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        This book is dedicated to, first and foremost,

        my son Jacob Hutto. It is for him that I originally wrote this book.

        It is also dedicated to my beautiful sister, Sarah, and her son, my nephew, who was diagnosed at 16. And to my friend’s son, who was diagnosed at age 8, and to my other friend whose daughter was diagnosed at age 13.

        There are not enough words to express how brave and courageous all of the children and grown T1D’s living daily with type one diabetes are for being warriors - I revere you living daily with a disease you never asked for!

      

      

      

      
        
        I want to thank my husband, my children and their families, my parents, siblings, their families, and my friends, who have all supported and encouraged me over the years!
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      Sun. Blue skies. Poolside. Another perfect Texas summer day. This is her happy place. This is her refuge. Her dark hair drapes over the back of the blue and white lounge chair. The sweet smell of pina colada wafts into her nostrils, tantalizing her senses. The sun’s rays beat down on her already bronzed skin. Samantha peeks out from under her sunnies to the semi-bronzed, pretty girl lying on the other blue and white lounge chair. Jules, better known as Samantha’s best friend in the world, has been in her life since she moved to Texas.

      Samantha giggles to herself, and she can practically see her reflection in Jules’s skin. It’s glistening just about as much as Samantha's since they’d just slathered on more deep-tanning oil. Samantha turns, lies back, pulls her sunnies down, and closes her eyes. A slight breeze floats over their warm bodies, cooling them ever so slightly.

      Samantha, as everyone calls her, thinks this summer will be just as great as the last four have been! Nothing can ruin it, especially with Jules by my side!

      “Mmm,” she tells Jules, “I love the smell of suntan oil.”

      “Me too!” Jules agrees happily. “Me, too!”

      It does seem to Samantha that the days seem to pass quicker each summer.

      Why does it feel like this as we get older?

      The girls have just under two months before their ninth grade year starts, and they are determined to relax as much as possible, before “reality” hits. Samantha’s thoughts take her back to four years ago, when, at a mutual friend’s birthday party, she and Jules met. Six months ago, Samantha had moved from Utah to Dallas, Texas, and had made a few friends, but no one she’d consider a “bestie.”

      During some silly game, one of the guys opened a pop can that exploded all over Samantha—her hair, her clothes, the floor—everything! Jules rushed over to help her, slid on the soda, and landed on her bottom, and from that, she became covered in soda, too. They both started laughing hysterically and from that point on, they bonded.

      They’d become inseparable friends! Jules and Samantha happen to both be tall with slender builds, making trading clothes very easy. They are opposites in their coloring though. Jules’s Norwegian heritage is shown through her white-blond hair, blue eyes, and pale skin, compared to Samantha’s Italian heritage—long, dark brown hair, dark features, olive skin, and hazel eyes.

      Despite their opposite looks, they are very similar in that they are bright, dedicated students, plus they are also in the school choir together. When they aren’t hanging together, they are talking or texting on their cells. Everyone knows that Samantha and Jules are inseparable and are best friends, and that nothing can tear them apart. Nada!

      Suddenly, Samantha’s memories are interrupted as she feels cold water all over her. She abruptly sits up and sees her older brother Rocco burst through the water’s surface, laughing as he yells, “Got ya!”

      “Thanks so much, buddy,” she growls through her fake smile and semi-clenched teeth. Oh! How Rocco loves to tease and annoy her anytime and anywhere! He continues to splash around as they receive another splash of water. As they are drying off, they both get splashed AGAIN.

      “Rocco! Pleaseeeee!” Samantha screams, and she turns to seriously ball Rocco out as a tall, dark-haired, and very tanned rando boy breaks the surface of the water.

      “Oh! I’m so sorry, I, um, well… ha, I didn’t mean to yell at you. That was meant for my stupid brother.” Samantha is glaring at Rocco now sending I’m going to murder you later look with her eyes.

      “Brother? Brah, I’ve been to your house like ten times this summer and I didn’t know you had another sister. Just Janey.”

      “Sorry, brah. It never came up. Plus, Samantha and Jules live outside, at the mall, or at the movies.” Rocco shrugs, and the guy pushes him under the water.

