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NEWSLETTER




I’d love to keep in touch with you!

Just sign up for my newsletter.

You’ll get early access to my releases, the news in my world, and will find great book merch and swag at my store!










Wednesday, August 31st

An angry march.

12:30pm








As the plane races down the runway to take off, I realize I’ve come full circle. I’m going back to where it started.


I close my eyes, take a deep breath, and imagine the view. 


The ocean in the distance. The rows of grapes. The house on the hill. In just a few hours, I’ll be back where I belong.


“What the—” I hear yelled out from the cockpit just as I’m lurched forward in my seat when the plane’s brakes quickly engage. 


I look out the window, watching as we skid, then go off into the grass, but I can’t see the reason why. Maybe there was an animal or something they didn’t want to hit?


But then I hear one of the pilots yelling about why the runway wasn’t clear.


The flight attendant hasn’t said anything. She’s still buckled in her seat, reading on her phone, like this is an everyday occurrence.


And it might be. 


One time, when we were getting ready to land in London and our wheels were inches from touching the ground, the plane pulled up fast and ascended at a high rate of speed. A few moments later, the pilot came over the speaker and told us that even though we had been given permission to land, the runway wasn’t clear, so he would have to circle the airport a few times, then get back in line to make our final approach. 


But then I hear the pilot go, “What does that asshole think he’s doing? He can’t just land wherever the hell he wants.” 


I look out the window and find nothing out of the ordinary, so I get unbuckled, move to a seat on the left side of the plane, and see a black helicopter landing in the middle of the runway. 


I watch as the doors open and a passenger gets out. 


I blink a few times trying to figure out if who I think I see is actually there. 


It can’t be.


But it is. 


Johnny is walking at a fast clip across the runway toward my plane. He looks like a man on a mission, his gait authoritative. 


Or is it more of an angry march?


Shit, he’s pissed. 


At me.


The cockpit door bangs open, and the pilots come out, also looking angry. They open the cabin door and push down the airstairs at the same time that Johnny arrives. 


“Thank you, good sirs,” he says, like they did it just for him.


The next thing I know, Johnny’s on the plane and in my face. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Arrington?”


The pilot yells back at him, “That’s what we want to know!”


Johnny ignores them, his focus solely on me. “Did you really think you could just leave without a word or explanation? We have plans!”


At this point, the pilot goes, “Whoa now, buddy. Calm down.” 


And I can tell by the way he says it, he must think Johnny is some jilted lover.


“Where are you going?” Johnny asks, his countenance quite serious.


“Away,” I offer sheepishly, suddenly feeling bad.


He shakes his head. “No, you’re not. You’re going to tell me what the hell happened between I love Augie and we’re staying at Eastbrooke to now. And I’ll tell you up front, the only acceptable explanation is that there was a serious family crisis. But I happen to know that’s not the case. So, the real question becomes, was I wrong about you? Are we not really friends?”


The sound of sirens fills the air, and I can see a security car and an ambulance with lights flashing, heading toward the plane.


The pilot says to Johnny, “You’re in big trouble now.”


“Oh, please,” Johnny says, “it’s not like she’s the president. I needed to stop her flight, and I did so effectively.”


“You crashed my plane,” the pilot argues.


“You drove off the runway and got a little grass in your tires. Hardly a crash. Besides,” Johnny says, gesturing toward me, “she’s the one they should arrest.”


“Why me?” I ask.


“Because you left your friends with no explanation and weren’t answering your phone. No one knew where you went.”


“How did you find me then?”


“I called the First Lady.”


“You know her?” I really shouldn’t be surprised, but I am.


“Whose gems do you think she wore to the inaugural ball?” he replies, using the kind of tone that tells me I’m an idiot for asking.


“Yours, I suppose?”


At this point, airport security boards the plane. And I know I’ll never be allowed to fly with this company again.


“Is everyone all right?” the man asks.


“All right?” the pilot screeches and points toward Johnny. “This idiot landed his stupid helicopter in front of our plane. As we were taking off!”


“Technically, it was not me,” Johnny says calmly. “It was my pilot.”


“How old are you?” the guy asks Johnny.


“Sixteen,” he replies.


The flight attendant looks at me, her eyes wide, and says, “How old are you?”


“Um, sixteen,” I admit. 


“But I—” she starts to say, then must realize what she’s about to admit. She clamps her mouth shut, probably worried she could get in trouble for the champagne. 


