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Wednesday, January 1

Separated.




This isn’t how I thought I would spend my New Year’s Day—riding in the passenger side of the black SUV, driving as far away from New Orleans as we possibly can.

Tristan is in the driver’s seat, and I can’t help but notice just how quiet the car is. So, so quiet.

I’m used to all my guys being around. I am used to Dylan and Tristan joking around, debating which superhero is better. I’m used to Cam’s sarcastic comments. I’m used to all the guys bickering, usually lightheartedly.

But now... It’s just Tristan and me.

It’s three in the morning, and we’ve been in this car since around midnight last night. I’m starting to get tired. When we first left the city, I was running on pure adrenaline, but it’s starting to wear off now. If I’m going to stay awake, I’m going to need an energy drink. And I need to pee, but Tristan refuses to stop. I think he’s scared. And I get it. I’m scared, too.

We don’t know where we’re going, yet. I keep asking Tristan, but I don’t think he has a clue yet of what he wants to do. And I don’t want to keep asking and stress him out even more, but we also can’t keep driving around aimlessly forever. We have to decide where to go. We need a plan. We need to figure out how to find the guys.

“Tristan,” I say softly, breaking the silence that has been there for well over an hour now.

His knuckles loosen a little on the steering wheel. I hadn’t even realized he was gripping it so hard. “What is it?”

“You know everything is going to work out, right?” I reach over, putting my hand on his thigh. “We’re safe now. There is nobody following us.”

His shoulders do relax a little bit. “I know, Zara.”

“I think we should take a minute,” I say. “Let’s find a gas station and stop to use the restroom. Let’s get an energy drink.”

He doesn’t say anything.

“I’ll drive for a bit,” I offer.

He laughs, taking one hand off the steering wheel to grab onto mine. “We will stop so you can go to the bathroom. I need to go, too.”

I let out a sigh of relief.

Thank. God.

I really do need to pee, badly.

“I’m sorry.” He squeezes my hand. “I just am freaking out. I don’t lead the team. That’s Cam’s job. Now that I have to take over, I’m afraid I’m not very good at it.”

“Then let me lead us,” I suggest. “I actually feel like I am clearheaded when under pressure.”

He nods. “Okay.”

“But I need your help. You’re better at all this Spy School stuff than I am.” I bite the corner of my lip. “What would you do if you were on a mission and you got separated from the rest of them?”

“I would track their location,” he answers. “I would hack whatever I had to, and I would find them.”

“But you can’t track them.”

“Exactly.”

I sigh. “We need to go somewhere that we think the guys would look for us.”

He nods. “But where?”

“The guys know you better than they do me,” I say. “You’ve been with them longer. So, I think you need to decide where we will go.”

“I don’t know where to go.” Tristan’s face turns white as he admits it.

He’s so, so scared.

I squeeze his hand, trying to offer him some comfort. “Tristan, take me out of the equation. If you were in this situation without me, and you were separated from the guys, where would you go?”

He shakes his head back and forth a couple of times, but immediately stops. He glances from the road to me, then back at the road. “I would go home.”

“Home?” I ask.

“Georgetown,” he clarifies. “South Carolina.” His jaw drops open. “I’ve been driving that way this whole time, and I didn’t even realize it.”

I grin.

Of course, he has.

Tristan might not think he’s good under pressure, but he’s better than he gives himself credit for. He just needed me to calm him down a little bit.

There is an exit with a gas station, so he pulls off on the exit.

I am so relieved that we know where we’re going now. I didn’t even realize how heavy my chest was until we decided what we were going to do.

I really hate uncertainties.

When we get to the gas station, Tristan pulls up to the pump to fill up the car. Before I can reach for the handle to get out, he puts a hand on my shoulder to stop me.

“I’m really sorry about freaking out like that. I just... panicked.” He shakes his head. “I’ve trained for this my whole life, and I didn’t expect that I would react like that.”

“It’s okay. You never know how you’re going to react until you’re in that kind of situation.” I smile at him. “I know that next time, you will react better. You’ve learned.”

He smirks. “There’d better not be a next time. I am never going to get us separated from the guys, again.”

“It wasn’t your fault, anyway.”

Tristan leans forward and gives me the softest kiss. “Go to the bathroom. I’ll be right in, after I fill up the car.”

I nod, getting out of the car.

I now know where the road is taking us, and I’m so ready to get there. I just... I wish the rest of the guys were here. I wish...

We have to find them. Or they have to find us. Being separated from them is the hardest thing I’ve ever had to go through.

When I get into the bathroom, I shed a few tears. I’ve been holding them in. I didn’t want Tristan to see. I don’t want him to know how upset I am—how hurt I am. Being away from them sucks. But I have faith that they will find us. I just have to trust them. And I do. I trust them with all of my heart.

At least I have Tristan. He will protect me when it comes down to it. I know he will.




Home sweet home.




We arrive in Georgetown around one o’clock that afternoon. I’m exhausted from having stayed up all night long, but even so, I am able to appreciate how beautiful the town is. It’s a very old town, right on the harbor, and it is beautiful. It’s small. For some reason, I just assumed it would be a city.

“This town is beautiful,” I tell Tristan, unable to take my eyes off the scenery around me.

All of South Carolina has been beautiful, if I’m being honest.

I’m a West Coast girl. That is where I was born and raised. But I get the feeling it wouldn’t take much to convince me to become an East Coast girl. It’s so nice here.

“It’s home.” I can hear the pride in Tristan’s voice. “I always hoped that someday I’d be able to convince the guys to move here, but considering Austin is from Dallas, Dylan from Tennessee, Stefan from New Zealand, and Cam from the UK, I doubt it.” He grins at me. “Well, and now you from California. I have the feeling you’re going to be the deciding factor.”

“I don’t want to decide.” I shake my head. “No, that’s not fair. You guys should choose. The only thing I care about is that we live somewhere there is a lot of sunshine, and that it doesn’t get too cold in the winter.”

“The guys and I would follow you anywhere.” Tristan reaches over and grabs my hand.

He’s sweet—all my guys are.

But when I think about them, my heart clenches. I miss them so much I can hardly stand it. Being separated is so hard.

“They’ll find us.” He squeezes my hand. “I promise, Zara. I wouldn’t be surprised if they showed up a few hours after us.”

I really hope he’s right. The truth is, we don’t even know if they’re okay. I assume they are. I mean, my guys are smart. They can take care of themselves. But there are a lot of what ifs, and I will breathe so much easier when I can see with my own eyes that they’re okay.

I’m excited when we pull up to Tristan’s house. I’m so sick of being in this car, and it’s also awesome to see where Tristan grew up—though, his parents are Spy School, so I bet he grew up a lot of places, but this was ‘home.’ Or is home, technically.

“Is this where you’ve always lived?” I ask, as he pulls the car into the garage.

“Yep.”

A lot of the homes in Georgetown that we passed on the way here were older—colonial style, and there were even some 1970’s ranch style homes. The home Tristan lives in is more modern. There is a huge, privacy fence around the entire house... like the kind you see at celebrity homes. The house I grew up in didn’t need one—we lived in a gated community. But I get the feeling this fence is definitely more to hide what they’re doing here. I mean, his parents are Spy School agents. I’m sure they do a lot of secretive stuff.

“Are your parents’ home?” My heart is racing as I ask. There are definitely other cars in the garage, and that makes me nervous.

“No.” He shakes his head. “They haven’t been here in a few years. They’re on a long-term assignment.”

I don’t know if I should feel relieved or disappointed. I would love to meet the people who raised him, but I’m also nervous to be introduced as his girlfriend. Then another thought hits me—what are the guys going to say to their parents about me? Are they going to tell them that they share their girlfriend with four other guys? That just sounds weird... and sexual. And our relationship is about so much more than ‘sex.’

I push those thoughts to the back of my head for now, and try to focus on something a little more positive. We will cross that bridge when we come to it. Hopefully their parents will be as understanding as mine are, though I wonder if my parents really get the extent of our relationship. Maybe they don’t understand just how committed to my guys I am.

Tristan gives me a quick tour of the house when we walk inside.

The kitchen is... clean. That’s the best way I can think to describe it. It’s all white with stainless steel appliances. Even at my house, where we have a maid, there are usually tiny fingerprints at the bottom of the fridge, because Charlotte and Chloe like to touch everything. But not here. I guess maybe because it’s not lived in.

The kitchen, dining, and living room are all open, and it’s a huge space. I actually love how open it is. There are windows at the back of the house. On the other side of the fence is the bay, but it’s blocked. I bet this house had an amazing view before they put up the tall fence.

The tour doesn’t last long once we head upstairs, because I’m exhausted. As soon as he shows me his room, I fall into his bed, kicking my shoes off.

I’m not surprised that Tristan has a lot of computers in his room. Other than that, there isn’t a whole lot to his room. The whole thing is white, even his comforter.

“Are you glad to be home?” I snuggle into Tristan’s side.

He puts his arm around me, pulling me closer. “Yeah. I’m especially glad since you’re here with me. But I wish the guys were here, too.”

“You get me all to yourself for a little while.” My eyes are heavy, so I close them.

Tristan says something bad, but before he can even complete a sentence, I fall into a blissful sleep.
















Thursday, January 2

It’s home.







I wake up in a large bed, alone.

I feel disoriented.

Where am I?

It takes a few moments to remember the previous day. New Orleans. Getting separated from the rest of the guys. Coming to Georgetown. I’m in Tristan’s room. When I realize, I relax back on the bed.

I am safe.

The sun is peeking through the curtains, and I wonder just how long I slept. When I went to sleep, it was still light outside. Either I didn’t sleep very long, or I slept the rest of the day and night. I feel like I slept for a very long time.

I get up from the bed and look around the large room. It’s very white, and clean... very empty. There is a Star Wars poster on the wall, which doesn’t surprise me at all. I didn’t notice that when I came in. One of the computers in his room is illuminated, though. This one computer has four screens, and I can’t help but wonder what a person does with four screens. I mean, a second screen in my hacking class is always helpful, but four? Four seems excessive.

The time on the computer screen reveals that it’s just after seven in the morning, meaning that I did sleep all night long. I must’ve been exhausted.

The door to Tristan’s room opens, and I look over as he walks into the space. His hair is wet and he has on fresh clothes. I frown, realizing I don’t have any clothes. None. The clothes that I had in New Orleans are... no telling where they are. And now I’m back to having nothing.

“I slept so good. Your bed is so comfy.” I walk closer to him, grinning.

“You want a shower?”

I nod. “I don’t have any clothes. Do you have a shirt I can borrow or something?”

He smirks. “You mean steal? Because we both know you never give my shirts back.”

I stick out my tongue at him, but he’s right. I won’t give it back. “It’s not my fault guys’ clothes are way comfier than girls’ clothes.”

He walks over to his dresser and pulls a shirt out. “You like Venom?”

I tilt my head to the side. “Who?”

“You know... the superhero. Or villain, depending on the story.”

I shrug. “I don’t know.”

Tristan frowns, shaking his head. “Okay, we’re going shopping today. And after we go shopping, you have to see Venom. It’ll change your life.”

Change my life?

I doubt that.

He hands me the shirt. “I think my mom might have something that might fit you. She’s a lot taller than you, so I don’t know about jeans, but maybe I can get some shorts or something.”

“Anything. Thank you.”