      “Well, hi, I’m Bo. And you are?”

      Samantha immediately feels her face turn three shades of red, and then she feels Jules grab her arm and sidle beside her.

      “Hey, Bo. I’m Jules and this is my bestie, Samantha.

      “Hey Bo,” Samantha says shyly.

      “Nice to meet you both.”

      And then he’s gone under the water as Rocco pops up out of it, and they both start to wrestle with each other and splash more water out of the pool. The girls grab their now-soaked towels and lotions and such and walk to where the dry towels are kept.

      “Okay, now, he’s hot! Maybe not as hot as your brother, but still hot!” Jules excitedly says.

      “Woah. Rewind. My brother is not hot. He’s annoying, but Bo is really hot. He’s so good looking, and I probably sounded like a blubbering idiot.”

      “Ha! You have a very adorable, annoying brother. And you did not.” Jules laughs. “Well, not too much anyway! And when did Rocco get so tall and so good-looking?”

      “Rocco is not good-looking! He’s an actual knucklehead.”

      “Well, he’s a very cute knucklehead,” Jules argues. “And wow, he’s so tan and well… hot.”

      “Ew. Okay, you can never say that again! I may hurl!”

      They look at each other and start to laugh hysterically.

      “Come on. You need to be ready for your mom, who I bet you five bucks will honk twice when she arrives!”

      “For real,” Jules agrees. “I tell her every time. Mom! Just text HERE and I’ll come out!”

      They continue to laugh as Samantha opens the French doors and ushers in Jules. They sprint upstairs to change, and Jules packs her drawstring bag with Samantha’s now sopping-wet suit and towel.

      “Ugh. We’re so wet. Rocco is such an idiot!” Samantha complains.

      “But a very hot idiot with his very hot friend!”

      They explode into girlie giggles again. As Jules changes and stuffs her wet stuff into her bag, they descend the stairs and go into Samantha’s front room to wait for Jules's mom.

      “Bo is really cute, isn’t he!”

      “Freaking cute. Not my type, but you two literally match! Dark skin and dark hair!”

      “Yeah, and he seems as tall as Rocco, maybe taller.” Samantha has a dreamy look on her face. Then they hear it: two honks as Jules’s mom’s van comes into sight. They laugh hysterically.

      “You owe me five bucks,” Samantha calls out to Jules as she walks to her van. She turns and waves goodbye. See you tomorrow!”

      “For sure. Thanks for a great day. I’ll text ya later on.” Samantha gives one more wave and giggles as she shuts the front door. They both love Jules’s mom. She’s great!

      It’s always been easy for Jules to be friends with Samantha. Since the day at that silly birthday party five years ago when the soda exploded all over her, they have literally been inseparable. It’s what keeps Jules sane in her crazy life. She’s the oldest of five kids. She’s the oldest, then her brother Jeff (eleven), her sister Elizabeth (nine), then Heather (five), and her youngest brother, Miles—he’s two… cute, but wild, ha, ha!

      So, she’s got a lot going on at home and all around her all the time. She doesn't mind being the oldest, but sometimes she definitely wishes she was an only child. This is why Samantha keeps Jules sane. There are just three kids in Samantha’s family, and

      Samantha and Rocco are like a year apart, so any time Jules hangs over at Samantha’s house, it's not as nuts as her crazy home front. Which is cool for her.

      Samantha sometimes comes to Jules’s house, but they usually hang out at Samantha’s. Plus, she has a pool, so duh, it’s already better than her house. When they aren’t hanging together, they’re talking or texting each other on their cells. Everyone knows she and Samantha are inseparable best friends. Nothing could ever tear them apart!

      After Jules leaves, Samantha heads toward the kitchen. Their house has a long front entryway into the kitchen and family room. She decides it's best to go and help her mom make dinner. As Samantha is about to turn the corner while putting on her cute pink ruffled swim cover, a sudden pang aches in her stomach that almost doubles her over.

      “Ummmm, ow! What the… I must be hungry, maybe?” she whispers to herself as she heads over to the very long kitchen island to ask her mom what she can do to help with dinner prep. She’s mulling over her thoughts about this weird stomach as she walks around to the fridge and stops.