“Let me explain,” Johnny says, getting out his wallet. “I need to take Arrington, the girlfriend of His Royal Highness Prince Augustus of England, to my yacht, where the prince is waiting for her arrival.”


The pilot looks at me, not convinced. “Do you want to go with him?”


I look at Johnny and shake my head. “I don’t deserve a friend like you.”


“Yeah, you do, Sparkles.”


When he calls me that, I completely lose it. 


I’ve been holding it together since I left school, but I can’t anymore. I’m talking ugly crying—big tears that won’t stop, snotty nose, hiccupping, helpless and hopeless crying. 


No one is quite sure what to do with me, but they must allow Johnny to move because the next thing I know, he wraps his arms around me in a hug and starts whispering to me. 


“We’re soulmates, Arrington. Don’t ever leave me like that again. Especially without a fucking word. What were you thinking?”


“About … surviving.” 


“You promised to support your friend when he meets his grandparents, which is the real reason I don’t understand the situation we are in now. Tell me what happened.”


“Dean’s office,” I stutter out.


“I know that part.”


“Branson. Hate. Leave.” My words are disjointed, I know, but it’s the best I can do right now.


He nods like he understands. “It will be okay,” he says, then holds me out at arm’s length. “I’ll take you anywhere you want to go.”


“Can you take me back in time?” I pull in a cleansing breath and let it out with a big whoosh, calming myself down a little.


“I’m afraid not.”


“Will you take me home then?”


He softens. “If that’s truly where you want to go, yes.”


I look at him and shake my head, not even believing he just did what he did. And knowing I absolutely was wrong to leave school without a word. But I really was reacting on pure instinct.


I stutter out a weak apology to the flight crew while Johnny starts handing out wads of cash for their trouble and then grabs my backpack and escorts me to his helicopter.


“How did you even find me?” I ask him as we take our seats.


“Credit card use, cell phone tracking—”


“But I turned my phone off.”


“Arrington, if you are ever truly on the run, you must rid yourself of your phone and use nothing but cash or uncut diamonds for spending money.”


He’s so completely serious that it causes me to burst out in laughter. My emotions are literally everywhere, but I say, “I’ll have to remember that.” 


“Now, tell me what happened.”


I take a deep breath. “The counselor asked us questions. Branson refused to answer, so I didn’t say anything either. Once she gave up and left, I asked him if he hated me because I made out with Beckham on New Year’s Eve. I have desperately been trying to figure out what happened. What went wrong with our friendship. And I started wondering if it was all my fault.” I fill him in on what happened, then say, “And the crazy thing is, when I asked him that, he answered. And he looked and sounded like my former best friend. Told me he was stupid for getting mad at me that night. Said that it was all on him. We talked about how our midnight kiss was magical.”


“Sounds like a relationship destined for failure,” the flight attendant says.


Johnny gives her a stern look, causing her to quickly retreat. 


I mortifyingly realize the small crew has probably been listening to every word I said. 


I cover my face with my palm.


Johnny touches my hand, so I slide it down and look at him. He motions for me to keep going, so I do, my voice now a whisper. 


“I asked him what I did wrong. Why he’s so mad at me. I called him Brannie, which is what I’d called him when we were kids. And when I did that, his whole demeanor changed. He got this look of hatred on his face and told me that he didn’t call me when I left for London because he was happy that I was gone. And that he wished I hadn’t come to Eastbrooke.”


“After the Hamptons, did you run off and hop on a plane, like you just did now?” Johnny asks, narrowing his eyes at me.


I shrug my shoulders. “What I did was run to my room and call my parents to tell them that I changed my mind and was going to do the internship in London. But what really made me snap was when Branson told me that he wished he could get me out of his school and out of his life. He said it with so much force, so much venom, that he might as well have hit me because that’s what it felt like.”


“So, you’ve made up your mind? You’re not going back?”


“I can’t, Johnny. Once I got home, I swear, I would have called you. I’m sorry if you were worried.”


“I forgive you,” he says. “Now, shall we head out to sea and to Augie, who deserves to know what’s going on, or should we go to the airport, where my private jet awaits to take us to California?”


“Us? But you have your party.”


Johnny waves his hand. “I’ll postpone it.”


“But you made so many plans,” I counter.


“You should have thought of that before you left school,” he says sternly.