Tristan points me to the bathroom that’s attached to his room and I go in there.

It feels so good to take a shower. I haven’t gotten to shower since New Year’s Eve, in New Orleans. I showered before we spent the day walking around. I got all sweaty and gross, so it feels amazing to wash all the nasty off. I can’t believe I could even fall asleep last night. Usually, I have to be clean to fall asleep.

When I get out of the shower, there are a pair of leggings lying on the counter, next to the shirt. I quickly put them on. I have to roll the leggings up a bit, because they are too long, but they mostly fit. They’re a little loose, but they’ll do. The shirt, however, fits more like a dress. After brushing my teeth and hair, I walk back into Tristan’s room. He’s doing something on his computer, but when he hears the door open, he turns around to look at me.

He laughs. “You need clothes that fit.”

I shrug. “Meh, your shirt is much comfier than mine.”

But I could use some underwear and a bra. I opted to go without for the day, and I would feel better once we buy some. I’ll just buy a couple, knowing it would be a waste to buy too many. It seems like we keep having to leave at a moment’s notice.

Maybe I should carry around a backpack with some spare clothes in it at all times. That’s actually not a bad idea.

“Are you hungry?” he asks.

I nod. “Starving.”

I don’t think we had an actual meal yesterday—we only ate snacks that we could pick up from gas stations, and there was pretty much zero nutritional value in anything I ate.

Tristan grabs my hand and leads me towards the garage. I love that I’ve gotten to see where he’s grown up, but I also wonder how long we will be here before we are caught. The guys haven’t even come yet. I assumed they would be here when we woke up. I hope we came to the right place. I don’t know how else to get ahold of the guys, and Tristan doesn’t either. Unless they can figure out our plan, then we are going to be separated from them for a while.

I notice Tristan seems like he’s in a better mood today. He’s happier and more confident. He was freaking out when we were driving here and questioning everything. Seeing him so sure about the decision we made definitely makes me feel better about it. The guys are coming. And I’m going to enjoy this time with Tristan until they get here, because who knows when I’ll get time like this with Tristan again.

He pulls the SUV into a parking spot in front of a small coffee shop. It must be a local shop, because it’s not anything I’ve ever heard of before. There are a lot of cars parked outside, so I know it must be good.

Tristan holds onto my hand as we walk inside, and he has a huge smile on his face. He’s so happy to be home. I don’t blame him. I was so happy when we got to visit Malibu over Christmas. I was so happy to introduce the guys to my family.

“Tristan, it’s so good to see you.” The older lady behind the counter beams at Tristan.

“Hey, Mrs. Turner, long time no see,” he greets her. “How have you been? How’s the grandkids?”

Her smile widens. “My Luna got married last summer and she’s expecting.” Mrs. Turner shakes her head. “I’m going to be a great-grandmother, can you believe it?”

A great-grandmother?

This lady doesn’t look a day over fifty. Or maybe it’s just I’m not used to seeing anybody over the age of forty without Botox or plastic surgery—even my mom has gotten Botox. It’s just the way things are in LA.

“Congratulations,” Tristan tells her. “That’s wonderful.”

“You still off at the fancy boarding school in Europe?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Mrs. Turner looks at me. “Is this your girlfriend?”

Tristan grins, looking at me. “Yeah, she’s my girlfriend. This is Zara. Zara, meet Mrs. Turner. She owns this wonderful establishment.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” I tell her, holding out my hand to shake hers.

“Such a beauty.” Mrs. Turner smiles warmly at me, and I can’t help but like her.

The door jingles behind us. I turn around and see a woman with a younger kid come into the shop.

“You two sit. I’ll bring out two of your usual.” Mrs. Turner says.

“Thank you. You’re awesome, Mrs. Turner.”

Tristan and I make our way towards one of the empty booths to sit down.

The shop is cozy—a lot cozier than any chain coffee shops I’ve been to. It feels very welcoming—like I could come spend hours here. I imagine that if I grew up in this town, I would’ve come here to study. And out the window, there is a view of the bay. It’s gorgeous. I see why Tristan wanted to come here.

“What do you think?” Tristan asks, studying me.

“This is wonderful. I honestly love this town.” I grin, just taking it all in. “I feel like leaving here to go to school would’ve been hard. This is magical.”

He shrugs. “It’s home.”

Something about this place reminds me of small towns you always see in movies or on TV shows—the kind of town where everybody is nice. And for some reason, I like the thought of living somewhere like this. I grew up in LA where if somebody wanted to be your friend, you’d have to question their motive. Did they only want to be friends with me because of my mom? Or maybe because of my dad or even my brother. But here... they don’t have that problem.

Or maybe they do. I’ve literally been here less than twenty-four hours. But for some reason, I don’t think they care about status here. And Tristan loves it here, that’s enough for me.

A little later, Mrs. Turner brings out some coffee and breakfast for us. Tristan and I just eat, making small talk, and looking out the window at the bay. I can’t help but wonder if this is what our life would be like if we were normal. If Tristan was raised here, and his parents weren’t Spy School. Maybe if my parents had lived here. We could’ve met at a public school and be on a date right now.

But then again... I can’t imagine life without Spy School.




Jealous.







After we leave the coffee shop, we head toward a mall to get some clothes.

The mall is pretty packed, though I’m not surprised. Malls are always pretty packed around this time of the year with people bringing things back and exchanging things they got for Christmas.

The first store we go into is one I’ve never heard of, but they have cute clothes. I’m so excited to get into some clothes that fit. I really do love wearing the guys’ shirts, but not as much when we’re in public. I feel like I look like a toddler when I wear Tristan’s shirt because it swallows me.

While we’re looking in the store, two girls walk up to Tristan. One girl is tall and thin, the other a little shorter, but still tall, and athletic.

“Hey, Tristan.” The taller girl flutters her eyelashes.

I don’t know how I keep myself from rolling my eyes, but somehow, I do.

“Hey, Addison.” He nods his head at her, then the other girl. “Kaylee.”

I’m not surprised that he knows their names. I wouldn’t be surprised if Tristan knew the names of everybody in this town.

The Addison girl smiles widely at him.

Addison is pretty. She has gorgeous deep-red hair and freckles that lightly kiss her nose. She has dark green eyes that literally sparkle. And she looks at Tristan like he hung the freaking moon.

I don’t like her.

I feel bad for thinking that, but I don’t like the way this girl looks at my boyfriend.

The other girl, Kaylee, has blonde hair. It’s pulled into a ponytail, and she has a ribbon wrapped around it. I wonder if she’s a cheerleader. She looks like a cheerleader always looks in the movies, but I don’t know for sure. She’s definitely a pretty girl. She has a tan, even in the winter. Which, maybe, she got while she was on vacation for Christmas or something. I mean, I have a tan in January, too.

“This is my girlfriend, Zara.” Tristan puts his arm around me, pulling me closer.

I grin, loving that he’s introducing me as his girlfriend. I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of hearing those words from his mouth. “Hi. It’s nice to meet you.”

The redhead glares at me. The blonde one smiles, but it’s a tight smile.

I wouldn’t be surprised if both of these girls had a crush on Tristan. I mean, I can’t blame them if they did. If I was a local girl from Georgetown and had only gotten to see Tristan in passing, I would probably have a huge crush on him, too. Heck, I liked him from the moment I saw him at Spy School, when he came up to me and offered to show me where my class was. My crush has only grown now that I know how amazing he is.

“Are you in town for the holidays?” Addison asks, turning her attention back to Tristan, completely ignoring me.

Tristan nods. “I wanted to introduce my girlfriend to my parents.”

He says the lie so simply that I almost believe him. My heart actually races for a second, thinking he’s going to introduce me to them. Then I remember—they’re out of town. He’s just telling them this because it’s what they expect to hear.

At Spy School, we have to live a lie.

Our entire life will be a lie to others.

“You should come to Jackson’s house tonight.” Addison twirls hair around her finger, choosing to once again ignore the fact that he talked about me. “He’s having a party, and I know everybody would love to see you.”

Tristan shrugs. “We’ll see. It depends on what Zara and I end up doing tonight.”

Her eyes flash to me. She looks me up and down, like she’s sizing me up. She must not like what she sees, because she gives me a dismissive look and turns to Tristan once more.

Honestly, if I were her, I’d probably wonder what Tristan sees in me, too. I’m wearing a pair of his mother’s leggings and his t-shirt that is three sizes too big for me.

Tristan must know what I’m thinking, because he leans over and kisses me on the lips. It’s just a peck, but it’s enough.

Addison huffs. “Hopefully we’ll see you.”

She grabs Kaylee’s arm and pulls her away from us in a hurry. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anybody so happy to get away from me.

Yikes.

Tristan and I continue shopping. He tells me that he knows Addison and Kaylee from town. He was raised here, so it makes sense. And he spends every summer here when school is out.

I’m not surprised that Tristan is approached by at least five other girls while we shop. He is even approached by a few guys. All of the people who approach us invite us to the same party as the Addison girl did.

I’m relieved when we leave the mall. Not that I don’t want to meet Tristan’s friends, I do. It’s just... I don’t really like watching those other girls flirt with him. It’s very clear that he’s popular amongst the girls in town.

I don’t say a word on the way home, mostly because I’m fuming. It’s not Tristan’s fault that those girls like him, but still...

I wonder how many girls have fantasized about my boyfriend. How many of those girls don’t even care that he has a girlfriend now? Pretty much all of them dismissed me the second they looked at me.

Maybe I should’ve taken a second longer to fix my hair this morning. Or maybe even my makeup. I almost want to go to that stupid party just so I can show them that I look better when I’m not wearing a t-shirt as a dress.

“Are you okay?” Tristan asks, as we walk into his house, bags of clothes in hand.

I shrug. “I’m fine.”

He reaches out and puts a hand on my arm to stop me. “Zara, come on. What’s wrong?”

I should’ve known he wouldn’t let me get away that easy. I sigh. “I’m a little jealous of your entourage.”

He grins. “Really?”

I smack his arm playfully. “Tristan, come on. It’s not funny.”

“It’s cute. I like that you’re jealous,” he says, still smiling entirely too big. I can’t be mad at him when he smiles at me like that.

“I don’t have any right to be jealous.” I lower my head, shaking it.

He puts a finger under my chin, taping it so I look up at him. “Zara, you are right. You don’t have a right to be jealous, because those girls mean nothing to me, and you mean everything to me.”

“That’s not what I meant.” I let out a breath.

“I know.” He leans down and kisses my forehead. “Zara, I like the arrangement we have. So please don’t think you don’t have a right to be jealous because of it.”

I nod. Just a small nod, but it’s enough for him.

“I’m in love with you, Zara. You and only you.”

“I love you, too.” I smile, looking at him. “You’re incredible, Tristan.”

“I know.” He smacks me on the butt.

Gah.

This boy.

I’m so glad he’s mine.




One boyfriend.







It’s weird only having one boyfriend.

I mean... I still have five boyfriends, but only one of them is with me, and it’s kind of strange. I’m used to more than one of the guys almost always being with me, and now it’s just Tristan and me.

I hope the guys are okay. I’m trying very hard not to think about that for now. I really just need them to be okay. I need them to get here.

Until then, Tristan is trying his hardest to keep my mind off them. He’s been super sweet to me and super attentive. He even tried to go to the bathroom with me earlier, which is... well it was a little weird. He did give me privacy when I asked, but I get the feeling he’s scared to leave me alone for long. I don’t blame him. I’m definitely scared to be away from him, too. I’m scared he’s going to disappear.

