
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction — My real first love 
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My love... my first real love, to be exact.

Or as my mama used to say back then — “puppy love.”

When we fall in love young, everybody tells us not to take it too seriously.

“You’re too young to know what love is.”

“It’s just an experience.”

“Don’t get too attached.”

But I was attached. I was in love before I even knew the word had rules.

I still remember the day we met.

I was fourteen — shy, quiet, more comfortable with my journal than people.

He was sixteen — loud, confident, with that kind of smile that made you forget your own name.

We went to different schools, but somehow, the universe decided our paths would cross that day. Maybe it was fate, or maybe it was just bad timing disguised as destiny.

He said something corny like, “You look too pretty to be walking alone,” and I rolled my eyes — but I smiled too. I tried to play it cool, but inside, my stomach flipped.

That moment... that was it for me. I didn’t know then that a two-minute conversation could turn into years of memories, heartbreak, and lessons I’d never forget.

He made me laugh. He made me mad.

He made me fall — hard.

And for a long time, I believed we’d grow up and grow old together.

What I didn’t know back then was that love, real love, comes with secrets.

Some you tell.

Some you find by accident.

And some... you only learn when you go through his phone.
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Chapter 1 — Southbrook High
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The alarm on my cracked iPhone screen buzzed against the nightstand — 6:32 a.m.

Too early for someone who’d been up half the night watching music videos and pretending to study.

I groaned, rolled over, and stared at the ceiling for a minute, wondering why school had to start so early. My room still smelled like coconut hair oil and the flat iron I’d left on the dresser. A pile of clothes sat in the corner — half “maybe” outfits, half regret.

It was my sophomore year at Southbrook High, and even though the school year had just started, I already felt like I’d been there forever.

Mama yelled from the kitchen, “You better be up! Don’t make me come in there!”

I was up. Kind of.

I slid out of bed and headed straight to the mirror. My hair was a mess — bonnet halfway off, edges fighting for their life. I grabbed my edge brush, some Eco Styler gel, and went to work.

By the time I finished, the girl staring back at me looked like she had her life together, even if I didn’t feel like it.

I threw on my favorite jeans, a fitted white tee, and my silver hoop earrings. My backpack was halfway zipped — notebooks sticking out, a few pens lost to the void at the bottom.

The bus stop was only a few blocks away, but I liked walking. It gave me time to clear my head — or overthink, depending on the day.

The air was warm, the kind of late-August morning where summer still lingered in the breeze. 

The neighborhood smelled like fresh-cut grass and somebody’s pancakes.

That’s when I saw him again.

Standing across the street, waiting on his ride to West Haven High — tall, confident, and grinning like he knew exactly what he was doing to me.

My stomach flipped. Again.

I told myself not to stare, not to care.

But love — or whatever it was at fourteen — doesn’t listen to logic.

He caught my eye and nodded.

“Morning,” he said, voice low and teasing.

I tried to play it cool.

“Morning,” I replied, but my heart was already racing.

That was the start of everything.

What I didn’t know then was that every “good morning” would turn into a memory — some sweet, some sharp — that I’d never be able to forget.

Page 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 (Continued)
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He took a few steps closer, like he wasn’t sure if he should, then smiled — that easy kind of smile that makes you forget how to breathe for a second.

“You go to Southbrook, right?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yeah. Sophomore year.”

He shifted his backpack higher on his shoulder. “I’m at West Haven. Junior.”

I didn’t know what else to say, so I shrugged. “Cool.”

He laughed softly. “You don’t talk much, huh?”

“Only to people I know,” I said, giving him a small grin.

“Well,” he said, holding out his hand like we were in a movie, “now you know me. I’m Malik.”

I stared at his hand for a second before shaking it. “Alyssa.”

“Nice to meet you, Alyssa,” he said, dragging out my name like he was trying to remember it by the sound. “You walk this way every morning?” “Yeah. Why?”

“Just asking,” he said with a smirk that told me it wasn’t just asking. “Maybe I’ll start getting off the bus earlier.”

I rolled my eyes, but I was smiling now. “You don’t even know me.”

“That’s why I asked,” he said. “Let me fix that.”

Before I could answer, the city bus pulled up behind him with a loud hiss. His friends were hanging out the windows, yelling for him to hurry up.

He grinned, backing toward the bus door. “You gonna give me your number, or should I ask again tomorrow?”

I should’ve said no. I should’ve walked away.

But something about the way he said it — playful, confident, like he already knew I’d say yes — made me grab a pen from my bag.

I scribbled my number on his palm just as the bus on driver honked again.

“Don’t lose it!” I yelled.

He laughed, holding up his hand as he climbed onto the bus. “Not a chance, Alyssa!”

And then he was gone — the doors closing, the engine roaring, the sound of his friends teasing him fading down the street.

I stood there for a minute, trying not to smile too hard.

It was just a number. Just a moment.

But something about it felt different — like I’d just stepped into a story I didn’t know the ending to yet.
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Chapter 2 — Just a Number
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By the time I made it to Southbrook, my heart still hadn’t calmed down.

It was ridiculous — one smile, one number exchange, and I was walking through the school gates like I was in some kind of music video.

The morning air was already heavy with the sound of lockers slamming, sneakers squeaking against the hallway floors, and people yelling across the halls like they hadn’t just seen each other yesterday.

I spotted my best friend, Tiana, leaning against her locker, scrolling through her phone. Her long box braids were tied up in a messy bun, and she was chewing gum like it owed her money.
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