I let out a sigh. “Does Augie hate me now?”


“To be honest, the First Lady wasn’t as much help as I anticipated. So, Augie got the RAF involved.”


“As in the Royal Air Force?” I ask, my eyes going wide.


“Yes, he would have come with me, but I’d already dropped him and his security detail at the boat and was heading back to campus to pick up the rest of our guests when I was diverted here.”


“Does everyone know what I did?” I wonder, suddenly feeling embarrassed.


“Only my crew, Augie, the First Lady, and the RAF.”


“So, no one really?” I say, rolling my eyes. “Let’s go to your boat. I need to apologize to Augie.” 


“And?” Johnny asks.


“And what?”


“He said you told him that you wouldn’t ghost him again, that you’d figure it out together.”


“That’s the reason I need to go.”


“It’d better not be the only reason,” Johnny warns.


“If Augie doesn’t hate me, then I agree to spend the weekend. I just can’t go back to Eastbrooke.”


Johnny touches my arm and looks into my eyes. “If you don’t go back, I’m not either.”


“Johnny! You love it there!”


“So do you,” he says seriously. “And so does Augie.”


I suck in a deep breath as panic fills me. Because I can’t go back. 


I really, really can’t.










So freaking sexy.

12:45pm








The second we get off the helicopter and step onto the yacht, a makeup artist is there, beauty tools in hand, ready to glam me up. 


When I lift my head to look at her, she goes, “Oh. My.” 


She looks at her brush, which is now obviously inadequate. “This one’s going to need some serious help.”


“We’ll worry about makeup for photos later,” Johnny orders. 


The woman takes a makeup wipe out of a pouch wrapped around her waist and hands it to me. 


I run it under my eyes, then give it back. “Better?”


“Somewhat,” she says, but it doesn’t matter because Johnny drags me down from the helipad to the main salon.


When the door parts for us, I see Augie standing there. 


I cover my mouth with my hand, suck in a breath, and hold it. 


I can tell Augie’s mad, just like Johnny is, but he reaches toward me and takes a step in my direction. 


I take that as a good sign. Maybe he doesn’t completely hate me.


“Why don’t you two go have a conversation in Arrington’s stateroom?” Johnny suggests. “I need to get back to Eastbrooke to pick up the rest of our guests.”





Augie takes my hand, and I follow him through the boat and into a beautiful room. I can see the designer clothes I tried on hanging in the closet, which means this is my suite.


“You’re in trouble with me again,” Augie says, pushing his hand back through his hair in frustration, messing it up and making him look like he did after lacrosse practice yesterday.


So freaking sexy.


I know I was stupid for leaving. I know that I should have run to him instead of away. I’m going to tell him that when his gaze locks with mine and I am forced to stare into his beautiful blue eyes. 


“I have one question for you, Arrington,” he says softly. “Do you love me?”


My breath falters, and I can’t speak. I just bob my head up and down as tears fill my eyes. All the hurt I felt earlier rises back to the surface, but I rush toward him. And when he pulls me into his arms and squeezes me tightly, I feel like I’m clinging to him for life. 


I want to tell him that I’m broken. That he shouldn’t want to be with me. 


But I can’t bring myself to do it.


“I’m sorry. I was upset, Augie. I just wanted to go home. I love you,” I stutter out. “I just had to—”


“That’s all I need to know,” he says as his lips crash into mine in a possessive kiss. His tongue thrusts into my mouth with force, causing my whole body to tingle.


I instantly heat up, grabbing his tongue with mine and sucking it hard, while a crazy wildfire burns out of control inside me. 


I pull on the front of his shirt, trying to undo the buttons, because his shirt needs to be gone. 


Now. 


I fumble with the buttons as we’re kissing. 


Finally, I give up and just pull the shirt apart, ripping the buttons off in the process. When my palms land on his bare chest with a thud, I move my lips away from his to suck my way down his neck. 


But it’s still not enough.


Which is how I find myself unbuttoning his pants, quickly undoing his zipper, and then shoving my hand down his backside, causing his pants to fall to the ground.


He takes a step forward, somehow removing his shoe and pant leg in the process, then takes another step and walks out of them, leaving them on the floor behind us. He pulls my shirt up over my head and tosses it away, quickly making fast work of my skirt before pushing me back on the bed. 


He’s standing over me now, completely naked. Our eyes are locked. I give him a little nod, knowing exactly what he’s thinking. 


