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	On paper, Caia has the perfect life. Friends, family, even the annoying grandmother who doesn't let her be. But get a little closer and you find her life shadowed by an incident which happened four years ago, an event which shook the whole town of Waverly. Now, four years on, when she finally thinks she's laid her demons to rest, her arch-nemesis returns to town after a long three years. Caia isn't at all prepared for what's to follow. She's not exactly ready to face the guy, especially when she knows she had a big hand in his leaving. It sure doesn't help knowing her friends are his friends, his family is her second family. But Caia is determined to make good. It's a fresh start, she won't have history repeat itself, she will not cause further problems for herself and her family. Now if only her scheming grandmother would keep her distance...
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Prologue

	 

	This story is about a town. A small town – population ten-thousand, seven hundred and thirty-five. From a distance, it presents itself like so many other small towns all over the world. Safe. Sheltered. Simple. Get close enough, and you start seeing the shadows underneath.

	 

	The name of this town is Waverly. Nestled between the forests of northern California, its summers are comfortably hot and it’s winters blistering cold. Old Town in Waverly embodies everything the settlement used to be; local, isolated and small. Over the years, the neighbourhood has grown, and with it, so has the centre of economy. Downtown Waverly has become a hotspot, where stores of all sizes can be found, selling everything and anything you need. 

	 

	For the world outside, Waverly represents a dominant ideal, an establishment that developed its elite status because of its founder families; powerful, wealthy, upper-class individuals who retreated from the urban centres of California into the marginals for the quiet, reserved lifestyle it endorsed. More than a century ago, these people established Waverly, where the dense forests and woodland kept their secrets in and strange visitors out. Now, a century later, not much has changed. The founder families have just as much importance, just as much wealth, just as much power and significance as they did, all those years back. But with the growth of the town, the number of wealthy, the powerful, the influential have also grown. 

	 

	But as Hector Carvello, one of the founding fathers of Waverly, wrote

	 

	“The worst thing a man can do is be fooled by pretty sights, for eventually, they will one day become horrendously dull. They will bring forth your worst nightmares, engulf your senses and suffocate your soul to the point where merely existing will grow arduous. But you must persevere, you must ostracise these demons, you must not fear, because for every one of these dark moments, great periods of clarity and brightness will ensue.” 

	 

	No one remembers the journal. 

	 

	Except for one person. 

	 

	Waverly is no ordinary town. And no ordinary people live in it
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	Seven years ago. Second to last day of summer vacation 

	 

	From the moment he left Arden House, he knew he was being followed. From the moment he shot down the freeway, leading out the gated residential areas of Waverly and towards downtown, he knew someone was on his tail. With each swerve through the light traffic dusting the mid-afternoon small town in northern California – light compared to New York – the realisation that his demons had followed him back home was becoming more and more real. 

	 

	So even though this was the last thing he’d expected to deal with on this side of the country, on his first day back no less, he gritted his teeth and soldiered on, knowing temporarily getting rid of this small interruption wouldn’t solve his problem. He had to know who was in that SUV, which shithead thought they could get away with following him without him noticing. When he got his hands on that son of a bitch…

	 

	His fingers tightened around the wheel. 

	 

	He had to shake that bastard off. He was heading somewhere important, somewhere that bastard couldn’t know about. 

	 

	Sifting through all his options, he twisted the wheel and took the first exit off the freeway, powering on as if nothing was amiss, his eyes on both the road ahead of him and on the one behind. 

	 

	With grim satisfaction, he watched as, within moments, the SUV reappeared in his rear-view mirror. The driver – whoever it was – was difficult to make out, with shadows playing havoc over the windscreen glass. But one thing he did catch was the figure leaning over and removing something from their glovebox. 

	 

	What were the odds?

	 

	Passively sitting back and taking his due wasn’t his style. He mentally calculated how much time he had to play this game; this road would lead them straight back towards the residential side of Waverly… but also towards the woods that acted as the borders of the town. A plan rapidly formalising in his mind, he pressed down on the gas. The faster he got this over with, the faster he had that fucker in his hands, preferably blubbering, the faster he could continue with his day. He had to make it downtown today, had to. Something special was waiting for him there, something that he couldn’t wait to see. 

	 

	With that thought, he reached over and clicked open his own glovebox. Carefully, he removed the gun – a desert eagle 50 AE and placed it on the seat next to him. 

	 

	Game on motherfucker. 
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	Seven years ago. Second to last day of summer vacation. 

	La Cabane Rouge (LCR) – Downtown Waverly 

	Café serving lounge. 

	 

	Caia

	 

	So what exactly happened that day was, well for the lack of a better word, remarkably historic. 

	 

	There I was sitting at the counter wondering when I could escape this mindlessly monotonous shift, serving behind the cash register at LCR, and when I could grab Ellie and interrogate the life out of her - ask her what the hell had just happened because c’mon, she’d just kissed my brother - okay maybe it was a little more than just a kiss, but no one is going to mention that because gross and okay, maybe he had kissed her… but considering how they were kissing, does the question of whom kissed whom really even matter? Which, if you think about it was even more of a surprise considering how my darling of an ass brother Brett had been acting since last night. 

	 

	Wait, what was my point again? 

	 

	Oh right. My brother, Brett Carvello - kissed Ellie, Elisia Brown, right here in the middle of the busiest coffee shop in downtown Waverly. After crushing on her for basically the last year and a half. 

	 

	Jesus Christ, can you blame me for being so anxious right now? I was basically shaking in my seat, dying of curiosity; were they together now? Or were they going slow? Did Brett even confess properly? Say everything I told him to say? What did Ellie say in return? Did she feel the same way!? 

	 

	I was dying to go speak to Ellie, but I of course knew better – I’d learnt the hard way that having personal conversations during work hours was like voluntarily punching yourself in the face. Stacy, our manager had literally no chill. Like I said, I’d learnt the hard way, and there was no way I was making that mistake again. So I basically forced all my impatience back down my throat and willed myself to focus. Customers were still pouring in – customers being every bloody kid living within a five-mile radius of downtown Waverly. It was weird; serving them I absolutely hated – they were rude, they looked down their nose at you because you were on the opposite side of the counter, and they had attitude. But then, I wouldn’t hear a peep from the same people during school. Yes – I went to school with approximately ninety percent of the kids who hung out in here. 

	 

	It’s not like I was being forced to do this – I genuinely enjoyed it. My upbringing meant I was blessed to have whatever I wanted whenever I wanted – and keeping this job didn’t determine whether I had money for food. But I’d like to think my parents instilled enough values in me to appreciate a day’s work – and that’s what I was doing – spending my summer earning my way, not taking everything for granted – despite what others believed me to be. 

	 

	Also, working here pissed grandmother the hell off and therefore made me love it even more. 

	 

	At the start of summer, when the gang and I had finalised plans for the road-trip to Glacier National Park, grandmother had decided it wasn’t okay for me to go after all. She’d put her foot down, had vented, yelled – refused to let me have my way, calling me spoilt, ungrateful – and probably every other insult under the North Californian sun. There was no justified reason, just her being her, dictating yet another aspect of my life. It was her way, or no way. And with my parents away in Washington for business – something about a million-dollar merger with Hayes, the pharmaceutical company currently ruling the market, calling them up and begging for them to speak to grandmother just so I could go camping with my friends, was slightly out of question. 

	 

	My friends, the gang, had been pissed – but they knew what grandmother was like – she was the devil’s mother – if the devil even had a mother. 

	 

	I’d done the only thing I knew would get a rise out of the wretched woman; I’d gotten a job. 

	 

	And when I say she was livid, she was livid. 

	 

	She’d actually hit the roof – the embarrassment, the shame, how dare I associate myself with the working class – you know, the usual rants. 

	 

	My grandmother was an elitist, a snob – and a vile one at that. She held herself in the highest regard, threw around our family name and expected it to get her into anywhere – which it did. And she expected the world to fall at her feet – regardless of how she viewed it. 

	 

	Which, most of the time, was with utter disgust. 

	 

	Because, you know, this was America, and everyone here actually worked and lived and did their own thing. Independence was celebrated, liberation commended – but not for my grandmother. She lived, breathed, talked the old values, the traditional customs, the archaic ways. She was a stickler for the outdated manner things were done, and she would happily go to extensive lengths to make sure that people in her family did exactly that. 

	 

	My parents – thank god – were a whole other story. They were proud – went on and on about how I would now truly appreciate money, have respect for those who worked to live and become a more responsible and mature citizen of the country. Dad was all about us making our own way – was pretty sure he was making plans to donate the entire family wealth to a charity after he and mom died. Not that I cared – I was fully planning on getting the hell away from Waverly as soon as I could. 

	 

	It wasn’t Waverly, it wasn’t even my family, it was literally one person that I had a problem with. 

	 

	My seventy-five-year-old grandmother, who obviously had no plans to hit the bucket any time soon. 

	 

	Anyway, so back to the present – there I was sitting behind the counter – as per usual – becoming quite rightly frustrated because hello my brother had just confessed to his long-time crush and kissed her and I couldn’t even go over to her to go crazy about it. Believe me, if you knew Brett, you’d understand where I was coming from. The guy was a cocky, arrogant conceited little shit and the last eighteen months where he was pining away for Ellie were literally the best of my life. He was eighteen, a year older than me, and it was about time he got himself a steady girlfriend – 

	 

	I jumped in my chair, my hands going to my chest when Cathy’s face appeared out of nowhere – her eyes wide and frantic. She was a regular here at LCR and a hoot to be around – you know, when you actually got to know her. She’d smacked a magazine onto the counter, and was pointing at it, clearly trying to get words out – but breathing too heavily to do so. 

