind my ear, so he could look into my eyes. And there it was—that slow, sexy smile and wow it could take any girls breath away. 

He leaned into me a little and said, "Whatever you decide to wear, I have no doubt that you will be as hot as you are right now. Which, in my opinion, is pretty damn hot."

Oh my God. Tyler moved closer to my face, getting ready to kiss me. Oh geez, I couldn't think. You have to love a guy with that much confidence. He was about to kiss me. I was about to kiss him. Tyler Freaking Mitchell! I was trying not to analyze it, but right before his lips touched mine, the door to the Art building flew open with a bang. Tyler dropped his hands from my face and stood up. 

I didn't have to look back to know who it was—there was only one person that could make Tyler lose some of his swagger. Will. Sure enough, he appeared next to the bench a moment later. There I sat, between the guy who wanted to kiss me and the guy who I wanted to kiss. I could sense the testosterone levels starting to rise, so I stood up and positioned myself somewhat between them. 

Will spoke first. "Tyler". 

Tyler barely even acknowledged his presence. "Will". 

I looked from Will to Tyler. Will was glaring at Tyler, but Tyler was only looking at me. He locked his eyes on mine. "Well, Kinsey. I guess I will see you on Friday night. I can’t wait to see you in your costume. Maybe we can finish our conversation uninterrupted." Then he winked at me and gave me one of those bad-boy smiles. Which I knew was only for Will's benefit and then he strutted off.

I looked back at Will. He was so pissed. I figured that if I asked any random question, he would realize that the whole Tyler thing wasn't that big of a deal. But who the hell was I kidding? Tyler was like two seconds from kissing me. And Will obviously witnessed it.

"Hey. How was class? Did you do well on your midterm? I believe I passed mine." I was rambling. I never rambled. Well, if I did, I never noticed before. 

"Class was fine. I passed," he gritted through his teeth. His eyes were still locked on Tyler's back. After a couple of tense moments, he shifted his scowl from Tyler to me. 

I have known Will for over two years, I have never seen him act like this—, and he has never looked at me like that. 

"What was that about? Are you going out with him Friday night?"

"Um. No. That was about the party Friday night," I said. "Remember the Halloween party that we are going to."

He grinned apologetically to me, "I'm sorry. I guess I kind of overreacted. I should’ve realized that you would never go out with someone like him." He seemed confident with his revelation and began to walk away.

What the hell did that mean? Tyler was a good guy, why wouldn't I want to go out with him. Will's arrogance was grating on my nerves. I grabbed his arm and turned him back around so I could confront him. 

"What did you mean by that? Why would I not want to go out with him?" I lashed out angrily at him. "I know you’re not attracted to me, but there are guys who are. Obviously, Tyler feels that way." 

"What…that's not what I meant, Kinsey." He looked completely dumbfounded by my ranting. "I didn't realize frat boy was your type," he grimaced. 

"Well, I don't know what my type is, but I do like the fact that he treats me like a girl and not just a friend. It's kind of nice to feel wanted by someone and to be shown some attention."

"I show you attention all the time. Hell, I spend all my free time with you."

I knew he was getting mad at me, but my anger trumped his today. I was having a bad day and he was making it worse. So, I kept lashing out at him. 

"Will, it's not the same thing. And you know it. You clearly want our relationship to stay in the friend zone. But sometimes, I need more than that. I need to feel pretty and wanted. And Tyler is willing to give me that."

As soon as I said it, I instantly regretted it. We had never talked about this. Then again, he had never acted so...so… What was it? Jealousy? Protectiveness? Honestly I didn't care at this point—whatever it was. I just wanted to go home. I felt completely vulnerable and exposed. And  I had just said things to my best friend that I was hoping I would never have to say. I wanted to go home, curl up under my fluffy white comforter, and end this miserable day. 

I kept my head down, so I would not have to look in Will's eyes. "I have to go. I'm working the midnight shift at the station tonight and I need to take a nap. I'll talk to you later." 

I turned around and walked away. That's when I realized that we had spectators. Good job, Kinsey. I kept my eyes on the ground too embarrassed to look at anyone. Will didn't follow me. I wasn't sure how much I had hurt him. We never fought. Ever. But it wasn't like I was saying anything he didn't already know about our relationship. Okay, well maybe he didn't know that I kind of wanted something more, but he knew the rest of it.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

Before my mind could start overanalyzing everything that was said—which I knew would lead me to cry my eyes out—my phone started vibrating.

“Jack, it’s about time,” I answered.

“Hello to you too, little sister. Have you forgotten all your manners? I thought Southern Belles were supposed to be hospitable and polite.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve had a really, really bad day. Plus, I’m not a Southern Belle, so I don’t have to be sweet,” I said curtly. 

“Kinsey, what’s wrong? You sound horrible.” I could hear the level of concern in his voice. He knew my moods better than anyone else did. Since we were kids, he could always tell when I was upset about something. 

“I’m sorry Jack. I’m fine.” I apologized. It was so good to hear his voice, but I did not want to talk to my big brother about my love life—or non-existent love life. Can you say awkward?

“You are a horrid liar, Kinz. I can tell something is bothering you. Just tell me.” He waited for a response from me. “Are you crying? What the hell is going on Kinsey?” His voice rising above normal phone etiquette. 

I wiped a few fallen tears from my face. I hadn’t even noticed I was crying. I’m surprised I had hung on as long as I had. I would be home in five minutes so, I told myself to keep it together until then. 

“I had a fight with Will a few minutes ago. It’s been a really long day. But I don’t want to talk about him.”

“What did you want to talk about?”

I hesitated because I knew Jack hated talking to me about my nightmares. However, my day couldn’t get any worse, so I decided to blurt it all out and then argue my need for more information in the end. 

“I had the nightmare last night. But it was different this time.” He hadn’t interrupted yet, that was a good sign. “You know how I wake up right before the plane crashes. Well, this time something else happened.

“Right before the plane crashed, I saw mom and dad stand up and then they said the word Equitum. I woke up after that. They seemed angry in my dream. I don’t ever think I saw them that upset. What do you think it means?”

It was so quiet on the other end that I started to wonder if we had got disconnected. Finally, he answered, “I don’t know what it means, Kinz. You know I’m not a dream expert. Your guess is as good as mine.” 

He may be able to sense my moods, but that went both ways and I could tell he was lying to me. He knew something. 

“Are you sure you don’t know what it means?” I knew how far I could push him before he shut me down. 

“No. But I am sure that it is nothing to worry about. How is school? How are midterms going?” He asked. He was trying to change the subject, which definitely meant he was hiding something from me. 

“Fine, I hope I passed my Spanish midterm today. Why would mom and dad say the word Equitum? It doesn’t make any sense.”

“That’s great news, Kinsey. Emily will be happy to hear that. She misses you and so do I.” He danced completely around my question, which meant the conversation on my nightmare was over. 

“I miss you guys, too.”

“Emily and I are going to be home for the holidays this year and we would really like it if you came home for winter break. It would mean a lot to both of us.”

How was I supposed to say no to that? Jack gave up everything for me when our parents died. He transferred colleges so he could take over as my guardian. He never wavered from his decision and he never seemed to regret his choice. Nevertheless, I knew it had to be difficult for him. He’s only five years older than I am and he basically had to become a parent to a teenager overnight. 

I haven’t been home in two years. Being home was difficult…too many memories of mom and dad. Jack and Emily knew how hard it was on me, so they never pushed the issue. Until now. 

“Oh, well, I hadn’t really thought about it. Don’t you two usually go to Em’s parents for the holidays?”

“They are coming here for Christmas this year. Caleb is coming, too. Emily called him this morning. He told her to tell you he can’t wait to see you. Plus, Emily needs you to get measured for your dress.”

Ugh. I had forgotten about the dress. Jack and Emily are getting married in March. I get to be a bridesmaid. Woohoo for me! Two hundred people staring at me while my brother and future sister-in-law profess their undying love for one another and I am supposed to get through it without passing out or making gagging sounds. They have got to be kidding! 

Jack and Emily are literal high school sweethearts. They even went to college together, before the accident. They are so in love that being around them automatically makes me want to throw myself off a bridge. Okay, so I am exaggerating a little. But not by much. They are soul mates—two pieces that fit together perfectly. Jack is serious and responsible (however, he can be hilarious—we share those dark humor and sarcasm genes) and Em is light-hearted and bubbly. Perfect match. My parents were like that. However, I doubted that I would ever have anything close to what they had. 

“Okay. I’ll come, but I will have to clear it with Frankie first.” Frankie was my boss at the station. He could be a real douche, but I have bailed him out so many times lately that he owed me. 

Winter break wouldn’t be that bad. Caleb would be there, and I haven’t seen him since the day I left for college. We emailed on occasion, but we were both busy with school. Caleb is Emily’s brother and my pillar of strength that I have come to rely on so very much. He helped me through the worst time in my life. He never left my side after the accident. He even missed school, not that school ever really mattered that much to him. I missed him so much, especially on days like this. 

If it wasn’t for Jack, Emily, and Caleb, I don’t think I would be able to function as well as I do. They were my rocks, just like Will. Well, he was, before today. Before I ripped his head off—before I bared my soul to him—before I altered our relationship that I valued so much. But I didn’t want to think about that right now. I would have time to break down later. 

“Hey Em.” Jack was yelling through the house. “She said she’d come home.” I heard Em squeal with glee, which made me smile. I loved her so much. I could not choose a better person for Jack and I could not ask for a better sister. “I’ll call the airlines as soon as you clear it with your boss.” 

“Okay, I’ll call you back as soon as I find out. Tell Em I love her and can’t wait to see her. And I guess I can’t wait to see you, either.” I said the last part with sarcasm, knowing he would sense it. 

“That means so much, kid.” He snorted. Never failing to point out my age or to find humor in my sarcastic tone. “I’ll talk to you later. Love you, sis.”

“Love you too, big brother.” I hung up. I had not even realized how much I missed them both. Caleb. And home. I started to feel a little optimistic about Winter break. I could feel my face warm up and I had almost forgotten about my horrible day. 

I walked up the stairs to my apartment, rounded the corner, and froze ten feet from my door. Because he was leaning next to the door, with his arms folded over his chest. He looked miserable. And suddenly, I felt the same way.  

 

 

Breathe Kinsey. You will get through this. I repeated to myself as I headed towards my apartment. I unlocked the door and stepped inside knowing my unexpected visitor would follow. I prayed silently while peering down the hallway, please, oh please, let Abby still be in class. I heard the door close behind me and knew it was time to get this over with. I spun around slowly to look at him in the face. 

“Kinz, can we talk?” Will asked. 

“Yeah. I suppose we need to,” I muttered. I had to look away because it hurt too much to see the pain in his eyes. “Do you want to sit down?”

“No. I think it will be easier if I stand.”

Ah, the sweet sound of rejection. This sucks. Not that I didn’t expect it, but it still stings. I could feel the tears start to well up in my eyes, so I quickly took a seat on the couch.

“Kinz, I really hate this. I hate fighting with you. Okay, well, this is our first fight, but I still hate it. I hate that I upset you. I never meant to. I am very, very sorry. Please say you forgive me and that we are still friends?” He pleaded while pacing back and forth in front of me. 

I didn’t know what to say. This was not what I was expecting. Two conversations played out in my head before he spoke. One was him yelling at me for what happened earlier. That was the most likely conversation. The more far-fetched one was him telling me that he loved me and wanted to be with me. I know it was a delusional fantasy, but a girl can dream, can’t she?

I was completely shocked and dumbfounded by this reaction. Never in a hundred million years would I have thought he would feel the need to apologize to me. 

“Kinsey, please say something?” Will asked stopping the babbling in my head. 

When he stopped pacing, I looked up at him. He was staring at me—the look in his eyes made me think of a wounded animal. 

“I don’t know what to say, Will.”

“Please say you forgive me—for my immature and ridiculous actions from earlier today?” He asked kneeling in front of me.  

“There is nothing to forgive you for. I was the one who blew up at you. I should be the one to ask for your forgiveness.” I felt so ashamed for what I had done earlier that I had to look away from him again. 

“No, Kinsey. This is not your fault. This one is on me. I was insensitive and I completely overreacted. Do not think for one minute that any of this is your fault.”

His words were so adamant, which made it that much harder to argue with him. But I was not about to let him blame himself for what happened. He has always been there for me and I acted like a spoiled brat today. How could I actually justify getting mad at him for not having feelings for me? I am so self- absorbed sometimes. I grimaced at my own revelation and his need to be self-sacrificing. 

“No, Will. It was my fault. You were looking out for me and I—.” I was about to say that I overreacted, but he took my hand in one of his and brushed my now tear soaked hair away from my face with his other hand. His touch made me hesitate, which gave him the opportunity to interrupt. 

“How about this…we will both forgive each other for what we said and how we acted. Deal?” 

He pulled my chin up, so he could look into my eyes and give me that sexy crooked little grin that makes my heartbeat reach hummingbird levels. 

I looked back into those beautiful blue eyes, which melted the last of my resolve to argue my point. He was so earnest about what he was saying that I didn’t have the heart to argue with him anymore—even if I was right (which I was).  

“I’m really sorry, Kinz.”

“I’m sorry, too. You have no idea how truly sorry I am…still friends?” I asked biting my lower lip. 

“Always and forever.”

He squeezed my hand one more time and sat down in the chair next to the couch. We sat there for what felt like three days—staring off into space waiting for the other one to say something. Obviously, everything was not back to normal. We never had this awkward tension between us but the only way to make the tension go away would be to act as if it wasn’t there. Therefore, I decided to bite the bullet and speak first. 

“You’re still going with me Friday night, right?”

“You still want me to go with you?” he asked with a confused look on his face. 

Me being completely oblivious to why he thought I wouldn’t want him to go with me asked the obvious follow-up question. “Why wouldn’t I? You are my best friend and like you said earlier today you may have to protect my innocence,” I stated sarcastically. 

“I figured…because of Tyler…,” Will said in a low voice, dropping his eyes to the floor. 

Ah, man. This Tyler thing was going to haunt me for the rest of my life. 

“Nothing happened between me and Tyler. He wanted something to happen, but I haven’t decided if I want something to happen.” I assured him. 

He didn’t say anything. He just kept staring at the floor. I was glad I couldn’t see his face because I was sure that the look, he had on it, would send me into another bout of agony. 

“Besides, I want to go with you. I’ll have more fun that way and I really want to see you dress up in a costume.” I said knowing he would look at me after that comment. When he looked up, I grinned mischievously at him.  

He tousled my hair and said, “Fine, I’ll go. But I want it on the record that I’m being forced into this.”

“Noted.”

“You know you can be really pushy and annoying sometimes. But you are also the most wonderful person in my life—even when you are manipulating me.” He added. 

“Yeah, I know. What can I say—it’s one of my talents.”

“One of many, I have no doubt. Um, not to change the subject but you said earlier that you thought you passed you Spanish exam. Were you saying that, or did you mean it?

“I’m pretty sure I passed, but who knows,” I said shrugging. 

I stretched my arms above my head and yawned. My almost sleepless night was finally catching up to me. I am actually surprised I hadn’t already passed out somewhere. I stretched out on the couch. I really need a nap before my shift at the station. 

Will moved from the chair to the end of the couch, turning on the TV as he went. I was about to doze off when he asked if Jack had called me back. I had almost forgotten about all that. It is amazing what a little self-absorption can do to your priorities. 

“He called while I was walking home. He said he didn’t have a clue why my nightmare changed.”

“You don’t believe him?”

“Nope. I could tell he wasn’t telling me everything. He’s holding out on me. I’m not sure what it is, but I’ll have plenty of time to pester him about it over winter break.”

“Winter break?” Will asked confused. He knew how I hated to go home. 

Oops. Forgot about that too. 

“He and Em want me to come home this year. They were adamant about wanting me there this year, so I agreed—reluctantly. It shouldn’t be all that terrible. Caleb will be there, and I do miss Jack and Emily.”

“You don’t sound all that thrilled.”

I shrugged. 

Will knew I didn’t like to talk about home, so he let the subject drop.

“Hey Kinz. I’m gonna hang out here for a little while. Drew is studying and I don’t want to disturb him. Do you mind?”

“You know you are always welcome to stay, but I hope you don’t mind if I take a nap. Four hours of sleep doesn’t last long, and my night is far from over.”

“I never do. It’s actually easier to deal with you when you’re sleeping.” He laughed.

Haha. Very funny. I pretended to stretch my legs out and then I jabbed him in his side with my right foot. 

“Um. Ow, I guess. What was that for?” 

Of course, it would hurt me more than him. He was solid muscle. 

“Because you were being a jerk.” 

“I’m sorry. But you have to admit it was pretty funny,” he said smiling innocently. 

“Yeah, yeah. Hilarious,” I said rolling my eyes. 

He grabbed my legs as I tried to pull them back and laid them across his lap. Before I could object, he took the blanket off the back of the couch and draped it over me. 

“Before you start snoring, can we discuss…one more thing?”

I tried to kick him again, but he held my feet down giving me a crooked grin. 

“I don’t snore,” I said stubbornly. 

“Yes, you do, but it’s adorable.” I opened my mouth to argue, but he put his hand over my mouth. “So, can we talk?”

“What do you want to talk about?” I murmured through his hand. 

“Tyler,” he grimaced.

“What about Tyler?” 

I didn’t want to fight again. We had already made up and everything was somewhat back to normal. Now he wanted to talk about the person that led to our massive fight. Was he crazy? Or a masochist?

“You know my feelings about him, but it’s not my place to tell you who you can or cannot date.”

“Okay.”

“I know he’ll be at the party and I am sure you will want to hang out with him.”

“Maybe, but not for long,” I said. 

“I’m suggesting that we compromise on the subject of Tyler—frat boy—Mitchell. I won’t give you any more grief about him, if you don’t ask me to hang out with him or be near him. I seriously doubt…no scratch that…I know I wouldn’t be able to be nice to him.”

“That sounds very reasonable.”

I was kind of shocked by the maturity and confidence he was exuding because earlier today I thought that he and Tyler were going to start fighting like a couple of Neanderthals. Since he was acting so normal, I decided to ask the question that had been weighing on my mind since the incident. Yes, that is a good word for the horrific event that took place earlier. 

“Can I ask you something?”

“Anything,” he said.

“Why do you hate Tyler so much?”

“Honestly?”

I nodded. 

“I don’t trust him. There is just something I can sense in him that rubs me the wrong way. Who knows, though, maybe I’m wrong…but I doubt it. Promise me that you will always be careful around him.”

I wanted to say that I thought Tyler was very trustworthy, but I couldn’t find the words. I wanted to believe the reason I could not defend Tyler was because I didn’t want to argue with Will anymore, but I’m not sure if that was the true reason. I really hadn’t known Tyler all that long and even though I am a pretty good judge of character, so is Will—maybe even better than me. I knew deep down when he said those words that he was very serious—it wasn’t like he was jealous—he was worried. 

“I promise to be careful. Thanks for being honest with me…and for being so understanding,” I murmured in a low voice. 

