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      This is a rewrite of the original series, The Destiny Trilogy by Cindy Ray Hale.

      

      This book takes place during the events of first portion of Synchrony, Book Two of The Destiny Trilogy. Scenes and events have been changed and rearranged.

      

      I hope you love this version of the story even better than the original.

    

  


  
    
      For my son Ethan. He knows what’s what.
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            Isaac

          

        

      

    

    
      “I hate saying goodbye,” Destiny whispered, holding my hand tighter. She glanced back toward Michael’s bedroom window. If he found her out here with the forbidden Baptist boy at three o’clock in the morning, it wouldn’t be pretty.

      “I know the feeling.” I turned to her with a rueful grin.

      Destiny cupped a hand around the back of my neck. I leaned my face down and kissed her. I never tired of kissing her, running my hands through her lush, dark hair, or smelling her sweet floral scent.

      “I had an amazing night,” I said, tucking a curl behind her ear.

      “Me, too.” Destiny’s breath tickled against my lips as she spoke. “I didn’t want it to end.”

      “Can I see you tomorrow?” I kissed the corner of her mouth. “And the next day?” I kissed her cheek. “And the next?”

      She gave a soft giggle. “Isaac. You’ll wake up my brother.”

      “Mmm. You’re right. We wouldn’t want that. I’d better get you back inside.” Michael would beat the crap out of me if he found me outside with his sister in the middle of the night. He’d assume the worst and wouldn’t believe anything else. But I had only treated Destiny with the utmost respect and had no intention of ever treating her otherwise.

      I stepped back, and Destiny turned away from me reluctantly. She reached up, straining to lift her bedroom window. It was a little high for her, so I reached up and helped her push it into place.

      “Let me help you up,” I said. I laced my fingers together and held them down like a stirrup.

      Destiny stepped into my hands and grasped my shoulder for stability with her small hand before climbing into her bedroom. She giggled as she tumbled onto her bedroom floor. I stifled a laugh and hoped that her thud hadn’t disturbed the sleeping members of the household.

      She turned around and leaned out the window. I reached up and placed my hands on her perfect, soft cheeks. I hated it that our perfect night of stargazing had to end, but I would be a zombie in the morning if I didn’t call it a night. On my tiptoes, I gave her one final kiss.

      “Goodnight, beautiful.” I pulled away and gazed into her sweet face.

      “Goodnight,” she whispered.

      Destiny shut the window, and I picked up the screen from where I’d left it resting in the tall grass next to the foundation of the house. It took some doing, but I was able to stretch up enough to replace the screen on her window. I snapped it into place and gave Destiny a final wave goodbye from where she stood next to her curtains.

      The next day when Dad came in to check on me, I told him I needed another day to rest from my car accident instead of going to church. He seemed satisfied with my excuse and left me to my slumber. I woke up later to a thunderstorm and had the vague thought that I was grateful for how clear the night had been. The stars had been the best I’d seen in a while. It was magical to share it with Destiny. I rolled over and knew nothing but blackness.

      I didn’t wake again until Josh was home from church, rummaging around in his room, making some racket. I rolled over in bed and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I reached for my phone to check to see if Destiny had messaged me and then remembered that Dad still had my phone. I groaned. I sat up and stretched. I felt much better after all that sleep. I pulled on some athletic pants and a shirt and headed downstairs.

      Dad looked up from the book he was reading on the couch in the family room. “I see you’ve joined the land of the living.”

      I grunted in response and sat next to him.

      “How are you feeling?”

      I raked a hand through my mussed-up hair. “Much better. I’m ready to go back to school tomorrow.”

      “Good.” Dad returned his eyes to his book.

      Did he suspect I remembered he’d put my life in danger and then lied about it when he’d caused that accident?
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      The halls of Bethel Baptist Academy were full as I headed to Mr. Byrd’s for homeroom for my first day back since Dad’s idiotic attempt to manipulate me while driving landed me in the hospital with a concussion. And people say teenagers are reckless drivers. I couldn’t believe he was being such a jerk about me dating Destiny. Actually, I could. He was just like that. Mostly, he was a cool dad, but he could be so stubborn. And my relationship with Destiny was one of those things that set him off. I’d spent the weekend debating whether I should tell Mom that he’d lied about the cause of our accident. I didn’t want to upset her, but she deserved to know what a jerk he really was. I was still undecided.

      Some people aren’t what they seem. The thought popped into my head as I pushed my way to my locker before homeroom. It was something that I’d seen too much of lately. On the surface, Dad was a perfect Christian. He’d spent most his life studying and teaching God’s Word, and most of the students seemed to think he was doing an excellent job as headmaster, so far. That wasn’t including anyone who knew how he’d been treating Destiny and her family.