	 

	I smiled – 

	 

	“You” – breath – “will not” – breath – “believe what I just” – breath – “read”

	 

	I blinked – looked down at the cover – literally snatched it up so I could have a better look – Oh dear god – I recognised the two men on the cover. Oh boy did I recognise them.

	 

	“Tell me they aren’t the most gorgeous men to grace this planet”- 

	 

	Out of all the words to describe these men – I shook my head, stared at the picture some more – noticed Mr Sebastian’s hair had gone a little more grey at the temples, but otherwise he looked the exact same as he did three years ago. Rafael – or Rafe as I knew him – also hadn’t changed, looking like the younger version of his father – their expressions firm, their eyes hard – the sheer power of their presence that emanated from the page almost catching me off guard. 

	 

	It shouldn’t have stunned me as much as it did – please, Dad had graced GQ’s cover more than I could count – as had Zack, my brother-in-law. But this was different – this was the Sebastians. I hadn’t seen them in three years – not since they were forced out of town by my grandmother. And me. 

	 

	“What’s the story?” – I was about to flick the magazine open – it disappeared out my fingers and back into Cathy’s before I could protest – 

	 

	“I’m not even kidding Caia, I would suck him dry”- 

	 

	“Ew” I shuddered, made a disgusted face, felt like vomiting – 

	 

	“Do you think Rafael Sebastian is into girls like me?” She began to twirl a lock of hair around her finger 

	 

	“Probably not” I muttered, eyeing her, then the magazine, and then back at her – 

	 

	Why was I suddenly feeling so nauseous? 

	 

	“You know them, right? – you have to know them! You’re a Carvello and they’re Sebastians and you guys practically created Waverly – am I right?” She leant forward “You’re so lucky” 

	 

	She was telling the truth – I really did know them, and yes it was because our families went way back. My dad and Mr Sebastian were best friends, my mom and Isabelle Sebastian were best friends – but it wasn’t just the Carvellos and the Sebastians that formed the foundation of Waverly – there was also the Hartfords, the Wrights, the Stanfords – I could list more. The only reason they weren’t mentioned as much in popular discourse was because they kept a much lower profile compared to us Carvellos and the Sebastians. Some of them had moved out – their kids still very much a part of the community, living in the community, but the adults operating from and residing in another city. Also, their kids didn’t terrorise the town like us Sebastians and Carvellos had a habit of doing. 

	 

	I had a group – I referred to them as the gang – we weren’t very liked – to put it simply - in this town, especially by at least sixty percent of the community. One of the reasons being we were closely associated with these families – the ones that had created Waverly – as Cathy had put it. People considered us prestige, they considered us tacky and over-privileged – they called us the rich kids of Waverly, with everything associated with that name marking us both positively and negatively – they thought we didn’t know about the numerous Instagram accounts dedicated to ‘catching us out’. To our faces you’d never catch them saying a word, but sometimes we’d see them trying to sneak a picture of us. Sure, it was borderline offensive and rude, but was any of it truly malicious? 

	 

	It’s not like their assumptions had any factual basis. It’s not like all this clout got in the way of our day to day lives. If anything, it made us even more notorious. 

	 

	How else do you think some of us got labelled as influencers when we had over half a billion followers combined across all our social media’s? 

	 

	“What’s he like!?” 

	 

	I snapped out of my thoughts, and stared at Cathy, remembered she was still asking about the Sebastians – or about Rafe in particular. Her eyes watched me like a hawk, gleaming with avid curiosity. I sighed, feeling a bit bad that I was about to burst her bubble 

	 

	“Married” 

	 

	I don’t know how she didn’t know – there’d been a twelve-page spread in some magazine last year – or the year before – I wasn’t sure considering I wasn’t invited, and neither was anyone else – the wedding had been pretty lowkey according to Thea (my best friend and Rafe’s youngest sister). She hadn’t even sent pictures – not that I’d asked for them. I figured, what with everything that had happened, it'd be best if I just – you know – kept my distance. Don’t think grandmother would have appreciated me acting all chummy with the Sebastian family. 

	 

	Not after what had happened four years ago. 

	 

	“Are you sure?” Cathy asked, biting her lip – actually looking gutted – bless her. She flipped through the magazine, stopped on a page, and then laid it out on the counter, sighing “Wow, is that her? She’s beautiful – and how the hell does she have that figure if she’s got two kids?”

	 

	I chuckled, agreed – Honoria really was stunning. Thea had said she was just as nice of a person – that everyone got along with her – Jaye and even… even the other one. 

	 

	I didn’t like this – never liked it – how the Sebastians were in New York, getting on with their lives like they’d never been a part of Waverly. It was times like these – when I read up on them and realised if I hadn’t fucked up so royally four years ago that I’d be a part of their lives right now – that their absence really hit deep. Everyone else noticed it too - not that anyone would say anything – not when grandmother was still alive and very capable of kicking up a fuss, outlining all the reasons why they left in the first place. 

	 

	I sighed – once upon a time, the Sebastians were like my second family. I spent every damned day at their place, Thea and I wreaking havoc wherever we went, because we could, and it was fun.  They treated me like I was their own, and I spent my childhood terrorising them in return. A chuckle escaped my throat – maybe I was to blame for them leaving, maybe not – whatever it was, I sure as hell felt shit every time I thought about the Sebastians in New York. 

	 

	“God – she’s a heiress – can you imagine, with all of her money and the Sebastian money” – she shook her head “God they could literally set up their own country or something”

	 

	My brows rose at that, because yeah, it was true. The Sebastians really were loaded – but the best thing about it was that they never flaunted it – not like my grandmother – 

	 

	“No way – oh my god – Caia!” She began to squeal, her eyes fixated on something on the page – she held it out of my reach so I couldn’t even grab it to see what she was going crazy about – 

	 

	“What – what does it say?” – I tried not to sound as uneasy as I felt – shit why was I feeling so… weird? Like something was about to go wrong or trouble was heading – 

	 

	“They’re coming back! They’re coming back to Waverly” 

	 

	Oh shit – 

	 

	-“By the end of the year it says” She frowned “Oh…” 

	 

	I didn’t hear another word, didn’t see any more of her crazy hopping. I was too busy staring, processing, understanding. 

	 

	Okay, so yes, I already knew. It was logical to think that they were going to come back one day or another. In fact, it was inevitable – what with it being a Sebastian and a Carvello discovering Waverly and placing it on the map all those hundreds of years ago. They had to return – it was without question. This was their town. 

	 

	When had always been a big question mark. Since the day they left, no one knew specifics – but I would have been lying if I said I hadn’t seen this coming; Dad had been dropping hints all month. Mom had been going around the house planning her calendar for when Isabelle (Mr Sebastian’s wife) got back into town. Brett had been fending off each and every girl who came up to the house or latched onto him at a party, telling them they’d have a better chance with Jaye, his best friend, and Mr Sebastian’s second oldest, once he was back. It’s like no one knew how to be subtle. 

	 

	Also, maybe Thea had mentioned it in passing the last ten-fifteen times she and I had spoken. 

	 

	They’d all been trying to break it to me gently – the last four years of drama leaving everyone treating me like I was some fragile little flower who could break with even the littlest of taps. I don’t think they realised yet that I was fine now, as normal as normal could be, that the Sebastians finally coming home was more of a relief than another event to induce panic in me. 

	 

	Everyone thought their official return would affect me. Maybe they were slightly right. After all, the reason they’d left in the first place was because of my actions. Or should I say inactions? 

	But I told myself it was okay, that there was a silver lining to this – my best friend, Thea would be back home. God, it was about time we started living in the same time-zone again. It was just… things would change, would be different – and that filled me with unease, because –

	 

	He would be back. 

	 

	“Earth to Rocco? - knock once if you copy, knock twice if you don’t – oh for god’s sake” – and something slammed down on the counter – I jumped – looked – almost winced – Cathy had disappeared, but in her place, wearing similar part-annoyed, part-exasperated, part-amused expressions were three of my very best friends. 

	 

	Tiffany – Tiff - rolled her grey eyes as she pushed her dark blonde tresses behind her ear. Rose stood next to her, short by a few inches, daintier and a lot sweeter too. She didn’t look at all surprised to see my shocked expression. Lliana – Lia – however, stared back, her pointed expression going sharper when she caught Selene, the other girl on the counter, give Lia’s platinum locks (which I stress, were one-hundred percent natural in colour) an envious look. 

	 

	I broke into a grin “You scared the shit out of me”

	 

	“Maybe it’s because you’re daydreaming – again – does Stacy know?” Tiff whipped her head about “Let me go tell her so she fires your ass”

	 

	I scoffed, ignored her – looked at the other two “What brings you to my humble abode!?”

	 

	Lia scoffed “Humble? I’d call this place a lot of things Caia, but humble isn’t one of them” 

	 

	I rolled my eyes, not at all surprised by Lia’s admission. In fact, at this point, I was pretty used to it “Sorry, I know how much you prefer that disgusting little café Viola’s Tea Party down the street” 

	 

	“There’s a reason for that” She muttered, giving Selene another side-eye “I’m not stared at by a thousand other people wishing I were dead or something as soon as I walk into the building” 

	 

	I turned to shoot Selene an apologetic glance, because really, Lia sometimes had no filter and she ended up saying things that could be misinterpreted as rude. 

	 

	Rose sighed, rolling her eyes. “They’re not wishing you were dead Lia” It was almost like she was consoling a five-year-old kid. I tried not to let the amusement show.