“I didn’t say I understood, Kinsey. Because I honestly don’t see why you like him. I’m just…prioritizing,” Will said with a sigh. “You come first…always and forever. And if Tyler makes you happy then I have to accept that.”

Staring into his eyes, I could see that he was in pain—he really did not want me hanging around Tyler. I wanted to say to him, Will I love you and I only want to be with you. I’ve never had feelings for Tyler. Never. But I couldn’t force the words from my mouth. I did have some feelings for Tyler—not as strong as the ones I had for Will, but they were there. Moreover, I owe it to myself to see how things develop with him because Tyler was a good guy. Or at least I thought he was. And it would be nice to have a boyfriend. So, I would just wait to see how things go between him and me at the party before I make any hasty decisions.  

“Well, thank you for your acceptance, then.”

He pushed my head gently down on the pillow. “Get some sleep. I’ll wake you in a few hours.”

With that, I passed out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

I didn’t have a nightmare this time. It was just a normal dream. Okay, so it was not completely normal, but there were no plane crashes. And that is always a positive sign in my book. 

I was walking through a meadow of flowers. It was gorgeous. I glanced down at them and realized to my horror that I was wearing a white sundress. A dress!!! You have got to be kidding me. Well, there was my evidence that this was a dream. I never wear dresses. Ever. Technically that’s not completely true. I wore one to my prom, one to my parents’ funeral, and a whole bunch when I was a little girl. However, I try to keep a safe distance from them now that I’m an adult. I have nothing against dresses. Personally, I don’t feel comfortable  in them. I do, however, wear skirts—I know they are very similar. I didn’t say it made sense. Hell, not much about me makes sense. But enough ranting. 

It was very sunny in the meadow, almost blinding at times. I felt an urge to pick the flowers that surrounded me—they were so beautiful. It was like a sea of color. I was instantly drawn to a patch of daisies near me. Daisies were my second favorite flower (orchids being the first). They were so delicate and graceful, yet strong at the same time. 

As soon as I picked the daisy, a bright light flashed over the meadow. I glanced over to where the light came from and to my utter astonishment, I wasn’t alone in the meadow anymore. There under a ginormous oak tree stood Will. He was gorgeous—like always. It was not a shock to me that I was dreaming about him…it was a regular thing. Even him shirtless, which he was, was fairly regular. Nevertheless, it was still a breathtaking sight to behold. What was a shock to me, was that he wasn’t speaking. He just stood there and beckoned me over with his finger. 

I immediately smiled and wanted to run to him, but my feet wouldn’t budge. I tried to move again. Still nothing. Then I felt another uncontrollable desire to pick another flower. I chose a red rose that was near me. I don’t care that much for roses. They always seemed so ordinary and generic. I hesitated on picking it because I was afraid Will would disappear. But I had to pick it—almost like, I was under some kind of flower picking spell. I know it doesn’t make sense, but neither was the sudden urge to start picking flowers. I have never been a gardener, nor do I ever want to be one.

Another flash came when I picked the rose; I quickly looked towards the oak tree to see if Will was still there. Thankfully, he was still standing under the tall oak, looking beautiful and stoic. So, I glanced to the opposite side of the meadow where the flash originated. And there standing under a weeping willow was Tyler. Now that was a shock to me. I never in a hundred years would have thought he would appear in one of my dreams, especially because I wasn’t even sure how I felt about him. And, of course, he was shirtless, too. Damn hormones! 

Tyler wasn’t speaking either, but he was beckoning me towards him. Will and Tyler never took their eyes off me—and neither of them spoke. My subconscious must have preferred semi-naked, mute men. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, but on the plus side, I no longer felt the need to pick flowers. I thought that was somewhat ironic because now I wanted others to join the three of us in the meadow to take the awkwardness out of the situation. 

I still couldn’t move, but my feet were no longer the problem. Now it was my mind—my heart. How was I supposed to decide between the two, especially in front of them? I felt like one of Pavlov’s dogs. Starving to death seemed so much easier than choosing. I was trying to process what was happening when a third guy appeared in the meadow, but there was no flash this time. I was so astonished by this new apparition that I let out a small yelp.  

I realized that the newest guy in my dream was not like the other two. This one was not immobile. He walked right up to me with his famous bad boy smirk that I loved and missed so very much. He acted like such a rebel, but I knew it was a total façade. He never said a word, but I immediately felt a hundred times better. He had a way of always making me feel so much stronger—like I could deal with anything in the world as long as he was near me. 

I ran into his open arms and he held me there for what felt like hours. When he finally sat me down, I looked up into that strong face and into those familiar emerald green eyes. 

“Caleb!” I exclaimed. 

“I’m so glad I found you, Kinsey. I’ve been looking for you everywhere.”

There was a loud explosion and a massive flash of light in the woods surrounding the meadow. Automatically, I took a step towards the sound. Caleb grabbed my wrist and started pulling me back to the side of the meadow where Will was. 

“No, Kinsey! You’ve got to get out of here right now!” Caleb said frantically scanning the area like we were in immediate danger. 

“What?” 

“I don’t have time to explain right now,” he said tugging me along after him.  

He turned around, placing me behind him. “Damn it! They’re everywhere,” he hissed. 

Before I had time to ask the obvious question, who is everywhere, he had his hand over my mouth, silencing me. There was another loud explosion.

“Will!” Caleb screamed.

To my surprise, my immobile dream Will started running toward us. At an alarmingly fast speed and he too was scanning the area. Wait...how did Caleb know Will? Will reached us in seconds and both of them were glaring towards the trees. Both of them had positioned themselves in front of me. There was another bright flash and then both guys turned towards me. 

“Get Kinsey out of here,” Caleb gritted through his teeth. 

Will put his arms around me and started to pull me back. I struggled to get out of his arms, but he was too strong. 

“Wait. Why? What is going on Caleb? This is all a dream…you guys need to calm down,” I said trying to reassure both of my best friends.

A loud scream came from the wooded area.

“Go! Now!” 

Before I could say another word, my dream world dissolved, and I was being forcefully shaken. 

“Kinsey!” Will called. “It’s time to wake up.”

“Ten more minutes, please,” I said pulling the blanket over my head. “I was having a great dream, but the ending was very, very weird.”

“Anything you would like to share with the class?” Abby said with a certain amount of arrogance in her voice. 

Abby’s here. Damn, what time is it? And did she say, class??? I sat up quickly to see what she was referring to. And there they were--one of Abby’s numerous study groups. Personally, I felt Abby used them. But whatever. I was mortified. I smiled hesitantly at their gaping faces. 

“Sorry. I, uh, typically don’t pass out on the couch, but I didn’t get much sleep last night. And I have to be at work in a little while,” I said groggily trying to pat my hair down in case it looked like a bird’s nest. 

I looked at Abby and gave her the best apologetic smile I could muster. She glared at me obviously more embarrassed by me than I was. I looked over at Will, who had buried his face in a pillow to silence the laughter coming from his treacherous mouth. I smacked him on the back of the head, forgetting it would hurt me more than him. His head was as hard as a rock. 

“Thanks so much for waking me. Jerk,” I muttered keeping my voice low so only he could hear him. 

He took the pillow from his face, still trying to stifle the giggles. He finally got enough control to look at me, but his eyes were still full of amusement. 

“I would have woken you, but you said that you needed sleep. And far be it from me to mess with Princess Kinsey and her beauty sleep,” he said out of the corner of his mouth as he leaned towards me.

I could not think of a witty comeback, so I opted for an intimidating glare instead. This day just kept getting better and better. I started the day with a nightmare, lost a ton of sleep, got wrangled into going to a costume party, manipulated my best friend into going with me to said party, had to take an excruciating midterm, almost got kissed by a hottie, had a massive blow-up with my best friend in PUBLIC, cried like a little girl, lied to by my brother, pressured into spending my winter break with my family, made up with aforementioned best friend, had the strangest dream starring three of the men in my life, woke up to a crowd of unfamiliar people while my roommate and best friend mocked me, and now I get to go to work. It had been a very long day. I stood up and stormed off to my bedroom. Will was right behind me.

“So, what were you dreaming about? You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”

I sat down on my bed, while he stood in the doorway. What do I say? Do I tell him the truth? Well, you and Tyler were in it—half-naked, and then Caleb showed up, that’s when things got strange. Yeah, that wouldn’t sound the least bit stalkerish. I guess I shouldn’t say anything about Tyler or him or for that matter the strange part. So, what did I tell him?

“Flowers.” I smiled at my answer. Simple. Honest yet vague. A perfect response.

“Flowers?” He asked incredulously. 

I nodded.

He shook his head confused by my answer. “Well, Kinz. It’s getting late so I’m gonna head home. I’m hoping Drew has finished studying or passed out somewhere.  See you tomorrow...oh and by the way nice hair.” 

I threw my pillow at his back but missed. 

“You’re still a jerk,” I yelled at his retreating figure. I could hear him laughing all the way down the hall. 

 

 

I got to work early to update my playlist and to do some research. I needed to know what the word Equitum meant. After I talked to Jack, which was completely pointless, I decided that I would have to figure my dreams out on my own. I wanted to start researching the word as soon as I got home, but Will was there. I usually tell Will everything, but this was a little strange and I didn’t want him to think I was becoming obsessive. I know I had heard that word before somewhere, but I couldn’t figure out where. And the word seemed so important—why else would my parents say it as their plane was crashing to the ground. I had to know what it meant. 

I googled it while I was looking over my updated playlist. I found the word on one of those online dictionaries. According to the site, Equitum was a Latin word for Horsemen. Okay, I admit I have been a little stressed lately. But why would my parents start speaking in Latin? Better yet, why would I start dreaming in Latin when I can’t speak German (after three years of it), and I am currently failing Spanish? It had to be stress, right?

I pushed my nightmare analysis as far out of my mind as I could because I still had a job to do. And with everything going on today, I had not even thought about tonight’s show. I was hoping that Addison had because if not we were so screwed. But knowing Addison like I do; I’m sure she was completely prepared. Addison rarely ever had drama in her life. 

“Hey, Kinsey! You ready for tonight’s show?” Addison asked sitting down next to me. 

“Uh. Sure. I guess. I added some new songs to the playlist tonight. But to be honest I haven’t thought much about the show at all today. So, it’s going to be really boring. Sorry, Addie.” 

“It’s okay, Kinz. Not every show has to be awesome. Besides most people are asleep or studying for midterms, so I wouldn’t worry too much about it.” 

“Thanks, Addison. You know you sure know how to put things in perspective. I mean having no audience at all makes things so much better,” I said rolling my eyes. 

“Sorry. I’m sure everything will be awesome. Totally mind-blowing. And I’m sure the whole school will be listening…is that better?” Addison asked with a little innocent reassuring smile. 

“Much better. So how are you doing on your midterms? I missed having you here with me yesterday. Frankie made me work with Greg—that kid is so boring. I swear he never laughs.” 

Addison usually works every show with me. We are the youngest, so we were put together. Which actually worked out great because we were already friends. But yesterday afternoon when I was called in, she had a midterm, so I got stuck with the ever-dull Greg. The boy seriously needed help—socially and fashionably. If he wears one more suit to work, I swear I’m going to smack him. Who wears a suit to work at a radio station? Seriously? And his monotonous voice. Ugh. He almost put me to sleep, and I was only half listening. The rest of the time, I was contemplating ways to make him scream like a girl. I know it sounds mean…but if you heard him—you would definitely be thinking the same thing or worse.

“I’m so sorry you had to work with him. But the dynamic duo is back together and barring anything unexpected we won’t be separated again,” she said.

“Yeah let’s hope so for our sake and Greg’s,” I said laughing. “So, how did you do on your midterms?”

“I hope I did well on them,” Addison said shrugging. “How do you think you did on yours?” 

Addison knew that my last midterm was in Spanish, even though hers were not finished until the next day. Lucky, for me, half of my teachers decided to start our midterms last week. They thought it would help. I guess it did help in most of my classes—with the exception of Spanish.

“Well, let me put it this way. I’ll not be starting a career as an interpreter anytime soon.”

“Uh oh. I’m going to guess that your Spanish midterm did not go that well.”

“Actually, I hope I did okay—which means I probably failed it. But the bright side is that I managed to snag me a study buddy—a hottie at that.”

“Well, that’s great news. Anybody, I know?” She asked.

She didn’t seem to be too interested in my new study partner. But I knew Addison pretty well and as soon as I mentioned his name—she would be as excited as a kid on Christmas morning. 

“Tyler,” I admitted fanning myself in a mock swoon.

“Oh. My. God. Tyler Mitchell? Tyler—I’m so gorgeous and irresistible—Mitchell? Are you serious?” 

I knew she would react like this. She was literally bouncing up and down in her chair. I laughed at her reaction. 

“Yeah. That would be the one I’m referring to.”

“How could he be any more perfect? I can’t believe it. I would faint if he talked to me. Man, Kinsey, I wish I had a little bit of your confidence. You never act like a moron in front of guys like I always manage to do,” Addison said frowning. 

“Addison, I don’t think I was all that confident today. Seriously, I was definitely bordering on insanity. I know I was babbling and staring a lot. My heart was beating so loud I swear he heard it. I blushed at least a dozen times, and I may have even drooled.” 

Okay, I never drooled, but the rest was true. And I was trying to make her feel better. Addison is one of the best, most sincere and caring people I have ever known. She is a truly genuine person. But she has extremely low self-esteem. And even though she is like a super genius—she can’t find confidence in any other area of her life. Plus, she has the worst taste in guys. She is your average run of the mill doormat. 

But I have been trying to change how Addison sees herself since we met last year. And I have been somewhat successful. She can now carry on a complete conversation with Will without freaking out. She says it’s because Will is a friend, but I don’t buy it. Having Will—who is the most gorgeous man alive, in my opinion—as a friend has helped her confidence level. Even if she can’t see it. I have always believed that the first step in gaining self-confidence is learning to love and accept who you are as a person. After you learn to love and accept who you are, you can begin to fix things that you want to fix. Any guy, that matters, will tell you that the sexiest thing about a woman is her self-confidence. 

“I haven’t even told you the best part of my conversation with Tyler,” I said trying to sound as calm as possible, even though I was about to burst. This was the first time I got to talk about this today and I was dying to tell her. 

“How could it get any better?”

“Well…would you say it’s better or worse if a guy almost kisses you but are interrupted by your gorgeous best friend?”

“What!?!” Addison screamed as she nearly toppled over in her chair. “Start at the beginning and tell me everything. Everything, Kinsey.” 

“Okay.”

I told her every minute detail of the near make-out session with Tyler, the confrontation between Tyler and Will, the fight with Will, and the ‘still friends’ truce Will and I agreed to earlier. Addison listened to my rendition of the day’s events, without any interruptions. That’s why I love talking to her. She never judges me and tries to remain as neutral as possible. Unlike Abby who would have bashed Will, saying it was his fault. 

Abby has never liked Will. She thinks he is too uptight, responsible, and overprotective. But it’s really because Will turned her down when she started hitting on him our Freshman year. I don’t think she has ever been rejected. Ever since that day, Abby has been completely rude to him and has bad mouthed him to me every chance she got. Abby is right about one thing, Will is responsible and protective, but he isn’t overboard like she thinks. I know what overprotective looks like—and it looks like Jack. 

Addison, on the other hand, likes both Will and Tyler. And she never tells me what to do. She listens, helps me talk through my problems, and offers advice when she can. She actually reminds me a lot of Emily, except Em is much bubblier and more confident. 

After a few minutes, Addison finally spoke. “So, what are you going to do?”

I sighed. “I have no clue. Got any suggestions?”

“Get real Kinsey. I can’t talk to guys—which would make it impossible to have two guys fighting over me,” she said rolling her eyes. 

“Please tell me you’re going to the Delta Chi party Halloween night. I could use the support.”

“I don’t have anyone to go with. Lizbeth is going with Tony and I hate going to things alone. It makes me feel even more pathetic than usual.” 

Lizbeth is Addison’s roommate and a fellow DJ here at the station. We used to all hang out until Abby started dating Lizbeth’s ex. Now Abby and Lizbeth cannot be in the same room together without a near brawl breaking out. That is one of the main reasons why my best friends are usually guys. There is less drama with boys, well with the exception of today.

“You can go with me and Will. It makes perfect sense. We’ll both be working here till eight anyways. After I change, Will and I will swing by the dorm and pick you up,” I said with a hefty amount of enthusiasm in my voice. Addison would be the perfect buffer. “Do you have a costume?”

“Uh. No. I haven’t dressed up for Halloween since I was 12.” 

“Do you wanna go with me tomorrow afternoon to find one?”

“That sounds great. With your help I won’t end up looking like a dork,” she said.

“Stop being ridiculous—you always look great. I’m sure you will look totally hot Friday night and guys will be falling over themselves to ask you out.”

“Whatever, Kinsey. I’m not gonna hold my breath on that one. So, you ready to start the show?”

“I sure am,” I said smiling. For the first time today, I actually felt like things were turning around for me. I have a guy interested in me, I have my best friend back, I have a tentative plan for the party, and I have a new mission—to find a guy for Addison. Things were definitely looking up.

 

After our show was finished, I drove Addison to her dorm and hurried home to get some much-needed sleep. When I pulled into the parking lot, I noticed Mike’s car next to Abby's. “Well, that’s freaking great!” I muttered to myself getting out of the car. I pleaded silently all the way to our apartment, please let them be asleep. And they were. Not a sound was coming from her room. 

I shed my sweats and put my favorite t-shirt on. I climbed into my comfy bed—which at this point I missed so very much, turned my radio on, and curled up under the covers. I’ve never been able to sleep without background noise. I know, I know. I am one of those people. Within three songs, I was out. It felt great to have the day finally end. 

But it wasn’t entirely over.

I know it sounds silly, but I was hoping to finish my dream from earlier. Unfortunately, my subconscious did not want to cooperate. Instead of walking through a flower-filled meadow, I was on a plane. Well crap! I guess there was no hope of seeing half-naked men tonight. 

I was more surprised than shocked that I was having my nightmare again. I’ve not had my nightmare on back to back nights since right after the accident. I have to admit it was a little unsettling, but I shook it off, trying to remain alert and focused. Well as much as one can be in a dream- nightmare state. 

I needed to figure out why my nightmare changed. Especially since my big brother was not forthcoming with any information. Why was my parents’ reaction so significant? Why would they start speaking Latin moments before they died? And what was so important about the word Equitum?

I searched frantically through the passengers' faces for clues. But I didn’t see anyone or anything unusual. And from what I could tell—there were no horses on the plane or anyone resembling a jockey. I saw my parents stand from the corner of my eye. Instead of focusing on their reaction like I did last time, I turned to see what had made them so furious. 

I saw something or someone, but the smoke was too thick to make out what or who it was. So, I decided to walk towards the image, but right before the smoky veil lifted, I woke up. 

What the hell was that?