The second I do, he grabs the sides of my underwear and strips them off me. 


I let out a little squeal as he drops to his knees and trails kisses up my thigh. And although it feels really nice, it’s not what I want.


“Come here,” I say, guiding him upward so that he’s lying on top of me. “I want to. Now,” I say, instantly sure.


He gives me another possessive kiss. One that pushes my head back into the luxurious sheets, and then we …


Well, we do exactly what I told him I wanted to do this weekend.





Afterward, I’m lying in his arms, my thoughts only on him. On what just transpired between us. 


“I’ve been having a lot of daydreams about what it would be like when we finally did, but I didn’t imagine it like this,” I admit.


“It was nothing like mine either,” he says.


“Better, right?” 


“Way better,” he says, snuggling me into his chest. “We do need to talk though.”


“But not now,” I tell him.


“No, not now.” He kisses my forehead. 


I let out a laugh.


“Are you supposed to laugh after sex?” he asks. 


“It’s better than crying after,” I tease, planting a kiss on his chest.


“True,” he says, but he sounds tentative.


I lean up on my elbow and look him in the eye. “I’m laughing because I spent a lot of time thinking about this moment between us. Well, really, more like I was worried about it. I shouldn’t have. It was—”


“Hot,” Augie says, grinning.


“It was. And emotionally charged. I never felt awkward or nervous. It just felt … right.” I lean down and kiss him. “Thank you for not giving up on me. Again.”


“Not a chance,” he says as the unmistakable sound of a chopper fills the air. 


“Shit. Johnny’s back with everyone. And he’ll want to get the party started.”


“I think we started it,” Augie says with a sexy smirk. 


“We definitely did, but still, we have to get dressed. Go up there. Because I know Johnny planned every detail of this weekend. And I already fucked it up.”


“He’s a good lad. Cares very much about you.”


“I know. And I’m sorry I’m so dumb. All I could think about was going home. I didn’t once stop to think about the repercussions.”


“Come on then, my little lark,” he says, getting up and holding his hand out to me.







Love larks.

1:15pm








We quickly dress, but don’t bother with our shoes or school jackets.


Augie’s hair is a sexy mess. Mine is probably just a mess, so I run my fingers through the tangles, pull it to one side, and quickly braid it as we walk. 


Then, I hold Augie’s hand tightly. 


He stops. Turns to face me. Sighs happily. Kisses me.


“Johnny told me that when I’m around you, he can almost see the lovebirds flying above my head,” I tell him. “I didn’t know what he meant, but I do now. It’s how you look.”


“Except mine are love larks,” he adorably says.


I giggle. “As they should be.”


I take a quick peek at myself as we pass one of the gilded mirrors on the wall. 


“Augie!” I stop in my tracks.


“What?”


I point at myself. “I’m a mess.”


He draws me close and kisses the side of my neck, his lips trailing up to my ear. “You look incredibly sexy.”


I pull up the hem of my polo and run it under my eyes in an attempt to remove my rogue mascara.


Augie’s hand falls on a chunk of my hair. One I apparently left hanging out of my braid. 


I undo my braid and mutter, “Fuck it.” 


Augie whispers a naughty comment in my ear as everyone enters the salon.


And I know when Johnny looks at me that I’m totally blushing. 


I’m also glad we got up here when we did because there’s a parade of servers with plates of appetizers and other decadent bites of goodness. 


Johnny’s sommelier comes out with a massive bottle of champagne. The kind you see when athletes win championships. Many refer to it as a double magnum, containing the equivalent of four bottles, but I know it’s actually called a jeroboam—although I have no idea why.


Johnny is handed a saber that appears to be encrusted with real gemstones and proceeds to open the bottle with it. Everyone cheers, including me, because it’s so dramatic and fun to watch. The technique he did is known as sabrage. My dad offers it at The Arrington clubs and told me that it started during the time when Napoleon was waging war through the Champagne region of France. Apparently, soldiers would grab a bottle while on horseback, use their saber to hit the top off, and start drinking it. 


Our champagne is poured into flutes and passed out. 


Once everyone has been served, Johnny raises his glass in the air and goes around in the circle to address each guest. “To Zander, Beckham, Hudson, and Zoey. To Melissa, London, and Jessica. To Waverly and Laurent.” His eyes fall on me and Augie. “And to Augie and Arrington. Thank you for joining me, and here’s to a delectable weekend.”