      Have I been feeling like I’ve had a stomachache before dinnertime multiple times this past week? I think so. Maybe it’s just something I’ve been eating? Like, a touch of the stomach flu? I don’t know. I’m a growing girl, right? My appetite is just increasing. Yeah, that’s got to be it!

      “Samantha, you good?” her mom asks her.

      Samantha immediately stands erect and snaps out of her reverie quickly. “Yeah, yeah, of course, ha… just thinking about a movie choice for us to watch later tonight if you're available.” Samantha grins as she says this.

      “Oh, great idea! Dad and Rocco are going to a movie later, and Janey is at Claire’s house, so yes, let’s do it!”

      Phew! Glad that worked.

      Samantha continues to ask questions to distract her mom from asking her any more questions.

      “Claire? Who’s that?”

      “Oh, you know that nice boy Bo who’s been hanging here with Rocco? Well, it’s his little sister, and she and Janey met at the park a few weeks ago and now they’re fast friends.”

      “Cool. Yeah, Jules and I met Bo today after both he and Rocco splashed us and we got soaked!”

      “Honestly! Rocco!” Mom says exasperatedly.

      “Yeah… agreed! So, um, did they move here recently, or what?”

      “I believe so. I think this past March, from Illinois, maybe. I'm not entirely sure. I need to talk with his mom again.”

      Mom turns back around and faces the fridge again. Then, she pulls the ingredients needed to make dinner from the fridge and puts them all on the countertop.

      Okay, stomach. Let’s just settle down now. I don’t want to make a big deal out of something that I know isn’t even a big deal.

      “Hey sweetie, could you dice the tomatoes and shred the lettuce, please? Oh, and fill two bows with the Mexi-cheese, too.”

      “Sure thing. That’s why I'm here! To help you fix dinner,” Samantha answers cheerfully.

      “I appreciate that. Thank you.”

      I wash the tomatoes and lettuce, chop and shred them to distract myself from my weird musings, and then empty the already-grated cheese into two bowls.

      “Must be taco salad night!” I declare happily.

      “You got it!” Mom answers cheerfully, and she gives me such a beautiful and warm smile. I am one lucky girl to have the mother I have. She's just a peach.
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      Dinnertime is always a good time for Samantha. They talk. They laugh. They visit. They eat. It’s been a family tradition for as long as she can remember, and she sure hopes they can keep it up for years to come even as they get older! Dish duty falls to her dad and Rocco tonight. Rocco tries to disappear by muttering about some sort of video game tournament or something or other, and he jogs up the stairs so quickly!

      “Nice try, buddy,” her dad says to Rocco, calling him up the stairs. “Get your body downstairs immediately!” He’s laughing as he says this though.

      Samantha hears a huge sigh and hands being dragged on the walls of the stairwell.

      “Rocco!” Samantha mutters to herself and rolls her eyes for the second time today over his antics. She has put up all the leftovers and saunters into the TV room and sees her mom sitting outside sipping her water bottle. She grabs hers too, fills it up, and walks out to join her.

      Texas never cools down in the summer, even at night, so if you like the heat, then Texas is the place for you.

      “Don’t you just love our backyard!” She sighs, slides into a chair beside her mom, and sits down. She loves to just gaze at the beautiful bougainvillea and the magnolia trees.

      Her mom nods her head and the sit there for a good while before the mosquitoes start their evening attack.

      I love living in Texas!  Except for the blasted bugs ha, ha.

      “Time to go inside!” they both say simultaneously!

      Since the kitchen is all clean, and it is still early, Samantha excuses herself and asks her mom if they can watch their movie in about an hour.

      “I’m going to chill in my room for a bit. Text me when you're ready, will ya?”

      “Sure thing, sweetie,” her mom says as she pulls out the book she’s been reading this week.

      Samantha takes her time as she walks upstairs. Rocco's room is the first room on the right, just off the stairs. Samantha’s is in the second room on the right, and Janey’s room is on the left. Their parents’ room is on the first floor. She grabs her phone and puts on her “faves” playlist on Apple Music. As Samantha’s swiping through Instagram, she suddenly clutches her stomach.