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

 

I finally woke up at noon. And I was thankful it was Thursday, because it meant I didn’t have a morning class. On normal days, morning classes are not that bad. My experience has been that as soon as you get the class over with the sooner you can have fun and hang out with your friends. But this morning, I was especially thankful it was Thursday because I hit the snooze button on my alarm so many times that I was surprised my alarm clock didn’t jump off my nightstand and beat me in the head. After my nightmare last night, I took one of my sleeping pills hoping for some uninterrupted sleep. I don’t usually have to take something to go to sleep at night, well not anymore at least.

Right after my parent’s death, our family doctor advised Jack to give me sleeping pills to help me because he said, ‘I was not handling the news very well’. Really, you think. How the hell do you handle that kind of news? What did he expect? For me to be like, oh they died, well that’s too bad, time to move on with my life. Hell no. I didn’t handle the news very well. Who would? I had just found out my parents were killed in a plane crash on my 16th BIRTHDAY!!!! Dad always said he was a quack.

After two weeks, in a near catatonic- walking dead state, Jack went against the doctor’s orders and took me off the pills. He realized they were doing more harm than good. He didn’t even have a medical degree at the time, and he noticed how much damage those pills were doing to me. Good ole Doc Bentley had doped me up so much that I barely even remember my parents’ memorial service. It’s okay though. Caleb and I egged his house and saran wrapped his car graduation night. I wanted to do a lot more to him, but Caleb said that he would get the picture.

When I finally woke up, I found a note on my bedside table.

Kinz,

I have to go see my parents—big family thing.

I will be back tomorrow in time for the party. Promise.

Stay safe.—Will

Well my day is starting off great. The one person I  needed to talk to today and he isn’t even in the state. I began weighing my options. I could call Jack, but I knew my big brother well enough to know that he wasn’t going to tell me anything, even if there was something to tell. Which I knew in my gut there was. So, calling Jack was definitely not going to happen.

What other options did I have? I could call Will on his cell. No, Kinsey. You can’t do that. You don’t know what kind of family thing he has going on. It could be a funeral. And calling him and burdening him with your problems isn’t right.

So, who else did that leave? I could tell Abby or Addison. They would understand, wouldn’t they? Of course. Who wouldn’t be able to understand having the same recurring nightmare for the last five years? They would understand that my nightmare was about my parents’ plane crash. And I’m sure they would totally get why I believe my brother is hiding details from me about the crash and how my nightmare has started changing. Yeah right, Kinsey. Both of them would freak out or think you were completely insane.

Now that I had ruled out everyone, I guess I was down to my last option. I would have to be patient. Will would be home in 24 hours. I could be patient when I wanted to be and I guess at this moment, I would just have to be.

The entire time I was getting ready for class, my thoughts kept drifting back to Will and his “family thing”. I kept wondering what it could be. I knew it had to be important because Will never left school. The entire time I had known him his family had never come to visit him. Likewise, he never went to see them. All families have issues, well except mine. But that was only because Jack and I were the only members of our family—until Em joins us in March. If Will’s family was anything like him, I could not fathom any tension. He had always been a substitute Jack for me. And I am sure that his family had to be somewhat like him. Right?

Will didn’t talk about his family that much, to me at least. Especially in comparison to how much I talked about my mom, dad, Jack, Em, and even Caleb. All I knew was that his family lives in Florida. He has an older brother, Harrison, in law school, and a younger sister, Ella, who started college in August. Oh, and his parents are both environmental lawyers. I thought that was awesome.

A thought dawned on me as I was eating breakfast. I am a horrible best friend. The worst. Seriously. I barely knew anything about Will’s childhood or family.  I made a vow, over my half-eaten bowl of cheerios, that I would find out more about his family and childhood. And I would be the best friend that he deserved.

 

 

 

	

 

After class, I picked up Addison in my little black Kia Soul. I love my car. Jack bought it for me when I started college. He said that it was what mom and dad would have wanted. But knowing my mom and dad, they would have preferred me living at home and them taking me to and from college every day. I was their baby girl after all. Ironic, huh? I get more freedom at the expense of my parents’ lives. But I would give back my car and every ounce of freedom to have my parents alive. But as Jack says, life goes on and they watch over us every day.

Addison and I drove to the city to find decent costumes because I knew that the one store in our little college town would not have any good grown-up ones. And even if they had some, I was almost certain that the best costumes had already been sold. Especially, since we were going shopping the day before Halloween.  

I was glad I decided to make plans with her today, especially now since my best friend had abandoned me. I know he didn’t abandon me—he had a family thing. And it’s not like he has to spend every waking moment with me. But it still bothers me a little because I really need him right now. He is the only person I can talk to about my screwed-up life. Hopefully Addison would keep me sufficiently distracted so I wouldn’t keep thinking about Will and how much I suck as a best friend. 

Addison, of course, knew something was wrong as soon as she got in the car. I told her Will had to go to Florida to see his family. She just said, ‘Well that explains it’. I didn’t bother to tell her that Will being out of town wasn’t the only reason I was distracted. It’s not like I could tell her about my nightmare, or my weird ‘flower’ dream with Tyler, Will, and Caleb, or how much I suck as a best friend. She, I’m sure, knew everything about her best friend, Lizbeth. 

Addison actually managed to make me forget all about my problems. She was a blast to hang out with. And I worked hard to have a good time because I didn’t want to ruin our trip. We even made a whole night of it, since neither one of us had plans and we rarely got to hang out—well outside of work that is. We finally found costumes after going to four different stores. We went out to dinner and even watched a movie. We thought about going to a club, but neither one of us were dressed to go dancing. So, we ended our girls’ night and headed back to campus. 

On the way, I noticed a massive black SUV following us. I didn’t think much of it at first because we were on the interstate. But then it followed us as I got off on our exit. I debated on mentioning anything to Addison—fearing she would totally flip out. I reasoned with myself that it was more than likely just another student on the way back to school. By the next turn, I started to worry because it was so dark outside, and the road was completely deserted except for my little car and the massive SUV. 

I finally decided to tell Addison. Jack always says, “the best offense is a good defense”. I figured if she knew that I thought someone was following us, she would either come up with a plan or explain to me why they were still behind us. 

“Addison?”

“Yeah,” she said. She hadn’t noticed anything because she bought a new purse on our shopping excursion. She had been moving and organizing all of her belongings from her old purse to her new one for the last ten minutes. 

“Don’t freak out on me, ‘kay?”

“Why? What’s wrong? Is something wrong with the car? Are we out of gas? Oh, God. We are in the middle of nowhere.”

Well so much for her not freaking out. 

“Calm down. The car is fine, and we have plenty of gas,” I said quickly hoping to prevent her from hyperventilating. 

I think we should have watched the chick flick instead of that new horror movie at the theater. Who knew it would actually be scary? The other zillion never looked all that real. I used to watch them with Caleb, and we would laugh at how every time a girl got naked, she was chopped into little pieces. Caleb always said the bad guy had to be ‘into dudes’ not to appreciate all of those beautiful naked women. So, I figured this one would be like the rest, but boy was I wrong. 

“That’s a relief. So, what’s wrong then?” She asked puzzled.

I decided to take the back way into school because not many people knew it. I figured this would settle whether we were being followed or not. And it did settle it—we were definitely being followed! The SUV was right behind us. I am really starting to freak out. 

“Kinsey, what’s going on?”

“Look, Addison. I’m going to pull into the Quickmart, and you are going to get out of the car and head into the store. Do you understand what I am saying?”

I wasn’t sure if that was the best plan, but it was the only one I had. I knew it had to be better than taking Addison to the dorms, especially since it was after midnight and the campus would be deserted. I still wasn’t for sure if it was following us. I thought it was but that could be a reaction based on the combination of my acute sense of paranoia and a really gruesome slasher flick. 

The Quickmart stayed open all night and there was usually a security guard stationed inside. Usually, but not always. Why did Will have to choose now to go out of town? I needed him right now. I still could definitely see the lights behind me. 

“Why Kinsey? You are starting to scare me.”

“Well I think we are being followed. That SUV has been behind us since we left the city. Every time I turn, it does too. I am even taking the longer, less travelled way back to school. And it is too. It could be coincidence, but I don’t want to take any chances.”

Addison started searching through her new purse for her cell phone. I was sure all of her hard work of organizing it—just went out the window. Along with what was left of her sanity. 

“We have to call the police,” she said frantically as she searched.

“But I am not positive it is following us,” I said trying to calm her down. 

Addison started hyperventilating when she saw that her phone was dead. I told her mine didn’t have a strong enough signal to make a call. I could text someone, but who? Will’s gone. Abby was probably…tied up (I hope not literally—but who knows, she might be into that). I could text Tyler, but I couldn’t remember his number. And it’s not like you can text the police. 

“There is usually a security guard on duty at the Quickmart,” I said trying to remain calm. I hoped that if I appeared in control she would start to relax.

Finally, the store came into view. Thankfully, I saw two other vehicles at the pumps. I pulled right up to the front door, glanced back to see if the SUV followed us. It had so I told Addison to get inside the store.

“You’re coming in with me, aren’t you?” Addison asked opening the car door. 

“I’ll be right behind you.” I didn’t want to mention the second part of my plan. “Now Go!” I said pushing her out of the car. 

Addison rushed into the store without glancing back to see if I was behind her or not. I climbed out of the car with my keys in my hand. Not because I was afraid someone might steal my car, but because Jack made me carry a bottle of pepper spray on my key chain. 

I needed the pepper spray for part two of my plan—confrontation. I know. I know. Any sane person would walk into the store and call the police. I, however, have concluded that I am not completely sane. And I had to know who was following us and why.

The driver side door opened and someone huge stepped out into the night. I gasped at how huge this person was. It was too dark where he had parked for me to tell who our ‘stalker’ was. But I knew without a doubt that the driver of the SUV was walking towards me right now. I should have run, but I couldn’t. I had to know who it was. Besides there were witnesses present, the likelihood of something bad happening to me was remote. 

“What do you want?” I yelled loudly hoping he would leave me alone if he realized how much noise I could make. 

“Kinsey, calm down, it’s me.” A familiar voice said from the darkness. 

I knew that voice. I immediately felt a wave of relief wash over me. 

“Damn it, Drew. You almost gave me a coronary.”

“Sorry. I was trying to call you to let you know we were behind you, but I couldn’t get a decent signal,” Drew said with his hands out in an I’m-not-going-to kill-you sort of way. 

I was about to ask who ‘we’ were, when Ensley walked up next to him with a very apologetic look on his face. Drew and Ensley were friends of Will’s, so by default I guess they were somewhat my friends too. Drew is actually Will’s roommate and one of Abby’s former boy toys. 

“Oh, Thank God. It’s just you guys. We were flipping out. I ran inside screaming for the security guard. Not here by the way. I was about to tell the clerk to call the police when I saw Ensley walking towards you,” Addison said so fast. She was panting and bent over like she was going to pass out. 

Ensley walked over to her and placed one of his hands on her shoulder. 

“Are you okay?” He asked her. 

“I’ll be fine…in a moment. Jeez…you guys scared us,” Addison told Ensley.

Ensley told her to take deep breaths. And she listened to him. I told her to calm down a thousand times and she wouldn’t or couldn’t for me. 

“Better?” He asked her. 

“Yeah. I think so,” she said straightening up.

“We’re really sorry about scaring you, it was never our intent,” Ensley said trying to look into her eyes. 

It seemed to me that Ensley had a thing for Addison. Who would have thought? I never even realized that they knew each other that well. I know I have introduced them a time or two at Will’s, but I didn’t remember them talking to each other. I don’t know why I never thought about them two together before. They would be perfect for each other. Both of them are very smart and sensitive. And looking at them now—they are sooo cute together. I will have to set them up. 

“So…um…why were you guys following us?” Addison asked curiously, which silenced my mind babble. 

I looked back at Drew who had been looking at the scene between Addison and Ensley too. I crossed my arms over my chest and gave him a questioning look. He returned my look with a taunting smirk. 

“Oh. Uh. We were watching a movie tonight, too. We saw you ladies leaving the theater and we tried to get your attention to see if you wanted to get some ice cream with us. But, um, both of you were too busy…um…,” Ensley said seemingly embarrassed looking over at Drew for help.

“Singing to yourselves,” Drew said finishing Ensley’s sentence. “Rather loudly and off key at that.”

Drew grinned smugly at me while I overheard Ensley tell Addison that he thought it sounded very nice. 

I glared up at Drew. And I do mean up because Drew is six foot five and built like an NFL linebacker. Ensley is the exact opposite of Drew. He is maybe six foot, but that’s pushing it. He is somewhat geeky, but in that hot sort of way. Ensley is very sweet. He may not be as built as Drew, or even Will for that matter, but he definitely has muscle tone. His muscles seem to be longer and leaner than big and bulky. Ensley has shaggy brown hair that always looks like he just woke up (which makes him look even cuter). Whereas Drew is bald, he says by choice. But he definitely makes bald look good. 

“But that still doesn’t explain why you were following us,” I said still fuming from Drew’s comment about my singing. I think I sound great.

“Because W-.” Ensley started to explain but stopped when Drew interrupted him. 

“We…,” Drew emphasized, “…were following you because you had a taillight out and we didn’t want you to get a ticket.”

I glared at Drew trying to see if he was lying to me because to be honest his explanation didn’t make any sense. I had my oil changed last week and the mechanic said everything was in proper working order. I barely drove my car anywhere and it seemed unlikely that my taillight went out in one week when I may have driven my car four times. But I had no reason not to trust Drew and Ensley. They were Will’s closest friends next to me. And if he trusted them then so should I.

“Well, thanks guys and I’m very sorry I flipped out on you earlier. I guess that movie shook me up a little more than I thought,” I said. 

“It was our fault. And you should have questioned us, you would be crazy not to. But Kinz, can I ask you something?” Drew asked.

“Shoot,” I said.

“Why did you start walking towards us if you didn’t know who we were?”

I should have figured he would ask that question. Well now I’m caught. He would tell Will and Will would definitely flip out. 

“Oh, that. Um...,” I hesitated biting me lip. 

“Yeah, Kinsey. You said that you would be right behind me. What gives?” Addison asked.

“Jeez. What is this? The Spanish Inquisition,” I said rolling my eyes at all three of them. 

They all stared at me waiting for a response. Ensley and Drew looked intrigued, but Addison was glowering at me. 

“Okay. Okay. I was…curious,” I said shrugging my shoulders. 

“Curious?” Ensley asked.

“Of what?” Drew asked crossing his arms over his massive chest. 

“I was curious about who was following us and why.”

“You what? Do you know how stupid, idiotic, and irresponsible that sounds? You could have been killed or kidnapped!” Addison yelled at me balling her hands into fists. 

“Sorry Addison. I wasn’t thinking. But the good news is nothing happened.”

“Only because our friends were following us and not some psychopathic-blood thirsty killer!” She said still fuming over my lapse in judgment. 

She started to walk off. I reached out to grab her arm to apologize again, but she shook me off. I started to go after her, but Ensley waved me off saying he would go after her. I didn’t mean to upset her. I guess I never considered how she would feel. I could have gotten us both hurt tonight. I kicked the tire of my car in frustration. 

“She’ll be okay. Ensley will calm her down. She’s just worried about you,” Drew said leaning up against my car. 

Addison finally walked back over to us and gave me a huge hug out of the blue.

“You will never do that to me again. Promise me,” she said in a low voice.

“I promise.” And I meant it too. I would never put her in danger again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

 

After we said goodbye to Ensley and Drew, I dropped Addison off at her dorm. To be on the safe side, I waited for her to get completely inside before I drove off. When I got to my apartment, I saw Drew leaning against his Tahoe—apparently waiting on me. 

“Hey, stalker,” I said teasingly as I got out of my car.

“Hey, victim. Do you need help with anything?” he asked noticing the three bags of clothes and backpack in my back seat. 

“Sure, that would be great,” I said handing him everything and throwing my purse around his neck. 

“Very funny.”

“Fine you big baby. I’ll help.”

“Take the purse. I don’t feel very manly with it around my neck,” he said bending down so I could take it off him without jumping.

I tried to take another bag from him, but he wouldn’t let me. On the way up to my apartment, I decided to ask him a few questions about Will and his family.

“So, what time did Will leave?”

“Around six this morning, why?”

“Just curious. He left me a note before he left. I guess he didn’t want to wake me up. Do you know what kind of family thing it was?” I asked fumbling around in my purse for my keys. 

“Not a clue. He said that he would be back tomorrow, and he would call when he made it.”

 “So, have you heard from him today?”

“He called around two. He said he left you a voicemail because you were in class,” he said shifting the bags in his arms. 

“Oh, sorry. You can put them on the couch,” I said opening the front door and turning on the lights. 

Unfortunately, the couch was being used. Mike and Abby were making out heavily on my couch. They were both shirtless and I am sure that if we had not interrupted, they would have been naked in mere minutes. On MY couch!!!! Where I take naps. I suddenly felt very, very dirty. I wanted to run take a scalding hot shower and scour every part of my body and then burn the couch. 

“What the hell are you two doing on my couch?” I yelled.

“It’s our couch, Kinsey. And I am spending time with my boyfriend. You should think about getting one—it might make you less of a grouch,” Abby said as she quickly started pulling her t-shirt back on.

Mike sat there next to Abby making NO attempt to put his shirt on. He looked like he was enjoying the attention. What a prick!

“Well, you have a room with a door. Maybe you should think about using it the next time you want to spend time with your latest boyfriend,” I said harshly. 

“It’s cozier on the couch, isn’t that right baby?” she said as she looked at Mike with her seductive smile. Mike just grinned at her and started kissing her AGAIN.

I made a gagging sound whereas Drew laughed—loudly. Abby’s head spun around so fast that she reminded me of the girl from that Exorcist movie. If looks could kill, Drew would have been six feet under.

“Why the hell is Drew in my apartment?” she asked me while glaring at Drew.

Mike’s head snapped up at the mention of Drew’s name. Oh, so he’s heard of Drew. He was now glaring at Drew, too. I quickly glanced over at Drew to see if I was going to have to break up another testosterone-induced fight. But Drew seemed completely amused by Mike and Abby’s reactions. He had a huge grin on his face, but I did notice that his whole body was tensed like he was waiting for Mike to come at him.

“Our apartment and I invited him, so maybe you should take Mike and go to your room and finish whatever we walked in on.”

“I don’t want him in my apartment!” she screamed as she got up off the couch and stormed towards me. 

Seriously, she looked like she was about the throw a tantrum. I was picturing her kicking and screaming on the floor like a two-year-old that didn’t get her way. My mental picture only lasted for a moment before she was wagging her forefinger in my face. This, by the way, will piss anyone off—girl or guy. It is extremely rude having someone’s finger inches from your face. You don’t know where that finger has been or what it has been doing. It’s disgusting!!

“Tell him to get out. Now!” she screamed at me, with her finger STILL in my face.

“No. You two broke up like two years ago. Drew has gotten over it,” I said glancing at him, hoping I wasn’t speaking out of turn.

“Way over it,” he said, with that grin plastered on his face, as he walked towards me. 