I don’t know what I would do without Tristan or one of the guys. I wouldn’t even know where to start. I suppose I’d have to call Zach, which would probably be stupid. I think calling him could possibly put me in danger. So, maybe I wouldn’t call him. I honestly can’t say what I would do unless I was in that situation. Hopefully, I won’t ever be in that situation.

“I think we should go to that party tonight,” I tell Tristan, while he’s working on something on his computer. I’m just reading one of the books on the bookshelf in his room. It’s a book about hacking. I’m thinking this is an older book, ’cause I understand a lot of what’s in it.

He turns from the computer screen to look at me, raising an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Because... They’re your friends.”

He narrows his eyes. “They’re not my friends. Not really, Zara.”

I sigh. “Okay. Maybe I want to go for selfish reasons.”

“What kind of selfish reasons?”

“Those girls looked at me as if I wasn’t a threat. And I get it. I didn’t look cute today—”

Tristan cuts me off. “Zara, what are you talking about? You looked beautiful.”

“To you, maybe. But not to those girls. I want to fix my hair and makeup. I want to prove to them that I am worthy of you.”

Tristan gets up from his computer, walking over to me. “I don’t care what those girls think. You’re the one I want. The only one I want.”

My heart flutters at his words. “You’re amazing, truly. I’m glad you don’t care if I’m dressed cute or if I have my hair and makeup fixed. But I also want to look cute for you sometimes. And I definitely want to show your friends that you have a hot girlfriend.”

He grins, shaking his head. “We can do whatever you want. I’ll go to this party if that’s what you want.”

“You’ve probably been to lots of these parties,” I say. “I’m sure they expect you to come.”

He shrugs his shoulders. “I do try to fit in when I’m here. I show up sometimes, but not always.”

“We will go, it’s settled.”

I grin, happy that his friends aren’t going to think I’m a complete slob.

“You always get what you want, don’t you?” he asks, but he’s smiling, letting me know that he’s joking.

I shrug. “I like getting my way. It makes me happy.”

He laughs. “You’re a pain.”

“But a good kind of pain, right?”

“The best kind.”

Tristan presses his lips against mine, so I kiss him back. Kissing him is one of my favorite pastimes.

I know that what I want is silly. I know I probably won’t ever see his friends again. Or... not his friends. His acquaintances... his neighbors. Whatever they are. But I still want to make a good impression on everybody in Tristan’s life. I want them to like me.

I like to be liked. If I ever meet somebody and they don’t like me, I want to fix it, typically. And so, I want to prove to those girls that I am a good girlfriend for Tristan. Even if it really doesn’t matter, it kind of does, to me.

“I feel like I should take advantage of this time that I have you all to myself,” Tristan mumbles against my lips.

I nod. “You definitely should take advantage of it.”

He pulls back, closing his eyes, and sighing. “I don’t have any condoms with me. They were packed away.”

“You don’t need one.”

He raises an eyebrow.

“I’m on the pill, remember?”

“Doesn’t that take a while to work?” he asks.

I nod. “But only a week. I’ve been taking it longer than a week. And I haven’t missed. I take it every day at the same time. That’s what the alarm on my phone is for.”

He grins. “You’re okay without a condom?”

“Yeah, I think so. I mean, the pill works.”

“But not always, right?”

“I guess it’s ninety-nine-point nine percent effective, kind of like a condom.” I bite the corner of my lip. “I mean, you can go get some from the drugstore if you really want.”

“No. I mean, I’d rather not. I’d like to not use a condom, as long as you’re okay with it.”

I nod. “I am.”

I got on the pill specifically for this. And even if something happened, I know my guys are honorable.

But that’s not happening. Because I’m always going to take the pill. At least, until I’m ready for something like that, which wouldn’t be for a very, very long time.

Tristan starts kissing me again, and this time he doesn’t stop.

Sex is very intimate, but I didn’t expect it to feel even more intimate without a condom. It really does make a difference. I like the fact that there isn’t anything between us as we become one. I give my heart and body to him freely because it already belongs to him.

I belong to him, just as he belongs to me.




I should make him jealous more often.







I fix my hair as best as I can with one arm. I am able to straighten it. It’s harder to do with one arm in a cast, but surprisingly, I’m getting better at using just one arm. I also put on some makeup and a cute dress that I found on the clearance rack.

When I come out of the bathroom, dressed and ready, Tristan is sitting at his computer, which doesn’t surprise me. He turns to look at me and his jaw drops open. “I don’t know if I want to take you tonight.”

“What? Why?” I look down to make sure I didn’t forget anything important—like my dress.

“Because I’ll be the one jealous when all the guys start hitting on you,” he says.

I roll my eyes. “First of all, nobody is going to hit on me. And second, even if they did, I am quite capable of telling them no.”

He takes a step closer to me. “So, you’re allowed to be jealous of some random girls at the mall that hit on me, but I’m not allowed to be jealous of guys who hit on you?”

When he puts it like that...

“You realize this is all hypothetical, right? Literally, nobody has hit on me,” I remind him.

He smirks. “How are you so clueless to your own beauty?”

And then he says things like that and it literally takes my breath away.

I stand on the tips of my toes so I can kiss him. Even then, he still bends down a little to reach me. I mean... why would I not kiss him after he said something like that?

“I love you,” I tell him, once we pull away.

“Love you, too.” He smacks my butt, which I think is his favorite thing to do. “Come on, pretty girl. We’ve got to go show those local girls why I’m dating you.”

I laugh.

It sounds silly when he says it like that.

“We don’t have to go.” I bite the corner of my lip. “Honestly, I think I’d rather stay home anyway.”

“No way.” He shakes his head. “You spent an hour getting ready and you look incredible. I want to show you off.”

I only spent an hour getting ready because of my stupid broken arm, but it was worth it, just to see the way that Tristan is looking at me. Even if we weren’t going somewhere, and even if he were the only one to see me, it doesn’t matter.

“This is all for you, anyway.”

He bends down and kisses me on the lips one last time. “It’ll be fun. I want to show you off to all the local peeps, anyway. This town is kind of part of my parents’ cover. We’ll probably get married on the beach someday.”

I trip over my own feet as we walk towards the stairs.

Tristan grins. “I’m definitely marrying you, Zara.” He grabs onto my hand as we walk down the stairs. He’s probably worried that I’m going to trip and fall down the stairs, maybe break my other arm in the process. At this point, I wouldn’t be surprised,

“Isn’t it illegal to marry five guys?” I ask. “Because, I don’t want to choose just one of you to marry. I want to marry all of you.”

“It’s only illegal if we get married the legal way. We can still do the whole wedding thing. I imagine all of us will want to have a ceremony with you.” He opens the back door for us to walk out of. “And I imagine we will all take your last name.”

My last name? “You would do that?”

He sets the alarm, locking the door behind us. “Absolutely, I would take your last name.”

To be honest, my last name used to mean a lot more to me than it does now. I’m Zara Summers, named after my dad. But my mom has a different name than me. She always has. She always kept her maiden name as her stage name. So even though she legally was Isabel Summers, she was always Isabel Livingston. And then she married Brad, one of the only people in the world more famous than her, so she hyphenated her stage name. But my name... it probably should’ve been Zara Stone.

“Would it be weird if I changed my last name to Stone?” I ask, as we walk hand in hand down the beach.

“Why would that be weird?” Tristan raises an eyebrow.

“I don’t know. I guess...” I sigh. “I don’t want to hurt my dad’s feelings. But I also feel like my last name should be Stone. It makes sense. And someday, when I have kids, they could carry on Zach’s last name. And my dad... he still has Jason to carry on the family name. I mean, I was never going to carry it on anyway.”

“Is that even important, anymore?” he asks. “I get that you don’t want to hurt your dad’s feelings, but having the last name Stone would make sense as far as Spy School is concerned. The Stone family has connections. Nobody knows Zara Summers.”

I grin. “When I first came to school, that is what I loved most about it.”

“What?”

“The fact that nobody knows Zara Summers. It’s nice not being known.” Very nice, actually. I didn’t even realize the weight I was carrying on my shoulders until it wasn’t there anymore. “Being at Spy School... it was like, for the first time in my life, I could breathe.”

Tristan squeezes my hand. “I’m glad you got to come, then.”

I hear the bass from the music before I see the party. As we walk up the beach, a huge bonfire comes into view, and I wonder exactly how they get away with this. But then again, it’s a small town.

The party is right there on the bay, at the back of a huge house. There are so many people that it makes me feel a little bit nervous, but Tristan is there, so I know I’ll be safe. He pulls me closer to him, and I wonder if maybe I should’ve taken him up on his offer to stay home.

This really isn’t my scene. I’ve never been to a party in my life. And I guess Tristan has. He has to fit in, it makes sense. But I get the feeling that this isn’t Tristan’s scene either, but I think he will fit in. He can fit into any group and he can make any situation comfortable.

As we walk close to everybody, Tristan is greeted by a few people. Thankfully, none of them come over.

“You okay?” Tristan asks.

I nod, biting the corner of my lip.

“Hey, we don’t have to stay long.” He pulls me into his arms. “Just long enough to show off my hot girlfriend.”

I laugh, shaking my head. “Tristan, what if none of your friends think I’m hot?”

“I’m pretty sure all of my friends think you’re hot already, considering you’re dating them, too.”

Oh... right.

“You know what I mean.”

He smiles, tugging on my hand. “Come on, I’ll introduce you to a few people.”

Tristan and I weave through the crowds. We get stopped every once in a while. Sometimes by a girl who is trying to flirt with Tristan, but he quickly pulls us away from girls like that. And sometimes we get stopped by guys who ask Tristan who his hot friend is. I can tell by the way Tristan’s body stiffens that he doesn’t like that. But I personally think it’s funny—not that the guys are trying to hit on me. No, that’s gross. I just think it’s funny that Tristan is jealous.

Around the time the fifth guy steps up to me and asks if I want to ditch my date, Tristan decides it’s most definitely time to go home. I’m completely fine with that, because I don’t really want to be here either.

Still, I laugh as Tristan pulls me down the beach, away from the party.

When we get back home, Tristan reminds me that I am his.

And I’m thinking that I should make him jealous more often.
















Friday, January 3

Wake up call.







I wake up to alarms blaring.

I realize I should be used to this by now, but I’m not. It takes a me a few seconds to even realize what is happening.

Tristan jumps out of bed and runs over to his computer, doing something. When I look at him, I see he’s looking at security cameras. He punches in something and the alarm stops. He sits back in his chair, letting out a sigh.

Okay... I guess it’s nothing I should be concerned about, or else we’d be leaving. He looks like he’s relieved.

He stands up from his chair and walks over to the bed, holding out a hand toward me. “Come on.”

I grab his hand so he can help me up. “Where are we going?”

He doesn’t answer. He just pulls me from the bedroom and down the stairs. It’s still dark outside, but the sun is just starting to rise. I’m not really tired anymore, especially not after that shrill alarm nearly ruptured my eardrums.

We make our way down the stairs, and I wonder why Tristan is calmly walking me down the stairs. I’m guessing we’re safe, or else he would not be calm, but there is definitely something up, or else we wouldn’t have come right down stairs. We probably would’ve gone to bed for a few more minutes.