	 

	“Does that girl understand that it’s rude to stare?” Lia hissed again giving Selene another side-eye. Tiff’s mouth fell open and she turned to give Lia an incredulous look

	 

	“Lliana”- She started – but there was no time for any lectures. I hastily stepped in

	 

	“Okay, I told you guys, especially you Lia, to not come to this place if all you’re going to do is grumble and hiss and be a bitch. People could actually hear you and”- 

	 

	“Oh, boo hoo” Lliana retorted with a flip of her hand “Who gives a hell what other’s think about me – or us. I’m judging them right back anyway” 

	 

	Tiff sighed, shook her head, and then with a very purposeful air, said “That you are. Now how about we move on to the reason we actually came all the way down here for?” 

	 

	 “What reason?” I instantly questioned, my mind already zooming ahead to all the possibilities. It had to be something serious – the girls would never come down to LCR just for a quick chat about nothing. So what on earth could it possibly be that -                         

	 

	“Jesus, you really haven’t learnt the art of patience after working around here for a couple of weeks, have you?” Lia muttered with a shake of her head. 

	 

	I stuck my tongue out at her. 

	 

	“Well, when are you free? When’s your break?” Rose asked, checking her wrist for the time. 

	 

	I frowned “Not for another thirty minutes…”

	 

	“Perfect” Tiff stated “We’ll wait. Get us two plain, non-fat, extra shot coffees and a green smoothie and then we can sit around and wait for both you and Ellie to come over”.

	 

	“Wait, this has something to do with Ellie too!?”- 

	 

	“Patience Little Caia, patience” 

	 

	I scowled Lia’s way, hating how she said my name in such a patronising manner. Only one other person on this planet dared to address me in such a way, and I had no interest in remembering him. No interest at all. No interest for the past three years.

	 

	Damn it, why the hell was I thinking about that dumbass now!?

	 

	I ignored the look Rose shot my way, as if she was concerned, but had no idea how to broach it. It was a ludicrous look, but that didn’t stop her from shooting me another look over her shoulder, before she turned to follow Lia and Tiff off to the empty booth they’d spotted in the corner. 

	 

	My curiosity was sky-high at this point because I wasn’t exaggerating earlier when I said nothing could have brought Lia down here to LCR, unless it was something gravely serious; she considered it cheating when she walked into this place and actually ordered – instead of going across the street to Viola’s. 

	 

	Surely if it were that serious, the girls wouldn’t break it to me during my work hours – they had more finesse than that… right?

	 

	I tampered down my groan and focused on getting through the next thirty minutes without my brain exploding with impatience. 

	 

	***

	 

	The second the clock hit half past, I signed onto my break. I ignored the suspicious look Stacy gave me from the other side of the room and hurried over to the girls who were eagerly chatting amongst themselves, their cups empty in front of them. They didn’t even realise I was there until I, on purpose, yanked a chair back with a screech. 

	 

	Yes, I like to make my presence known. Yes, I’m an attention-seeker. 

	 

	“Dear god Caia” Tiff winced, shuddering. I eyed her, then with a very blatant smirk, sat down. 

	 

	“She did that on purpose” Rose laughed at Tiff’s expression – before her gaze came to rest on me – “You did that on purpose right?” 

	 

	I blinked back, utterly offended “No! I would never”- 

	 

	“Cut the crap Caia” Tiff rolled her eyes “We all know you have the mentality of a five-year-old” 

	 

	“Geez Tiff, there’s no need to be so jealous. You too can acquire a younger mind”- 

	 

	“A younger mind!?”- 

	 

	I held up a hand, interrupting her mid-sentence “Yes, a younger mind”- 

	 

	Rose’s eyes shot upward “Jesus Christ” 

	 

	“Why are you saying the lord’s name in vain, Rose?” Ellie sat down on a chair and cast a questioning look around the table 

	 

	“I’m not saying it in vain, I’m saying it in frustration” 

	 

	“Caia, stop frustrating Rose”

	 

	My mouth fell open “What!? Why the hell was I”- 

	 

	“Oh for fucks sake, get over it!” Lia hissed – 

	 

	“Oh my god, now I’m being patronised and”- 

	 

	“Hel-lo!? Is no one going to mention how Ellie has been sitting here for the past five minutes and no one has mentioned the incident yet!?” 

	 

	I heard a groan, as Lia laughed evilly – a hundred-and-one percent sure the groan came from Ellie. 

	 

	“Can we not talk about that?” She muttered, her face set in an adorable scowl, her cheeks now a delightful shade of pink – “And how the hell do you even know!?” Her eyes instantly zoomed in on me, narrowed and suspicious. 

	 

	My own widened “Hey! Don’t look at me, I didn’t say a word!” 

	 

	“She didn’t need to” Tiff smirked “It’s kind of written all over your face – and snapchat” 

	 

	Ellie’s eyes instantly went wide “No it isn’t”- 

	 

	“And twitter” Rose smirked “And Instagram”

	 

	“You know, I always liked Brett… he was cool – until he decided to propose to you in this dump of a place”- 

	 

	“Hey! It’s not a dump” I exclaimed – 

	 

	“Fine, not a dump, a trash can” Lia amended

	 

	“That’s the same thing” Tiff deadpanned. 

	 

	“Oh, it is? Oops, my bad” 

	 

	Ellie’s cheeks reddened “Okay, listen. One, he didn’t propose”- 

	 

	“So what, you just decided to jump him for no reason then?” All four of us eyed Ellie with smug intrigue. Her face began to turn a shader darker

	 

	“He kissed me, not the other way around! And”- 

	 

	“Why does this sound less and less romantic with each passing second?” Rose murmured, casting a wary gaze over me, and then Ellie 

	 

	“Because it wasn’t romantic” Lia stated “I mean, what’s so romantic about the entire town watching and recording them both suck each other’s faces”- 

	 

	“Wow, I so don’t need to hear you describe it in that much detail” I shook my head free of the images that threatened to appear. 

	 

	Lia and Tiff let out identical snorts. Bitches. 

	 

	“Get used to it” Rose smirked, it widening when she caught my grimace. 

	 

	“Come on, there’s no way you can say you didn’t see this coming” Tiff pointed out “We all predicted this from a mile off!” 

	 

	“To be fair, I did see it coming. I knew it when I saw Brett leaving the house this morning before me”- 

	 

	“You knew but you didn’t warn me!?” 

	 

	I jumped, turned to stare at Ellie’s stunned expression… before letting my grin ease out “Erm…”

	 

	“Shameful” Lia gushed, shaking her head with mock disappointment. Disappointment, my ass- “And you call yourself her friend…” 

	 

	“Oh shut up it’s not like he was conspiring to murder her or something. And besides, if I’d given her a heads up, Brett’s entire surprise would have been worthless and ruined”

	 

	“Yeah right” Lia scoffed “I doubt anything could have made that proposal worse”- 

	 

	“For the last time, it wasn’t a proposal!” 

	 

	“Oh my god, she’s going to burst a vein or something” I muttered “Quick, change the topic – why are you all here again?” 

	 

	And that’s when I knew that whatever these girls had come to say, it wasn’t going to bode well for me. I could see it clearly in their eyes, in their expression, in the way they all exchanged glances, thinking I wouldn’t catch on. I took in a deep breath, trying my hardest to calm myself down because what the hell, I hadn’t even begun to hear what the girls had come to say, and I was already halfway hyperventilating. 

	 

	It didn’t help when the first thing Lia said after that moment of utter silence was “Okay, but you have to promise not to freak out” 

	 

	I blinked, trying my hardest to not freak. 

	 

	“Why would I freak?” I added a shrug on the end, you know, to make it look casual. 

	 

	But Lia was onto me. Her eyes narrowed “Because you’re Caia and you’re a drama-queen and it doesn’t take much for you to make a mountain out of an ant-hill” 

	 

	“Bitch” 

	 

	She rolled her eyes, flipped her hair back over her shoulder “Tell me something I don’t know. Now, are you going to freak out, or not”

	 

	“I probably am now, just to piss you off” I grinned at her expression, and then at Tiff’s expression. They both would have happily strangled me at that point. 

	 

	“Oh for god’s sake, just say it” Ellie said, sounding fully exasperated and done with our shit –   

	 

	“The Sebastian’s are coming home” Rose blurted – before slapping her hands over her mouth, her eyes wide. My own eyes stilled – but I wasn’t you know, freaking because I already knew that, and I was just about to tell them - 

	 

	“Tomorrow” 

	 

	I turned, stared at Tiff, back at Rose… and then over at Lia, who was watching me like a hawk. Like a hawk. God damn it.  

	 

	I struggled to compose myself, get my shit together – I didn’t need anyone treating me like a china doll anymore. I’d had enough of that in the past four years, so I wasn’t going to give anyone here a reason to worry – but tomorrow? One day? Twenty-four hours? 

	 

	Shit-fucking-holy-crap – 

	 

	“Breathe Cai, breathe” Tiff poked me, her voice snapping me out of the daze. I shook away the feeling, tried to look nonchalant, indifferent, as if they’d just told me something about the weather – 

	 

	“Well? Are you going to say something?” 

	 

	I blinked, blinked some more, cleared my throat, considered everyone’s expressions “Wow…” was all I came out with. 

	 

	“We all knew they were going to be back by the end of the year anyway…” I heard Rose’s soft voice 

	 

	Yeah, December. Four months away. A hundred-and-twenty days from now.  I was supposed to have a hundred and twenty flipping days to prepare myself. Now I had less than one. 

	 

	“Elias Sebastian – Thea’s grandad changed his mind, decided to come back early. They’re flying separately, but they should all be here by the end of the weekend” 

	 

	Well, wasn’t that the icing on the cake. The old man was back tomorrow. TOMORROW. And where he went, his beloved grandson would follow. 

	 

	Oh Jesus Christ. 

	 

	“What? There is no way they’ve managed to sort out their entire move in the space of three days” Ellie shook her head “Are you sure about this?” 