      “Ohhh, owww! Not again with this pain. Why am I having these stomach pains?

      Am I still hungry?” Samantha is talking aloud to herself again. And then her stomach growls so loudly as if on cue to confirm what she’s feeling.

      “Weird. Maybe I'll grab a snack in a little bit. But, for real, how can I be hungry? I ate all of Mom’s dinner. I mean it was taco salad—one of my favorites—and I even had two servings!”

      She tries to ignore the gnawing hunger pains and continues to scroll.

      PING.

      It’s Jules.

      Jules: “Gurll what’s up?”

      Samantha: “Just finished dinner chillin till I watch a movie with my mom. U?”

      Jules: “Yeah just chillin too listening to music. Need to clean my gross room”

      Samantha: “OMG me too. Mine is awful. Should we go to a movie tomorrow then swim?”

      Jules: “For sure”

      Samantha: “Maybe we should ask Rocco and Bo to join us?”

      Jules: “Maybe? I can ask Rocco. G’night!”

      Samantha: “G’night back. Txt when ur up”

      Samantha pushes play on her phone to continue playing her music again.

      I can never, ever, ever survive doing anything without music.

      She flings her phone onto her very unmade bed, surveys her clothes-covered floor, and begins the task of cleaning up her room. Her mom has been nagging her all week to clean her room, so tonight is just as good as any other time to start.

      Her room is finally clean between texts and changing songs a million times. She has the largest pile of laundry to wash and fifty things to hang up, too, but her stomach is killing her too badly, and she can no longer handle her hunger.

      Perfect timing as she has just started walking down the stairs and gets a text from her mom to “come on downstairs,” to watch their movie—Princess Diaries.  She loves that movie! But first, she veers into the kitchen to get some cookies and milk. She flips through the latest National Geographic her dad has left on the countertop while she eats a handful of cookies and drinks a glass of milk. Samantha ends up drinking two glasses of milk and eating six cookies!

      Finally, she is feeling a bit better and no longer feels starving, so she can now go into the TV room. She promptly plops down onto the couch by her mom.

      “Hey Ma.”

      “Hey darlin’, ready to watch our show?”

      “You bet!” Samantha smiles and queues it up on one of their streaming platforms.

      They both settle back, chat and watch the entire movie. Oh, how Samantha just loves hanging out with her mom—probs not common for some teens—but she and her mom, and Janey, for that matter, love to be together and do lots of girly things together.
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      Meanwhile, Jules slept somewhat fitfully, so she ends up sleeping in until 10:00 A.M.! Dang. She quickly gets dressed and texts Samantha.

      Jules: “Sorry, Sam. Slept crappy so I slept in.”

      Samantha doesn't answer immediately, so she heads to the kitchen to rustle up something for breakfast.

      Finally, Samantha answers.

      Samantha: “Don’t feel bad. I’ve only been awake for a little bit anyway”

      Jules: “I’m gonna eat and head over to your house. Is that cool?”

      Samantha: “Sure, sure. See you in a bit”

      Jules packs her backpack with a towel, suit, suit cover, water bottle, wallet, phone charger, and a change of clothes for the day.

      I never know what we will end up doing when Samantha and I hang out, so it’s better to be prepared. Rocco will surely be around, and I always want to look cute! She smiles to herself as she finishes packing up her stuff.

      “Mom! Mom???”

      She hears her mom from the other room. “In with Miles! Why are you yelling?”

      “Mom! I need a ride to Samantha’s house. Like now!”

      “Is your room clean?”

      “Yes, it is! I cleaned it last night.”

      “Is the dishwasher emptied?”

      CRAP!

      “No! If I do that THEN can you drop me off?”

      “Yes, yes.”

      “Sweet. Thanks!”
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      Samantha is hanging up her clothes when the doorbell rings.

      Must be Jules!

      She takes the stairs two at a time and walks quickly to her front door. “Well, good morning sunshine!”

      “Hey, Samantha! Sorry, I’m late. Had to empty the dishwasher.”

      “All good. Come on up to my room with me. Trying to hang up all of the clothes I found after digging through the piles on my floor!”