“You are an absolute idiot,” Tristan says.

At first, I think he is talking to me. I’m about to be really offended, but then I look up and see Cam standing by the alarm. My heart races as I see him standing there. It’s been way too long, and I’m definitely not okay. I’ve missed him so much.

“I forgot the code.” But Cam is looking at me as he says it. He looks me up and down, like he’s trying to make sure that I don’t have any new injuries, other than the stupid broken arm. When I see him standing there, I don’t think, I just react. I run and jump into his arms. He catches me like I weigh nothing, but that’s just Camden. He’s strong. He squeezes me tight against his chest, and I hug him back just as tightly.

“I missed you so much,” I tell him, still not loosening my grip. To be honest, I don’t ever want to let him go.

“I missed you, too.” He pulls back a little, just so he can kiss me. He pulls away way too soon. “I was so worried about you. It took us forever to find you.”

“Us?”

“The guys are here, too. They’re checking around the perimeter, just to be sure.”

I grin. “And they let you come in first?”

“There are some perks to being the team leader.” He smirks, a mischievous gleam in his eye.

That sounds like Cam.

I hear the front door open, and Cam drops me from his arms. I turn to see Dylan, Austin, and Stefan walk in. I grin widely, not even sure who to go to first. Thankfully, the guys choose for me. Austin is first, and Dylan and Stefan form a line behind him.

Austin wraps his arms around me, lifting me up off my feet. He squeezes me against him, and I’m not sure who needs this hug more—him or me.

My guys are here, and they’re okay.

I’ve been so worried about them. I mean, I’ve been trying not think about them too much, because thinking about them only made it worse. But I kept imagining all these horrible scenarios. I’m just glad to see them with my own eyes, to know that they’re really fine. And I’m sure they feel the same about me.

Dylan doesn’t even let Austin put me down. He just pulls me into his arms, and I’ve got to be honest, it feels really good to be held like this by my guys. I missed them more than words can ever express.

Stefan does wait for Dylan to put me down, but he envelops me in his arms as soon as Dylan steps back.

Stefan... I know how he worries, so I can only imagine how being separated was for him. I’m certain he spent the entire time just worried out of his mind.

“What took you guys so long?” Tristan leans against the railing of the stairs, looking between the guys for an answer.

Stefan does let me go, but he holds onto my hand, and I am definitely okay with that. I am not ready to let go. Not yet.

“We weren’t sure where you would go.” Cam sounds annoyed. “We thought maybe you’d either go to Nashville or here. We went to Nashville first, which was a bit out of the way.”

Tristan nods, his eyes widening. “I didn’t even think about Nashville.”

“What’s in Nashville?” I raise an eyebrow.

“It’s where we were when we first got approval to be on a team together.” Stefan squeezes my hand. “Though, I guess Nashville doesn’t matter now, because South Korea will always be our place now—because it was our first mission with you.”

My heart swells.

“I’m just glad you guys got here. I was worried we’d have to leave soon, and then I really wouldn’t know where to go, where you guys could find us.” Tristan runs a hand through his hair.

He has been stressed. He was keeping it together for me, but I could see the worry sketched onto his face.

“Let’s just not get separated again.” Dylan walks over, giving me a kiss on the cheek. “I can’t handle it.”

“Me, neither,” I admit.

Honestly, the last few days have been so hard for me. And if I got separated from Tristan too, I can’t imagine what I would do. I’m so glad I’ve had him with me.




Cuddling.







We head into the living room to talk. I guess there is a lot that Tristan and I missed out on while we were separated from the rest of the guys, and I’m eager to hear how everything went for them.

Stefan pulls me beside him on the sectional couch. Austin takes the spot on the other side of me. He rests his hand on my thigh. And Dylan sits down on the floor, directly in front of me. It’s like none of them can stand to be away from me, even for a second, for which I am so grateful. I need this badly.

Tristan sits in the corner part of the sectional, which I think is his favorite part to sit at. And Cam sits down on the edge of the coffee table, facing the rest of us. He’s shaking his leg, and I can see just how antsy he is.

I can’t even begin to imagine how worried the guys were for me. I mean... at least I knew no matter what, they have Spy School training. They would be fine. But me... I’m not well trained, yet. I mean... I’ve had just over five months of training, which is more than nothing, but I do have a little more work to do before I’m anywhere near ready to go off on my own. And they didn’t know for sure if I was with Tristan.

“When we first got separated, I called Zach,” Cam says.

My jaw drops open. “Really? Was he okay? Did he yell at you?”

Cam laughs. “No. I told him we would find you. He knew we would. But we’ve been in contact with him over the last few days. I guess Grant Stone is now helping Zach. Honestly, with the two of them, there is no way we won’t figure this out. I mean, it’s not just them. Spy School is sending their best teams to help out. Even Michael Sinclair is helping us.”

Michael Sinclair is the director of Spy School. We met up with his daughter, Serenity, in New Orleans, before Tristan and I got separated from the rest of the guys. She and some cranky guy were the ones who gave us our new identifications, which we haven’t even had to use, yet.

“Right now, Zach has decided the only people we can trust are family and Michael Sinclair,” Cam continues. “The team Michael sent to help us... they’re only a couple of years older than us, and they’re good. Really good. We used to idolize them when we were freshmen.”

“I still idolize their hacker.” Tristan’s eyes light up. “I’ve never seen anybody that good. Seeing him behind a computer is a sight to behold.”

“He’s in love,” Dylan jokes.

Tristan looks at me. “I am in love, but only with a certain blonde-haired girl.”

Austin scoots closer to me. “Tristan, you had your time. The rest of us get to sit with her for the next year.”

I never thought I’d be happy to hear them fighting over me, but to be honest, this is amazing. Just to be back together again... it’s everything.

Maybe having five guys fighting over me isn’t such a bad thing.

“Having this team helping out is incredible,” Cam says, raising his voice a little over the guys. “Between us, them, Michael Sinclair, and the Stone brothers, there is no way this person is going to last much longer.”

It’s almost over.

I know it is.

I can feel it in my gut.

It’s just the getting to the end that is going to be the hard part.

“Do you think we’re safe here?” I ask, looking to Cam for the answer. I know that he is the one who makes decisions on these things. He’s the team leader. Of course, I know he takes everybody’s opinions and thoughts into consideration. That’s what makes him a good leader.

Cam shrugs, shaking his head. “I’m not sure. I don’t think you’re really safe anywhere, Zara. I don’t think it’s good to stay in one place for too long. If we do, we run the risk of repeating what happened in New Orleans.”

Which isn’t what I want. At all.

I can’t handle being separated from my guys again.

“I’m going to take a nap.” Dylan pushes up from the floor, standing up. “I haven’t slept in a few days, and I need to get some sleep before we leave again.”

Cam nods. “Me, too. Everybody should get some sleep.”

The guys all look at me. “What?”

“They’re trying to decide which guy gets to cuddle with you.” Tristan smirks.

“I’m not sleepy. I slept all night.” I raise an eyebrow, looking between them all. Plus, if they think I’m going to choose, they’re crazy. I don’t think I could choose right now.

The guys all turn to Cam.

He sighs. “Zara, you’re with Austin and Stefan.”

“Sweet,” Austin says, standing up from the couch. He holds out a hand to me to help me up.

Even though I’m not tired at all, I still am excited to get some time with Austin and Stefan. Even if it is just cuddling with them while they’re sleeping.

Austin picks me up, throwing me over his shoulder.

I squeal. “Austin! Put me down!”

“Nuh uh.” He smacks a hand on my butt. “I’m never letting you go, again.”

I look over at Stefan, and he smirks at me. At least I think it’s a smirk. It’s hard to tell when I’m hanging upside down.

Austin carries me from the living room and up the stairs, towards Tristan’s room. Stefan walks behind us. I don’t fight him on this, because I know I would lose the fight. Plus, I kind of like being manhandled by Austin. It’s kind of hot.

When we get into the bedroom, Austin finally drops me onto my feet and pulls me towards the bed. He gives me a quick, sweet kiss on the lips, but just spoons me. That’s how I know he’s tired. Austin isn’t the kind of guy who wants to stop just after a kiss.

Stefan climbs onto the bed on the other side of me, facing me. He reaches over and brushes a piece of hair out of my face. “I missed you so much, Zara.”

Tears fill my eyes, but they don’t fall. “I missed you, too. So much. I was so worried about you guys.”

He smiles sadly. “I think we were more worried than you were.”

Probably. “I love you.”

“Love you, too.” He leans over and gives me a kiss. “Good night, Zara.”

“Night.”

Somehow, even though I didn’t think I was tired, I managed to fall asleep, cuddled between these two beautiful boys.




Who we deem worthy.







When I wake up again, the clock on Tristan’s computer proclaims that it’s nearly three o’clock in the morning. I have no idea how I slept so long, but I guess I needed the sleep. I really haven’t been sleeping that well lately. I’ve missed my guys too much, and I worried about them too much to get a restful night’s sleep.

I slowly climb out of bed, careful not to wake Austin and Stefan, who are both still sleeping soundly, and I head downstairs. I find Tristan in the kitchen. He’s pulling a pan of lasagna out of the oven that smells amazing.

“Hey.” I slide into the barstool.

He puts the hot pan onto the countertop of the bar. “Hey. You look... well rested.”

I laugh, smoothing a hand over my hair. I’m sure I look like a complete mess, but I can’t bring myself to care right now.

Tristan grabs my hand, pulling on it. “Come on. Let’s go watch something while we wait for everybody to wake up.”

I get up, allowing him to lead me in the other room. Just as we’re about to walk into the living room, the doorbell goes off. I look at Tristan to see what his reaction is.

Tristan’s eyes are wide and his face pales at least three shades. I can see the fear clearly on his face, and my own heart accelerates from his reaction.

I hear feet running down the stairs, which scares me even more, but when I look over, I see Cam running down. I let out a sigh of relief to know it’s just him. Dylan is running right behind him.

I look between the three of them, trying to see what they’re going to do.

A lot of what I’ve learned has been from watching the guys. They’re so good at their job, and I feel like I have a lot to learn from them. I love watching to see what their reactions are.

“Are you going to answer the door?” Cam asks Tristan.

Tristan raises an eyebrow. “Should I?”

Cam nods.

“Yo! Tristan!” A voice yells from the other side of the door. It’s followed by a loud knock.

Tristan’s shoulders relax. “It’s just a local kid.”

I let out a sigh in relief.

Thank goodness.

Tristan opens up the door, pasting a smile on his face. One that I know to be a fake smile.

“Tristan, hey. What up, man?” The guy asks. The phrase sounds a little weird with his slight southern accent.

“Hey. Not much. Just got some friends from out of town over,” Tristan answers.

The guy, I can’t remember his name, looks around Tristan and spots me. “Hey, Zara. I was hoping you were still here.”

He was hoping I was still here?

I look between Tristan and him, wondering what I’m supposed to say.

I hear footsteps on the stairs behind me, so I turn around and see Austin and Stefan walking down the stairs. Neither of them looks very happy to be awake. I’m guessing the voices woke them up, since the doorbell didn’t.

The guy clears his throat, so I turn back around and face him.

“We met last night,” the guy says.

I grin, shrugging my shoulders. “Ah, I met a lot of people last night. I’m sorry, I don’t remember your name.”