      Honestly, back at the beginning of the school year, I had been little different. I’d felt that my bigotry was justified. Dad had had me convinced that Destiny was on the pathway to hell.

      I’d been so stupid.

      In the hallway, I slipped past a group of girls clustered together outside the choir room.

      “Welcome back, Isaac!” Evelyn Cooper, the junior class president, waved as I passed.

      “Thanks.” I smiled.

      Jessie Larsen gossiped with the girls, but abruptly stopped when Aspen and Will walked past and into the choir room. She threw a dark look at their backs before returning to her conversation. What was her deal? I shrugged. Why did I care anyway? Jessie was always wrapped up in drama.

      As I turned into the choir room, Hannah called out to me from down the hall. I raised a hand in greeting, and she rushed toward me.

      “Hey, I have something for you,” she said, handing me a folded piece of notebook paper.

      I raised my eyebrows, but she just smiled and waved before turning away and darting behind the clustered girls.

      As I stepped into the choir room, I wrapped my fingers around the small rectangle of folded paper and took a seat on the front row. Looking around to make sure no one was watching me, I unfolded the paper and read: Meet me under the southwest stairwell at 10. –D

      My lips curled up at the corners. I missed her so much. Since Dad had taken my phone away, I hadn’t been able to text or call Destiny.

      Sydney Carter, my ex-girlfriend Aspen’s best friend, plopped down into the seat next to me. “Hey. You’re back! How are you feeling?” She ran a hand through her long, dark hair.

      I refolded the paper casually. No need to arouse suspicion.

      “Fine.” My tone was aloof. So, she was going to be all nice to me now? Sure, plenty of my old friends had come to see me in the hospital, but I thought that was out of curiosity. Well, better her than Aspen.

      A high-pitched laugh caught my attention across the room as Aspen flirted with Will. I clenched my jaw and averted my eyes. Even after everything I’d been through with Destiny, it still hurt to see them together. It just didn’t seem fair that they were so happy. Whatever happened to “you reap what you sow?” Aspen and Will were lying, cheating hypocrites. It wasn’t until I discovered them making out in the parking lot of her favorite sandwich shop that I realized she’d been cheating on me with my best friend. Shouldn’t they be reaping the whirlwind?

      At 9:58, I stepped out of Honors English with a hall pass, so I could “go to the bathroom.” When I arrived at the staircase on the southwest corner of the building, Destiny was already there.

      “Hey,” I said, smiling. She looked beautiful in her white oxford and plaid skirt. Some girls couldn’t pull off the uniform, but Destiny was not one of those girls. I moved deeper into the shadows, pulled her close to me, and kissed her gently. If I was going to skip class, I might as well make the most of it.

      “I missed you,” she said.

      “I missed you, too,” I said between kisses.

      “This meeting up in stairwells is getting old,” Destiny said.

      “It’s our first time.”

      “Yeah. I’m already tired of it.”

      “At least it’s a way we can talk without stirring up drama.”

      “Isn’t there a way you can convince your dad to give you your phone back?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “What if you told him you remember everything about the car accident and that you’ll tell your mom unless he gives you your keys and phone back?”

      I hadn’t thought about that. I rubbed my jaw. “My dad wouldn’t take nicely to me threatening him. It would just make him angrier.”

      “You could at least try. Please.” Her blue eyes pleaded up to me, and I knew I couldn’t deny her anything she asked.
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      “Hey, Preston, can I borrow a pen?” Destiny asked. We were in seminary, the church class we attended every morning before school.

      I gave her a tight smile. Ever since she’d been dating that Baptist guy, things had been strained between us. It wasn’t that there weren’t any girls who liked me; it was that Destiny didn’t. I’d thought I had a chance with her. I’d thought I was good enough. I was wrong. Just look at her. She was nice and beautiful with long, dark hair and she enjoyed camping and the outdoors. What wasn’t to like? It was no wonder Isaac wanted her. I’d wanted her for as long as I could remember.

      After handing her my spare pen, I turned my gaze away, pretending I didn’t notice the way the light caught the highlights in her hair.

      I’d never forget the horrible Sunday he’d come to church with her, and she’d admitted they were dating. The wrenching in my gut was like that sick feeling you get when you remember a test you forgot to study for. Or when, six hours into the drive home, you realize that you left your favorite stuffed animal from when you were a little kid in the hotel room.

      What could I have done differently to win her over? I’d gone over it in my head repeatedly. Had I been too bold at the paintball game when I’d put my arm around her? My cheeks burned in humiliation as I remembered the way she’d twisted away from me. Should I have fought harder for her? I’d considered beating the crap out of Isaac more times than I could count, but what would that achieve? It would just make her pull further away from me.