As soon as he moved towards me and Abby, Mike jumped off the couch and quickly went to Abby’s side. Oh please! Did he seriously think Drew was going to touch Abby? Drew was a complete teddy bear compared to Will. I’ve never even seen Drew angry. And to be quite honest, I hope I never do. Seriously, Drew is massive. He could snap poor little Mike in half. Which at this point, I would have welcomed. 

Fueled by Mike’s assumption that he thought Drew would physically harm a girl and the fact that Abby was starting to piss me off, I blew up.

“Maybe you should try getting over him. That is what this whole tantrum is about, isn’t it? You are still pissed at Drew for breaking up with you—even though you cheated on him,” I said in my most sarcastic-smart ass way. I saw the look Mike gave Abby; she obviously had not told him that Drew broke up with her.

“And Abby just so we are clear if you ever put your finger in my face again—I swear I will break it off your pretty little manicured hand.”

“Let’s go for a walk and calm down,” Drew said pulling me towards the door.

I started walking down the steps after Drew, trying to breathe in the cool night air. I could not believe what had happened. It’s true that Abby was being childish, immature, and rude, but we were friends and roommates. But I just couldn’t take it anymore. After two years of her attitude and opinions towards my friends, I had had enough. She is always telling me who I should go out with and who I should be friends with. I had to put a stop to it. Especially when the whole fight started because she wanted to tell me who I could and could not invite into our apartment. I have never once told her that Mike or any of her friends were not allowed in the apartment. She had some nerve. 

About the time I got to the bottom step, I heard the apartment door close. Good, I thought, they will go to bed and then tomorrow Abby and I can sit down and work this problem out. Unfortunately, Abby had other ideas. 

“We are not done, Kinsey Adams,” she yelled over the railing. 

“Oh yes, we are,” I yelled back up at her. 

Damn it. Why couldn’t she let it drop until we both calmed down? I heard her practically running down the stairs toward me. And it sounded like Mike was right behind her. 

“Let’s go for a drive. I need cleaner, less toxic, air,” I said to Drew. 

“Fine by me because I would hate to have to break up a girl fight tonight. I wouldn’t want either one of you to break a nail,” he said mockingly. 

I was in front of Drew’s Tahoe on the passenger side when Abby shoved me. I fell to the ground hard, scraping my hands on the asphalt. Before I had a chance to stand up on my own, Drew was picking me up. He put himself between me and Abby and started examining my hands to see if they were seriously hurt. I knew they were okay, so I tried to duck around him to get to her. He picked me up and tried to put me in his vehicle, but when he realized I was going to fight him to get out, he sat me back down. But he kept his arms around me to keep me from moving. 

“What the hell, Abby! Why are you being such a stupid, spoiled little bitch tonight?” I yelled at her trying to break free from Drew’s grasp. 

“How dare you say that I still have feelings for him!” she growled. 

“You’re right, Abby. I shouldn’t have said it because you are clearly showing everyone how over him you truly are,” I said sarcastically. 

“Why don’t you back off,” Mike yelled at me.

I finally wiggled free of Drew’s grasp about the time Abby started towards me. I do not condone fighting, but I didn’t start this. And I am not about to let her touch me again. 

So, when Abby raised her hand to slap me, I grabbed her hand and twisted it around. Then she tried to kick me. So, I gently pushed her away from me. Okay, so maybe it was more of a shove than a push and maybe it wasn’t all that gentle. But you would think I had shot her by the way she was acting. I started towards her again, but Drew’s arms were around me this time pulling me back.

“You need to calm down, Kinsey. Before you do something you are going to regret,” Drew said.

Mike picked Abby up from the ground and shot me a dirty look, which I returned. I was hoping Mike would come at me because I wouldn’t hold back on his arrogant ass. But I probably wouldn’t get the chance to touch him because Drew would have stepped in. And after my night, I would have enjoyed watching Drew break Mike into pieces. Hell, I would have even sold tickets. 

I tried to take deep cleansing breaths to calm myself as Mike led Abby back upstairs to our apartment. I knew that Drew wasn’t going to let go of me until he knew I was in control of my emotions and Abby was out of sight. After a few minutes, I stopped shaking and Drew released me. 

“Some night, huh?” 

“Yeah, it has definitely been memorable,” I said walking towards my car.

“Where do you think you’re going?” 

“I need a drink.”

“Alcohol never helps—okay it does sometimes, but right now I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to start drinking. So how about a walk instead?” Drew asked as he blocked the way to my car.

“Fine. But I’m not ruling out the drink. After my night—I deserve one.”

We started walking towards the public park down the road from our apartment building. It’s a small park but then again this is a small town. As we walked along the sidewalk, I noticed how cold it had become. I must have forgotten my jacket in the mad rush to leave the apartment. I guess I never noticed how cold it was because I was so infuriated that my blood felt like it was boiling. Nothing like a fight to warm the cockles of your heart.  I could always go back and get it, but I doubt the big guy would let me go. And he was right about that. If I went back to the apartment before I was completely calm, well, let’s just say it would not be a pleasant experience. At least not for Abby.

 I shivered as a cool breeze whipped around us. Before I knew it, Drew had taken his jacket off and put it around my shoulders.

“But won’t you need it,” I said hoping he wouldn’t take it back. 

“Nah. I actually always run a little warmer anyway,” he said.

“Drew, I am really sorry you got caught in the middle of that. I…I don’t know what came over me.”

“It’s okay, Kinsey. It wasn’t like you planned for that to happen. Anyways, Will and I thought you would have snapped a long time ago. Remember the time she threw that party while you were at work and you came home to a huge mess and that couple in your bed. I figured you would have kicked her out that night.”

“Yeah, I remember, and I almost did kick her out, but she begged for forgiveness and said if I kicked her out, she wouldn’t have anywhere to go. So, I gave in—and ended up cleaning the apartment by myself while she supposedly went to work. Now when I want to kick her out I can’t because her name is on the lease.” 

“That blows. I would have enjoyed watching you toss her out on her sanctimonious, two-faced, cheating ass.”

“Still though I shouldn’t have blown up at her like that in front of you and even Mike. I’m sorry.”

“It’s actually a good thing that Mike and I were there. I know if you would have gotten your hands on her one more time, you would have beat the crap out of her. I’ve never seen you that mad before. I was thoroughly impressed by your skills. Will is going to be so pissed that he missed it,” Drew said grinning at me.

We finally reached the park and we both headed for the swings. I thought the sight of Drew on a swing was hilarious. This huge guy swinging like a little kid on the playground. It was nice to hang out with a guy that I had absolutely no feelings for…it reminded me of hanging out with Caleb. Zero Weirdness. It was nice. After a few minutes of swinging with Drew, I started feeling more like myself. All my anger over the situation with Abby was gone. And I could look at it from a new perspective.

I started laughing.

“What?” Drew asked.

“It’s just…I can’t believe Abby pushed me. She never struck me as the violent type.”

“Really?” he asked incredulously, “you must not have heard what she did to me when I broke up with her.” 

“Nope, she never told me. What happened?” I asked intrigued. 

“She threw one of my dumbbells through the tv. It would have pissed me off if it had been my TV, but it was Will’s, so I just laughed. That pissed her off!” he said laughing.

“Wow! What did Will do?”

“Well you know Will. I told him what happened, and he told me to buy a new TV. I asked him if he was going to tell you what happened. He said no because he figured that Abby would.”

“I’m sorry. I wish you would have told me. I would have made Abby pay for a new one.”

“It’s okay. You live and you learn. I now know not to keep my dumbbells in the living room, especially when I plan on breaking up with someone,” he laughed.

I laughed too.

“I’m still shocked she got so mad about what you said.”

“Please, Drew. You can’t be that clueless. For as long as I have known her, I have never heard of a guy breaking up with her, except you. I wouldn’t be surprised if you were the first.”

“But she cheated on me and it wasn’t like we were all that serious. We went out for like…two months.”

“Doesn’t matter. She can’t stand Will because he wouldn’t give her the time of day, so it only makes sense that she despises you because you broke it off with her,” I said.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“You don’t have to hang out with me. I’m pretty calm now. I figure I will give them another hour to go to bed and then I will head back home. I know you have to be tired.”

“I’m having fun, kid. I haven’t had this much excitement in a long time. Girl fights are hot!”

“Yeah, they’re a freakin’ riot,” I added rolling my eyes. 

We stayed at the park for what seemed like an eternity just swinging. Drew was having as much fun as I was. 

“Hey, did you ever check your voicemail?” he asked as he was swinging by me. 

“Ah, hell. I completely forgot. I’ll check it now.”

I dialed my voicemail number and listened to the automated system. I had three new messages. The first one was from Will. 

‘Hey Kinz, I made it to my parents’ house. I’ll call you later today. Stay safe and try to stay out of trouble.’

Yeah-well trouble found me. It’s like I am a magnet for trouble. The second message was from a number I didn’t recognize. Probably someone trying to sell me something. Annoying telemarketers. It borders on harassment.

‘Kinsey, its Tyler. I wanted to say that I have been thinking about you all day and I can’t wait to see you tomorrow night.’

That was definitely not a telemarketer. I smiled. He was thinking of me. That is so sweet. 

The third message was from Will again.

‘Hey, Kinz. It’s a little after midnight. You are probably asleep. Sorry, it took so long to call you back today. I have been busy, but I will be back tomorrow around six. By the way, I have a surprise for you.’

I must have missed his call during the ‘epic battle of good versus evil’ (that’s what Drew is now referring to it as). Damn it. Why did I have to lose my temper tonight? I needed to talk to him. Wait…did he say surprise? For me? 

“When you talked to Will earlier today, did he mention anything about a surprise for me?” I asked Drew, who was still swinging away. 

“Maybe,” he said coming to an abrupt stop.

“Well did he, or didn’t he?” I asked narrowing my eyes at him.

“Calm down, tiger. Yeah, he mentioned something about a surprise for you,” he said grinning mischievously at me because he knew what it was.

“Well, what is it?”

“Sorry, sworn to secrecy. You are gonna have to wait till tomorrow,” he said as he started swinging again.

What kind of surprise did Will have in store for me? Maybe he’s decided he wants more than a friendship with me. I know it’s a ludicrous idea, but still, a girl can dream.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

 

“Damn it, Abby.  Let me in!” I screamed through the door.  Obviously, she was still pissed at me because we never dead bolted the door. You can only lock and unlock the deadbolt from the inside and with our varying schedules’, it wasn’t feasible.  

“Abby!  Damn it! Open up,” I screamed again, beating on the door so hard that I was sure my hand was going to be bruised.  I knew better than to make so much noise, seeing how we have neighbors who wouldn’t take too kindly to being woken up at three o’clock in the morning. But I was pissed off. And not only was it cold outside, especially since I gave Drew’s jacket back to him, but with the door deadbolted I was going to have to come up with an alternative sleeping plan. I guess I could always sleep in my car, but it was cold. And there is always the issue of embarrassment. People walking by and peering in at the girl asleep in her back seat. Pathetic. 

“She locked you out, didn’t she?” Drew asked as he peered down over his balcony at me. 

“No, I just enjoy yelling at the top of my lungs and beating on a door in the middle of the night,” I said sarcastically as I shivered again.

“Huh. Who knew she had it in her to be so cruel and petty? Oh, wait I did,” he said laughing to himself because I wasn’t very amused. “So, are you gonna beat on the door all night and keep the neighbors up?”

“Well, it’s either that or sleeping in my car.”

“You know you can always stay here tonight. Will wouldn’t mind if you slept in his room. Seeing how this is partly his fault.”

“How is any of this his fault?” I asked incredulously. 

“First, are you going to come up here or do you plan to stand outside and freeze to death?” he asked.

I looked back at my apartment door with a sense of longing for my comfy bed and pajamas. At least there is one upside to sleeping at Will’s tonight, Abby won’t get the satisfaction of seeing me sleep in my car. 

“I’m on my way up. I need a drink,” I said as I headed to the stairs, which lead to the third-floor apartments. 

Will’s apartment was above mine, actually from what I had deduced his bedroom was directly above mine. I have dreamt about him being with me so many times and he is actually less than fifteen feet above me as I sleep. 

“Thank you,” I said taking the drink from Drew’s outstretched hand as I walked through the front door. 

Alcohol, usually beer, is the one bad thing I do. I don’t smoke or do drugs. I’m not sexually promiscuous and I rarely ever, if at all, use really vulgar language. And in my defense, I usually only drink at parties or when I really need to unwind. Hence, the reason I am drinking now. I’m technically not 21, but Caleb got me a fake ID for graduation. We wanted to get into this really cool club back home and you had to be 21 to get through the door. So, Caleb met up with this guy, gave him two current pictures of us, and voila, I was a twenty-three-year-old girl named Jennifer, and Caleb was a twenty-three-year-old guy named Max. If Jack knew I had the ID, he would probably burst a blood vessel in his head, make me come home, or worse try to kill Caleb. I haven’t used it lately because Drew has been 21 for a year now, so he buys the stuff and brings it home. 

“Are you going to explain how this is partly Will’s fault?”

“It’s quite simple. If he hadn’t left, you two would have been hanging out and he probably would have been able to calm you down better than I did. So, it’s partly his fault in a roundabout way.” I shook my head at his logic because it didn’t make any sense. I would have still gone off on Abby for making out on my couch. And who knows, if Will had been with me instead of Drew she may would have started in on Will and I was quite certain I would have punched her. It would have been a total brawl right there in the living room. 

“What are you gonna do about the Abby situation?” he asked as he plopped down on the couch.

“Well, since Will isn’t here to lecture me on the importance of attending class, I’m going to skip class tomorrow. Abby has class at one, so I’ll go home when she leaves…Do you have plans tomorrow?” I asked as I sat down on the giant black beanbag on the floor. Single guy décor. I know it’s horrible, but what can you do? I have to admit, though, giant beanbags are very comfortable. They completely mold to your body. Only downside--trying to get out of them. 

“I usually have a class tomorrow evening, but it’s been canceled because our professor has to take his kids trick-or-treating. Why? What are you planning?” he asked lifting his eyebrows in a sinister fashion. 

“Seeing how I can’t sleep here every night my plan is to remove the deadbolt from the door so that she can’t lock me out,” I said mischievously as I rubbed my hands together trying to act sinister. 

Drew laughed. 

“You can count me in. It will at least be a small payback for the TV. Her reaction will be priceless. Muahahahahaha…,” he said chuckling in that evil genius sort of way. 

“Yeah. I’m looking forward to it myself,” I added chugging the rest of my drink. “I guess I need to go to bed. Otherwise, I’m gonna be useless tomorrow.” 

“Sleep well, Kinz.”

“You too.”

I walked into Will’s room closing the door behind me. His room had to be the cleanest room in the entire world. It was so organized and polished. It looked like one of those designer bedrooms you see in magazines. I was sure that Drew’s room looked nothing like this. Drew was more of a live in the moment type of person. Whereas, Will was more of my life has to be scheduled and organized type. It suited them well as far as roommates go. They balanced each other out. I guess that was the underlying problem with the Abby situation. We never balanced each other out, so therefore we were always going to have conflict. We are both too stubborn to be roommates. 

I found Will’s favorite t-shirt and changed into it for bed. He didn’t have a radio in his room, but I still had my MP3 player on me. I put in my earbuds and drifted off to sleep listening to The Veronicas—who I absolutely love. 

 

 

 

Son of a Bitch!!! I am on the damn plane again! This is getting really old. I was so pissed off by the lack of a good dream that I didn’t even start looking for any new clues. I stood next to the emergency exit while the passengers started freaking out. I kept looking at my parents. I missed them so much. Oh, what I wouldn’t give to go back in time and stop them from getting on that plane. This plane!

My parents stood up. Well, at least I would be waking up soon. That was something to look forward to. I saw the heavy smoke start filling the cabin. I did realize that the smoke didn’t have a normal burning smell. I sniffed the air again trying to figure out what the smell was. It was a familiar smell. I knew that I had smelled it somewhere before. But where? 

That’s it! It smells like the geysers at Yellowstone. We went there on vacation when I was twelve. My parents loved making our vacations educational. Jack hated it, mostly because he wanted to hang out with Emily over Spring Break, but I loved how beautiful it all was. The only part we could all agree upon was that it smelled bad. Like sulfur!

Why did the smoke smell like sulfur? That didn’t make any sense. But the part that really didn’t make any sense was that I was still dreaming. 

Before I knew what was happening the smoky veil lifted and I felt the plane hit the ground. But it didn’t explode, hell it wasn’t even that hard of a landing. When I did my own research on the plane crash, the sources I found said the plane exploded upon impact. So why was my nightmare differing? What was going on? 

A moment after I felt the plane make contact with the ground someone slid the curtain open that separated the cabins from one another. And that person was now standing five feet from me and staring at my parents. 

“Benjamin, Melaine,” the oddly captivating man said. 

I felt like gravity was pulling me towards him. Almost like I was meant to stand by his side. But from the look on my parents’ faces, I knew this man was more awful than anyone I had ever met in my life. So, I resisted the urge to walk over to him. 

“Alec,” my father said while my mother glared at the man.

“Tell me where she is?”

Before my parents could answer the man’s question, I loud howl came from behind the curtain. Then I heard screams and pleas of help coming from the passengers in the coach section. I turned to investigate, but then I heard my mother’s voice, which stopped me dead in my tracks. She said to the man that they called Alec, ‘Never’. I turned back in time to see something white and glowing, which resembled a ball, fly out of Alec’s hand at the exact moment something blue and glowing came from where my parents were standing. The glowing spheres collided in midair with so much force that I was thrown back a good ten feet, collapsing in the middle of the aisle. When I got back to my feet, I saw my mom lying on the floor in a contorted position and my dad hovering over her. It took me a second to realize why he was crying and saying ‘No’ over and over again. And why the man named Alec had an evil smile on his face. Then it hit me, she had been killed by the blast. 

That’s when I started to scream. 

	

 

	

 

“Kinsey, wake up,” a voice called from the darkness as someone began shaking me. “You have to wake up.”

It took me a second to process that someone was trying to wake me up and that someone was Drew. I opened my eyes a fraction of an inch to make sure it was indeed Drew. I was half expecting it to be that totally evil man from my nightmare. 

“Kinsey, oh thank goodness. You were screaming for five minutes. I was really starting to panic,” Drew said with a heavy relieved sigh. 

“Sorry. I was having a nightmare,” I said sitting up in bed. 

“It must have been one scary nightmare to make you scream like that,” he said. 

“Yeah, it always is.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

“No. I don’t even want to think about it,” I shuddered at the thought of having to explain what I had witnessed in my nightmare. 

“I understand, but I still think you should talk to someone about it. I hear it helps. If you won’t talk to me about it, will you promise to talk to Will?” Drew asked staring at me like I was going to break. 

“Is he back?” I asked elatedly. 

“No, but he’s on his way. He called about an hour ago. I told him that you were sleeping. Then he asked me how I knew that and so…I kinda had to tell him what happened last night,” he said with half a smile.