Tristan smiles.

The guy frowns. Well, he doesn’t just frown. His entire face falls, and I almost feel bad that I don’t remember his name.

Poor guy.

“Jessie,” he reminds me.

“Is there a reason you came by, Jessie?” Tristan asks, taking a step closer to me.

The door is still open. Jessie has taken a step inside, but he still has one foot out the door. He looks a little uncomfortable, and I can’t blame him. I’d probably be intimidated if I were him, too. I mean, my guys are pretty scary if you don’t know them, especially Austin and Cam.

“I... uh... I wanted to invite you to my house tonight. We’re having another bonfire on the beach.” Jessie stuffs his hands into the front pockets of his jeans, shifting his eyes between Tristan and me. “And... I was hoping to hang out with Zara tonight.” He clears his throat, licking his lips. “I mean... um...” He clears his throat for a second time. “Zara, you’re really pretty. So, I thought maybe we could hang out and get to know each other better. Maybe we could even exchange numbers or something.”

Oh.

He likes me.

Yikes.

“I have,” boyfriends, “a boyfriend.”

Austin snorts, and I know he thinks my response is funny. It’s easier to just say I have a boyfriend than to try and explain that I have five boyfriends. I don’t want to hurt this guy’s feelings. What if he says he wants to be my sixth boyfriend or something silly like that? I mean, there is no way he would say that, but I still don’t want any more boyfriends. My five are enough. More than enough, really.

“Oh.” He frowns. “Tristan, she’s your girl?”

Tristan nods, putting his arm around me. “Yeah. She’s mine.”

“Ah, well, I am disappointed. But you guys should still come by the party tonight. It’s going to be fun,” Jessie says, his smile returning.

I’m relieved that I didn’t hurt his feelings too badly.

“Thanks, but we have to get back to school,” Tristan says.

Jessie smiles. “Okay. Well, have fun at your fancy boarding school, man. If I knew girls this hot went there, I would’ve asked my parents to send me there with you.”

Cam crosses his arms over his chest glaring at Jessie. “Don’t call her hot.”

Jessie looks at Cam, his face paling. He turns to Tristan quickly. “It was good catching up, but I really should go.”

“Bye,” Tristan says, his voice tight.

I can tell he doesn’t like the things that Jessie was saying about me. In fact, he hated it.

Jessie walks out the door, and Tristan shuts it behind him, locking it back into place. All of the guys turn to look at me.

“What?” I ask, wondering why they’re looking at me.

Cam shakes his head, smirking. “We can’t leave you alone for a moment.”

I roll my eyes. “I didn’t even remember his name. You can’t be mad at me for that.”

“You should’ve been here last night,” Tristan says. “We stayed at that stupid party for maybe ten minutes because all the guys kept hitting on Zara.”

I roll my eyes. “You mean all the girls kept hitting on you, which is why I wanted to go in the first place. I wanted to show all those local girls that you’re mine.”

Dylan laughs. “How about we just never let another guy around Zara ever again. Except family. And a few Spy School agents we deem worthy.”

“Meaning only guys with wives or serious girlfriends,” Stefan says.

I look at Stefan. “You’re supposed to be on my side here.”

“Sorry. Can’t have other guys flirting with my girl.” He winks at me.

I sigh, throwing my hands into the air. “Oh, good grief.” I look between my guys, glaring at each of them. “I don’t want anybody else but the five of you. Trust me, I have my hands full enough with the five of you.”

“You’re outnumbered on this one.” Tristan grins. “The lasagna should be cooled off enough. I figured we’d want to eat something good before we leave for the airport.”

My stomach growls, reminding me that I definitely haven’t eaten all day.

“Food it is,” Cam says.




The plan sucks.







The six of us sit down at the huge table in the dining room to eat the lasagna that Tristan made. It smells amazing, and just the smell makes my stomach growl some more.

“Did you not feed her at all while we’ve been apart?” Austin glares at Tristan across the table.

“I’ve eaten a lot since I’ve been here.” I put a hand to my stomach. “Southern food is incredible. I’m going to get fat if we stay here.”

“I think it would take more than a couple of days eating like this to get fat, especially with how active you are,” Tristan says.

The guys snicker.

“That’s not what I meant.” Tristan rolls his eyes, but ends up laughing, too.

“What? I don’t get it,” I say.

The guys just laugh harder.

Suddenly, I realize why they’re laughing.

“A bunch of dirty minded boys.” I poke out my bottom lip. “You guys are so going to corrupt me, aren’t you?”

“I think it’s a little late for that.” Dylan takes my plate and puts a huge chunk of lasagna on it.

My eyes widen and he plops the plate in front of me. “You realize there is no way I can eat this much, right?”

He ignores me though, and just gets his own food.

“Cam, have you thought about where we’re going next?” Stefan asks.

I look at Cam as I take a huge bite of my lasagna.

Cam hasn’t touched his food yet. “I have no idea what we’re going to do, if I’m being honest. I don’t have a plan. My plan was to come here and find Zara. Now that I’ve found her, I don’t really have a plan.”

“What do you think we should do?” Austin asks. “You always have some sort of plan.”

“I do, sort of.” Cam sighs. “I think the next logical thing to do would be to go international. We have those identities we got when we were in New Orleans. I think it’s time to put them to good use. I know leaving the country won’t stop them from following us, but it’ll definitely make things more difficult. It’s a lot harder to hide your flights. There is no way we won’t be able to figure out who is following us.”

The thought of leaving America makes me a little bit sad, but I get why we need to.

“The next part you guys probably aren’t going to like.” Cam looks down at his untouched food as he says it. “In fact, I’m quite certain you won’t like it.”

“What is it?” I put my hand on Cam’s arm. “You can tell us, Cam.”

Cam takes a deep breath and looks me in the eyes. “If this is going to work, we’re all going to have to split up, at least temporarily. If we all travel together in one big group, it’s going to draw too much attention to us.”

“What do you propose?” Dylan asks.

The fact that nobody objects right away shocks me.

“I don’t know the exact details yet, but I don’t think we will split up for longer than a day or two. We’ll all fly somewhere different and meet up at a location,” Cam says. “We’ll fly in teams of two together.”

I frown, not liking this at all. “But we just got back together. I don’t want to separate.” A tear actually falls down my cheek, so I quickly wipe it away.

“But it makes the most sense.” Stefan sighs. “I hate this, but I think you’re right, Cam. It’s the only thing that makes sense. If all six of us fly together, it’ll be too big of a group.”

“How can it be okay if we’re all separated?” Austin asks, being the voice of reason. “What if this is what they want? We’ll be susceptible if we’re separated.”

“We’re susceptible whether we’re together or separated.” Cam’s voice is hard. “No, this is the right thing. The more I think about it, the more it makes sense. I hated the idea when Zach told it to me, too.”

“Do I get a say in this?” I ask.

“It’s decided,” Cam says.

I look at him. “But don’t we get to vote?”

His face softens as he looks at me. He reaches a hand up to stoke my cheek softly with his thumb. “Zara, baby, this isn’t a democracy. I’m the team leader. What I say is the final decision.”

I want to throw a fit. I want to fight him on this. But I know this is the moment that could make or break our team. I can give in to Cam’s demands, or I can fight him.

It was always going to come down to this moment.

If I fight him, I know the guys would feel torn. They would want to follow Cam, their leader, but they’d also want to follow me, their girlfriend.

I know what is right. And what I want isn’t right. Even if I think it is.

I sigh. “Okay. Just... promise me that this is the only way.”

“I think it is,” he says.

I nod. “Okay.”

And with that one word, I let Cam know what I’ve decided.

I’m going to do what I’ve been trained to do.

I am going to follow Cam, even if I think he is very, very wrong.

After that, I don’t have much of an appetite. I’m only able to eat a few bites, and I think they feel the same, because there are a lot of plates that only have a few bites taken out of it. I feel bad. Tristan worked hard making that lasagna. But I just can’t eat right now.

“I want to stay here tonight,” Cam announces. “I think taking a plane in the day makes more sense than buying a last-minute plane ticket that leaves the same night.”

I’m definitely okay with that, because I don’t want to be separated from my guys, yet.

“We should sleep in the living room tonight,” Tristan suggests. “So we can all sleep together.”

My heart soars.

Yes, I definitely like the sound of that.

I’m going to hold my guys extra close to me tonight, because tomorrow my heart is going to break all over again. At least this time I will know that they’re okay and I’ll know that we have a meeting point.

Everything is going to be okay.

I keep telling myself that, because it’s what I have to believe.
















Saturday, January 4

Goodbye.







We say our goodbyes before we leave Tristan’s house.

When we get to the airport, we are going to separate until tomorrow.

Tomorrow.

And I’m not okay with this.

The six of us stand around in a circle in the foyer to Tristan’s house. Cam holds our tickets in his hands, and he looks nervous.

Cam clears his throat and shifts his weight from one foot to the other. “I think Zara should come with me.”

The guys don’t say a word. Not one word. And the silence almost feels... loud. I don’t like it. When I look up, I see that all the guys are looking at me to see what my reaction is.

“Uh...” I lick my lips and look at Cam. “If you think it’s best, then I’ll go with you.”

Cam nods once, his face softening. “Zara and I will be flying to London. The rest of you will be flying to various countries around Europe, and we will be meeting up tomorrow in Milan, Italy.”

Milan, Italy?

I’ve never been to Italy before. Actually, I haven’t been to a lot of Europe. In fact, other than Switzerland, I haven’t been anywhere in Europe. Going to London and Italy in a twenty-four-hour span is going to be crazy.

“This is it, isn’t it?” Austin asks.

Cam nods. “Zara and I have to leave in a few minutes. The rest of you will be leaving at varying times throughout the day.”

“I get it.” Austin frowns, his shoulders sagging. “This just freaking sucks.”

“Yeah, it does,” I agree.

“I agree.” Cam grabs onto my hand. “But I get a feeling that we’ll be doing this again soon, and it’ll be my turn to watch Zara leave with one of you.”

My chest drops at his words.

I don’t want to be separated anymore. Being separated is the absolute worst. But I take comfort in the fact that this is almost over. I know it is. I’m almost free. I can literally taste the freedom, it’s so close.

There is a honk from outside.

“That’s our ride.” Cam picks up my bag and his.

Our ride?

Cam is letting somebody else drive us to the airport?

“I’ll wait for you out there,” he says. “Don’t take too long.”

Cam walks out the front door with our bags in hand, and I turn to my guys. I know I’ll be seeing them tomorrow, but I am still so panicked. I don’t like this at all.

Each of the guys takes his turn saying his goodbyes, giving me hugs and kisses. None of them want to let go, and neither do I. But I know that this is what is right. I have to trust Cam. And I have to show the guys that I trust Cam. This is important for not just our team, but also our relationships.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I tell them, holding my head high. I put a smile on my face as I walk out the front door of Tristan’s house. And I keep that smile on my face until I get into the car with Cam. Once I am in the backseat of the car with Cam, that is when I lose it.

When Cam sees the look on my face, he puts his arms around me and pulls me into his arms, squeezing me tight against his chest. I bury my face into him, letting the tears flow.

“It’s going to be okay,” he whispers, stroking my back. He’s trying to comfort me, and he’s doing a good job. It’s just... this is a lot right now.

He holds me until the car comes to a stop at the airport. The guy driving the car clears his throat and he looks uncomfortable.