      “Ugh. I did the same thing last night! I’ll help ya.”

      They chatter like happy squirrels finding nuts as they head up the stairs into Samantha’s room. As they pass Rocco’s room, they see that both boys are already gaming, but they look up as the girls pass by. Bo smiles as he considers Samantha and Rocco definitely smiles at Jules.

      Bo is so freaking cute! But he and Rocco are a year older than Jules and me, and I'm sure he’d want nothing to do with a lowly sophomore in high school. Sigh. One can dream.

      Jules and Samantha give the boys their best smiles and wave as they walk to Samantha’s room.

      “OH MY GOSH. Your brother is so hot!”

      “K. Let’s be clear. I cannot unhear that now, so thanks!” The girls bust up laughing.

      “But how hot is Bo?” Samantha feels her cheeks turn pink as she says this.

      “You guys are totally matchy, too! His dark hair and dark eyes are just like yours! But Rocco and I are complete opposites. He’s so dark and tan and dreamy….”

      “And with that comment, let’s get to work, ha, ha!”

      They laugh and continue to discuss Bo and Rocco as they fall into a rhythm where Jules hands Samantha an item to be hung up and Samantha hangs it up in her closet. She has it pretty organized—shirts on the left, and skirts and pants below, dresses on the right side. Samantha loves clothes, like a lot. And she has a lot of clothes and knows also this is why Jules likes to borrow her clothes, which is totally cool with her because she has a lot to share!

      Jules has so many siblings, so you know money is tight. She’s not poor, but you know she’s not rich. Anyway, it doesn’t matter because I’m glad to share.
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      Rocco is killing their opponents when he gets distracted and wanders off into thought. So yeah, maybe I think Samantha’s best friend, Jules, is beautiful. She is a year younger than me. Is that cool? I don't know. Who knows if anything could happen? Would it be weird because she’s here all the time and like Samantha's bestie? I just don’t know….

      “Dude! Wake up!”

      “Sorry, sorry!”

      “Where is your brain at right now?”

      Rocco just grins sheepishly.

      “Okay, I get it,” Bo says. “Me too. We need to talk about this later on. Let’s finish this part of the game and take a break.”

      The boys wrap up their game and head to the kitchen—snack time. As they sit around the large countertop dipping cookies into huge glasses of milk (Bo uses a fork and puts it in between the cookie layers—no soggy milk fingers), the girls walk through the back double French doors from the outdoor patio and pool area.

      “Oh my gosh! Do YOU use a fork too? SO DO I!” Samantha laughs as she says this to Bo.

      “Only way to eat this kind of delish cookie in milk!”

      Both girls grab large glasses of milk too and stacks of cookies. They’re all eating and laughing when Janey and Claire come running through the kitchen chasing the dog, Daisy Doodle.

      Their mom is following them. “Janey and Claire, outside please with Daisy Doodle!” She stops abruptly as she sees all four teens gulping huge glasses of milk and munching on their fave cookies. “Oh, my! Y’all must be hungry! I can make some popcorn or some sandwiches.”

      “Oh, no, no, don’t even worry about that Mrs. Hansen. We’re good.” Bo smiles and his teeth are covered in black.

      They all crack up! Samantha almost spits her milk out!

      They finish their milk and cookies, clean up their messes, and decide to go hang out by the pool until Jules’s mom comes to get her.

      Samantha jumps up quickly at the double honks to escort Jules out through the side gate—not to be polite, but to hide the fact that her stomach is hurting… again. Samantha waves and stands on the grass for a little bit until her stomach cramps subside and she can then walk back to the backyard.

      Bo and Rocco are hanging out on the blue and white lounge chairs, so she pulls another chair over to sit by them.
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      “So, Samantha, what classes did you sign up for this year?” Bo asks.

      “Year two basics: math, science, history, and ELAR, Spanish three, plus art and beginning pickleball.”

      “Stellar schedule. I play pickleball. We should play once you learn how to play.”

      “Deal.”

      He starts to stand up. “Well, I gotta go. Watching Claire tonight while my parents go out.”

      “That’s so sweet of you!”

      “Well, Claire is a good little sister-thankfully-so it’s not a big deal.”