“Crap. What did you tell him? What did he say? Was he mad?” I asked as I got out of bed and started putting my jeans back on. I noticed that Drew turned his back on me to give me some privacy. How could Abby not think he was great? He was a total gentleman. Of course, Abby doesn’t go for good guys…probably because she likes her men as mean and nasty as her. “Wait, what time is it?”

“It’s a little after one. I would have woken you up when he called but you were sound asleep, and he said not to wake you. I didn’t tell him a lot about last night—just the basics. I figured that it would be better…for both of us…if you told him all the details,” he said with his back still to me. 

“You can turn around now,” I said to Drew as I pulled my hair up into a ponytail. “So, what exactly did you tell him?”

“I told him that you and Abby got into an argument. We went for a walk and when we got back, she had locked you out of the apartment. That’s about it.”

“Thanks for not telling him about what happened last night at the store.” I hated to ask the next thing of Drew, but I had no choice. I didn’t want to fight with Will when he got back, at least not until after the party. “Do you think we could keep my little lapse in judgment to ourselves?”

“Kinsey, you know better than anyone how much Will values honesty. I can’t keep something like that from him and neither can you. And you know it,” he said shaking his head in disapproval of what I had asked him to do.

“I know. I know. I just didn’t want him to get all mad at me, especially when nothing happened.”

“Hell, I would be less worried about telling him than I would be telling Jack,” he said with a laugh.

“True…Wait. How do you know my brother?” 

“Oh…I don’t…Not really. I was assuming that he would be madder at you for that stunt than Will could ever be. Will has told me that Jack is protective of you.”

I nodded. “Will is protective…Jack is insanely overprotective. And I will definitely never tell Jack what happened last night because he would be on the next plane to carry me back home.”

“So, you ready to go take care of the Abby situation or what?” he asked with a mischievous grin etched in his face. “I’ve been thinking about it all morning. She is going to be so pissed off.”

He was going to enjoy this more than I was. And considering all the hell she has put me through in the last couple of years, I was going to enjoy this considerably. 

“Definitely.”

After taking the deadbolt off the door, I got Drew to help me divide the apartment in half. I know it’s childish, but I couldn’t help myself. We started in the kitchen. We took everything out of the cabinets, moved everything that belonged to her into one, everything that belonged to me into one, and then split the stuff that we bought together between the two, with me, of course, getting the better stuff. We did the same throughout the entire apartment, with the exception of our bedrooms. After I had sufficiently got back at Abby for locking me out last night, I got ready to go to work. In a few short hours, Will would be home, I would be at the biggest party of the year, I would get to hang out with Tyler, and I would finally know what my surprise was. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

 

After work I hurried home to get ready for the Halloween party, I couldn’t wait to let everyone see my costume. It was such an awesome costume. Thankfully, Abby was already at the party, so I didn’t have to deal with her at all. 

I was about halfway ready when I heard a knock at the door.

“Who is it?” I yelled from the hallway because I wasn’t completely dressed yet.

I heard the door unlock and then his voice.

“It’s me, Kinz. Are you ready to go?” Will asked. 

“Not yet. Give me ten minutes. I am so glad you are back. I missed you like crazy. I have so much to tell you,” I said from my bedroom. 

“I missed you too. I’m sorry I didn’t say goodbye before I left.” 

“It’s okay. I’m so happy you’re back. So, do you want to yell at me now or later?”

“Have I ever yelled at you? Anyways why would I?”

“Well, now that I think about it, besides the other day, you haven’t ever yelled at me. But I figured because of the argument with Abby and having to sleep in your room you would be upset with me.”

“I don’t know why you would think I would be upset about the argument with Abby, you two will get over it. Unless…Drew didn’t mention any of the details to me…what went on between the two of you?”

I zipped up my corset and peered at my ensemble in the mirror. I looked good. Tyler is going to flip when he sees me. I started putting my boots on. I may not wear this outfit anymore, but I was definitely going to wear these boots every chance I got. I better too because they cost a small fortune. 

“I’ll tell you on the way to pick up Addison because I kinda need to talk to you about something else.”

“Okay. What’s up?”

“My nightmare. I’ve had it for the past three nights,” I said as I started straightening my hair.

“Really? Hmmm…well, I am sure it’s nothing to worry about. You might be stressed.”

“Will…the last one really scared me. Drew said that I screamed for five minutes before he was able to wake me up.”

“What happened in it that had you so scared?”

“I saw my mom get killed by some guy they called Alec.”

“What? Are you sure?”

“Yeah, this guy named Alec, who by the way made me feel strange, used some weird glowing white ball thingy to kill my mom,” I said finishing up my hair.

“Did this guy say anything in your dream?”

“Yeah. He called my parents by their names and then he said ‘tell me where she is’ and then my mom said ‘never’ but that was it…why? Do you think it means something?”

“Have you told Jack any of this?”

“No. I figured he would tell me the same thing he always tells me. You’re the first person I’ve mentioned it to.”

“You might need to mention this to him. It’s probably nothing but still, I think you should tell him.”

“I will. Hey, have you or anyone else in your dreams ever spoken different languages?”

“Not that I can recall. But I don’t dream a lot either. Why?”

“Well, I did some research on that word my parents said in my dream the other night. Equitum. It means horsemen in Latin. I know I’ve heard it somewhere before, but I can’t place it. Isn’t that the strangest thing?”

“Yeah, that is definitely weird. Kinz, not to change the subject but are you ready yet?”

“Yeah. I’ll be right out. And don’t laugh either I think my costume is awesome.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

Well, here I go. I put my hat on my head. I gave myself a once over and walked into the living room. My first impression of Will was WOW! Seriously, he was drop-dead gorgeous. Every girl’s fantasy come to life. Vampire! He was dressed in solid black from head to toe. He had a long black cape on that hung almost to the ground. The blood-red lining of the cape was the only bit of color on him. With his black attire, he looked more pale than usual and he had those fake vampire fangs in his mouth. He was so hot that I almost melted right there on the floor. 

When I walked into the living room, he was texting someone, so it took him a minute to look up at me. 

“Wow! Kinsey, you look…,” he said with his mouth draped open. 

It would be like me, to have something go wrong with my costume. Or maybe he thought I looked ridiculous and couldn’t laugh because I already told him not to.

“What? Do I look stupid?” I asked looking down at my outfit. I thought I looked quite hot for a witch. My skirt was short, not as short as Abby’s French maid costume because I am not a slut, but short, nonetheless. It was jet black with white satin trim. I had on a jet black corset that had white satin trim lacing up the front of it. The corset was sleeveless, but I had a black cape on (almost identical to Will’s except my lining was black). I had on a pointy black witch’s hat that had white satin trim and a white crescent moon. And my fabulous footwear. Oh, how I loved my new boots. They were black pointy-toed boots that came all the way up to my knees. They totally made the outfit. 

“Absolutely not. You look…so...gorgeous.”

We stood there for a minute staring at each other. It was so weird. It was as if he was looking at me for the first time. I was actually starting to feel self-conscious. 

“So, um, anyway. I guess I will definitely have to protect your innocence tonight because I have a feeling that you will be getting a lot of attention,” he said giving me that sexy smile of his that I had not seen in two days. “You ready to go?”

“Absolutely. By the way, you look handsome tonight,” I said blushing as I opened the door. 

“Thanks, I kind of feel silly. I mean I cannot tell you the last time I wore a Halloween costume. I’m a little surprised though.”

“Oh yeah, by what?” I asked.

“You haven’t said one thing about your surprise,” he said as he led me down the stairs to the parking lot. 

“Oh, man. Will I completely forgot. So…what’s my surprise?” I asked enthusiastically. 

“It’s right over there.”

I looked over to where he was pointing and saw Ensley and Drew standing next to Drew’s Tahoe. Ensley was a doctor. He looked adorable. He had a stethoscope around his neck. And he was wearing a white coat with scrubs. Drew was, from what I assumed, a monk. I had to stifle a giggle at his costume because I couldn’t even fathom Drew being a real monk. Of course, it was Halloween and we could be anyone we wanted. He had this long brown flowing robe on that had a hood. You couldn’t see his arms at all because of the length of the sleeves. He had his hood pulled back enough for me to see his mouth, which was gaping open when he finally saw me walking towards the car. Seriously, this is my surprise. Will has to be joking.

“Ensley and Drew are my surprises?” I asked bewildered. That wasn’t much of a surprise. True I didn’t know they were coming with us, but why would he surprise me with them. 

“No. Your surprise is behind them. Move guys.”

Drew and Ensley stepped to the sides and a girl around my age maybe a little younger stepped forward. She was wearing a purple pixie costume. She had short brownish- blonde hair and was very pretty. She looked like she didn’t have a flaw on her body. 

“My surprise is a girl?”

“Not any girl. Kinsey Adams, I would like for you to meet Ella, my sister.”

 

 

“Your sister?”

“Yes Kinsey, my sister. Don’t act so shocked. We have talked about my family before.”

“Oh. Sorry. I’m just a little…it’s just…I didn’t think I would ever get to meet any of your family,” I said smiling apologetically to Will and his sister. 

“The family thing was that my parents are moving to Ohio. So, I had to help them pack the house up.”

Will went on to explain that Ella was moving up here to go to college with all of us. She decided to go to a community college close to home for a year or two, but it was an awful experience. She said it felt just like high school and she wanted the real college life. So she decided to transfer a year early. 

Ella was staying with Drew and Will until next semester when she would get to live in the dorms. She was so excited about dorm life. I didn’t have the heart to tell her how not so great dorm life was. The rooms were tiny, most dorms had community showers and you could even end up with a crazy narcissistic roommate. I really didn’t have firsthand experience living in the dorms, but I had heard Addison talk about them enough to make a few assumptions. Of course, you don’t always have to live in a dorm to end up with a totally insane roommate—look at my situation with Abby.  

After Will’s explanation, I introduced myself to Ella and apologized yet again for my shock and awe. 

“It’s okay. I know exactly how Will can be. He probably only talked about his family on rare occasions. Like when you were talking about yours or something like that—am I right?” I nodded. “I am so happy to finally meet you. I have heard so much about you. And what is this I hear about a girl fight? You have to tell me everything. Did you kick her butt? What am I saying—of course, you did. You are Kinsey Adams after all. I mean how could she even compare to y—,” she was cut off when Will interrupted. 

“Yes, do tell us more about this ‘girl fight’ because it seems to me that someone has not been very forthcoming about this information,” Will said as he shot Ella a strange look and punched Drew lightly in the shoulder. 

“Well can we talk about it in the car because I’m freezing? I swear it was like seventy-five degrees today and now it’s like minus twenty,” Drew said as he got into the Tahoe. 

“You would think that Ella and I would be the ones freezing, seeing how you are in a huge robe,” I said to Drew as I climbed into the back seat, realizing that when we picked up Addison one of us would have to sit in someone’s lap. 

“I’m not used to wearing a robe. I’m unnerved by the draft and lack of clothing under this thing,” he said moving around like he was adjusting….

“Wait, Drew. Are you saying that you are going commando under that thing?” I asked horrified at the thought. Going commando in public is gross. I don’t care how famous you are. It’s not sanitary and very disturbing. 

“Dude, that’s wrong. So wrong,” Ensley said from the passenger seat. 

“Yeah man, Ensley is right. What is wrong with you?” Will said as he settled down between Ella and me. 

“Can I take a peek?” Ella said flashing a huge grin at him. 

Well, I won’t have to worry about her confidence level. She seemed like she had enough to spare. It was a nice change to be joking with the guys with another girl around. Addison didn’t have the confidence that Ella had and Abby, of course, is a total bitch so the guys never wanted to hang out with her. 

Drew smiled back at Ella in such a naughty bad boy way that I blushed. There was definitely something between those two. I looked at Will to check his reaction. He laughed at Drew. Huh. Weird. Jack would have come unglued if some guy had just given me that look. I shook it off. Maybe it was me. I was so wound up with sexual tension that I was surprised I didn’t think that look was for me. I really needed a good make-out session with Tyler tonight. 

“What dorm does Addison live in again? And by the way, I’m wearing boxers,” Drew said pulling out of the parking lot.

“Hudson Hall,” Ensley said before I could even get the words out of my mouth. Ensley really did like Addison after all. I smiled at my devious little plan finally coming together. Addison and Ensley would get together tonight. There would be plenty of people now to distract Will for me now. And I would get a totally hot make-out session with Tyler. I love it when a plan comes together. 

 

 

When we picked up Addison, she had all three of the guys, especially Ensley, speechless when she walked down the steps of the dorm looking like Princess Leia from StarWars. I knew from Jack that all guys had fantasies of Princess Leia, especially since StarWars was one of those movies that all guys had to watch — it was almost like their initiation into manhood. Of course, most of them really liked the metal bikini outfit Leia had wore when she was captured by that big blob guy. But we decided to go with the more kick-ass Leia in the white dress. We did manage to find a really sexy version of that dress though. It was very form fitting with slits up to Addison’s thighs so she could show off her knee-high platform white boots. We even did her hair like Leia’s while we were at work. She looked awesome.  

I had to sit in Will’s lap on the way to the Delta Chi house because there wasn’t enough room in the Tahoe for all six of us. Ensley volunteered to ride in the cargo area because there were pillows and blankets back there just in case someone wanted to crash before everyone was ready to leave. But Will told him it was no big deal and pulled me onto his lap to make room for Addison. 

Once I managed to make coherent statements again, Drew and I told everyone exactly what happened between Abby and me last night and what I, with the help of Drew, did to the apartment today. 

“I can’t believe she actually pushed you,” Addison said. “She is so hateful. You know I only put up with her because of you. She’s always been mean to me, but I didn’t want to say anything because I thought you two were friends.”

“Well, besides the whole last part about halving the apartment up, which by the way is a little childish. It sounds like you didn’t blow things out of proportion,” Will said with one arm wrapped around me so I wouldn’t fall in the floor.

“I wish that I would have stood up to her before we signed that lease. Now I’m stuck with her,” I said crossing my arms over my chest. 

“I’m sure everything will work out. Abby might even apologize to you,” Ella said.

“Not likely. Abby doesn’t have a forgiving bone in her body,” I said.

“I’m sure that if Abby saw things clearly, she would realize that her behavior last night was wrong. I’ll have a talk with her tonight at the party,” Ella said smiling brightly at me.

“Ella.” Will, Drew, and Ensley said in unison. 

“What? I promise to be on my best behavior.”

“You better be,” Will said glaring at her. 

I was beginning to like Ella more and more. She seemed to be a lot like me. If I could somehow get Abby to move out, Ella could become my new roommate. For that matter, if I got Abby to move out, Addison could move in with me. She hated living in the dorms. But I seriously doubted Abby moving out, but who knows maybe she would. Yeah, I know. Not likely. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN

 

 

When we got to the Delta Chi house, it looked like every student on campus was there. It was so packed that most people were standing around outside. I don’t think the Deltas realized just how many people were going to show up at this party. I saw a couple of frat guys moving cars to make room for everyone. Will paid for everyone to get in plus he gave a little more saying ‘it’s for a good cause’. Will said that he would be the designated driver, so everyone else could have a good time. 

Drew headed straight for the keg followed by Ella. The rest of us hung back.

“Do you want anything to drink?” Ensley asked Addison. 

“Yeah but nothing with alcohol in it,” Addison said back to Ensley. 

“I’ll go with you,” I said giving Addison a look to let her know I was going to find Tyler. 

I had already talked to Addison about keeping Will distracted so I could talk to Tyler. I didn’t want a repeat of what happened the other day. Will had already promised to be on his best behavior, but I didn’t want to push my luck. I headed towards the area where the bar was set up with Ensley scanning the crowd of people. 

The fact that there were so many people there made it almost impossible to walk ten feet much less try to pick out the one guy I desperately wanted to find. I thought I saw him standing next to the makeshift stage which looked like the front of a very spooky haunted house. But when I started that way, I realized that it was one of his frat brothers. Picking out my toga-wearing frat guy in a sea of togas was proving to be extremely difficult. I began to backtrack to the bar area when I was spun around by some clown. Literally. Red nose, big shoes, makeup, the whole shebang. What self-respecting college student comes to a Halloween party dressed as a clown?

“Wanna dance?” the weirdo clown asked.

“I’m kinda looking for someone right now.”

“Come on, one little dance,” he said taking my arm and pulling me towards him.

Before I could protest, Tyler walked up to us and wrapped his arms around my waist. My hero. He was indeed dressed in a toga and my fantasy of him in a toga did not do him justice. He looked amazing. He smelled so good. He glared at the clown and then gave me a kiss on the cheek. 

“She’s with me.”

It was so awesome to hear this amazing specimen of a man say that I was with him. It must have been convincing too because the clown just backed away. 

“Thank you so much,” I said as I turned towards him. 

“No problem. I know that we are doing this for a good cause but some of these people are strange. Earlier, I saw two people dressed as…well…it’s kind of hard to explain,” he said shaking his head. 

He let go of me and took a step back. At first, I thought I had done something wrong, but it turns out he just wanted to look at my costume. 

“You look amazing. Seriously. Absolutely amazing. Of course, you always look great. So?” he asked spinning in a circle.

“You are the best Greek Philosopher here,” I said winking at him. 

“Kinsey, I am the only philosopher here. The rest are just wearing togas.”

“That’s not true. I saw another Greek Philosopher doing a keg stand.”

“Haha. Very funny. You are quite the jokester tonight. So, are you having fun?”

“Well, I just got here and almost forced to dance with a clown. So, what do you think?”

“Let’s get you something to drink and see if we can’t turn your night around.”

We went over to the bar area and thankfully Drew, Ella, and Ensley were no longer there. I scanned the crowd to see where my group had settled and that’s when I saw them. Abby and Mike dancing, very R-rated. Gross. I was beginning to think she had absolutely no dignity whatsoever. Why would she be dancing like that in public? And then I saw why she was dancing like that. 

My group of friends was settled at a small table in the corner of the Delta Chi backyard, right off from where everyone was dancing. Abby was grinding up on Mike because Ella, who Abby had never met before and didn’t realize was Will’s little sister, was sitting in Drew’s lap. She was livid with jealousy because Drew wasn’t even looking in her direction. Of course, Drew wasn’t the jealous type—well, at least I didn’t think he was. Mike was such an oblivious fool. How could he not see what she was doing? 

I scanned my group again. Addison looked like she was starting to enjoy herself. She was sitting between Ensley and Will but I did notice that she was closer to Ensley than she was Will. They looked so cute together. They were all laughing at some joke or comment that Drew made. Before I could turn back to where Tyler was at, Ella got my attention.

She mouthed, ‘Is that the roomie?’ and pointed towards Abby who was now making out with Mike. She needs to learn the proper party etiquette, which was seven-fold. Number one—do not take your clothes off in public, number two—do not make out (porno style) in public, number three—do not mix your alcohol, number four—do not drink and drive, number five—never leave your drink unattended, number six—always use protection, and number seven—always know your limit because the biggest buzz killer is taking care of a friend who has drunk too much. 