“You got your bags okay?” the guy asks.

“Yep.” Cam opens the door, getting out, then helping me. He grabs our two duffle bags from the back. I try to take one, but he won’t let me.

Somehow, Cam makes my bag look light, even though I know it’s not. He carries both bags with one arm and he holds my hand with the other. The two of us make our way through the airport, hand in hand.

The security line isn’t that long, for which I am thankful. We are able to make it through security in about fifteen minutes, which I think is a record for me. And then we head to our gate to wait for our plane. We’ve only got about forty-five minutes until take off, so we grab a sandwich and a drink to kill some time. We left this morning before we could even get breakfast. But despite the fact that I barely ate yesterday, I still struggle to eat this morning. I force myself to finish the sandwich, knowing I need something on my stomach. It’s going to be a very long day, most of it will be spent on an airplane.

After eating and making a quick trip to the bathroom, they call our flight to board. Cam got us first class tickets, and I’m glad for that. It’s such a long flight to fly commercial. And maybe I’m a little spoiled, but those seats in coach just aren’t that comfy. I imagine they’re especially bad for Cam because he’s so tall.

Cam puts our bags into the overhead compartment and we get in our seat and get buckled up. He holds my hand while they rest of the passengers file onto the plane.

“I’m going to get to see the city you were raised in,” I say, trying to look on the bright side. I mostly just want to not cry anymore. I need to be strong.

Cam smiles at me. “We won’t be there long.”

“I know.” I look up at him through my lashes. “But we’ll go back someday, right? ’Cause, I need you to give me a proper tour of London.”

“I promise we will,” he says.

“Good.” I lean my head over on his shoulder and I feel his lips on the top of my head. I stay snuggled up at his side for the entire flight.




London.







I somehow managed to fall asleep somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean.

The last thing I remember, Cam and I were watching a movie. Now, Cam is shaking me gently, telling me it’s time to wake up.

I stretch out, thankful that we have these first-class seats.

“You’re unbelievably adorable when you wake up.” He smirks.

I roll my eyes, but grin.

Who am I to disagree? To be honest, I’m glad my boyfriend finds me attractive, even when I’m a complete hot mess.

“You’re unbelievably adorable all the time,” I counter.

He leans over, kissing the tip of my nose. “You should look out the window.”

I glance from him to the window, thinking no view is better than him, but this is definitely a close second.

London is unlike any city I have ever seen. I can tell that, even while still on the plane.

It’s lit up in a way that reminds me of New York. I know it’s still early in the night, but I get the feeling that London is always lit up, no matter what time you fly in. I bet London is also a city that never sleeps.

My heart races as the plane makes its descent. I’m excited to see this city, not just because it’s freaking London, but also because this is Cam’s home. This is where he was raised. I want to see the town that helped make him the man he is today.

I’m also excited, because, tomorrow I get to see my guys again. This morning, tomorrow seemed like such a long time away, but it’s really not. It’s almost tomorrow. And I can’t wait to see my guys again. I’ve been apart from them too much.

The plane lands. We have to sit on the plane for a few more minutes, which makes me nervous. The last time we had to wait, it was because of what went down at the airport in Dallas. But soon enough, we are able to get off the plane.

Cam grabs our bags from the overhead compartment, insisting on carrying our bags again. I’m glad we didn’t have to check them. We will be able to just leave the airport and go straight to our hotel, or wherever we’re going.

I’m surprised when we go to the covered parking garage instead of trying to get a taxi, though I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised by anything. But I am especially surprised when he unlocks the doors of a white Range Rover. It’s actually pretty similar to the one that I drive back home, except mine is black.

Cam must have seen the confused look on my face, because he explains. “This is my personal car. My parents bought this for me. I think they felt bad for leaving me alone so much, so they wanted to buy my affections.”

“We have that in common.”

Cam opens the passenger side door for me, which is on the left side instead of the right. It’s a little confusing.

I buckle my seatbelt as Cam drives out of the garage. I have a mini heart attack when he pulls out, because I completely forgot that it isn’t just their steering wheels that are opposite, but they drive on the left side of the road here, too. I put a hand over my heart, trying to calm it down.

Cam chuckles. “Yeah, it always takes a little while to get used to driving according to the laws of whatever country I’m in. It was so weird to drive on the right side the first time.”

“What about now?” I ask.

He shrugs. “I like to think I drive well, no matter where I am.”

Cam is an excellent driver, that is for sure. He’s never once made me feel uncomfortable. And even if he wasn’t great, he’s still better than I am. I seriously can barely drive in my own country, let alone a country where they drive on the opposite side of the road. I would be so confused by everything. Cam, however, drives with ease, and I realize it’s because he’s driven these streets many times. This is where he learned to drive.

“Is your blinker the same?” I ask, as Cam makes a right-hand turn.

He raises an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“I mean... is it up for right, down for left.”

He nods. “Why would that be different?”

I shrug. “I don’t know. Everything else is backwards, so why wouldn’t that be, too?”

Cam laughs. “Zara, I love you. Please never change.”

I didn’t think it was that funny, but okay. I’m glad I could amuse him while we drive towards our hotel.

One of the things that stands out the most to me about London as we drive through is the architectural differences between the US and here.

The United State is huge, and it seems like every region has a different architectural style that they follow, but London is just so different than anything in the US. It’s just so much older and I feel like so much thought was put into every detail. They spent years making their buildings look beautiful on every square inch, and I appreciate that. It’s so gorgeous.

Cam drives us probably a good thirty minutes from the airport before we finally pull up in front of a hotel. Once we’re parked, we walk inside. Cam still carries my bags for me, which I’ve just come to expect at this point, and we get checked in. When the lady asks for our ID’s, it’s still weird to see the name printed on mine. It’s weird to see my photo with any other name than Zara Summers. Still, Zara isn’t common enough of a name to use it.

Once we get our keys, we head up to the room. Cam lets me shower first. Once I’m out, I open the curtain to check out the view while he showers. The view of the city nearly takes my breath away.

London is so gorgeous. I almost wish we had more time here. If we weren’t going to meet up with the guys, I would beg Cam for more time because this is amazing.

Someday, we will come back here.

After Cam gets out of the shower, he puts something on TV and orders some room service for us.

And that is how we spend the rest of our night. Eating food, watching some silly television show, and just enjoying each other’s company.

Okay, and maybe a little sexy times. After all, how often do we really get to spend time alone?
















Sunday, January 5

Leaving London.







I’m not even upset when we have to wake up way too early to catch our flight to Milan. I’m just so excited to be reunited with the guys. It feels like we’ve been apart for so long, because I only got to see them for a day before we split up again.

I’m exhausted from all the flying and time changes. I honestly feel like I could go back to sleep and sleep for days, but there isn’t time for that right now.

“I need a coffee,” I tell Cam, as we’re about to leave our room.

“Then we’ll get a coffee,” he says.

“How cold is it outside?” I ask, slipping a hoodie on. I don’t have a jacket, so I’m hoping it’s not too cold. I know we don’t have time to actually buy a jacket. Plus, it would probably be pointless anyway. It seems whenever I get new ones, I have to abandon all my clothes.

“I think it’s supposed to be four degrees today.” He zips up his bag.

My eyes widen. “Four degrees! I didn’t think it got that cold in London. I don’t even have a jacket.”

He raises an eyebrow. “It was a lot colder in Switzerland.”

“I don’t remember any four-degree days.”

“It got below zero a lot,” he says, then pauses. “Oh, wait. I forgot Americans use Fahrenheit. It’ll be about... forty, I think.”

Okay. Forty isn’t that bad. It’s much better than four. The hoodie should be fine. I’ll be a little cold, but I can handle it.

“How have you not gotten used to Celsius?” Cam grabs our bags off the bed, and we walk towards the door to leave our room. “We’ve been in a lot of countries that use it.”

I shrug. “My phone lets me choose if I want Fahrenheit or Celsius on my weather apps.”

And I’ve only recently had to give up my phone, which I am still a little bitter about. I know it’s for my safety, or whatever, but if I had a phone, a lot of issues over the last week would have been simply fixed with one phone call. I hate it.

I follow Cam out of the hotel and to the parking garage. He puts our stuff in the backseat and gets in the driver’s side. I still think it’s weird that the passenger’s side is where the driver’s side usually is. Everything is so backwards here. I wonder if that is how Cam feels when he’s in the US. I guess I should be more sympathetic.

“Is it super weird to be in the US?” I ask Cam. “I mean, where we measure temperature differently. And distances. And... pretty much everything else.”

He shrugs. “Growing up, I spent a lot of time in the US, and since most of the team is American, it just made more sense for Stefan and I to learn to adapt.”

At school, they taught us how to convert everything, but it was one of those things that after I didn’t need it anymore, I forgot it. It’s weird how that happens so quickly. Still, I promise myself that I will learn to adapt for the sake of Cam and Stefan. It should work both ways.

As we leave the hotel, Cam reaches over and grabs onto my hand as he drives. I’ve grown used to him doing this, and I like it. He always takes the time to do small things that really matter, at least to me. He makes the most out of our relationship always.

On the way to the airport, he stops at a coffee shop and we grab a coffee and some breakfast. The dude behind the counter is snooty and corrects me for saying ‘tomato’ the wrong way. I just roll my eyes at him.

“If I ever pronounce tomato like that guy, please slap me,” I tell Cam, as we leave the shop.

He just laughs.

I’m excited about meeting up with the guys today. I really hope we don’t have to be separated like this ever again. I don’t like it.

Cam did say we’re close to catching whoever it behind this, so I just have to trust him. Soon, everything will be back to normal, whatever ‘normal’ is at Spy School.

“When this is over, let’s never be apart again,” I say. “I don’t think I can handle it.”

“Agreed.” Cam nods.

This whole being apart thing? It sucks.

I miss my boyfriends.




Milan.







It’s only a two-hour flight from London to Milan, but because of the time difference, it’s eleven in the morning when we land. I expect the guys to be waiting at the airport for me, like you always see in the movies—a couple running into each other’s arms in slow motion. But Cam says we’re meeting everybody at the hotel, which makes a lot more sense than meeting up at the airport, but I’m still disappointed. I wanted to see them.

Milan is beautiful, but in such a different way than London is. Milan is full of old and modern buildings. It’s like... the best of both worlds. And the mountains just behind the city are breathtaking.

I had never even thought about coming to Milan before. I guess when I think of Italy, I think of Rome. Or even Venice, with its streets of water. But I’m glad that we’re here. I want to explore this city. I hope that we will be staying for a while, but it seems that we don’t stay anywhere for long.

I can’t help but notice that Milan is very close to the border of Switzerland—I’d say probably under two hundred miles. Which can’t be a coincidence that we’ve come this close to the home country of Spy School.

“Are we going back to Spy School?” I ask Camden, as he drives us toward the hotel.

Cam glances over at me, then back at the road. “To be honest, I don’t know what we we’re doing. It does seem peculiar that we’re so close to Switzerland, but I can’t imagine what Zach has planned for us next. He’s calling the shots right now.”

“Zach wanted us here?” My heart clenches when I hear his name. I haven’t seen or heard from him since we left California, and I miss him.

Cam nods.

“Do you think he’ll be here?” I don’t want to get my hopes up.

“I don’t know.”

I let out a breath.