	 

	“Crystal” Lia uttered “I think what they’re planning to do is to return to Waverly and hire people to clean up their New York estate behind them. Any extra stuff they’ll probably leave in storage or ship it over later. We passed by Arden House this morning and Carstairs already has people over, airing it out, doing the gardens, clearing everything up to have it all ready for when the family arrives tomorrow. I’m telling you, Carstairs was buzzing with excitement” Lia’s gaze came to rest on me “They’re back for good” 

	 

	I struggled to heave in a breath – but I did it. I got it through. Success! And why shouldn’t it be!? I was so over things. So over – I coughed, seemingly choking on a breath - 

	 

	“There’s no need to be worried Caia”- 

	 

	I blinked, stunned at Tiff’s words. Worried, me? “I’m not worried” pfft, what the hell made her think that!?

	 

	“You’re not?” She looked a bit lost “But just a moment ago”- 

	 

	“I was panicking – slightly. I wasn’t worried”

	 

	“Shit, were you having another panic attack!?” Lia sat up, alert – “Damn it Caia”- 

	 

	“Relax, relax!” I hurriedly tried to placate these girls – these naïve people who were basically my second family “Not an attack. Just plain ordinary panic. The type you guys feel, you know, when you’re a little blindsided and…” I trailed off, refusing to dig myself into a hole. 

	 

	I waited, watched as all four girls eased, their expressions still sharp “Why did you panic?” 

	 

	“Because…” I struggled to put into words what I felt; It wasn’t that the Sebastian’s were back, it was the fact that they’d be here tomorrow and… everything would be different again. It had taken three long years to have everything stabilise in Waverly after the incident, and with the sudden return of the Sebastians things were going to unsettle again, they were going to change. 

	 

	The thought sent skitters of nervous energy through me. 

	 

	“Change” I ended up uttering, staring down at the table, my brows furrowed “I don’t like it” 

	 

	I could hear them all roll their eyes. Bitches. 

	 

	“Caia, no one likes change” 

	 

	I lifted my gaze and met Ellie’s stare “Yeah, I know that, thanks” 

	 

	“It’s a part of life” Tiff attempted to add – but she instantly clamped her lips together when she caught sight of my expression. Yeah, that’s what I thought. 

	 

	“I knew you were going to freak” 

	 

	“I’m not freaking” I tried my hardest not to glare at Lia “I’m having a moment. I’m not freaking!” 

	 

	“Whatever helps you feel better…” She sang – 

	 

	“Quit being mean, Lia” Rose suddenly said, sitting forward, her eyes trained on me “Listen Caia, it’s okay. Everything is going to be okay. Change is going to be okay”- 

	 

	I sighed. They didn’t get it. 

	 

	“Look guys, I’m fine. Quit staring at me like you’re waiting for me to… explode or something!”- 

	 

	Lia scoffed “Can you blame us?”- 

	 

	“Lia”- Rose hissed 

	 

	“It’s not like this is news to me” I carried on after a deep breath “I knew they were all coming back anyway…” 

	 

	“You knew they were coming back tomorrow?” Tiff piped up, her expression scrunched up, confused. 

	 

	“Not exactly that, but yeah, I was aware… and honestly, I really couldn’t care less”- 

	 

	“Wow, now that is a lie”- 

	 

	“Yeah, there is no way you don’t care about this Caia” Ellie shook her head 

	 

	“But I don’t!” I insisted, fully realising that with every word I said, my nerves were calming down. Maybe it was true was people said, the more times you said something out loud, the more you began to believe it yourself.

	 

	“So the fact that Caeden will be in Waverly tomorrow, living – what – two blocks from your house… that doesn’t make you at all nervous? Or tense? Or anxious?” 

	 

	His name sent a jolt of something through me. I don’t know what it was, panic? Excitement? Nervousness? I couldn’t tell, but it was foreign and uncomfortable, so I tampered it down and kept my face straight, oblivious to any emotions, noting everyone’s careful expressions. They were all watching me so closely… so damned closely – but I wasn’t surprised. I expected it to be like this. Heck, it had been like this for the past three years; everyone watching me closely, just in case something happened. 

	 

	Nothing would happen. Nothing had happened for a good couple of months.

	 

	“Of course I feel… nervous? The difference is, now, I just don’t let those feelings overwhelm me. I have control over them, they don’t have control over me” 

	 

	“Who was your shrink, give me his number” Lia demanded “Because if he taught you that, he’s good” 

	 

	With an eye roll, I flipped her the bird “I don’t need a shrink, thank you very much! I’ve had enough of them to last me ten lifetimes” 

	 

	“Oh right – yeah, I remember you telling us how you fired your last one right in front of your grandmother’s face” – Tiff shuddered. 

	 

	“Don’t remind me” I muttered, shaking the mental image of my furious grandmother out of my mind. That had been bad, that had been so bad. But firing that shrink at the end of last year had been one of the best decisions I had ever made. I didn’t regret it a bit. Unfortunately, grandmother didn’t hold the same opinion – something she liked to remind me, every single chance she got. 

	 

	Subtlety was not something my grandmother liked to practice. 

	 

	“I’m glad you’re okay Caia” 

	 

	My eyes flew to Rose, across the table. She smiled at me, the soft smile she reserved for when she was – I don’t know – feeling particularly angelic or something. 

	 

	“I’m glad I’m okay too” I found myself responding, then realising how much I meant it “And you’ve all been so damn good to me”- 

	 

	Lia flicked her hair over her shoulder, a smug smirk on her face – 

	 

	“Except for Lia, you bitch – no, don’t give me that glare – you told grandmother about the trip”- 

	 

	“Oh my god, I did not! I told my nana! It’s not my fault your evil grandmother appeared on our doorstep the night before nana was supposed to leave for La Paris and pulled all the intel out of her like a nutcase” 

	 

	“I can’t believe I spent days planning that trip and I didn’t even get to go” 

	 

	“If it makes you feel any better, I hated every second of it” Lia scowled “I don’t know why we couldn’t just book a cottage or something”- 

	 

	“We went camping Loony Lia, of fucking course we were going to spend the nights in tents”- 

	 

	“There were spiders everywhere Tiff, did you not, even for a second think that maybe, just MAYBE I’d have liked to know”- 

	 

	I winced at the growing volume of Lia’s voice “Oh my god Lia, you have to shut up. Your voice is so loud it’s going to make me deaf”

	 

	“Shame, your face does that to me every day. Don’t worry, just like me, you’ll learn how to control it” She retorted, her eyes gleaming with evil. 

	 

	Wait, what?

	 

	I shook my head “My face makes you deaf!? Are you serious?” 

	 

	“Yes, because it’s that ugly”- 

	 

	“Prettier than yours”- 

	 

	“Did you even wash it this morning Caia?” 

	 

	“You sure that foundation shade matches your skin tone? Swear you’re wearing it two shades fucking darker”- 

	 

	“At least I know how to wear foundation, you cheeky little shit”- 

	 

	“At least my face matches my neck”- 

	 

	“Children” Ellie semi-yelled, semi-whispered, her hands on the table as she loomed over us “How about we calm down before Stacy overhears us and comes over to kick our asses to the other side of the country?” 

	 

	I shuddered “Yeah okay. Not arguing with you there. My backside wants nothing to do with Stacy” 

	 

	“She started it anyway” Lia muttered, shooting me an evil grin – which, I swear I was so used to that I was practically immune to it now

	 

	“I swear, if someone had walked past our table a couple of seconds ago, they’d have fully expected you both to gear up for a fist fight or something” 

	 

	“Girls don’t fist fight Rose” Lia retorted with a roll of her eyes 

	 

	“Lia, shut up. Caia, level with us, seriously. We know how much you love acting like you’ve got your shit together, needing no one’s help, being all independent and all… but I just want you to know that it’s okay if you’re not like that all the time. You don’t have to pretend around us. We’re your friends, we’ve seen you at your worst and we are here if anything happens, or if you feel”- 

	 

	I didn’t let Tiff finish. Knew that if I did, she would make me cry. Seriously, why the hell did these girls love me so much!? What had I ever done to deserve such friends? 

	 

	“I will, I really will. But I’m not lying when I say I’m fine. Maybe it’ll be different tomorrow, maybe it’ll be different in an hour’s time, I can’t say anything about that yet. But for now, I’m as perfect as I could be”

	 

	“As you should be” Rose piped in- 

	 

	“Besides, it’s about time isn’t it? Three years away is enough, don’t you all think? They’ve already been gone that long because of me”-

	 

	“Oh for Christ’s sake, not because of you-” Tiff interrupted, but I raised my voice and totally spoke over her 

	 

	“I’ve moved on. Whatever happened that night four years ago – I’m not going to let it define my life anymore. It’s been years, we’re all older, and I’d like to think wiser too. So, I’m going to stick to that bridge I built and crossed all those years ago and not look back” 

	 

	Lliana sighed “You’re really love using that bridge analogy, don’t you?”

	 

	I nodded, grinning “Don’t you think it’s perfectly fitting though?”

	 

	“So you’re definitely over it? If Caeden came and spoke to you tomorrow, you’d speak to him?”

	 

	My grin vanished as I stared back at Tiff. Refused to acknowledge the nervous flutter that erupted in my stomach.

	 

	“Ew, no. That dumbass can do one. You all may have forgotten but I haven’t; he didn’t speak to me for an entire year after that night, and he didn’t even say goodbye before he left. On top of that I went through ten years of torture because of that bastard”-

	 

	“Erm, I think you’re forgetting Caia, that you gave as good as you got” Tiff quickly pointed out, an amused smile hinting at her lips. 