I nodded at Ella. She laughed and gave me a thumbs up. I was taking it as her approval of the fight. I smiled back at her. I was going to love having her around to hang out with. I guess our silent conversation caught the attention of Will and Abby because both of them were staring at me. Will just smiled at me, until he saw who was with me. He kept smiling, but I could tell that it was now forced. Abby, however, glared at me. Obviously, she didn’t like the little finishing touches I did on the apartment.

Tyler, who I had not told about the fight yet, started pulling me towards Mike and Abby. This keeps getting better. I really don’t condone fighting but if she lays one finger on me tonight, I swear I am going to throat punch her. I noticed, as I was being pulled along, that everyone at my group’s table had all eyes on me, which made me feel oddly empowered. I was ready for anything. If she somehow managed to actually catch me off guard and hit me, I knew that my girls would have my back. Okay, maybe not Addison, but I knew without a doubt that Ella would. And even though she was smaller than me, that girl looked tough. She had to have been growing up with two older brothers. 

“Hey guys, what’s up?” Tyler asked Mike and Abby. Both of them stared at me. 

I didn’t know what to say, so I kept my mouth shut. 

“Okay,” Tyler said dragging out the word realizing that something was wrong. “Well, I wanted to say hi. Kinsey and I are going somewhere a little quieter to talk. I’ll see you two later.”

Tyler took my hand and started towards the house. I wasn’t really sure if I wanted to be completely alone with him but given the alternative of hanging outside with Abby or in the house. I chose the house. Every time.

“Ty, don’t forget to get things set up for the auction in a little bit,” Mike called after us. 

“Got everything taken care of man. Don’t worry. It’ll be perfect,” Tyler yelled as we walked into the house. 

“What auction?” I asked as he led me into the Delta Chi computer room. It had been sanctioned off limits’ tonight because drunk co-eds and computers don’t mix well. 

“We are having a date auction tonight. Some girls and guys have volunteered to help us with it, and some have been volunteered by their friends. Of course, there are no guarantee’s if the people who have not willingly volunteered will actually go through with it, but I am pretty convincing.”

“Oh. Well is it really safe? There could be some crazy person out there who could buy a date with some unsuspecting person and try to hurt them,” I said remembering my weird clown encounter from earlier tonight. 

“Well, the auctioneer will make sure that everyone knows that the auctionee has the right to decide what kind of date it is and where it takes place.” 

“Okay,” I said still unconvinced that it would be completely safe. That clown guy shook me up. He was really creepy. Honestly, I have always been a little scared of clowns. My parents took me to the circus when I was a little girl because Jack wanted to see the trapeze artists. I was like four and some clown squirted all of us in the face with water. I cried, Jack made fun of me, and I haven’t like clowns since that day. 

“Hey if you’re worried about creepy clown dude, don’t. My bros have already escorted him from the party. You were not the only girl he was trying to force to dance. The pledges at the front door are on strict orders not to let the guy back in. I’m not gonna let anything happen to you.”

I was about to say thanks, but Tyler had other ideas in mind. I was about a foot away from him when he pulled me into his arms. He very gently took my witch’s hat off my head so that he wouldn’t mess up my hair. Then he took my face in both of his hands and very gently began to kiss me. He tasted like cinnamon and sugar. It took me a second to start kissing him back because I couldn’t honestly believe I was kissing Tyler. Tyler. Freaking Mitchell. They were very gentle kisses to start with, but the longer we kissed the more urgent and animalistic they became. The last time I had been kissed like that was in high school. 

Tyler untied my cape and laid it across the table next to us. He did all that without even breaking the rhythm of our kiss. He picked me up into his strong arms and I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist. I was so caught up in the passion of the moment that I had not even stopped to consider if we were moving too fast. His left hand grabbed the bottom of my thigh to pull me up a little more, but before anything else could happen, we heard someone on the microphone call Tyler’s name. 

“Dammit,” Tyler muttered. “I didn’t hear a thing, did you?”

“Nope,” I said through kisses. 

“Tyler Mitchell, you are needed at the stage!”

“I’m not going,” he said as he kissed the length of my neck. 

“If you don’t go out there then they will come find you,” I said as I reluctantly stopped kissing him. 

“Ugh. You’re right. I have to go—for now. But I definitely want to finish our discussion later,” he said before kissing me again. “Yep, I definitely wanted to finish this.”

I couldn’t help but giggle. I thought it was funny that I could elicit this kind of response in a guy. 

“Hey, could you do me a favor?” I asked as I tied my cape back on. 

“Anything,” he said from the doorway. 

“Could you add someone else to your auctionee list for me?”

“Anyone I know?” He asked raising his eyebrows. 

“Yep.”

Tyler left the room first because we didn’t want it to get around that we were both in the room. I gave him a few minutes and then headed back outside to enjoy the festivities. This was going to be a great auction. I got Tyler to add Addison’s name to the list because I knew that this would help boost her confidence. I had noticed a lot of guys checking her out tonight, and hopefully one of them would buy a date with her. 

I heard Tyler and the auctioneer, a frat guy named Chip, go over the rules with everyone. Tyler also reminded everyone that the money raised was going to Children’s Hospital. He told everyone that some of the people on the auction list had not yet agreed because it was a surprise, so if they didn’t want to be part of the auction to raise money for sick kids then they could stay where they were. He was good at convincing people or better yet manipulating them. Who could possibly say no to that reasoning? Addison would have to go through with it. She would be mad at me when she found out. But she would definitely get over it when she realized how many guys were dying to go on a date with her.

 

 

My group was already standing by the time I had reached them. I stood between Will and Addison because I figured I would have to give her the nudge to get up on stage. Abby caught my eye right before the auction began. She was smiling in her evil little way at me. Well, that cannot be a good sign. 

I turned back towards Will because I was not about to stoop down to Abby’s level. I came here to have a good time tonight and I was not going to let her get to me. 

“Hey, are you having fun?” I asked Will.

“Sure,” he said with a smirk.

“Well at least your sister is having a blast,” I said as a glanced towards Ella who was yelling and bidding on this hot Delta Chi. 

“Yeah, she got the ‘fun’ gene in our family,” he said laughing at Ella’s behavior. 

“Well, I am all yours for the rest of the night. We can sit around and make fun of the ridiculous costumes or drunken students. Whatever you want to do, you have my undivided attention, right after the auction—of course.”

“Hmmm. Well as much as making fun of the drunks does sound appealing, I would like to talk to you about something,” he said turning towards me. 

“What? Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, everything is fine. Better than fine. It’s about you and me…um…I don’t really know how to say this…I…need another drink. I’ll be right back.” 

“But you’re our DD,” I called after him.

“Ensley took over for me about thirty minutes after we got here.”

“Oh, okay. Well, hurry back.”

“I will,” he said smiling at me. 

“Addison, you know I love ya right?” I asked leaning towards her when Tyler gave me the nod that she was next. 

“Of course, why?”

“Addison Williams, could you please make your way to the stage area,” the auctioneer called over the crowd. 

“Kinsey! What have you done?” she yelled at me. 

“It’s for your own good. Now get up there.”

“No, absolutely not.”

“Now Addison, you don’t want to disappoint the sick kids, do you?” I said jutting my lower lip out and giving her the only sad face I had. 

“Oh, of course not. But you will pay for this Kinsey Adams if it is the last thing I ever do.”

“Yeah, yeah. Like I haven’t heard that one before,” I said pushing her towards the stage. 

“I can’t believe you did that. That was great. Me next,” Ella said with the biggest grin on her face. 

“Um, no,” Drew said to her. Ella scowled at him, which was quite hilarious because Ella had to tilt her head completely back to look in his eyes. She looked so small and fragile compared to him. “Well, Ensley, I guess you are gonna need some more money if you plan on getting a date with that girl.” Drew, who didn’t have any pockets in his costume, motioned for Will.

“What?” Will asked as he quickly walked back towards us. 

“Ensley is gonna need some more money. Kinsey put Addison in the auction,” Drew said.

“How much do you need?” Will asked Ensley.

“I don’t know yet.”

“Bid and then I’ll give you the money.”

“Okay. Wish me luck,” he said running a hand through his hair. 

“Good luck,” we all shouted after him. 

“That was very generous of you guys doing that for him,” I said to Drew and Will. 

“I can’t help that I’m a romantic at heart,” Drew said cocking his head to the side.

“Humph. Romantic, yeah right,” Ella said.

Drew frowned back down towards the little pixie. 

“Our next auctionee is Addison Williams. She is a junior and works at the campus radio station. She enjoys reading, watching movies, and listening to music. Come on out Addison.”

Addison walked out onto the makeshift stage and the crowd erupted. I knew the costume was a huge hit, but I never realized how much until that moment. Some weird guy in a chicken costume started the bidding off, but Ensley countered his offer, like he did all the other ones. Addison started out very scared but the longer she stood there, the more confident she became. I think it also helped that she liked Ensley and he was the primary bidder. The kid was like a machine; every time someone called out a bid, he went ten dollars higher. He couldn’t take his eyes off her and she couldn’t take her eyes off him. When the auctioneer finally said that Ensley had won the date, Addison practically ran off the stage into his arms. It was so adorable. When Ensley and Addison finally made it back to us, Will handed him the money in an inconspicuous way so Addison wouldn’t see. Ensley told us that he needed to go pay for the date and he started to walk away, but Addison caught his hand and followed him.

“That was sneaky how you gave that money to him,” I said to Will. 

“I know he’ll pay me back and he really likes her. He couldn’t stop talking about her this afternoon.”

“She really likes him, too. They seem to have a lot in common.”

“Yeah, I guess in a weird way they do.”

I didn’t know what else to say to him so we kind of stood there staring off into the crowd watching the new auctioneers on the stage. 

“What were you saying earlier about you and me?” I asked as some guy in a cowboy outfit got onto the stage. 

“Oh, yeah. Right. Well, the thing is Kinsey…I really like you.”

“I like you too, Will. You are after all my best friend.”

“Yeah, I know and being your best friend is something I value so very much, but the thing is…um…I don’t know how to say this right,” he said rubbing his face in his hands. He seemed to be extremely flustered. 

“It’s okay, Will. You can tell me anything,” I said pulling his hands away from his face as I heard Chip, the auctioneer say they had one more auctionee left. 

Will took my hands in his and looked into my eyes. “If I don’t say this now, then I never will. So here it goes. Kinsey, I don’t want us to be just friends anymore. I have feelings for you, too. I didn’t realize I had them until I saw you with Tyler. And now I can’t get you out of my head. I think about you all the time. And it kills me to see you with some other guy.”

What the hell was that? I took a step back because I wasn’t quite sure what was going on. This is what I had always wanted. I wanted Will to finally see me as more than a friend, but now? Here? It had to be the alcohol talking, right? See what happens when you drink too much. You end up declaring your feelings for another person when you may not mean it. 

“Kinsey, say something?”

“I…I…,” I started to say I want to be with you too, but I couldn’t get the words out of my mouth. I was on overload. And I was about to be ticked off. 

“Our final auctionee tonight is—Kinsey Adams.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

 

 

At first, I couldn’t move my feet. Hell, I couldn’t even believe that this was actually happening. I guess this was some kind of karmic payback for putting Addison in this thing without her knowledge of it. Makes sense, but the difference was that I put Addison in it to help her out—why would someone put my name on the list? And the worst part is I can’t even try to duck out of this torture, especially after the way I pushed—manipulated, whatever—Addison into it. I looked around at my friends for some encouragement. Drew was in hysterics, literally doubled over with laughter. Ensley and Addison looked less amused but that was because they were in their own little world. I wouldn’t be surprised if they even knew what was going on. I looked back up at Will, who had just told me he had feelings for me. His eyes were closed, and he was shaking his head, like he couldn’t believe this was actually happening too. 

Before I could say anything else to Will, I was being pushed from behind by Ella. 

“Go on Kinsey. Get up there. And close your mouth—you look like a fish,” Ella said before jumping up and down. She was having the most fun of anyone tonight. 

I did what she said because…well…I, basically, had no choice. Everyone was staring at me and I was so overcome with humiliation that I almost passed out. I cannot believe that I put Addison through all this. No wonder she looked like she was going to be sick when she got up on stage.  

I saw Tyler smiling at me as I walked towards the steps leading to the stage. No- no-no-no. Did Tyler do this? Why? Why would he think this was a good idea? 

When Tyler saw my face, he seemed confused by my expression. It must have looked something like a person walking towards their executioner after all attempts at a pardon had been exhausted. I was staring off into space, eyes blank and shaking my head like this was all just another nightmare. 

“Hey, we need you to fill out this form about ‘who you are and what you like’ and then Chip will start the auction,” Tyler said with that still confused expression on his face. 

“Ummm. Okay. I guess,” I mumbled quietly taking the form from Tyler. 

“You okay?” he asked.

“Not really. Do you know who put my name on the list?”

“Let me check with Chip.”

He walked up the stage to ask while I finished filling out the form. The form that would be used to entice someone to buy a date with me for charity. Any person who was willing to shell out the most money. What was wrong with me? How could I have ever thought this would be a good thing for Addison? If Ensley hadn’t decided to stop at anything to win the date, she could have ended up with some creep—like that clown guy. I shuddered slightly thinking about how creepy that guy was. 

“Chip only remembers that it was a girl,” Tyler said walking back down to me.

“Oh. Well, thanks anyway. Here’s the form.”

“Don’t look so worried, Kinsey. I’ll be out there and nobody—I mean nobody—will outbid me for a date with you.”

Normally, that would have made my head spin. But after the confession Will had made to me, that only made my stomach start doing cartwheels. This was so not going to end well. As I started making the lonely trek to the middle of the stage, I realized that I knew who put my name on the list. Abby. Realizing who would do such an evil thing to me, especially when she knows about my feelings for Will and Tyler, made me furious. By the time I was introduced, I was fuming. My hands were balled into fists. And all I wanted to do was jump off the stage and confront the evil, heinous bitch. 

But first I had to find her and what better place to search for one warped French maid in a sea of people than from up above. I found my group almost immediately thanks to Ella’s huge pixie wings, which were almost as tall as she was. Drew and Ella still looked amused by what was happening. Drew because well—it was Drew, and Ella was acting as if this whole auction thing was the best thing she had ever witnessed. Addison, however, knew what I was going through especially when we both saw Tyler weaving through the packed crowd to get closer to the stage. Addison gave me a sympathetic smile acknowledging that this was not going to end well for anyone. She looked over at Ensley, who was staring at Will. I felt so horrible inside. He had just bared his soul to me and before I could say anything to him, I had to come up here. I am sure that this is not how he had foreseen the night going. Before I could kick myself, even more, I realized that I shouldn’t be upset with myself because this was in no way my fault. But it was hers.

Abby! I said to myself. I am going to make her pay for this, one way or another. I scanned frantically around the crowd. Where was she? Did she leave? Because at this point that will be the only thing that saves her face from meeting my fist tonight. Nah. Knowing Abby, she’s still here lurking in the shadows. She wouldn’t miss my utter humiliation and social destruction. 

“Our final auctionee tonight is Kinsey Adams. She is a junior majoring in Communications. Most of you will know her from the campus radio station where she is a DJ. Kinsey loves music and movies. She loves hanging out with her friends and reading in her spare time.” Chip, the auctioneer, said with slight disgust at the reading part. Obviously, not an avid reader.  

“Bidding will start—…”

Thanks to my one-track mind, at the moment, I ended up not hearing how the auction actually started. I don’t even have a clue of who actually bid on me first because I focused on my mission of finding the traitor. I finally spotted the little slut standing near the makeshift bar with Mike. All I could do was lock eyes with her. The bidding had already started, and I wasn’t about to embarrass myself anymore tonight. I would wait till this horrid thing was over and then deal with the skank. I kept scowling at her. Waiting. She, to my surprise, never tried to sneak away. She must have realized that she was safe until that Chip guy said ‘SOLD’. 

After I focused in on where she was, because I was not about to lose her, I started listening to—but not watching—what was happening around me. I was shocked to hear that I had like four or five guys bidding on me, then when the price reached a hundred dollars the number of guys bidding went down to three. What can you do? When it reached two hundred dollars, the only two guys still bidding on me were Tyler and…Will. This was horrible. I had to do something. I had to fix this. 

I started repeating to myself: Please let someone other than Tyler or Will win the date. I remained as focused as I could on Abby while trying to keep up with the bidding that was now beyond control. I was sure that no matter the outcome—one of these guys was going to end up punching the other one. You know how some girls always say it is flattering to have two guys fighting over you. Well, they have to be on crack because this was in no way flattering. I wanted to hit both of them for being so childish and petty. This competition was bringing out the worst in them. 

	When the price was a little over the five-hundred-dollar range, the strangest thing happened; the auctioneer, Chip, said ‘Sold…for $515…to…me. Thanks for participating everyone.’ Both guys turned towards the podium to stare at Chip. That was, well, weird. I didn’t even realize that the auctioneer could bid. I am almost positive that it’s not allowed. Honestly, though, I didn’t give a flying flip if it was allowed or not because it kept Will and Tyler from getting hurt. I really did not have time for the two of them to start with their macho bravado again. Love triangles were so 2012. So, I left a very pissed off Will and Tyler to deal with Chip because I had bigger things to deal with. Those things being a five-foot-seven blonde-haired bitch and possibly her steroid-induced dipshit bodyguard/boyfriend. 

 

I jumped off the stage when I saw Abby trying to retreat. It took me a while to make my way through the packed party guests to where she had been standing with Mike. Making it even harder was that now, I didn’t have the advantage of elevation and everyone was either taller than I was or so drunk that they were falling on me. She is actually going to make it out of here free and clear. I squeezed between people as I made my way towards where I thought she was. This is impossible. Dammit!!

I was about to give up when I caught a glimpse of her making a beeline for the back doors, so I immediately adjusted my path. I got tired of trying politely to squeeze between people, so I started pushing people out of my way, which would have worked a lot better if everyone there was smaller than me. You would think it would be easier to push a drunk person out of the way than it would be if they were sober. Wrong. They kind of sway to one side and then right back into you, with a lot of force. 

But I kept barreling along. I had to get to her. I didn’t even stop to hit the people whose hands kept wondering over my butt. And there were a lot. I just took the anger of being felt up and poured it in with my anger over what Abby did. 

The crowd started converging in on me the closer I got to the door. I pushed and shoved some more and ended up pushing some drunk guy so hard he dumped his beer on some unsuspecting girl dressed in a pink bunny outfit. 

“I’m so sorry…okay, maybe…I’m not,” I said to the couple who were now making out. Hormones + Halloween costumes + Alcohol= Random hook-ups and possible orgies. Ewww!!! You gotta love college. This party was getting way out of control. And I was about to turn it chaotic. I began chastising my actions once I realized what starting a fight would do to me and to this already crazy party. What are you doing, Kinsey? Have you completely lost your mind? Jack is going to kill you if you get in trouble. 	