We toast each other and take a drink. 


Then, a man in a dark suit comes out with a stack of official-looking papers and says, “We do have a bit of business to get out of the way. You will all be required to sign a contract, stating you understand that no drugs are allowed on the yacht, as well as a nondisclosure agreement, stating that what happens on the yacht stays on the yacht. The night of the party, all guests will be required to surrender their phones, as no pictures will be allowed, other than the professional ones that Johnny approves of. You may take photos for your own memories during your stay, provided you get consent from those you are photographing. Fail to follow the rules, and you will be taken back to shore immediately.”


London huffs, but everyone else signs quickly.


“My staff will now show each of you to your staterooms,” Johnny says. “I have taken the liberty to choose something for you to wear this afternoon and have put it in your closet. Get out of your uniforms, freshen up, and plan to meet on the sun deck in thirty minutes for swimming, then lunch, followed by tours of the boat.”


Everyone does as they were told, happily taking their champagne flutes with them as they are escorted to their rooms. 


But Johnny walks over to me and Augie and says, “I assume you have already been in your cabin, Arrington?”


“I have.” I push my lips together and try not to smile.


Augie is literally beaming. And I know Johnny knows exactly what happened.


“I set up Augie in his own room,” Johnny says to me. “Would you like to change that arrangement?”


I nod. “Most definitely.”


“Very well,” Johnny says, cupping Augie on the shoulder as he heads out. “I’ll see you two on the swim deck shortly.”





When Augie and I get back to our room and open the door, we find the bed freshly made.


“It’s like it never happened,” I say with a frown.


“Except that it definitely did,” he says.


I walk over to the bed and see the bikini I am supposed to wear, pick it up, and dangle it in front of Augie.


“What do you think?” 


“That I’d better help you put that on,” he says, pulling my shirt up over my head. 


Again.







Bloody happy.

1:50pm








Although I kinda wish I could just stay with Augie in this gorgeous room for days, I’m also excited to hang out with our friends because I know this will be a truly memorable weekend. 


We roll up to the pool deck a little late, both of us grinning and feeling like we’re in some sort of little lovey-lusty bubble. I thought my first time would make me have these huge emotions. But honestly, I just feel sexy. And mature. Like Augie and I can take on the world together. I know at some point I need to tell Augie about what happened with Branson and about my decision not to go back to Eastbrooke. But that can wait.


Although champagne is usually my drink of choice, I turn toward Augie and say, “I feel like we need a margarita or something fun.”


A steward, who I recognize from when I was here before, holds up a pitcher. “You are in luck, Miss Arrington. Lunch features Mexican food, which I heard was a request from you personally.”


My voice catches in my throat, and I feel like I could cry. I turn to find Johnny behind me, and I launch myself at him, wrapping him in a bear hug.


“I’m so sorry,” I whisper in his ear.


“No more sorry. We’re here to party.” 


I laugh. “That rhymes.” But then I whisper again. “No one knows that I left, right? You didn’t tell them?”


“That’s correct. They all think you were on the first trip out here with Augie as planned, but it’s my understanding that you ran into someone on your way out of the student center. And he is probably going to ask why you were upset.”


I turn to look at Beckham. He’s by the railing near the pool, chatting with Zander, Hudson, and Jessica while sipping on a frozen margarita.


“I also might suggest you wipe the smiles off your faces,” Johnny says, “or everyone is going to know exactly what you were doing until we got here.”


My eyes go wide. “You can tell?”


“Nothing like a little tiff to heat things up,” he replies with a smirk. “Makeup sex is the best.”


“Wouldn’t you have had to have sex when you were happy for it to be considered makeup sex?”


“Normally, yes. But evidently, not in your case …”


“How do you know that we just didn’t have a great make-out session or something?”


Johnny laughs and points toward Augie, who is literally beaming. “We could hoist him on the top of the ship and use him as a lighthouse.”


“Oh,” is all I can say. 


Augie turns toward me, hands me a drink, and says, “Cheers, mate,” to Johnny. He wraps his arm around my waist, letting his hand fall down to my ass. He guides me—or possibly my ass—over to the pool. 


I notice Beckham staring at us. 


“Stop smiling,” I tell Augie.


“Why? I’m chuffed.”


“Because people are going to know what we did.”


“They will not, and I certainly don’t plan to tell them.”