	 

	 I rolled my eyes, scoffed at her words, just as I heard Lliana lean into Rose and murmur “That’s what she said” 

	 

	“Keep your dirt to yourself” I muttered, throwing a napkin her way. With a flick of a nail, it went flying the opposite way.

	 

	“Come to think of it, I guess I won’t be surprised if you two don’t speak to each other when he gets back” Lia went on to comment “You two hated each other’s guts… and you probably still do”

	 

	“I think that’s putting it mildly” Tiff muttered with a shake of her head 

	 

	My eyes switched between Lia and Tiff, not at all liking the way they were talking about me and the dumbass as if we were – as if it were just like old times. 

	 

	“Hey, he always started it”-

	 

	“Yes, yes, we know. We’ve heard you say that like a thousand times”-

	 

	Rose’s brows furrowed as she looked from Lliana to Tiff to Ellie with a puzzled look. I’d forgotten that she’d moved to Waverly only two years ago. The lucky girl hadn’t met the Sebastian’s at all yet. My eyes paused on Ellie… yeah, she’d been around back then. 

	 

	“But why did you hate each other?” Rose asked me, tilting her head. 

	 

	I barely held back a growl “Because he was one annoying son of a”-

	 

	“I’m sorry, am I interrupting a precious gossip session?” 

	 

	All four of our heads snapped around to see Stacy looming over us, her expression fierce as her eyes switched from Ellie to me. I groaned, knowing fully well what was to follow. 

	 

	Stacy thought I was some rich, entitled bitch who didn’t give a crap about anyone else but me. I mean, that was partly true; I was rich, I was entitled – when I wanted to be, and I was a bitch, when the situation required me to be – but I never used those characteristics to get anywhere in life. They were just… there. A part of me that made me me, but they were irrelevant. They didn’t define me. Well, at least, I hoped they didn’t. 

	 

	I made a mental note to ask Ellie about that later. 

	 

	Meanwhile, I prepared myself to brave the fire that was my manager. The same manager who absolutely loved Ellie to bits (I swear she had a crush on her or something), and absolutely, utterly, completely, had it in for me.  

	 

	Without another word, Ellie and I stood up, and with apologetic glances back at the three other girls – Rose’s grim expression, Lia’s scowl, Tiff’s hard look which sent Stacy skittering ahead, we followed her back to the staff room, where she took her sweet ass time in ranting and raving about how unprofessional I had behaved. Note, she didn’t say a word to Ellie. Not one fucking word. Which I didn’t hold against Ellie. No, it wasn’t her fault this bitch of a woman was obsessed with putting me in my place every chance she got. 

	 

	It’s not like I had ever given her a reason to hate me. I came to work on time, I did my shift, worked so damned hard – harder than I had ever worked in my life – anyone else in Stacy’s position would have cherished me. 

	 

	And as I stood there, listening to Stacy’s voice go on and on and on and on, ready to kill a bitch, it suddenly dawned on me that this would be the last time I would ever have to hear shit like this again. So I held my tongue, held myself, and suffered through the rant like a saint. 

	 

	Because I was Caia Carvello, the daughter of god, the granddaughter of Gallagher Carvello, a civil human being who didn’t resort to savagery because her manager was a pile of shit. I was strong, I was level-headed, I was in control. 

	 

	I tried not think about how my mental strength had kind of faltered earlier today when the girls had dropped that bomb on me. But c’mon, you have to give me that one. I kind of deserved to slacken there. It’s not every day you hear your arch nemesis is returning to town within twenty-four hours. Twenty-four hours and I could potentially be face to face with him again, the last four years history. Maybe I’d get lucky and not run into him at all - who was I kidding? Waverly was a small town. A damn small town. There was no way I could not run into that sleaze-ball. 

	 

	Even if I did feel a little bit excited to see him again. I don’t know why I felt that way… it’s not like we were on speaking terms or anything – I mean, with the way he left, there was no way I was approaching him period. But what would he be like? Would he still be the same? Act the same? Look the same? I scowled when I thought back to four years ago. He was always a looker, girls would always hang off him, give me dirty stares when I would be with him, didn’t matter that the only reason I was with him was because he was Thea’s irritating, shithead of a brother. I couldn’t hang with Thea without tripping over that dumbass. 

	 

	Shaking my head, I reminded myself that I shouldn’t – didn’t – care what he looked like. I didn’t care whether he would return as the same dumbass or a slightly changed one. I didn’t care. 

	 

	Because he didn’t care about me. Had never cared about me. 

	 

	So, screw him.

	 

	I tried to focus on something else, something that had nothing to do with that stupid imbecile – and almost laughed when Lia’s expression from earlier popped into my head. She’d come all the way to LCR for me, to tell me about the Sebastians coming back into town, even though she hated the hell out of this place. 

	 

	She was crazy… but she was my crazy and I was so damn lucky to have her and the rest of the girls around me. 

	 

	But they worried too much for me. Especially in the years since the Sebastians had left. It wasn’t just the girls actually; the entire town treated me as if I was some kind of precious china. At first it totally gassed me up. I felt like I was finally getting the treatment I deserved, because you know, I was a bit self-centred like that. Two months down the line, I was hating it. People stepped around me like as if I was going to explode any moment. They spoke behind my back, fearing that if they said it in front of me, I’d do something. Do what though? I had never purposely hurt anyone- okay maybe I had. But he didn’t count. After all, he’d done the same to me. Ten years of kicking his ass amounted to nothing really. He deserved every second. 

	 

	No, the point was that everyone worried about me. And yes, I was so thankful for it. I was thankful every day for having such a great family and such great friends. But just as they didn’t want to hurt me, I didn’t want to hurt them either. I hated having them worry about me, fuss about me as if I was some child. The girls, even the boys sometimes, treated me like some child to be fawned over. All after that incident. And it became suffocating. I was a seventeen-year-old who had spent the last three years with the freedom of a ten-year old. 

	 

	 

	When Stacy was finally done with getting her panties in a twist, I turned on my sneakers and headed straight back to the counter, eager to get busy. I was still on the serving counter and now that the bitch had given me closing duty, I was going to be here for a long time. I grabbed the stool and made myself comfortable.

	 

	Selene came up to me and asked me if I was okay because my face had turned slightly pale. I told her I was fine, totally fine. Another lie. But I tried my best to look indifferent, especially since Ellie was giving me the look from across the expansive room and unless I wanted the entire brigade on my doorstep later tonight, I really had to keep myself in check. I just needed time to think and process everything I’d been told. That’s it. Seriously, I planned to go home tonight, relax and marathon Friends because nothing could cheer me up more than Chandler’s pathetic-ass jokes and Ross’ dope-ass character. 

	And when it finished, I fully planned to go straight to bed… and have a damn long night trying not to obsess over the change that was going to unfold in the coming days. 

	 

	I mean, come on, I spent four years trying to get over something that I couldn’t even remember! Endless hours of therapy with a bunch of totally infuriating psychiatrists – whom, by the way, my grandmother insisted I see, EVERY SINGLE DAMN WEEK… and this is what it all came up to? I mean, I’m all for positive thinking, but I’m not a mystical force. Someone just cut me a little slack here.

	 

	I told myself that I was okay with them returning, and I was okay with him returning too. The past was the past, the present the present. There was no need to stir unnecessary drama and bring attention to myself – that’s exactly what everyone, most especially grandmother, would want. She’d want to make a big deal out of this, but that couldn’t happen. 

	 

	It was best for all of us involved; me, the dumbass, his family and mine, that everything happen as quietly and smoothly as possible. Gossip from four years ago couldn’t rise up again. The Sebastians didn’t deserve that. 

	 

	To make that happen, I would have to hold both myself and grandmother. 

	 

	Jesus bloody Christ and everything else holy. That was easier said than done. 

	 

	So many questions from four years ago… but I was going to keep them to myself. At least for now. 

	 

	Peace was more important. 
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	La Cabane Rouge – Storeroom 

	An hour later 

	 

	Caia

	 

	Ellie followed me into the storeroom, cornering me against the back wall when I tried to leave. Her eyes were narrowed into two thin lines, and her expression was sharp. I would have been scared or at least mildly puzzled if I hadn’t seen the flicker of amusement and mischief in her eyes. 

	 

	“Your brother and I spoke today…” she started, her arms folding across her chest. 

	 

	I couldn’t help but smirk “I know. I mean, I did see you both out there… in front of everyone…” 

	 

	She scowled “Yeah okay, we’re not going to mention that bit”

	 

	“We aren’t?” I blinked innocently, trying not to smirk. I failed miserably. 

	 

	“Caia! Why didn’t you tell me!? Or at least give me a little heads up!?-”

	 

	I rolled my eyes “Ellie darling, where would the fun be if I’d told you!? The whole point of him confessing like that was for you to be blown away and surprised!” 

	 

	She laughed “Right”-

	 

	“Although I would like to point out that confessing to you in the middle of LCR was not my idea. I mean, I would have expected him to have a little more finesse”-

	 

	Ellie shook her head “I don’t care. I didn’t mind. I thought it was perfect” 

	 

	I stopped, blinked and then blinked again. “Well. I suppose that’s one way of looking at it” 

	 

	Ellie shrugged in response “I just… I still can’t believe that happened out there. I mean, that’s Brett – he’d sit next to me in English Lit and demand I help him through the class and wouldn’t take no for an answer. He’s class president, he’s one of the most popular people at the Academy”– 

	 

	“Oh for god’s sake Ellie, if it wasn’t for you, Brett would now be a class behind! There is no way he’d have been allowed to be a Senior if you hadn’t stepped in and helped him through Chemistry. So, forget class president, dad would have probably forced him to transfer schools. In hindsight, you did him a favour”

	 

	“Well – maybe”-

	 

	“Exactly. You know Brett is a dork, you know how he’s got a big head because puberty hit him like a truck and all the girls went mental over him – have been so since I can remember, you also know all the shit that gets said about him in school because he’s oh-so-popular, but you see – well I hope you see – past all these things. He’s goofy, he’s spoilt, he just about flunked Chemistry and he’s an attention seeking idiot who doesn’t know how to put dishes in the dishwasher, if you still like him and want to be with him… well, there you go. That’s how you know, what you both have is the real thing” 

	 

	Ellie’s frown eased as her shoulders relaxed. I relaxed too because I hadn’t realised it until this point, that Ellie really was the best thing that could ever happen to Brett. He was a guy that like to do as he pleased. He didn’t really have any responsibilities and he liked to chill more than he liked to work.