      “Still, I’m sure your parents appreciate it,” Samantha says. “And I’m sure you’d rather be doing something else, right?”

      “I mean sure, but it’s only every so often so I don’t mind. See y’all‘ later.”

      “Bye, Bo,” Rocco and Samantha say in sync.

      They hear Bo call for Claire to go home. Samantha stays seated and Rocco leans back and closes his eyes.

      “Bo is a really nice guy. How the heck did he become friends with you?” Samantha is smiling as she says this.

      “Very funny. But he is, isn’t he?”

      “He is.”

      “As is Jules. We are lucky to have such awesome friends. I’m trying to get Bo hired on at the country club pool as a lifeguard like me. I start back to work next week. He’s basically hired. My boss is just waiting on a few more documents from his old job.”

      “Is he trained as a lifeguard?”

      “Yeah. I guess he was one at his indoor community pool all last year, so works out well.”

      “It totally does.”

      “Soooo, I’m just gonna say this,” he says. “Jules is hot. Like I don’t know when that happened but boy, she’s grown up a lot.”

      “Oh, gross. She said the same thing about you!”

      “What? Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “Cause it’s gross!”

      “Tell me the deets, and I’ll tell you what Bo is saying about you!”

      “Woah. Woah, what? He’s talking about me to you? Not good ha, ha.”

      “Ha, ha, very funny. But it’s true. He’s diggin' you big time.”

      Samantha squeals and stands up! “He’s sooooo cute! I can’t!”

      “Woah, gross!”

      Samantha punches Rocco hard in the shoulder.

      “Ow, knock it off! That hurts,” Rocco whines while chuckling.

      “Baby! Now tell me, please!”

      “Okay, okay. Ugh, can’t believe I have to say these words out loud, but he thinks you're hot.”

      “Oh, my gosh, for real?”

      “Yes! And it's gross.”

      “Now you know how I felt as Jules talked nonstop about you today. It’s so EW!”

      “Luckily dudes don’t talk as much as you girls, but I still hear comments here and there so I am painfully aware!”

      Samantha punches Rocco again in his arm!

      “Dang girl!” he complains. “Relax. Let’s go inside. I can’t handle this convo anymore.”

      “Me, neither. I can’t even think of you and Jules like together as a couple—so ew!”

      “Uh, ditto with you and Bo! Gross.”

      Rocco and Samantha clean the pool area first before going inside for the day. Rocco closes the pool cover while Samantha folds towels and hangs out the wet ones. Then they both head inside.

      They see Janey helping their mom wash the grapes in the sink. Their dad will be home in about an hour, so Rocco and Samantha join Mom and Janey in helping out. With Rocco starting work next week, they all want to take advantage of the time they spend together, especially for dinner. Usually, their friends go home by dinnertime so the Hansen family can be together.

      “Hey. should we play Rummikub* tonight?” Samantha asks cheerfully.

      “Yay! Let’s play,” Janey shouts.

      “Sure, sure.” Mom agrees. “How about cleaning up after dinner?”

      Everyone nods in agreement.
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      Bo thinks Rocco is cool. He and Bo have known each other since spring after Bo and his family moved from the Chicago area to the Dallas area for his dad’s work. The boys both ended up playing on the high school soccer team and also had multiple classes together. And now since Bo met Samantha today, she’s literally all he can think of!

      A good friend to hang with and his hottie sister? Pffff. Too good to be true!
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      Ever since Jules basically “noticed” Rocco a few weeks ago, she can’t shut up about him! Okay. To be fair, Samantha has been the very same way with the subject of Bo—s since she met him, and how he’s so hot—and luckily for Samantha and Jules, Bo and Rocco have been hanging out every day since they met up in the pool when the boys splashed them.

      It’s been a little awkward between the four of them cause they’re trying to get to know one another better. They run into each other in the kitchen or by the pool all the time now. There’s some convo back and forth between them all, but it’s still a little hesitant.
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      From Rocco’s point of view, Jules may have always been around, but she was always just Jules—Samantha’s bestie—until she wasn’t just that for Rocco anymore. Not sure when Jules got all grown up, but she did, and Rocco noticed. And vice versa.
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      Today is Friday, and they are all by the pool chatting about this and that when an idea pops into Bo’s head.