“Johnny says it’s written all over your face,” I counter. “And possibly your hand, currently.”


Augie gives my butt a little slap, causing me to jump. And I maybe giggle.


“I don’t think that’s going to help,” I tease. 


“I don’t care what anyone thinks.”


“Me neither. But I also don’t want questions. You know, it’s private.”


“And I hope we get a lot of private time this weekend.”


“Me, too, but we are here to party. Have fun with our friends.”


Augie grins, gives me a kiss on the cheek, sucks down his margarita, and says, “Yes, that too.”


And although not much time has transpired since I left school a couple of hours ago, it feels like I was away for so much longer. 


Like I need to introduce the new me to everyone. 


But I can’t do that. 


Because just like the old me, the new me has no answers—other than knowing that she can’t go back to Eastbrooke. And while I don’t want to ruin the party vibe, I also know that at some point this weekend, I’m going to have to tell them goodbye. 


Waverly rushes up to me. “Do I look okay?” is the first thing out of her mouth.


“You look like a boss bitch,” I tell her. 


She’s wearing the slightly dominatrix bikini I tried on, and it looks incredible on her.


Augie nods his head in agreement. “You really do. It’s fantastic.” 


“The tan lines are not going to be good,” she says.


“Maybe not, but Hudson can’t take his eyes off you.”


Her eyes go wide, and when she starts to turn her head in his direction, I say, “Don’t look! He’ll know we’re talking about him.”


Her eyes dart back to mine. 


“He’s not wearing a shirt,” she says.


“None of the guys are wearing shirts,” I reply, scanning the area and enjoying the eye candy—tall, buff, dark-skinned Zander, whose sculpted muscles belong on a chart of perfection; Beckham, flaunting an abalicious beach-tanned body and his usual cocky smirk; Hudson, who has more bulk and the kind of V-line that makes women drool; innately confident Laurent with his perfect skin, looking like he belongs on a runway in the iconic Burberry plaid he’s wearing; and Johnny, who is showing off a fit figure that’s all Gucci’d up. 


When Laurent catches my eye, I give him a quick wink and glance down at his swimsuit, which causes him to smile because he’s not in the tiny Euro version. 


I grab Waverly’s hand, give Augie a flirty kiss, then drag Waverly over toward Laurent. 


“You’ve still got it going on,” I say to him. 


Laurent’s eyes roll down my and Waverly’s swimsuits. “I could say the same about you two. I’d say this boat rocks, but I wouldn’t want to rock the boat.” He laughs.


“Are you tipsy already?” I ask him.


“I think I’m high on life. This is going to be an incredible weekend, and I honestly can’t even believe I’m here.”


Waverly leaves us to go talk to London, who has just joined everyone on the sun deck. 


“Are you thinking about her?” I say in reference to his mom.


“Yeah. Do you think she lived like this?” he asks, but then says, “The other night, instead of our usual chess game, Johnny told me he hired a private investigator. Part of me wondered if Mom’s family was poor, if she was smart and was at Eastbrooke on a scholarship. But I guess my grandparents are quite well off and that their wealth goes back generations. My grandmother was actually Spanish nobility, so it’s not like my mom was some girl from the wrong side of the tracks.”


“I think the fact that your dad was married would have been the real issue, but I also think we probably need to assume that—” I stop, wondering if I should say more.


“What?” Laurent asks.


“I don’t want to call your mom a liar.”


“But she was. She lied to me. Lied to everyone. If we can believe everything that’s in her letter.”


“That’s what I was going to say. Maybe the letter was a way to ease you into all of this. If I upped and left after having a miscarriage, my parents would probably never stop looking for me, you know?”


Laurent nods. “I wondered the same thing about my dad. Wouldn’t he have searched the end of the world for her if it was the kind of real love she spoke of?”


I glance over at Augie, thinking about how, in a way, he’s already done that for me. Not that I was that hard to find, but still. “Yeah, you would assume,” I say to Laurent.


“On that note,” Laurent says, “I’m going to get a refill.”


The second he’s gone, Waverly comes to sit next to me and whispers, “I know something I think you need to know. But don’t kill the messenger, okay?”


“Okay,” I say tentatively.


“London just confessed something to me. Something I know is going to upset you.”


“And what is that?”


“She had sex with Branson. Today. After school.”


“As in right after classes?”


“As in right after your counseling session.”