The unknown is what really gets me. I like to have a plan. I like to know what to expect. That’s why all of this is so hard. We never know when we’re going to have to leave, and we definitely never know where we’re going.

“It’s going to be okay.” Cam reaches over the center console and grabs onto my hand. “No matter what happens, I will be here for you. And if I can’t be here, then Tristan will be. Or Stephan, or Austin, or Dylan.”

I smile at that, because I know that they are the ones I can absolutely count on. Even when things are going crazy, I know they will be there. I trust them. Fully and completely.

A few minutes later, we pull into the hotel. Cam stops the car in front of the hotel, but he doesn’t make a move to get out.

I glance at him, raising an eyebrow. “You coming?”

But before he can answer, the passenger side door opens. My seatbelt is undone and I’m being pulled from the car, into familiar arms.

Austin and Dylan.

Austin pulls me into his arms first, and Dylan shuts the door behind me. I hear Cam drive off, leaving me at the front of the hotel. I’m sure he’s just driving off to park the car, so I’m not worried.

“I missed you way too much. We’ve got to stop separating like this.” Austin squeezes me tighter before eventually letting go.

Dylan pulls me into his arms. “I missed you.”

“Missed you both, too,” I say, holding onto Dylan, wishing I never had to let any of them go. “Where are Tristan and Stefan?”

“They’re not here yet. I think their flight was an hour behind yours,” Dylan answers, loosening his grip on me. “I can’t handle being separated from you anymore.”

“I can’t either.” I look between Austin and Dylan, just so happy to see their faces. “I don’t like when we’re not together. It doesn’t feel right.”

“When this is over, we will never be apart again. I will make sure of it.” Austin’s lips press into a hard line. But it’s his wording that has got me worried.

When this is over.

Does that mean that we’re going to separate again? Cam seemed like he didn’t know for sure, but maybe he knows more than he’s letting on. Maybe he just didn’t want to upset me, or worry me.

Still, I don’t want to think about that now. Right now, I just want to focus on the fact that I’m here with Austin, Dylan, and Cam. I want to focus on the fact that I’ll get to see Tristan and Stefan soon, too.

Austin, Dylan, and I head up to our room, Cam joins us a few minutes later. We just sit on one of the beds, hanging out. We talk about our trip and where we stopped along the way.

It has been an adventure, that is for sure. But I’d rather go on an adventure for fun, not because I’m running for my life.




One day at a time.







When Tristan and Stefan get to the hotel, I am so happy to be reunited with them all, but I also keep what Austin said in the back of my mind.

When this is over, we will never be apart again.

But it’s not over. Not yet.

I want it to be over. I don’t want to keep running, but I don’t have any say in what we do. I just have to follow Cam’s instructions, and Zach’s. And if they think I need to keep running, that is what I will do.

I just want to go back to Spy School. I want to finish my training. And I want things to be normal. I miss Spy School. I miss going to class. I miss training. Well, I still train, but not in the same way I did at school. When we were there, training and school was my number one focus. Out here, my main focus is staying alive. Training is just something we do when we’re not having a travel day.

The six of us order room service for lunch. After we eat, the guys say we have to leave the room. I just go along with it, not asking questions, because it’s easier to just go along with whatever they say.

The guys are tense. They’re just as tense as they were before I left with Cam for the airport, and I’m really hoping that we’re not about to separate again. I can’t handle any more separating.

I’m surprised when we get on the elevator and the guys push the button for the floor above ours. I expected us to go down and to leave. But if we’re going up, that means somebody else is here. Maybe Zach. He’s the only one I think we’d be going to see right now.

When we get to the floor, Austin, who is holding my hand, pulls me into the hallway. We follow the rest of the guys to a room not that far down the long hallway. When we get to the door, Cam knocks on it, the rest of us scattered behind him.

The door opens up and I’m surprised that it’s actually not Zach standing on the other side. It’s my uncle, Zach’s brother.

“Hello, Grant,” Cam nods at him.

Grant holds the door open wider. “Come in. Zach’s in the shower. He’ll be out soon.”

Zach is here. My heart soars at the news.

I miss having Zach around. In a weird way, I feel safer with him around. Not that I feel unsafe when I’m with just the guys, but Zach is really good at what he does. And he’s years ahead of my team as far as training goes. Plus, he’s my dad. I should feel safe around him.

It’s weird seeing Grant again, though.

Grant looks a lot like Zach... a lot like me, except he’s big. He’s tall and has biceps bigger than my waist. I feel small next to him and Zach.

“Zara, it’s great to see you again.” Grant shuts the door as the last of us walk in.

“I thought you were going to be in New York for a while,” I comment, mostly out of curiosity. I didn’t expect to see him here.

“I’m working on a long-term assignment there, but my team can do without me for a little while.” He smiles at me. “Family comes first. I want to help with everything that is going on. I know I have different talents that could help you guys out.”

That’s actually kind of sweet.

I didn’t think about the extended family I would have when I accepted Zach as my dad. But I like the idea that I have an uncle who also loves me.

My mom doesn’t have any siblings and my dad... he has an older sister, but I’ve only met her once in my life. She never seemed interested in having a relationship with me. So, I’ve never known what it’s like to have an aunt or an uncle care for me. This is kind of nice.

“Thank you.” I walk over to Grant, giving him a quick side hug. I don’t know what made me want to hug him, but it feels right. He squeezes me back quickly, then lets go.

“Why don’t you guys sit down. Zach won’t be much longer,” Grant says.

Zach never takes long to shower. I almost feel like it’s something he’s trained to do... to shower quickly. And maybe he has. But if he’s in a hurry, he can shower and get dressed in three minutes tops.

The six of us go and sit down in the living room area of their suite. It’s a little bit of a tight squeeze, but the guys put me in the middle. When they realize how tight of a squeeze it is, Austin pulls me onto his lap, making more room.

I narrow my eyes at him. “You can always put me on your lap.”

He grins. “I like you better here.”

To be honest, so do I.

Just as we get settled, the door to the bathroom opens and Zach walks out. His hair is wet from the shower, but he’s fully dressed.

Zach looks stressed. He has dark circles under his eyes and his face is pale. I can tell he’s probably spent our time apart worried about me. He even looks thinner. I wonder if he’s eating enough.

Being a parent must be hard, but being a parent to a Spy School student would be the absolute worst. I know that if I have kids someday, they’ll probably end up as students at Spy School, because that’s how it works. Most of the agents at Spy School are second, third, or even fourth generation agents. I’m pretty sure that I’m fourth generation.

Maybe I don’t want kids, just because I don’t want to stress and worry about them. Zach looks like he’s made himself sick with worry.

“How are you?” Zach looks at me up and down, like he’s trying to see if I have any new injuries.

“I’m good.” I offer him a smile, trying to show him that I am fine. But I’m sure Zach can see through it. The truth is, even though I am not physically injured, I am exhausted—physically and mentally. I feel like I’ve been put through the wringer. I just want this to all be over, and I want to sleep for a week.

“You look like you’ve lost weight.” He frowns as he says it.

Have I?

Come to think of it, the clothes that usually fit me well are a little looser. I don’t know why I’ve lost weight. I’ve been eating the same, and exercising the same. If anything, I’m eating less healthy, just because we’re getting food on the go a lot. Fast food can’t be all that great for me.

Maybe it’s the stress. I’ve been so worried, not just for me, but for the guys and for Zach. That’s the only explanation that I can think of.

“I’m okay,” I tell him.

That’s when I notice the guys are looking at me, too. Maybe it wasn’t as noticeable, because they’ve been around me more than Zach.

I shrug, trying to let them know it’s not a big deal. “It’s probably because I got so seasick on that boat.”

Zach’s face pales. “I didn’t think about that when I ordered that boat for you guys to take to Hawaii.”

“You didn’t know I got seasick.”

“But I do get seasick. It makes sense that you do, too.” He frowns. “I’m sorry, Zara.”

“I’m fine.” I roll my eyes, a little annoyed with the way I’m being treated. I’m not the only one who has lost weight. Maybe it’s more noticeable on me because I was small to begin with. “Seriously. I don’t want anybody to worry about me. With the way we’ve been eating fast food, I’m sure I’ll gain weight quickly.”

Zach sighs. “I think Zara should come with me for a while. Maybe separating from the rest of you would make it easier.”

My heart sinks. “No, Dad. Please don’t do that. The guys have protected me this far. They’ve kept me safe. I don’t want to be apart from them.”

“I agree with your father.” Grant steps up beside Zach. “I think being with your dad just makes sense. Who can protect you better than he can?”

“Then come with us,” I suggest. “Just don’t separate me from them. I’d worry too much. I don’t like be apart from my team. We belong together.”

The guys all nod their heads in agreement.

Cam crosses his arms over his chest. “I don’t want to be apart from Zara anymore.”

Zach throws his hands up. It’s clear he’s lost this argument. “Okay, but not all of you. You can’t travel as a group anymore. We will have to do like we did this time. We travel in groups of two and meet up at a specified location.”

I nod. “Okay. I can do that.”

I know he’s right. Traveling with six or seven of us in a group draws too much attention to us. So, we can separate for a day of traveling. Even if I don’t like it, I know it’s for the best.

“We’ll figure this out,” Zach promises. “One day at a time.”

And that’s all I can do... take it one day at a time.




Then do it.







We’re stay in Milan, at least for the night. I don’t know when we’re leaving, but I do know that I dread when it’s time to go. I don’t want to separate from everybody again.

Things are so complicated, and scary. Very scary.

The guys and I go back to our room for the night. I’m so exhausted, I end up falling asleep before we even eat dinner. This whole time zone change is kicking my butt.

Sometime in the middle of the night, I wake up to alarms blaring in the hotel. I try not to freak out—this isn’t the first time I’ve woken up to alarms going off in a hotel before. One time, I was with my family on vacation in Florida and alarms started going off in our hotel. Apparently, some guy was drunk and pulled the alarm. I’m hoping this alarm is also just some drunk person who’s pulled the alarm, but my gut tells me it’s something more.

When I wake up fully, I realize I’m in bed with just Dylan, and the other guys are nowhere to be seen.

“Where’s the guys?” I ask Dylan.

“Zach had something for them to do,” he answers. “Are you okay?”

I nod. “I’m fine.”

“We should probably get out of the hotel.” Dylan gets up from the bed, holding a hand out to help me. up. “Come on. Stay with me.”

It’s when we get out of bed that I smell the smoke.

It’s not just an alarm. There is a fire. My heart races as I realize that we’re on the twentieth floor, and we have to somehow make our way out of a burning building. Dylan must come to the realization at the same time as me, because he looks at me with his eyes wide. His entire face falls and he looks scared. More scared than I’ve ever seen him in my life.

He grabs onto my hand. “Zara, you have to stay with me. Do not let go of my hand no matter what.”

“I promise.”

“We’re getting out of this hotel.” I think he says it more for himself than for me.

“What about the guys?” I ask.

He pulls me closer to him and kisses my forehead. “The guys can take care of themselves. Right now, you are my only worry.”

He’s right. I know he is. But I still want to go upstairs and grab the guys. I want to make sure that they are okay. To me, they are my number one priority. Them. Dylan. Zach. Even Grant. I need to make sure nobody is hurt because of me.

Dylan pulls me towards the door. When he opens it up, smoke comes pouring into the room and he quickly shuts the door before any more smoke can come in.