	 

	Ellie was the exact opposite.

	 

	She’d been in Brett’s life for a while, what with being his Chemistry tutor and all. She was level-headed, smart, responsible and took shit from no one. Perfect for him.

	 

	I knew Ellie from the ballet classes that Grandmother had forced me into, back during the one summer where the old hag thought I was getting a little fat. Ellie hadn’t been a ballerina in training, she’d been working there part-time, splitting her hours between the dance studio and then the clinic down the street. On that first day, she’d made me promise not to tell anyone about her work, confiding that she was trying to save up so she could go to Medical camp. We became really good friends – surprising since my therapists liked to tell me I was shit at making new friends. Eventually by the end of the third week, Ellie managed to save up enough money to make up for her half of the payment for medical camp (her mom was paying the second half) and by the fourth week she’d gone. 

	 

	I was the one who’d pushed Brett into persuading Ellie to tutor him. I knew how badly he was flunking, and I knew how smart she was. I also knew how badly she needed the money. Ellie was at the Academy on scholarship, her mom renting a house here in town, making ends meet by working around the clock as a nurse at the local hospital. It made sense to ask her, firstly because she was definitely the only person who didn’t go all starry-eyed at the first sight of my brother, but also because she was so damn great at school. I didn’t know anyone in his class who was smarter. 

	 

	Suffice to say, thanks to me, and no thanks to my bull-headed brother, Ellie pulled Brett out of the metaphorical grave he’d dug himself into, and the idiot managed to go on into senior year successfully, much to the relief of dad, who’d kind of given up on Brett when he’d come home that one day during his Junior year with an F in English. English. 

	Anyway, Ellie coming into Brett’s life was a godsend. I’m not even kidding. She’d civilised the guy, and that too, without even lifting a finger. She’d just… somehow managed to bring out the best in him. I mean, I saw the changes that the idiot went through; he’d stopped being the typical jock, generic Mr Popular, thinking he was the big, bad boy who could go around doing whatever he wanted. He grew out of his dick phase, learnt some manners and he… well, he actually became an all-round pleasant guy. Well as pleasant as he could get – which, not very pleasant if I thought about it properly. But whatever, he still had no idea how to use the dishwasher. But Brett was a pathetic person by nature – exhibit A being the scene he’d pulled out in LCR earlier. 

	 

	“You know, now that you are seriously with Brett, be prepared for everything that he brings to the table” 

	 

	Ellie’s eyes furrowed in response “What do you mean?” 

	 

	“My Grandmother. I don’t want to scare you off, but I really think I should prepare you for that woman. She’s a real something she is. Just… watch yourself around her, one minute she’ll be smiling at you like you’re the best thing ever, the next, she’ll turn right around and stick her claws in the back of your neck”

	 

	“Don’t you like your grandmother, Caia?” Ellie asked curiously 

	 

	“Like is a very strong word Ellie. I prefer tolerate” Which was a horrible understatement. I did so much more than tolerate her and her drama. I practically deserved a sainthood or something for it. 

	 

	“Listen Caia, I came back here because I wanted to ask you about”- 

	 

	I sighed “Caeden? The Sebastians?” 

	 

	Ellie frowned “Wow, you sound like you don’t care but your expression is saying otherwise”-

	 

	“I’m fine!” 

	 

	“That’s what they all say…” 

	 

	“I’m serious Ellie, I’m okay. I’ve been waiting for this day since the day they left” 

	 

	We heard Selena call out from the front counter and Ellie sighed, her head tilting to the side “Just… just promise that if you are going through a difficult time Caia, that you won’t hesitate in coming to us” 

	 

	I reluctantly nodded and watched Ellie hurry out to Selene. I didn’t breathe easily until she’d disappeared from the room. I appreciated, was so grateful for the support system I had around me. I had so many friends that cared about me, but sometimes, it just got too much. I really needed sometime alone to process everything. Ever since a few weeks ago when the news had initially been broken that the Sebastians would be returning, I hadn’t stopped to think about it properly. I’d avoided the thought, concentrated on the rare positive thoughts that would flutter through my mind whenever the topic was mentioned. And now I was really regretting not confronting the problem. 

	 

	I walked back to the counter, bracing myself for the endless amount of hours I still had left. This job had taught me so much, but best of all it had taught me perseverance. I was going to persevere even if it killed me! I had never worked so hard in my life – grandmother wasn’t at all impressed, but dad would be damned proud. And sure, the pay wasn’t all that great… but I’d earned every cent. 

	 

	With that gratifying thought, I faced the long line of customers.  Work today, play tomorrow. 

	***

	Approximately two and a half hours later 

	Still at it. Working hard, trying to look good whilst doing it even harder

	 

	Caia

	 

	Something weird happened. The entire café, for a good few seconds fell into a quiet hush. Not so weird when you think about it… but considering the amount of teenagers crowded in this place, it was a rare sight to see them with their mouths closed, eyes wide, staring at… well, they were all staring at the entrance. 

	 

	It was annoying; from back here where I was stood, the most I could make out was the delightful sight of the back of everyone’s heads. There was no buzz, no hushed whisperings, no boys muttering to each other, poking each other as they gestured to whatever they were gawking at. No, they were all dumbstruck, staring at whoever – or whatever was stood in front of the doorway. My curiosity only heightened with each passing second. I told myself getting up on the counter to satisfy it was not a good idea, no matter how tempting the idea was. Selene thought it was some celebrity – I disagreed because what the hell would a celebrity be doing here in Waverly? Also, celebrities caused a lot of screaming and noise… the opposite of which was happening here. Something – my gut? – told me this was important, that whoever was stood at the entrance was someone I wanted to see – needed to see. So I kept my eyes trained forward, almost crumpled over the counter in relief when I saw the crowd beginning to part – 

	 

	Oh shit. 

	 

	I should have known it wasn’t someone ordinary. No, this guy – as baffled and bemused as he looked – was something else. My eyes froze, my lips parted, and weirdly – most weirdly – my heart began to race. 

	 

	That had never happened before.

	 

	Quite conscious that my jaw was hanging open, I snapped it shut and tried my hardest not to stare. But damn it was hard. It was hard to look away, to not ogle him like every other person in this café was doing. There was just something about him that wrenched at my senses, heightened my awareness of him, and made me want to melt into a puddle of desire. 

	
Was it the way he looked? Right from the tip of his tousled dark hair to the hard boots on his feet, all six-foot-plus inches of him radiated some kind of aura – so fundamentally elemental and… dark. It was a relatively warm day today, the summer heat really doing us justice in the final few days before fall kicked in, but the look on his face sent shivers running down my spine. If I looked down, I’m pretty sure I’d see goosebumps coating the lengths of my bare arms. I could almost picture lightning and thunder clouds following in his wake. 

	 

	Or was it the way he moved? His stride purposeful, his head was cast down, attention directed at the cell in his hands. Whatever he was reading had captured his attention enough, he’d barely noticed the crowd still staring at him. 

	 

	And then he looked up. 

	 

	And let me tell you, when I say I forgot how to breathe, I damn well forgot how to breathe. 

	 

	Because… no one, 

	In this world. 

	Should have owned such a. 

	Masculine. 

	Hot. 

	Dangerous. 

	Face. 

	 

	And I say dangerous because that look, he just directed at the crowd around him… the devil himself would have cowered. 

	 

	I struggled to look away, knew it was too late when I saw the flash of emerald – bright beacons now aimed straight… at… me, the full force of his face hitting me hard. 

	 

	Rugged. 

	God damned chiselled. 

	Face. 

	 

	And all I could think was… trouble.
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	LCR – Downtown Waverly 

	Absolutely thunderstruck 

	Unable to move

	Heart beating into overdrive

	 

	Caia

	 

	I pretended to organise the candy box in front of me, my eyes trained on the guy making his way across the room... straight towards me. There was something about the way he moved – or was it that dark expression on his face? I just couldn’t put my finger on what it was about him that made me stare. There was something about him, I knew there had to be something, because in my not-so-great attempt at trying not to stare at this guy, I’d caught sight of Ellie and Stacy watching me and then the guy from across the room, looking... stricken? Why the hell? Did they know something that I didn’t? 

	 

	He stopped at the counter, his emerald eyes still trained on me – oh boy he was heavy on the eye contact – and I had to blink twice to deal with the full force of his attention. His and everyone else’s in the café. 

	 

	“Bottle of water” He said – and why the hell did that… remind me of something? What was it? 

	 

	“Right…” I tried another attempt at not-staring at his familiar face “water…” – god, why did I think he looked familiar? There was no way I could forget a face like… his. People had dreams – or nightmares – about people like him. You definitely didn’t want to cross this guy judging by the way he was stood there, as big as a damned linebacker – he looked like he could knock out a dozen people with a few well-aimed moves. 

	 

	Wow, where the hell had that come from? 