	I finally made it into a clearing, when to my shock, I saw Abby blocked by Ella and Addison. Addison looked a little uncomfortable, but Ella seemed completely at ease. Drew and Ensley were standing about ten feet away from them, just staring at Mike. Drew and Ensley appeared to only be observers unless Mike decided to become involved. I was still too far away to hear or, for that matter, see what was going on between Ella and Abby. It had to have been funny because Drew was chuckling, and even Ensley was smiling. I took deep breaths and tried to calm myself down from a bloodlust rage to more of a fiery rage. I took my time getting to them, in the hopes that I wouldn’t try to kill Abby. I’m not normally so violent, but something came over me while I was on stage. 

When I finally managed to get to an area where I could see what was going on, I realized why Drew and Ensley were so amused. Abby was standing in front of Ella and Addison with her hands on her hips and her eyes narrowed at the little thing speaking to her. I had a good guess at what Abby was thinking, who is this little person? and why does she think she can stop me from leaving?

Every time Abby tried to go around, Ella would step in front of her and block her. Ella never backed down either. She stood there like a wall and kept giving Abby a look that said, Try it. What I thought was extremely funny was that Abby kept backing down even though she had, at least, five inches and forty pounds on Ella. I couldn’t help but giggle at the scene, too. But Abby being Abby had a backup plan. She knew that she could intimidate Addison into backing down, so she turned on her. 

	“Tell your little friend here to get out of my way before I hurt her,” Abby said sneeringly to Addison.

	“I, uh…,” Addison started to say.

	Ella must have sensed what I already knew—Addison would cave in a heartbeat. She was the most non-confrontational person I knew. I have never even seen her yell at anyone, well except the other night with me. 

“Back off Abby,” Ella said taking one-step towards Abby, which made Abby back up. 

“Make me.” 

I would have put money on Ella hitting her, but instead, Ella stood there—very calm. I had to put an end to this because I didn’t want Ella or Addison to get in trouble for me. This was between Abby and me. 

“Leave them alone Abby,” I said stepping between Ella and Abby. 

“I have nothing to say to you,” Abby said getting right in my face.

“Yeah well, I have plenty to say to you,” I said not backing up an inch. 

“Tough. Mike. Let’s get out of here. This place is starting to reek with all this trash,” Abby said as she took Mike’s arm and shoved me to the side. 

And there it was—the final straw. I let it go last night, well, I did once Drew helped me calm down, but I am not about to let her get by with tonight. 

I stumbled when she shoved me to the side, but I recovered immediately, which was surprising to me because I’m usually not that graceful. I put my hand on Abby’s shoulder and turned her around so quickly that she didn’t even realize what was happening. As soon as she was facing me, I hit her square in the face. And it felt good too, right up until Mike turned on me.

At first, he looked like he was going to yell at me for what I had done to his precious girlfriend. Then his eyes turned a foggy, milky gray and he grabbed me around the neck, lifted me straight up, and started squeezing. All I could think was he is actually choking me. Me. A girl. What the hell! And then everything began to swirl.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

 

When I finally got my bearings back, I was in Ella’s arms and Will had Mike up against a wall. He looked like he was five seconds from ripping Mike’s head off. It was so scary because he wasn’t saying a word. He was glowering at Mike with so much hatred that I had to look away. Drew and Ensley had taken up defensive positions guarding Will because the Delta Chi boys were all starting to converge around. I sat up a little disoriented and started to try to piece together how I ended up in Ella’s arms. Mike must have thrown me or dropped me. I wasn’t quite sure how it all happened, and I didn’t care because my friends were in trouble and wait. Where’s Addison? I scanned the area behind me because I knew she wouldn’t be anywhere near the fiasco in front of me. I couldn’t see her anywhere, but I did manage to see Abby. She was in the corner being looked after by a few of her friends. From a distance, it looked like I might have broken her nose. Cool. I’ve never done that before. 

“Where’s Addison?” I asked Ella in a voice that came out all gravelly and hoarse. My throat was killing me. Frankie is going to kill me if I can’t talk tomorrow. Yet another thing to be pissed at Abby about. If I lose my job over this, I may actually kill her. I don’t think I could actually do it, but I could find someone. People still hire people for that, right?

Ella looked around scanning the crowd for Addison. 

“Hmmm. I don’t know. She was right beside me before, well, this happened,” Ella said making a movement with her hand to encompass what was going on in front of us. 

“We need to…,” I started to say but stopped because it hurt too much. 

“Don’t talk. That dick probably hurt your vocal cords. Can you stand?”

I nodded. With Ella’s help, I managed to stand up, I started towards Will, but Ella grabbed my arm first. 

“They’re fine. Trust me. We need to go find Addison before she gets into any trouble.” 

Even though I doubted the guys were fine, Ella was right—Addison needed to be found. And soon, too. Because it looked like we were about to wear out our welcome. I snuck a quick glance back to make sure the guys were okay. Not like I could help them out. Well, this was going so very well. I’m so glad I decided to come tonight. Totally worth it. Not. 

Ella pulled me in the house right before the fighting began outside. We need to find Addison. Ella checked in all the upstairs rooms while I checked the main floor. Nothing. When we met back up, we heard more things shattering in the backyard. Oh. No. I hope they’re all okay. 

“Ella…maybe we should…I don’t know…,” I said looking back at the doors leading to the back door. 

“No. I promise those boys will be fine. I’m more worried about Addison. Does she normally take off like this?”

“No. Never.”

“Do you know where she may have gone?”

“No…she’s very responsible…wait, I bet she went back to the car to wait for us.”

“Yeah well let’s hope so,” Ella said in a way that made me seem like she doubted that was where Addison would be. 

We started back towards where Drew parked us earlier. I had forgotten how far away he parked. That was making me doubt that Addison came back to the vehicle. Why would Addison leave like that? She knows how dangerous it is at night. It finally dawned on me. Oh. Crap. This is not going to be good.

“Ella?”

“What?”

“I think Addison is in trouble.”

“No shit, Kinsey. I already figured that one out.”

“No, listen. Addison would not have walked alone to the vehicle. She wouldn’t have. It’s not like her. At all. She may have came outside to get away from all the tension and then someone grabbed her.”

“Why would you think someone grabbed her?” Ella asked stopping in the middle of the road. 

“I just have this feeling. There was this creepy guy in a clown costume at the party earlier. Tyler made him leave because he was trying to force girls to dance with him—including me. I don’t think he was very happy about leaving.”

“Well before we start to freak out. Let’s go check the car to see if she’s there. If she’s not…well, let’s take it one step at a time.”

We started walking again, but this time both of us were more or less jogging, as best we could in our monster heels. When we got to the Tahoe, my heart dropped right through my stomach. Addison wasn’t there. And she wasn’t in the house. Oh. No. I started hyperventilating. 

“Breath, Kinsey. We’ll find her. You have to trust me on that.”

All I could do was nod. This was all my fault. If I hadn’t wanted to spend time with Tyler tonight, Addison would never have been here. She would be back in her dorm room completely safe. 

“Kinsey listen to me. I need you to come with me back up to the house. Do you think you can do that?”

“Um…yeah…I think…What if something happens to her?” I asked through the deep cleansing breaths Ella thought would calm me down. 

“Nothing is going to happen to her. Now let’s go.”

Ella started running back towards the house with me in tow. She never left my side even when I told her to go on without me. I almost thought she was going to pick me up and carry me. If I weren’t so upset about Addison, I probably would have let her because it would have been funny to see her try. Plus, my feet were killing me.  

“I need you to go inside and get the guys, okay?” Ella asked when we reached the front of the Delta Chi house. 

“Why? Where are you going?”

“I am going to look around. Now go, Kinsey. Tell them I will meet them back at the car.”

Before I could even protest, Ella was gone. She started running down the sidewalk making it look extremely easy to run in heels. Well, that’s freaking great. What if something happens to her too? I know she could handle herself against a girl, but what about the clown guy or some other psycho. 

I had to get the guys. I ran up the stairs and straight through the living room. I didn’t even stop when Abby made some dumbass comment about how she was going to press charges against me. I opened the back door and found…Will, Drew, and Ensley walking towards me laughing. The reason why they were laughing was behind them. All the Deltas who came out to fight were now lying all over the place. They were moaning and holding their heads. Thankfully, most of them still had at least some parts of their togas covering areas I did not want to see. All the other guests had cleared out of the backyard. Don’t think I could blame them from the mess of things back here. I could barely even tell if the guys had even been in a fight. Drew didn’t have a scratch on him. Will’s shirt had come untucked and he was missing his cape but besides that no damage. Ensley looked the worst of all them. He had a busted lip, the beginnings of a shiner, grass stains on his scrubs, and he no longer had his doctor’s jacket. How is that possible? Twenty or so frat guys versus three. Impossible!

“Hey, Kinz. What’s up?” Drew asked as he tilted his head to each side in an effort, I guessed, to pop his neck. 

“Uh…wow…um, that’s really impressive. How did the three of you do all that?” I asked gesturing to the piles behind them. 

“We’re awesome,” Drew said rolling his eyes at me like I should never doubt his awesomeness. Is that even a word?

“The truth—most of them were so wasted one punch and they were out. Kind of took all the fun out of it honestly. Where are the girls? We need to get out of here, in case the cops show up,” Will said. 

“Oh. Yeah well, see that’s the problem. I don’t know where they are.”

“What do you mean you don’t know where they are? Did Ella leave you alone?” Will asked as all three guys crossed their arms over their chests and stared at me. 

“Yeah, but only because she went to look for Addison.”

“Where’s Addison?” Ensley asked clearly panicking.

“Calm down, Ens. Kinsey, start at the beginning and tell us everything,” Drew said putting one hand on Ensley’s shoulder in an effort to calm him.

So, I told them about Addison disappearing, about how we came up empty when we checked the house for her and the car, about the creepy clown guy and how I thought he was related, and about how Ella said she would meet us at the vehicle. 

“What are we waiting for? Let’s go,” Ensley said running out of the door. 

Will and Drew took off running after him, but I couldn’t. My feet were killing me and there was no way I was going to be able to run in these shows. Again. I started walking after them as gently as I could. It wasn’t long before Will was back at my side. 

“Is there a problem?”

“My feet, these shoes, and running are not mixing well right now. Go on. I’ll catch up,” I said wincing as I stepped wrong. 

“Don’t think so.”

The next thing I knew I was in Will’s arms and he was jogging towards the others. I would have protested, but my feet really hurt. When we reached the Tahoe, Ella was already standing there. No sign of Addison. 

“We’ll find her, Kinsey. I promise,” Will vowed after registering the expression on my face. 

I bit my lower lip and nodded. I could feel the tears start to well up in my eyes as my brain started processing what was actually happening and all the horrible things that could happen to her. Why Addison? 

“Drew unlock the doors,” Will said. “Kinsey, you have to stay here. We will all be back soon with Addison. Promise. Do not unlock the doors for anyone but us. Do you understand?” 

“Yeah. Will…please find her.”

“I will, but you have to promise to stay in the car. No matter what.”

“I promise,” I said as he put me in the passenger seat and shut the door. 

“Locks, Kinsey,” he said before he took off with the other three. 

I did exactly what he said to do. I pushed the button to lock all the doors and then I very gently climbed into the back seat because I didn’t feel safe in the front. At least this way I could hide if someone started snooping around. I hated this. I hated feeling so helpless and so emotional. I just hoped they found Addison soon, so we could put this horrible night behind us. 

I sat there forever, jumping at every strange sound and every person that walked by. I had to have yelped a half a dozen times at people walking past to get to their vehicles. My heart felt like it was going to pound out of my chest. My imagination was in overdrive and there was no way to slow it down. I kept imagining the clown guy holding Addison down and…hurting her. I imagined Addison screaming for help over and over…until…she couldn’t anymore. NO! That was not going to happen. Addison was going to be fine. Everything was going to be fine. 

I sank my face into my hands and started to sob. When I finally got control of myself, I wiped the tears from my eyes and looked out the windows to check for signs of life. The first thing I noticed was that all the cars parked along the street were gone. The second thing I noticed was I was alone. There had been partygoers moving aimlessly along the sidewalks, but now—no one. I wanted to scream or cry or call someone to make it all better. Like Jack. Jack would know what to do. That’s what big brothers are for—to fix things and take care of their little sisters. No. No. No. Jack would flip out and order me home. That would be how he fixed things. His reasoning would be that if I was closer to him, he could protect me, shelter me, put me in a room and never let me out.  

Okay, so calling Jack might not be the best thing but what if some psycho had all my friends? You see that kind of stuff on the news all the time. Crazy person goes on killing rampage. Stop it! Don’t think that. They’re all fine…they have to be. I told myself as I nervously twitched my foot and punched in Jack’s cell just in case. If I don’t hear from them in thirty minutes, I’ll call Jack or the police. I can’t sit here and do nothing. They could be in trouble. 

Fifteen minutes later, my cell started playing Ghost Town by Shiny Toy Guns. My default ringtone. I sighed and rolled my eyes at the irony of that song playing right now. I didn’t recognize the number, so I answered it hoping it was Addison and that her cell had died. But it wasn’t her. It was…Tyler. Crap. In all the chaos, I had completely forgotten about him. 

“Hello,” I said quietly into the phone because it still hurt to talk.

“Kinsey. Where are you? I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” Tyler said on the other end. 

“Sorry ‘bout that. Really. I, well…we decided to leave after the fight.”

“Yeah, I heard about that. Are you okay? I heard you got hurt.”

“Yeah, my throat still hurts a lot and it’s a little hard to talk above a whisper, but besides that, I’m okay.” Considering I haven’t been abducted like Addison, I thought miserably to myself.

“I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over Mike. I should have been there.”

“It’s not your fault. And I’m okay, so no biggie.”

“I’ll make it up to you…hey, are you at home right now…I could come by.”

“Uh…not exactly. I’m kind of sitting in Drew’s Tahoe.”

“Alone?”

“Yeah, they had to go…find something. And….um, my feet were killing me, so I decided to stay behind. But they should be back soon.” And hopefully with Addison. Because if not, I don’t know what I’m gonna do. 

“Where did Drew park? I’ll come keep you company.”

Will said to not unlock the doors for anyone except them—meaning him, Drew, Ensley, or Ella. He probably said that to keep me from opening the door to some crazy person, but this was Tyler. Besides, Tyler was crazy hot…not crazy psycho. I could let him in the vehicle with me. What could it hurt? And I’m going mad sitting here with my overactive imagination running wild. It might do me some good to have someone to talk to while I’m waiting on them. 

“We’re parked on the road in front of your house. Right next to Hamilton Hall. I am positive that it’s the only vehicle still out here. So, it shouldn’t be too difficult to spot.”

“I’ll be there in just a little bit. I have to do one more thing here and then I’ll come sit with you.”

“Okay, hurry up. Sitting out here by myself is starting to mess with my sanity.” What little I had left, I thought to myself trying to keep from giggling. I must be delirious. 

Tyler laughed. “I’ll be there soon.”

And then it was just me again. All by myself. Sitting and waiting.

 

 

Twenty minutes later. No Tyler. No Will. No friends. No one but me. I sighed heavily. 

“Wow, this is going to be a really long night,” I said to myself. “If I hadn’t worn these stupid shoes, I could be out there with the guys looking for Addison. Stupid, too expensive, feet hurting boots.” I took them off and threw them in the front seat. 

“What did the shoes do to you?” A voice asked. 

I screamed so loud that I think people across town heard me. 

“Chill, Kinsey. It’s me,” Tyler said standing next to the passenger side door. “Open up.”

Jeez, Kinz. Real smooth. You freakin’ scaredy-cat. Why don’t you start crying too? Completely humiliate yourself. Get a grip, kid. 

I reached up and pushed the unlock button. Oh, man. I hope Will doesn’t get mad at me for this. Who am I kidding? Of course, he is going to get mad. Oh, well. Too late to worry about it now because Tyler was already opening the door and climbing in next to me. 

“Hey, you okay? You look a little shook up.”

“Really? And here I thought I was doing such a bang-up job acting like I’m not totally freaked out right now.” I said exasperated. I started putting my boots back on wincing in pain as I did it. I was going to leave them off but what if I had to take off to find Addison, too. Or what if that clown guy shows up here. Better to be in pain because of shoes, than anything else.

“Um…okay. Well, do you want to talk about it?”

I thought about telling him what was going on with the whole Addison being missing thing, but I was worried he might try to leave me too. And I didn’t think I was going to be able to handle it if I was left alone again. 

“Not really. It’s been a weird night.”

“Yeah. I get that. It has been full of…surprises and very informative.”

“Huh?”

“Nothing. So, you looking forward to your date with Chip?”

“Oh, yeah. I forgot all about that. At this point, I don’t care. He seems normal enough.” I said before settling back into the seat. I was so tired and drained. My whole body ached in places I didn’t even know existed. And to top it off, I was beginning to get a migraine. I started to rub my temples trying to relieve the mounting pressure in my skull. This one came on so quick. Ouch. Oh, it hurts. It felt like my brain was exploding. 

“You okay?” Tyler asked.

“I…yeah, it’s just…a migraine…it’ll pass. Owww.” I grabbed both sides of my head at the same time. “Oh. It hurts. It hurts. Make it stop. Oh, please make it stop.” I screamed in pain and doubled over. 

“Kinsey,” Tyler said in a weirdly quiet voice. 

I was in too much pain to answer. My head felt like it was going to explode. I wanted to jab something in my head to relieve the pressure. 

“Kinsey! You got your cell?”

“Why?” I asked still hunched over trying to will my throbbing migraine away. 

“Look!” He yelled, clearly upset by something.

When I looked up, I wasn’t even sure I was seeing what I was seeing. Standing in front of the Tahoe was a group of his Delta Chi brothers, still wearing their togas by the way. At first glance, I didn’t realize why Tyler was so upset. But then I noticed that their eyes were, well, not quite right. They were a little glassed over and the color of a foggy, milky gray. Why was that familiar?

And then I remembered why they looked familiar.

Oh, shit.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

 

Mike’s eyes looked the same way right before he started choking me. I wasn’t sure what the hell was wrong with those guys. But I definitely knew that something was wrong…really wrong. Natural eyes did not look like that. They didn’t have a foggy, milky sheen to them. There was a logical explanation for what I was seeing, right? Like, for instance—they could all be wearing contacts. Makes sense. Contact manufacturers are designing new stuff all the time. Some contacts could even make your eyes look black or like cats’ eyes. That had to be it. They were just contacts. But….

If they were contacts, why did Mike’s eyes change color like? Contacts can’t do that. Can they? No, no I am almost positive that contacts don’t have that technology. Did they all have some kind of disease? All those guys living in such close proximity to each other. Maybe one caught something and then gave it to the rest of them. Which meant Tyler might have it. Ewww! I kissed him. Oh, no. What if I got it too? That’s disgusting. Thankfully, Tyler’s panic-stricken words cut through the incessant babbling in my head. 

“Kinsey, we need to make a run for it.” 

“Are you crazy? We can’t go out there with them.” Seriously, was he insane? They were standing there in the middle of the street watching us. There were a dozen guys out there. There was no way we were going to outrun them, okay, well, maybe Tyler could—but there was no way I could in these shoes. “Just get down and keep quiet.”