      “So, what if we all head to the mall and catch a movie this afternoon?”

      “Uh, yeah, I’m in,” Samantha said happily, trying to not sound too enthusiastic.

      “Yeah, sounds cool,” Jules chimes in.

      “Okay, it’s a plan then,” Rocco adds.

      “How about we eat lunch here?” Bo suggests. “I’ll check the movies, and we can pick one and go.”

      “Sure”

      “Okay”

      “Awesome.”

      Bo smiles as he grabs his phone and opens his Cinemark app. He shouts out a few ideas, and they decide on a new suspense flick for this afternoon at 3:00 P.M.
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      “Hey, Jules, make me a sandwich, will you? I need to run upstairs really quickly!” Samantha asks as she hurries up the stairs.

      “Yeah, of course.”

      Jules joins the boys, who are already making PB&Js with chips. Samantha clutches her stomach as she goes up the stairs, hoping no one can see her.  She runs into her room and rolls herself onto the floor in a ball.

      Oh, my gosh, this is insane. Owww. Dang. It hurts. Like cramps. But, I guess, at least the pain ebbs and flows throughout the day, but I never know when! I hope this just goes away!

      Samantha’s stomach settles down, so she picks up her purse from her nightstand and changes her shoes. She then does a quick check of herself in her stand-alone mirror.

      Not too bad!

      She smiles at herself and heads downstairs. She rapidly eats her lunch, praying her stomach stays settled. Thankfully, she does feel a bit better after she eats her lunch.
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      “K, y’all grab what you need to go to the movies,” Rocco tells the girls. “Bo paid for all of us, so here’s his Venmo QR code.”

      Everyone scans the code and sends money to Bo. Rocco grabs his keys and heads towards the front door, where his Honda is parked on the curb. His mind suddenly jumps to where everyone might sit, especially Jules, at the theater. He starts the car and watches as the girls and Bo trickle out the front door. Samantha and Jules both open the back doors and climb into the back seats. Bo awkwardly stands to the side because he was going to open the door for at least Samantha, but they were both already in and buckled. He smiles as Samantha looks up at him from the backseat, then gets himself in and buckles in on the passenger seat.

      Rocco gets the music started and they chat happily driving to the mall where their fave theater is located. They live about twenty minutes from Horton Plaza. It’s a fabulous mall with outside and inside stores and activities, and the theater is on the bottom floor. Rocco and Bo drop the girls at the curb and park the Honda.

      “Dude. How should we sit in the theater?” Bo asks.

      “Just what I was thinking of the whole time I was driving us!”

      “Okay, what about this: I’ll sit by you, you sit by your sister and she sits by Jules? Then it’s not weird and awkward. Plus, we've all just begun to hang out. Right?”

      “For real, we don’t want any awkwardness. K. It’s a plan. Sounds good.”

      Rocco and Bo grab a large popcorn to share and two drinks so the boys and girls can share. Samantha and Jules are already inside the theater and sitting in their seats.
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        * * *

      

      “Woah. Who’s going to sit by whom?” Samantha asks.

      “Blast! I didn’t even think about that, Samantha!”

      “Okay, let’s make this easy. I’ll just sit by my brother on his left side, and then you sit on my side because we’re not at the point where we’re all going to sit by who we like. Right?”

      “Okay, yeah, that works,” Jules agrees. “That’s a good idea because I would still feel very awkward sitting by Rocco because you know we’re just like noticing each other, and we’re in the I’ve-seen-you’re-hot stage!”

      “Okay, ew, I don’t know if I’m going to be able to get used to you thinking my brother Rocco, who is a knucklehead is hot. But I’m trying to adjust to the whole idea. Anyway, yes, I agree.”

      They both settle into their chairs and see the boys coming their way. Samantha had texted Rocco right after her convo with Jules to say that he sits by her, Bo can sit to his left, and Jules can sit to her right. He agreed with that and said that he and Bo had had the very same type of convo, so there would be no awkwardness.

      The girls watch as the two boys come toward the girls to sit down.
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