	 

	“Bottle of Seb’s” He added as I turned to head to the fridge. I paused, glanced over my shoulder – hoping the different angle would maybe prick my memory – nope – but my mind carried on whirling. Because why else would Stacy be watching me like a hawk as if she was waiting for something to happen, whilst Ellie stood to her side, gripping her apron like her life depended on it?  

	 

	Shaking my head, I grabbed the water, placed it on the counter – caught the glint in his eye 

	 

	Who the hell is he!?

	 

	“Yo sis” 

	 

	Oh no. 

	 

	With great reluctance, I turned my head to see my other brother – no, not the pathetic one who confessed his undying love to Ellie earlier, This was the younger one – Fabian -  who acted and spoke like he was ten years older than me. He leaned against the counter, half his attention on me, the other half on the crowd of girls waiting for him out on the street. It was his own little fan club. Fabian reached forward and swiftly grabbed one of the chocolate candy bars displayed on the counter. 

	 

	I wanted to shove that bar up his nose. 

	 

	“Put that down” 

	 

	The cheeky little shit had the nerve to smirk “Make me, sis” 

	 

	“Don’t make me have Stacy toss you out of here on your ass”

	 

	“Like she could handle me” – accompanied by another smirk. 

	 

	Adopted. He had to be, or I had to be, because there was no way we were related. 

	 

	“Can you leave? I don’t have time for this” – I held up a hand before another one of his stupid smirks could materialise again – “Without the chocolate”

	 

	He sighed “What is the actual point of you working here if I don’t get anything out of it?”

	 

	“Go away” 

	 

	Another sigh – “We really need to work on your communication skills. I don’t think you understand what a question is” – He shook his head, hands on hips, looking extremely disappointed – probably in me because I didn’t let him pinch free candy – when he stilled – well actually, more like froze, his eyes on none other than the hot guy, who’d spent the last couple of minutes blatantly being nosy. 

	 

	And then almost instantaneously, Fabian’s head snapped back to me, then back to the guy – and then back to me. For a second, I was concerned he was going to snap his neck in the process – then I reminded myself that I didn’t give a single damn because just last week, Fabian had uploaded an entire Instagram story of me dancing in the studio to Cardi B, on his account ‘just for the fun of it’, resulting in a whole series of embarrassing posts dedicated to me all over social media. 

	 

	“Dude” he breathed – or gushed, his entire face disgustingly lighting up. I think it took a couple of seconds for hot guy to snap out of daydreaming – as his expression went from blank, to puzzlement… to recognition, to a small smile, all in the matter of thirty seconds. 

	 

	“You’re here” Fabian carried on “I mean, of course you are - how you doing?” 

	 

	With utter surprise, I watched my normally-smooth-as-hell little brother stumble over his words, still staring up at the hot guy like he was some idol. Which only made me do the same, except I was staring with utter confusion. Fabian thought himself a genius, so it was rare for him to admire anyone but himself. He admired dad and… I think that was it. So, when Fabian looked up at the hot guy like he was a starved man’s three-course-meal, I had to wander for the gazillionth time who the hell this guy was. 

	 

	“I’m good. You?” The hot guy easily answered Fabian’s greeting and – wait a second – he knew my brother? He knew my fifteen-year-old brother? 

	 

	“Yeah, not too bad. Did you just get in?” 

	 

	The guy nodded – “Yeah, stopped home first to drop off my stuff…” 

	 

	And strangely, his eyes flickered to mine, resting there for like a millisecond. I had no idea what was going through his brain… because I didn’t know this guy at all – that I was sure of. Then why the hell did this guy keep staring at me – oh my god what if I had something on my face? 

	 

	Still, that didn’t explain why he looked so familiar. God this was so frustrating. Because clearly this guy – whoever the hell he was, knew Fabian, and Fabian knew him. How? They couldn’t be old friends – the guy looked around my age, whilst you could tell Fabian was just going through puberty. 

	 

	“…I’ll see you around then?” I heard Fabian ask, his eyes shining with hope – which made me roll my eyes because as if this dweeb was mooning over the hot guy.  

	 

	The guy gave some kind of response which I didn’t quite catch even though I was very blatantly eavesdropping. I watched Fabian walk out, his own little entourage of girls following behind him. I snorted at the picture – before instantly snapping my gaze to the guy. 

	 

	“You know my brother” 

	 

	It was more of a statement than a question. 

	 

	He gave a meagre shrug – a response I didn’t approve of at all – until I realised he was staring pointedly at my hand, and I remembered he was the customer and I was supposed to be serving him not ogling him like a piece of meat. I quickly swore under my breath and passed him the water bottle

	 

	“Sorry” I hastily cleared my head and my hands and then tapped the order into the monitor so he could pay – oh what the hell, what could I possibly lose? – I caught his gaze and then squared my shoulders “Do I know you from somewhere?” 

	 

	I’d love to say his expression relaxed into a charming smile… or something that put my gut feeling to ease. But none of that happened. The guy’s expression eased a fraction, his emerald eyes glinting with something like mischief as he looked back at me – like as if he knew something I didn’t. 

	 

	“I don’t know… should you?” came his response. 

	 

	My eyes narrowed; my frustration levels spiked up. Here I was, having a terrible gut feeling that I knew this guy from somewhere, whilst the guy in question was being a sarcastic smartass. Wait a second - did he think I was hitting on him? Oh my god, did he think I was using a line on him!? 

	 

	“No seriously, I think”- 

	 

	“How about we stop with the chit-chat and focus on work?” I heard the voice of the devil pipe up “We have a queue building up, if you hadn’t noticed” Stacy caught my gaze and then held it, her eyes narrowing as she did so. 

	 

	“But”- I shot the guy a glance – his expression now completely neutral, almost like I’d just imagined the momentary frustration I’d seen flash across his features - 

	 

	“Why don’t you move onto our other cashier?” Stacy smoothly told the guy, gesturing him towards Selene. 

	 

	My mouth fell open. 

	 

	She interrupted my conversation AND she gave him to Selene? I don’t know what I was more offended about. 

	 

	The only consolation was the flicker of irritation I saw cross the hot guy’s expression as he stared back at Stacy. And that lasted about a micro-second too – which you know, so flattering. I watched him hesitate – why the hell was he hesitating? -  gave me a brief parting nod and walked away, leaving me feeling just as confused as I was minutes ago. 

	 

	I wanted to haul him back, interrogate the heck out of him, because why the hell was I getting such a weird vibe from him!? I’m telling you; it was driving me crazy – because I had to know this guy from somewhere – right? 

	 

	Or maybe I was being all delusional? Maybe I was overthinking this. A hot guy shows up to the café, looks like he’s around my age and I suddenly start thinking I know him? 

	 

	I tampered down a ludicrous snort and focused my attention on the job at hand. I reminded myself I had no business in obsessing over strange guys, that I had more important things on my plate. Who cares if I had a gut feeling, who cares if I was getting a weird vibe from him, who cares if his emerald eyes were so damned familiar?

	 

	I only had room for one problem at a time in my life, and right now, the Sebastians had dibs on it. 
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	A good few hours later – late night 

	LCR parking lot – downtown Waverly 

	Alone as a mouse, quiet as a mouse

	 

	Caia

	 

	It was ten at night, pitch black and I was standing out here in the LCR parking lot where there was not one single streetlamp. I could get mugged, I could get my throat slit, I could die, and no one would know. Okay maybe that was a slight exaggeration – but the underlining point was the same. I was going to murder Brett once I got home. 

	 

	That was if I got home.

	 

	He had one job. One job. To give me a ride home tonight. It’s not my fault Stacy had thrown the closing shift at me last minute, even though both Ellie and I had been on the receiving end of her psychotic bitch-fit. 

	 

	Just one night, tonight. AND HE WASN’T HERE. 

	 

	And did I mention how cold it was? 

	 

	Yes, I’d called him. Ten times, in fact. Repeatedly. But did the dork pick up? Of course not. The idiot now had a girlfriend, so of course he wouldn’t pick up his phone. I was so going to kill him. His hours were numbered. 

	 

	It didn’t at all help that both mom and dad were at a charity thing tonight, or that Jake was out of town. It didn’t help that everyone I could potentially call was busy – believe me, I’d already run through my long list of backups. 

	 

	I was quite rightly doomed. 

	 

	Serves me right, let’s be honest. It’s my own fault I totalled my first car, almost killed my second car and after that, mom and dad didn’t even mention getting me a third. I had my license… as useless as it was. Everyone thought it was fake anyway. 

	 

	I checked my phone again – cursing my luck because how was it that the one night I desperately needed a ride, even Uber wasn’t working with me?

	 

	I hopped about on the spot, pulling my flimsy jacket tighter around me as I checked my phone for the hundredth time. This was actually getting ridiculous. Like, how the hell was I going to get home tonight!? Was there some way I could… magic up a car-? A blinding light stunned my thoughts to a halt, my hand flying to protect my eyes from the sheer startle of the headlights – my god was that Brett!? – please be Brett – god that was Brett! -  

	 

	Oh wait… 

	 

	I stilled, breath held whilst I watched the midnight black car approach, getting closer and closer. I didn’t move an inch, my heart dropping with each passing second as it dawned on me that this wasn’t Brett’s car, and that wasn’t Brett behind the wheel. A stranger in an empty parking lot at this time of the night – I shook my head, trying to rid my mind of the paranoia. I was just being silly – there was no way a serial killer was sitting in that car – oh shit. What if? I swore, cast a desperate glance around my surrounding – I was doomed.  

	 

	This was it. This was the end. Whoever was in that damned car was going to come straight at me and finish me off – 

	The SUV came to a halt – I tried to look busy, tried not to stare – as the window rolled down and – wait a second. 