“The fire is on our floor.” His chin trembles and his shoulders are tight.

I am terrified. Just as terrified as Dylan is, but I know I have to remain calm right now. I force myself to be in the moment. I will freak out later. Right now, I just need to focus.

“There’s a fire escape,” I remind him.

His shoulder sag with relief. “You’re right. Let’s go out the fire escape.”

The window is very hard to open. You can tell it hasn’t been opened in a long time. When Dylan eventually gets it to slid up enough, he climbs out first, holding out a hand for me to follow.

I start to climb out and I look down.

My stomach tenses.

I’ve never considered myself ‘scared of heights,’ but I’ve also never been twenty floors up on a fire escape before. This is absolutely terrifying.

I shake my head back and forth. “No. Dylan, I can’t.”

“Zara, you have to.”

“Nuh uh.” I lean as far against the building as I can, wanting to go back inside. I’d rather risk the fire than go out there.

“You don’t have a choice. If you go back inside, you will die.”

When he puts it like that...

I start to look down once more, but Dylan puts his hand on my chin to stop me. “Do you trust me?”

I nod.

“Then I need you to put your trust in me right now. Trust me like you’ve never trusted anybody in your life. I will protect you and I will not let anything happen to you. I promise.” He doesn’t break eye contact with me, so I just keep looking at him. I find myself nodding.

I am so scared. But I know that Dylan will protect me. I know that he will get me out of this.

“Close your eyes,” he says.

Close my eyes? I keep looking at him, too scared to move my head, even an inch. “But how will I see to walk down the stairs?”

“Just trust me.”

Trust him.

I do trust him. Completely.

I close my eyes and I try to imagine that I am on the ground and not twenty stories up.

Dylan let’s go of my hand, and I’m about to really freak out until he swoops me into his arms and starts carrying me down.

Is he serious right now?

I want to tell him to put me down. I mean, I can walk on my own. But I also wonder if I really could walk down on my own. I’m so scared. My entire body is trembling.

Who knew that I would be this scared of heights? Scared enough that I’d rather sit in a burning building than go down a fire escape. There is something seriously wrong with me.

I don’t know how long I am in Dylan’s arms. It feels like an eternity, but eventually Dylan tells me that I can open my eyes. He puts me down, and I realize that we’re on the street now. I look up and see fire pouring out of the floor we were just on.

Whoever set the fire knew exactly where we were. That is a terrifying thought.

We’re not safe here.

But I take a moment to just breathe, now that I am once again on the ground.

Dylan grabs my hand, pulling me away from the fire escape and toward the side of the hotel. Out in front, I see a huge crowd gathering, but Dylan doesn’t pull me there. He just stands as close to the side of the building as he can, peeking around the corner. I guess he sees whatever he needs to see, because he makes himself smaller against the building, and I try to do the same.

“Get her out of here,” a familiar voice says.

Zach.

He comes up beside me, standing against the building like Dylan and I are.

“What about everybody else?” Dylan asks.

“You know the plan,” Zach says.

Dylan nods, not saying a word.

“Then do it.” Zach’s voice is harsh. “Zara, I love you. Be safe.”

“Love you, too, Dad.”

I don’t want to leave, though.

Still, when Dylan pulls on my arm, I go with him.

I don’t want to leave the guys behind, but I will do what I have to do.




Not for long.







I think I’m too much in shock to say anything when we first leave the hotel. I know that I should be asking questions. I should ask Dylan what this ‘plan’ is that nobody let me in on. And I should probably be mad that I didn’t know the plan. Once again, I was left out. But those things aren’t even bothering me.

I sit in the passenger seat, my entire body shivering.

I’m tired.

I’m cold.

But most of all, I am completely, and utterly terrified.

Dylan reaches over the center console and grabs my hand, which helps calm me. My shaking does seem better when he’s touching me, but I’m still shaking. I can’t help it.

“Zara...” Dylan groans out my name, bringing my hand to his lips and gently kissing it. “Baby, you need to stop shaking.”

“I know. I’m just cold.” Even my voice comes out soft. You can hear just how much I am shivering in my tone.

He lets go of my hand, and I’m about to protest when I see him pull on the bottom of his hoodie, pulling it over his head.

That’s when I realize... I’m wearing pajamas. I’m just wearing an oversized t-shirt and some shorts. I’m glad I’m wearing shorts, because a lot of time I won’t even wear shorts to bed.

When Dylan hands me his hoodie, I slide it over my head. It’s baggy on him, so it’s even more so on me. But it’s warm and it’s comfy.

But now he’s not wearing a shirt, so I pull the shirt off under the hoodie and pass it to him. I actually think that I was wearing his shirt anyway. Or maybe Tristan’s? But they’re both the same size, anyway, so it doesn’t matter.

“You spoil me,” I tell him.

He grins. “I love you, Zara. I would do anything for you.”

His response takes my breath away.

He really would do anything for me. He did do anything for me. He carried me down twenty flights of stairs because I was too scared to walk down on my own.

“I don’t know how I can ever thank you for what you did for me.” I blink the tears from my eyes. “Thank you. I love you, too, Dylan.”

He grabs my hand again, squeezing it.

The shirt is just sitting on his lap. I assume he’s waiting until we get to the airport to put it on, but I definitely don’t mind the view.

“Where are we going?” I ask.

“New York,” he answers.

“New York?” I tilt my head to the side, looking at him. “Again?”

“It’s the only flight we could get for this time of night,” he explains. “It’s a nonstop flight.”

That’s good. That’s really good. “Is that where we’re staying?”

He shrugs. “I have no idea. Zach just sent me the email and we’re going to figure the rest out as we go.”

That seems like it’s just how we do things lately. We figure them out as we go. Normally I hate it, but I think I’m getting a little used to it now.

When we pull into the parking garage at the airport, my stomach sinks as I realize we’re about to leave the country. We’re about to leave Zach and the rest of our team here. And we’re once again going to be separated. I know that it’s only temporary, but I still don’t like it.

Dylan grins at his phone. “Zach just texted me to let me know that the guys are all okay. Nobody was hurt. They’re all together.”

“Good.” I let out a breath of relief, but my chest still feels heavy.

“We’re going to be okay.” He pulls the car into a parking spot, and then turns to me. “We are going to fly to New York, and then we’re going to meet up with the guys tomorrow and we’ll be together again. You’ll see. Everything is going to be all right.”

I know that in theory, but trying to get my head and heart on the same page is a little bit difficult.

“At least I get you all to myself,” Dylan says, a smile on his face. “This literally never happens, so, I’m not complaining.”

“Yeah, I’m glad that it’s you,” I say. And I mean it. I’m so glad that I’m here with Dylan. I’ve missed him so much.

Dylan let’s go of my hand and slips the shirt I gave him over his head. “I guess we should get going.”

I gasp.” My passport. I didn’t even think to grab it.”

He pulls something out of his pants pocket. “I did.”

I let out a sigh of relief. It’s good that he was thinking during all the craziness that happened.

We get out of the car and head into the airport, holding hands on the way in. There is no luggage to bring with us. Once again, I was forced to leave my stuff behind. I don’t have any clothes except what is on my back. But I still feel so fortunate. We were able to escape. We almost died, for goodness sake. Leaving our luggage behind is such a small thing in comparison. It still sucks that we have to go shopping once again.

“Do think you the guys are okay?” I ask. “I mean... I know they’re safe and not injured, but we had to leave them behind again.”

Dylan shakes his head. “No, I don’t think they’re okay. I think they’re probably freaking miserable. They’re worried to death about you. But they will be okay. We always are.”

His words comfort me.

I don’t want the guys to worry about me, but at least we know we won’t be apart for long.




Whatever it takes.







Tristan.

Hearing that Zara and Dylan got safely out of the hotel is a relief. I know that I should be relieved by the fact that they’re currently on a plane, getting out of here, but I’m not relieved. I’m upset.

Being separated from Zara sucks. It sucks being separated from Dylan, too, don’t get me wrong, but it’s different with her. Maybe because I’m in love with her.

I now know how the guys felt when we separated in New Orleans. Well... maybe not exactly. The guys had no idea if Zara was okay or not for quite a few days, not until they finally arrived in Georgetown, so it’s not as horrible as what they went through. I can’t even imagine that. But being apart... It’s hell.

We have a plan. We won’t be apart long. We’re going to be hopping on a flight in a few hours, and we’re going to meet up with Zara and Dylan.

I can’t believe we’re going back to New York... not after what happened last time.

Last time...

We were separated then, too, but thankfully it wasn’t for long.

I hate that my good memories of New York were tainted.

We will just have to go back and make good memories there. We will have to come back to all the places we’ve been and make good memories to replace the bad ones.

“At least she’s okay.” Stefan pats my back, trying to comfort me.

It’s such a Stefan thing to do... for him to comfort me even though I know he’s hurting just as bad, if not worse, than I am.

Stefan is soft. Not physically. Physically, he is just as strong as I am, maybe stronger. But emotionally, he gets hurt easier than the rest of us. He feels pain more. And he’s empathetic. It’s why he’s perfect for our team. He always helps us see things from other people’s perspectives. He’s great at defusing an argument. Which is perfect, because a few of the people on our team have tempers... like Cam and Austin. Zara also has a temper, but she keeps hers in check more than the others. She likes to hide her temper, even though she’s not very good at hiding it from us. We can see her emotions clearly written on her face.

“I don’t like this,” I tell Stefan. “It doesn’t feel right when we’re all separated like this. It’s like the person after us is getting exactly what they want.”

“I know.” Stefan frowns. “Something feels wrong.”

He feels it too. I don’t know why, but, in my gut, I just feel like something is wrong, even though Zach said Zara and Dylan are already on the plane. They’re safe.

“We just have to trust Dylan,” Stefan says. “He is trained and he will protect Zara. Zach said that Dylan had to carry Zara down twenty flights of stairs because she was scared of heights.”

My jaw drops open. “Really? She’s never seemed scared of heights before.”

“She’s also never been twenty stories up like that before,” Stefan counters.

He’s right.

“We’re going to have to work on that.” Because what would’ve happened if Dylan hadn’t been there to carry her down?

Zara hasn’t been through fear training yet. Cam worked with her on her claustrophobia, but she’s going to have to be completely fearless. Or at least she’s going to have to overcome her fears enough for them to not control her. We all had to do it.

Me... my fear was the dark. It was rough to overcome, but I eventually did. Now, I’m not scared of the dark.

“Everything is going to work out,” Stefan says, once again comforting me. “We will meet up with Dylan and Zara in New York, and we will see for ourselves that they’re fine. And then we are never separating again.”

I like the sound of that.

I can’t handle being apart from her anymore, and I know the guys agree.

I’m ready for this to be over, and I will do whatever it takes to end it.










Letter from Scarlett.




Wow.

There is ONE MORE BOOK.

One more. That’s it.

I’ve spent the last year with Zara and these boys, and I’m really sad to be saying goodbye to them in the next book, but I am also ready to give them the happy ever after they deserve.

If you did enjoy this book, it would mean a lot to me if you left a review wherever you picked this up. As a self-published author, it helps me out so much!

For more information on this series or any of my other books, be sure to check out my blog https://scarletthaven.net!




—Scarlett Haven




P.S. You should totally join my Facebook group, The Haven, because we have a lot of fun. K, thanks. Bye! 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/1899968653639439
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