Tyler and I both hunched down behind the front seats. My head was still hurting…but it wasn’t as debilitating as it had been. I was—somewhat—able to function and think.  I reached up onto the seat and grabbed my cell. I started dialing Will’s phone but caught myself after one ring. If I talked, they—the crazy-eyed frat boys outside—would hear us. So, I started to text him, but Tyler put his hand on my phone and mouthed, what are you doing? It seemed obvious to me, so I mouthed back, texting the cavalry. He took his hand off my phone but seemed annoyed when he realized who the cavalry was. Jeez, priorities. I don’t think jealousy would be helpful at this point. Finally, I started texting Will—gotta love technology in a time like this. 

HELP!!!! Crazy guys at the car. Not joking. HURRY!!! 

I punched in Drew’s number, too, just in case. Before I got the word ‘hurry’ typed out—my migraine came back full force. I screamed and fell forward. 

“Kinsey! Kinsey, what’s wrong?” Tyler said loudly over my screaming. 

“Head. Hurts really bad.” I held my head with both of my hands and started rocking back and forth. In my entire life, I have never felt pain like that before. It was so excruciatingly painful. I started crying. I felt Tyler’s hands on my shoulders trying to get me to calm down, but I didn’t care. The only thing I cared about at that moment was to make the pain stop. 

“Can you move?” Tyler asked as he reached up and unlocked the door. 

“Stop it!” I said as I locked the doors back. Death wish—much. “Will and the guys will be back soon. I can’t leave without them. And I am not going out there in this much pain with those…those people.”

“Well, I really don’t think we have a choice about it,” Tyler said through wide eyes.

I looked in the direction Tyler was staring, with my hands still on my head. My hands slid down from my head to cover my mouth, so I could hold the scream in. Well, crap! Tyler’s frat brothers were now moving towards us. And to make matters worse, they all had makeshift weapons—something I apparently overlooked before. Baseball bats, hockey sticks, crowbars, etc. all in their hands and they were walking towards us as if it was their purpose—their mission in life. 

My head stopped hurting once again and then in the most horrific sequence ever, all of guys lifted up their weapons and then brought them down hard against the Tahoe. Drew is going to be sooo pissed. I covered my head quickly when one of the guys threw a bat at the front windshield. And then they all decided to go for the windows. This is bad! Really, really bad! I felt glass fall on me when someone busted the window next to me. I started screaming…not because glass was falling all around me or because there were loud pounding sounds against the vehicle—making it sound like they were crushing it. No, I started screaming because someone’s hand came down on my head, grabbed my hair, and yanked me back against the door. 

“Tyler! Help!” I yelled as I struggled with my attacker. Tyler reached up to the front, unlocked the doors, and ran away. He actually ran away!!! My hero. What the hell was wrong with him? Better yet, what the hell was wrong with me for wanting to date a douchebag like that? 

I started yelling for help and trying every way possible to get away from the guy holding my hair. Nothing. I kept struggling and I finally managed to turn myself in the backseat enough to reach the door handle. I had one shot at this and if it didn’t work, I was really screwed. One, two, three…I pushed the door open hard, hoping to catch the guy off guard and make him stumble—releasing my hair. It worked. I shut the door quickly, reached upfront and relocked all the doors. I glanced back at where Tyler had been sitting. 

Son of a bitch! His door was wide open and one of his darling frat brothers was climbing into the Hummer. A big guy—at least the size of Drew—he had a bat in his left hand and his eyes, like everybody else’s, were messed up. I didn’t even hesitate. Fight or Flight, right? Well, I wasn’t about to wuss out like Tyler—pansy-ass momma’s boy. I kicked the Magic Mountain dude square in the face, making a sick crunching sound—at least the boots came in handy for something tonight. He stumbled back, fell on the ground holding his nose—as blood flowed down his shirt, and looked confused. 

I quickly shut the door, crouched down in the middle of the backseat floor and tried to think up a plan to get myself out of this. What the hell do I do? I could call for help. But who? Will hadn’t answered his text and Tyler…well…he was useless. Running away and leaving a girl in danger. What happened to chivalry and heroicness? You sure can pick some winners Kinsey! I thought to myself as I started searching for my phone, so I could call the cops. I started swaying from side to side as the freaks outside started rocking the Tahoe back and forth. Some of them had their hands in the vehicle, grasping at air. What the hell are they doing? 

There was no sign of my phone in the backseat floorboard or the backseat itself. Dammit! I twisted around managing to not get caught by the grasping hands and looked in the front. Of course, it would be in the floorboard in the front seat. Dammit, dammit, dammit! The Hummer kept swaying, the hands kept grasping, and I was left with no other alternatives. I had to get to that phone. I crawled my way forward, enough to be able to dive and get the phone. I kept my legs as straight as possible. I took a deep breath, trying to give myself some courage. 

On the next sway to the left, I dove the opposite way and grabbed the phone, hoping the arms were out of reach of my body. When the car swayed back the other way, I pulled myself back to the middle. I rolled over on my back and lay there, trying to catch my breath and calm down. When I finally managed to regain some kind of composure, I punched in the numbers 9-1-1. There was a loud sound—in front of the vehicle, a bright flash—that seemed oddly familiar, and then someone’s body landed on the roof of the Tahoe. I screamed and tried to move myself back to a crouching position on the floor. But when I started to move, the guy on the roof grabbed my shoulders through the sunroof. I tried to get free of him and when I did, I made another mistake. My right leg went wide during my struggling and one of the guys standing next to the window grabbed it. 

I tried kicking him with my left leg, but between the swaying and being pulled in two—I couldn’t land a hard-enough kick to make him let go. Shit! I screamed again in pain. Both of them were pulling now in opposite directions. I dropped my phone. Again. 

 

 

 

“Kinsey! Hang on!”

“Will! Help me!” I screamed as the two guys started pulling me in opposite directions again. 

I was about five seconds from passing out from the pain when suddenly both guys let go and I smacked the middle console. Ouch. Definitely gonna leave a mark. I laid there for a few seconds, almost forgetting I was in danger. I slid slowly back down into the back floorboard. Now what? I looked around and noticed that only a handful of guys were surrounding the vehicle. Where the hell were the others? About the time I thought it someone landed on the top of the Tahoe. I yelled out every curse word I knew. 

“Damn girl. You’re worse than a sailor!” Drew said as he jumped down from the top of the car. “I leave you with a beautiful machine and come back to this.” He said gesturing with his hands at the damage. 

“Yeah well, I decided to throw an after-hours party! My bad!” I said sarcastically as I narrowed my eyes at him.

“Well, where the hell was my invitation? I mean you used my vehicle…my beautiful vehicle—which is trashed now.”

“Would you believe me if I said it got lost in the mail? Watch out!”

Drew ducked even before I got the words out of my mouth. A guy came at him with a baseball bat from behind. I don’t have a clue how he knew to duck. Because if that would have been me, frat boy would have hit a home run instead of striking out. Drew moved faster than I thought was humanly possible. He had the guy around the neck, picked him up, and threw him 20 feet into a growing pile of frat guys. 

“How the hell did you do that?” I asked still shaking my head in amazement at what I had seen. 

“What? Oh that! I’ll explain later. We need to move now.” He said reaching into the Tahoe and pushing the unlock button. He opened the back door and looked in at me grinning from ear to ear. “Well, you coming out or do you want to sit in there while we finish these guys off?”

I thought about it for a split second. Either staying in the vehicle like I had been trapped for the past…I don’t even know how many hours…or going out there where those crazy guys were. I was alone if I stayed in the car, but I wouldn’t be if I went with Drew now. My friends would protect me like I would protect them. 

“I’m comin’ with you. Let’s kick some ass.”

“Hold on there, teeny tiny Rambo. I didn’t say you could kick any ass. You get to observe us handle the situation from a safe distance, while you look after Addison,” he said with an arm raised to block me from exiting. 

“You found her? Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you.” I scrambled out of the vehicle and gave him a huge hug. “Where is she?”

“With Ensley right now, but he needs to help us—so you need to look after her. Understood?” He sounded so grown up and mature. Unlike the Drew from a couple of minutes ago. “Kinz, you need to prepare yourself. Addison is pretty messed up.” He must have seen my mouth drop open and the scared look on my face because he quickly added, “But she will be okay in a day or two.” 

We ran over to where Ensley was guarding Addison. He was fighting with one guy, but the guy was a lot bigger than him, so Ensley was not fairing so well. Drew walked up, tapped the guy on the shoulder, and punched him when he turned around to see who had tapped him. Drew then picked the guy up and threw him into the pile. I saw six guys in the pile, so where were the other six? Oh, no. Will and Ella. 

“Where are Will and Ella?”

“They’re fine. Probably having a blast fighting those freaks. Stay with Addison. I’m gonna go get them. Ensley, don’t leave their side.”

Ensley nodded and took up a guarding stance in front of us. I turned my attention towards Addison. I sat down next to her and turned her towards me. I gasped so loud that Ensley heard me. 

“She’s going to be okay, Kinsey. Trust me. She passed out on the way back here, but mostly because she was so tired. Most of that is superficial.” He seemed so sure about the severity of her injuries, that I wanted to ask when the hell did he got a medical degree. But I thought better of it. Especially since he was risking his life for ours. 

“Addison, I am so sorry this happened,” I said as I turned her face back and forth to look at it. She had a black eye, a busted lip, and some small scrapes on her face. Her costume was ripped up and was barely covering her anymore. I didn’t even want to think about how it got ripped up. 

“Hey, Ens.”

“Yeah.”

“I need to run to the Tahoe really quick and get a blanket for Addison…she’s shivering.”

“Uh, I don’t know about that Kinz. Drew was pretty adamant about you staying put.”

“Ensley its fifty feet away, not Mexico. I’ll be right back.” I got up, not waiting for a reply, and ran—okay, well mostly hobbled because my feet still hurt—to the back of the vehicle. I opened the back door, grabbed two blankets and didn’t even bother to close it back. I just started to run back to Addison.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 

 

“My cell? Dammit.” I turned back around, ran back to the car, opened the front door, and grabbed my cell out of the floorboard. As I was turning back around something caught my attention out of the corner of my eye. Well someone—not something. And that someone was Tyler. He had some nerve. Why the hell was he back now? All the danger was gone. What an asshole. I wanted to walk up to him and smack him for leaving me to fend for myself. I looked right at him, sending every ounce of hatred I could at him. He was smiling. A wicked little smile and it made my insides twist into a knot. He pointed at something behind me, which made me grew cold. Very cold. 

I turned and saw the pile of frat boys, who at one point were all passed out cold, start moving again. I looked back at Tyler, but he was gone. That little bastard! That’s twice he’s left me. Well, at least this time, I’m not alone. I turned back to my friends and started running towards them, but I wasn’t fast enough. Ensley was caught off guard by two frat boys. They had him pinned to the wall next to where Addison was passed out at. Crap! I looked around for a weapon. Someone had to have dropped one earlier, right? I spotted a bat lying in the middle of the street. I ran after it dropping the blankets as I ran. I figured Addison would rather me save her future boyfriend than get her a blanket. 

I ran back to Ensley, making myself run faster with every painful step. A frat guy jumped out in front of me. I never hesitated. I swung the bat right into his stomach, knocking the breath out of him, and making him double over. To make sure this time he stayed down, I lifted the bat up and brought it down on his back, sending him to the pavement. I wanted to keep pounding the guy, but Ensley needed me. I walked up behind the smaller guy holding Ensley and hit him in the back, too. He lurched forward and let go of Ensley’s right side. Unfortunately, the bigger guy turned on me then. 

And this was the guy who I had kicked earlier tonight. Magic mountain dude. He dropped Ensley, who started fighting the smaller guy. 

“Ens, um, do you wanna switch?”

Ensley looked at the guy that was coming towards me. He laughed. “Uh, not really…but okay.” 

“I’m glad to see you can find humor in this situation.” I ducked and hit the smaller guy again with the bat. This time he went down. But I kicked him a few times to make sure. 

“Hey, Kinz. A little help?”

I looked back over at Ensley and Magic Mountain dude and could not help but laugh. The guy had Ensley in a bench press above his head. Ensley had his arms folded over his chest in a resigned position. Which made me laugh even harder. “Catch.” I tossed the bat up to Ensley, who caught it easily. 

Ensley gripped the bat and attempted to hit the mountain beneath him. Which didn’t work, because well, Ensley was not facing the guy and couldn’t get a good angle to swing from. And then the guy started spinning Ensley around, like a merry go round. “Not working, Kinsey.”

“I’ll be right back. Don’t go anywhere.”

“Not funny…not funny at all,” Ensley yelled at me as I started searching for another weapon to use. 

I ran back to the Tahoe, where all the Deltas had converged earlier tonight to terrorize me. I found another bat and a crowbar. I dropped the crowbar—wasn’t long enough—I needed at least three foot of safety. 

When I made it back to Ensley, he looked sick of all the spinning. Literally.  

“Hold on, Ens. This is probably going to hurt.” Ensley didn’t have time to say anything. I took a batting stance and when Magic Mountain spun back around facing me, I swung—with every ounce of energy in my body. He didn’t move. He didn’t even flinch. He looked down at me, dropped Ensley, and started coming towards me. Well, at least Ensley was free. I couldn’t see him because the dude was huge, but I heard the bat make contact with something—hard, as hard as a rock. Dude still didn’t go down. 

“Ens, on the count of three, start beating the hell out of him, ‘kay?” 

“Screw, three.” I barely had time to process his words when I heard the bat strike again. I shrugged. Works for me. Ensley and I came at Magic Mountain from both sides. And we were hardly doing any damage at all. How is that possible? 

“Wait, I have an idea,” I yelled at Ensley. 

“I’m listening,” Ensley yelled back over the massive guy. 

“Stand back,” I said as I took a position with my bat, pretending like it was a golf club. I’ve never played real golf, but I have on the Wii and I have to say I am damn good. I brought the bat back and swung with all my might. And it worked.  Magic Mountain dude grabbed his valuables and dropped to his knees, moaning. I took another stance, swung again, and hit him in the back, knocking him forward. Still alive, but hopefully out cold. 

Ensley winced in pain when he saw what I did. 

“Damn, Kinsey. That’s harsh. What did he do to you?” Drew said from behind me. Now, he shows up. 

“He said I was being harsh, jerkface. Want some?” I said turning around to face him, bat swung casually over my shoulder. 

“I’m good. I like to keep my manhood intact.”

“Where the hell have you been? Ensley and I have had our hands full here. Oh, shit. Addison.” Ensley took off towards her, while I looked back down at the big dude. “Drew we need to get out of here. These guys are freaky, and they won’t stay down.”

“I agree with Kinsey; we need to get out of here,” Will said walking towards us carrying another frat guy. He dumped him in the pile and gave me that slow sexy smile that I missed so much. I wanted to run into his arms, but my feet were starting to hurt again, now that the adrenaline was dying down. So, instead, I walked over to him and wrapped my arms around him. 

“Are you okay? Where’s Ella?” 

“She’s right behind me. We’re both fine. Minor cuts and bruises, but nothing major…are you okay? Kinsey, if I would have known…I never would have left you…I just thought…I’m so sorry…”

“There is nothing to be sorry for. You had no idea this was going to happen. I’m okay. Seriously.” I spun around for him to see that I didn’t have a scratch on me. Technically, I did have some scratches and my throat was still a little sore from earlier, but even it felt better. My feet gave me away though. I winced with pain. I am throwing these damn shoes away when I get home. 

“Uh-huh. You sound pain-free. Up you go.” Will picked me up and walked me back to the Tahoe. Drew opened the side door and raked the glass out of the seat with part of his robe. I still can’t believe he dressed up as a monk. Will sat me down gently, I slid over, and he climbed in after me. 

“I’m okay, really. It’s just my feet.”

“I know, but I have a lot to make up for so I thought carrying you was the least I could do. Kinz, I promise…I will never leave you again.” He reached over and pulled me onto his lap. “We have to make room for everyone else,” he said winking at me. 

“I could always sit in the cargo area,” I said starting to wiggle free. He wrapped his arms around me.

“I’m not letting you go. So, you might as well stop trying to break free.” He said in a deep throaty voice. His right hand brushed the hair away from my face. 

I blushed and looked down at my hands that were resting in my lap. “Will. We need to talk about what you said earlier tonight…at the party.” I decided that I had to tell him how I felt about him too because after the night I had I knew better than to take life for granted. I wanted to live each day to the fullest. 

“Oh. Yeah about that. I’m sorry I caught you off guard. It was just…” He looked off into space.

 The door on the other side opened and Drew looked in at us. 

“Are you two finished? Because if you’re not we could give you guys a little more privacy…not like we’re in trouble or anything.” He rolled his eyes and cleared some more of the glass out of the seat.  Drew lifted a still knocked out Addison into the vehicle. 

Ensley and Ella got in the front. Ensley had to drive because Drew said that the last time Ella drove one of his vehicles—it ended up at the bottom of a lake. Ella shot Drew the finger for that comment and called him a dumbass. I couldn’t help but laugh at them, they were hilarious. They bickered up until we reached our apartment building.  Drew carried Addison upstairs to the guys' apartment. I wasn’t sure if Abby was home but I sure as hell didn’t want to deal with her shit tonight. The rest of us brought up the rear. I wasn’t sure about everyone else but I was exhausted. Physically and mentally. I needed to sleep for like 24 hours but unfortunately Will wasn’t going to let that happen. 

 “Kinsey we definitely need to talk about tonight…like right now.” He said closing the apartment door behind us. 

Addison was still out from what I could tell. Everyone else was seated wherever they could find a spot and were waiting for us. 

“So, what’s the plan?” Drew asked. 

“First, Kinsey you need to tell us everything that happened tonight starting with when Mike grabbed you. It seemed so out of character for him.”

I told them everything I remembered. I told them all about how Mike’s eyes and the frat guys we fought had the same color eyes. I told them about Tyler coming to sit with me, even when Will gave me that I can’t believe you did that look. I also told them about how Tyler ran off when I was in danger and how I had seen him right before Ensley was attacked. I even mentioned how I kept getting these really bad migraines. 

“How bad were they?” Ella asked.

“Bad, I haven’t ever felt pain like that. I felt like my skull was ripping apart.”

“What were you doing when they came on?” Ensley asked.

“Nothing. The first time was right before I saw the frat guys show up on the street. Tyler was with me then. The second time was when they attacked the Tahoe. Tyler was with me then, till he bailed like a chicken.”

Nobody said anything. They just sat there. I looked over at Will. He was furious. I looked back at everyone else. They were all sitting there with the same expression Will had. Will finally looked over at me, he held my hand, and then stood up. 

“We can’t stay here any longer. They know we’re here. Drew get us a vehicle. Ensley take Addison to my room. Check her out and make sure she’s okay. I am going downstairs with Kinsey to help her pack some clothes. Ella call Jack and tell him what’s going on and that we are headed his way now!”

Everyone got up and did as they were told. Wait…what was going on?

“Jack…Jack who? What is going on?” I asked Will. 

“Your brother, Jack. And he will have to explain what’s going on.”
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