My heart feels like it stops beating. My chest is tight. I glance over at London and realize she’s been looking at me. And when our gazes meet, she immediately looks away. 


“I don’t even know what to say about that,” I mutter out. “Um, I think I’m going to swim. Wanna join me? Someone needs to be the first in the pool.”


I start to take a step, but Waverly grabs my hand. “Are you sure you are okay?”


“Of course I am. I couldn’t care less who Branson is with,” I say. 


But I’m totally lying. 


I’m hurt. 


Crushed. 


Not by Branson, of course. His sleeping around is certainly not a surprise.


But London, who is supposed to be my friend? 


All of a sudden, Beckham yells out “Cannonball!” so I run and jump in the pool, causing water to splash anyone nearby.


When I come up for air, I find Beckham’s face close to mine. 


“You remembered the rule,” he says with a grin, referring to how in the Hamptons, when one of them yells out, Cannonball, everyone in hearing distance is required to do so. 


Beckham and his brothers once did it to his parents just as they were getting ready to go out to dinner. And it shocked us all when they smiled at each other, grabbed hands, jumped in fully dressed, then came up, laughing and kissing.


“We’re the only ones who jumped in,” I notice. 


“What happened today?” he asks.


“What hasn’t happened today?” I say with a chuckle, then let out a sigh. I might as well just get it over with and tell him, so he won’t bug me about it all weekend.


“Branson upset me at counseling. Augie told the dean he was staying. I said I was leaving.”


Beckham’s eyes get huge. “Are you really?”


“Yes. I have to.”


Beckham glances toward Augie, who is chatting with Johnny poolside. 


And still beaming.


“You and Augie seem … closer. He’s acting stupid happy. And when a guy acts like that …”


“It’s because he’s in love,” I say firmly.


“He can’t keep his hands off you.”


“We’re away from the public eye,” I offer.


“So, you have, or you haven’t?”


“I thought we weren’t discussing that.”


“We are now.”


I laugh. “Augie’s happy, Beck. I’m happy. Be happy for me.”


“How is Augie happy if you aren’t going to school together? And if something Branson said is enough to make you choose to not be with him, what am I missing?”


“You can’t tell anyone any of this, promise?”


He holds up his pinkie. 


I take it in mine, then tell him everything, starting with what Branson said and ending with me arriving on the yacht.


He narrows his eyes at me. “Remember how I told you about Branson talking about his first time around the campfire in the Hamptons?”


“Yeah.”


“There’s a video of it. I think you need to see it. Time to put the final nail in your friendship coffin and bury it.”


“I think that already happened today,” I counter.


“No, it didn’t because you want to leave. If you were truly over it, you wouldn’t want to.”


“While that might be true, Waverly just told me something that would have upset me in the past. Maybe I was upset earlier, but I think I’m finally over it now.”


“Augie must have made you feel really good,” Beckham says with a grin.


I smile. “He called the RAF to track me down. We had an emotional reunion.”


“So, it wasn’t because of sex?”


“There’s a lot more to a good relationship than sex, Beckham. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to take Augie on the ride of his life—one that he hopefully enjoys.”


Beckham chokes. “You’re what?”


“Taking him on a WaveRunner. He’s never been before. And you know I like to go really fast.”


Beckham opens his mouth to speak, but instead, it just stays open, no words coming out. 


“Why are you acting so weird? You like to go fast too.”


He gives me a cocky grin. “Oh, I can slow it down when necessary.”


Now, it’s my turn to open my mouth. 


I smack his shoulder. “Oh my gosh, you know that’s not what I meant.”


“And the fact that you didn’t catch your own innuendo tells me you are totally, stupidly smitten.” He shrugs. “But I will admit to being turned on by your dirty talk.”


I laugh, cover my face with my hand, then shake my head. “I give up.” 


I notice that Johnny and Augie are still chatting but have moved closer to the edge of the pool.


I splash Beckham, say, “Watch this,” then move quietly toward the end of the pool. I get out, swing around Johnny and Augie, then launch myself at them, taking the three of us into the pool. 


“What was that?” Augie says, coming up, sputtering.


I wrap my legs around his waist and kiss him in reply. And he doesn’t seem to mind. 


At all.







Good for me.

3pm








We’re all soaked when lunch is ready, but it works out fine because it’s served buffet-style. Zoey slides in next to me in the curved banquette with her plate. 