      What did she see in him? That’s what I could never understand. Sure, he was a pretty boy, but Destiny should be able to see past that. Even if she never picked me, she should at least find a guy worthy of her. He wasn’t even remotely close to worthy. He seemed to think he was better than the rest of the world, like we should all bow down to him. How could a guy like that make Destiny happy?

      She was the bravest, strongest, most beautiful girl I’d ever known. She tackled life just as fearlessly as she conquered the toughest cliffs when rock climbing. If she gave me a chance, I would make it my goal in life to bring a smile to her face every day.

      But today wasn’t that day.

      A small sigh escaped her lips, and I glanced over at her open notebook to see her doodle his name in a curly feminine script.

      With my pen.
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      “See you later, Destiny,” Hannah called with a wave as she climbed into Evan’s yellow Jeep. Through the driver’s side window, I could see them leaning in for a kiss. All day she and Evan had been inseparable. Normally, I wouldn’t have noticed, but it was hard to sit next to them being lovey-dovey when Isaac was across the lunchroom sitting at a table full of football players. It wasn’t fair we had to hide, and they could be as open as they wanted. I missed him.

      I retreated to the sidewalk that wrapped around the corner of the high school building and scanned the line of cars to see if Mom had arrived. I couldn’t see her anywhere. Michael had football practice today, so I couldn’t ride home with him unless I stayed late.

      My phone rang in my pocket.

      “Hey, Mom.”

      “Hey, I’m stuck over at the dentist’s office with Elijah and Brianna. I need you and Olivia to stay after with Michael today.”

      I couldn’t help but smile. And watch my sexy boyfriend play football? What an inconvenience. “Sure thing, Mom. I’ll let Livie know.” I ended the call and looked up to see Olivia approaching me with a group of her eighth-grade friends from the direction of the middle-school building on campus. The middle school was further back from the loading zone, so those students congregated with the high school kids when it was time to wait for their rides. Despite being the only Mormon in eighth grade, Olivia hung out with the popular crowd. I would have liked to assume that my lack of popularity was because I was one of the freaky Mormons, but Olivia and Michael blew that theory out of the water. You’d think dating the student body president would get me some popularity points, but it seemed to do just the opposite. Sure, I got noticed—just not positively.

      The strange thing was I didn’t care as much about popularity anymore. Sure, it was nice to be well liked, but as long as I had a few key friends who stood by me, it didn’t matter what most of the student body of Bethel thought about me.

      “Livie, Mom’s stuck at the dentist with Elijah and Brianna. We have to ride home with Michael today.”

      She made a face. “Are you serious? It’s freezing out here.”

      “Then don’t watch them practice,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Go inside and do your homework.”

      I hated the cold, too, but I would gladly endure the weather if it meant I could watch Isaac play. My chances to spend time with him were slipping away more every day. Every moment with him was precious, even if it was just watching from afar.

      I settled into the bleachers and wrapped my coat around myself. Unzipping my backpack, I fished out the purple knit hat my grandmama had made me for Christmas a couple of years ago. I pulled it on over my freezing ears and breathed warmth into my hands. Isaac passing the ball. He looked up and caught me watching him and his entire face lit up. Suddenly, my spot on the bleachers didn’t seem so cold. Seeing him look at me like that was enough to get me through the tough moments away from him.

      “Where’s Olivia?” Michael asked after the practice as we approached the high school.

      “She’s in the high school somewhere. She didn’t want to sit in the cold.” Michael gave me an appraising look, and I wished I hadn’t added that last part about the cold. Michael knew how much I hated to be cold and how much I liked Isaac. I wasn’t doing a very good job convincing people that we weren’t together. Oh well. It didn’t matter, did it? As long as they didn’t see us constantly together, they couldn’t say anything. I could want whoever I wanted in my heart.

      Michael pulled out his phone and began composing what I assumed was a text for Olivia, telling her to meet us at the car. Hudson Brown walked past us as we reached Michael’s green Honda Civic, and Michael lifted his hand in greeting.

      “Hey, Hudson,” I said. He came over, smiling his usual devil-may-care grin. “What are you still doing here?”

      His smiled twisted into an annoyed expression. “I was over in the chem lab. Dr. Spencer’s having me do extra credit to pull up my grades.”

      “Do you have a car now?”

      “Yep. I just turned sixteen last week. My mom hooked me up with that sweet little Mercedes C250.” He pointed three empty spots over to a gleaming, cherry red sports car.

      “For real?” Michael dropped his hand from his door handle and turned toward the Mercedes, his eyes caressing it like it was a beautiful woman. “I saw that car this morning, and I was wondering whose it was.”

      “Can I say that your mom is awesome in my book?” I said after we’d walked over to survey it. I smiled to myself. Since he’d gotten it, the interior was already cluttered with a random assortment of both opened and unopened cans of Monster, a scattered stack of car magazines, and a rolled-up bag of Doritos.
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