	 

	Shock, confusion – and somewhere within me, relief, flooded my senses. 

	 

	It was the guy from earlier – looking straight back at me, his expression assessing as he took stock of whatever he was observing; me, standing in an empty parking lot, at night. I didn’t miss – felt a little self-conscious when his eyes dipped, then lifted, raking over my body like he was trying to commit the image of me to memory. And then a hard glint appeared in his eyes, and without even realising I found myself stepping backward, away from him. 

	 

	“What the hell are you doing here?” – a valid question considering he should have been long gone hours ago. 

	

	“I could ask you the same question” 

	 

	Yep, definitely a smartass “I work here” I retorted, folding my arms across my chest. 

	 

	“And?” 

	 

	“And we just closed” I finished, utterly stunned at how he had the nerve to speak to me as if a) he knew me and had every right to speak to me in such a smartass tone and b)as if he could order me around with the guarantee that I would actually listen to him. 

	 

	That’s when he clicked open the door and stepped out, his tall shadow eating up mine almost instantaneously. I tried not to think about how attractive he looked, basking in the low amber headlights coming from his car, or how the light accentuated his fine jaw line and the rigid planes of his face. I reminded myself once again that not two seconds ago this guy had spoken to me as if he… I don’t know, owned me. Whilst he was quite literally a stranger. 

	 

	“Are you waiting for a ride?” He asked, his hands buried deep in his pockets. He tilted his head, watching me with a… weird look. 

	 

	I hesitated a fraction, wondering whether I should lie, and get rid of him, or tell him the truth and maybe ask him for help. I tried to reason that he looked like a… safe guy. He didn’t look like a lunatic, and it was way too cold to stand out here any longer, depending on hope alone. 

	 

	So I found myself nodding “I called my brother” 

	 

	He scoffed “Now or half an hour ago?”

	 

	My mouth fell open. How the hell did he know!? “Now” I lied because this guy didn’t need to know I was all but stranded out here – had been for the past hour and a half now. 

	 

	The guy nodded “So…you’re going to…what? Wait out here for him until he shows up?” 

	 

	I nodded, even though I knew I was crazy for even considering the idea. I pulled the jacket tighter around me, surprised that the thing hadn’t even slightly teared, considering the way I was wrapping it around me. . 

	 

	“Does this happen every night?” 

	 

	My brows furrowed at the tone of his voice, once again. Why the hell did he sound so… outraged by this? Who the hell did he think he was? “No” I told him, stopping to take a deep breath “Look, no need for you to stick around. I’m sure he’ll show up soon. You should get going”-

	 

	“I don’t think so” He stated, with a shake of his head. 

	 

	Okay was it just me or was this guy being way too bossy? He was going on like he knew me, his tone of voice suggesting he was familiar with me – which was preposterous because -  

	 

	“How about I give you a ride?”

	 

	I stopped whatever I was thinking and stared at him, dumbstruck. “No”-

	 

	“So you want to wait out here in the cold for someone who may or may not show up?” He countered, folding his arms across his chest. 

	 

	I bit my lip. “Better safe than sorry” I muttered, eyeing him

	 

	He held up his hands “I promise I’m not a creep” 

	 

	Well, that was no relief at all, considering anyone – creep or otherwise would have said the same. But I really had to weigh in on my own position – did I really have a choice? How bad could it be if he gave me a ride home? 

	 

	I took in his stance against the side of his car and studied him. He had an intent expression covering his face, his eyes glinting with something I couldn’t quite name – another spark of weirdness ran through me, my brain setting off more bells – why did I keep on getting the feeling that I knew this guy from before? Every time I thought it clicked, the thought just as quickly vanished, leaving me baffled. 

	 

	I swallowed down the hint of wariness that was creeping up my veins and decided to think about this rationally, ignoring all these stupid feelings and stuff whirling about in my brain. This was a guy who I’d served earlier today. He was somehow friends with Fabian, the entire town seemed to know who he was, and he seemed pretty… nice. And here he was, offering to give me a ride home when the alternative was waiting out here, in an utterly unsafe parking lot, for someone who may or may not arrive. 

	 

	Putting it that way… it really was a no brainer. 

	 

	I let my shoulders ease and my jacket loosen. He seemed to notice that too and understood what it meant – if that fleeting smirk was anything to go by. He stepped away and into his car and I hurried over to the other side, hoping to god that I hadn’t made a mistake in trusting this guy. 
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	I trusted him because Fabian knew him. Surely my baby brother was a good judge of character? 

	 

	I sighed, realising that I couldn’t really do anything about it now. I was already in the car, buckled in, on my way home. And I was surprised to say that judging by this guy’s driving… he knew the area pretty well. I’d initially labelled him as someone from the city, who was visiting for summer vacation or something. I think my judgement was way off. He definitely didn’t look out-of-town anymore. He looked right at home, driving along Waverly’s narrow, secluded roads, roads that became even more difficult to navigate once you got closer to the residential neighbourhoods – well, difficult if you didn’t know the area. 

	This guy evidently did. 

	 

	And he sure as hell knew where I lived, considering all I’d done was tell him my address – something he hadn’t even bothered to ask me - and he hadn’t even used the GPS. 

	 

	I found myself becoming more and more curious about him – he knew Waverly well - too well, for someone who was an outsider. But… if he wasn’t an outsider, a fact that was becoming more and more evident, then who was he? And I couldn’t even ignore the feeling I was getting any more. There had to be some reason behind why this guy felt so familiar… 

	 

	 “What were you doing still hanging around LCR?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as I could. 

	 

	His eyes briefly met mine, his expression blank. Okay, I had definitely seen that look before. 

	 

	“Waiting for someone” He simply answered. 

	 

	“Who?”

	 

	He met my eyes again “Just an old friend…”

	 

	“Oh so you are from Waverly?” I adjusted my position so I could see him better.

	 

	His eyes faintly narrowed “You could say that…” 

	 

	I just stared at him, trying to make sense of what he said in my head. For his part, he didn’t offer anything else, just drove in silence. Well at least he was a good driver. But I just couldn’t seem to let it go. Maybe it was because I was generally a suspicious person, or maybe it was just this guy – I just couldn’t place him anywhere-

	 

	No. 

	 

	My head whipped around as I looked at him, utterly, wholly, completely horror-struck. 

	 

	“Stop the car”.

	 

	He shot me a frown “Right here? Why?”

	 

	“Stop the car!” I repeated, trying to keep the panic from my voice. “STOP THE DAMNED CAR”

	 

	He slammed the break down and the car screeched to a halt. And then he furiously turned to glare at me. 

	 

	“Is this some kind of a joke!?” I heard my frantic voice ask “Is it? Is this funny to you? What the hell”- I shook my head, trying to figure out what was going on. Because he… how, when, WHY!? He was-

	 

	“Caia calm down” 

	 

	My eyes flew to his “Calm down!? Are you serious right now!?”

	 

	I almost lost it when I caught him rolling his eyes. 

	 

	“Okay there’s no need to act like a drama-queen”-

	 

	“You’re Caeden” I managed to get out through gritted teeth. 

	 

	He sighed “About time you figured it out. Took you long enough”. 

	 

	“Yeah it did. Were you planning on divulging that piece of information at all tonight?” 

	 

	I saw him wince “Well… maybe…”

	 

	“Yes or no, Sebastian?”

	 

	He hesitated, as if weighing his options “I was waiting for you to find out for yourself” He finally admitted, his jaw clenched in that annoying way. 

	 

	“Right. Ignored me for an entire year, then didn’t even bother to say goodbye before you left this sorry-ass town. Three years and this is how you come back and say hello!?” I felt like slapping him. “By deceiving”-

	 

	“I knew who you were!” He interrupted hotly, his eyes somehow flashing in the dark.  

	 

	“Yes well I didn’t!” I snapped back “I had no idea who you were. I spent all day trying to think of where I’d seen you, why you looked so freaking familiar”-

	 

	“I just don’t understand how it took you this long”-

	 

	“Three years Sebastian!”-

	 

	“And I hardly had plastic surgery did I!?” He retorted.

	 

	I rolled my eyes “Would it have been so hard to just tell me?” 

	 

	“Well yes. C’mon Carvello, your brother recognised me”-

	 

	I tried not to scoff “He’s an idiot”. 

	 

	“And he spent like what? A couple of days around me – if that, all those years ago, but he still managed to recognise me”-

	 

	I let out a disgusted noise “I can’t believe I’m sitting in your car right now” 

	 

	“Not mine. It’s Rafe’s” He muttered with an eye roll. 

	 

	“Wow, that makes so much of a difference” I remarked “What, stealing his stuff wasn’t enough, now you’ve stooped to taking his car?” 

	 

	“Funny, were your jokes always this bad or is tonight a special occasion?” 

	 

	“I saw your face after three years asshole. It’s put me off my game”

	 

	“That would be true if you had game in the first place” 

	 

	“You haven’t been around me for last three years. What would you know?” I countered, folding my arms across my chest and giving him a pointed look. 

	 

	“Do you plan on getting home at all tonight Carvello?” He inquired, his voice suddenly a lot calmer. My eyes narrowed suspiciously. “Because if you do, I suggest you keep that mouth of yours closed. God, I’ve definitely not missed you”

	 

	A snort escaped my lips as I watched the dumbass start the car again but when he shot me a warning look, I wisely kept my thoughts to myself. 

	 

	My brain was still reeling though. I was with Caeden. Caeden Blake Sebastian. I had spent months pondering over what this moment would be like. Ever since news got out that they were returning, I’d been planning on what I’d say if I ran into him, how I would act, how I would respond. And it all came down to this. Me, sitting in his car, absolutely and completely dumbstruck. 

