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Sometimes a
kiss can change everything.

 


Blade and
Callie are back together. He finally has her where she belongs, in
his house, in his bed and in the circle of his arms, determined to
make up to her all the stupid things that he said and did.

 


They have
fallen back into their previous patterns, but Callie feels that
there is a subtle distance between them, and with him trying to
hold his overbearing presence and pushy attitude at bay, he feels
like a faded version of the Blade she fell in love with.

 


She thinks that
his holding back is what he feels he need to do to forgive himself,
but then she sees him kissing another girl, and suddenly his
restraint doesn’t look so innocent anymore.
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 Chapter 1

 


Callie sat on
the couch in the living room with her legs folded underneath her, a
remote control in her hand, and her eyes on the brunet using her
lap as a pillow.

Blade turned a
page in the textbook he held in his hand above his head,
frowning.

Her hand went
to his hair and she combed her fingers through it.

He arched his
neck and looked at her, giving her a gentle smile.

She smiled back
before her gaze went to the telly and the movie playing on it. A
week had passed since Blade had turned up at Camden’s place, and
they had patched things, professing their love to each other. After
she returned to the house, she and Blade had fallen into their
previous patterns, but there was a subtle distance between them, in
the way he touched her, in the way he held her and in the way he
kissed. It had created a wall between them, one he might not be
aware of, but one that she could feel acutely. She knew the reason
for it. He felt responsible not only for their fight and for her
moving out, but for the death of her parents.

Blade turned
another page in his textbook. It was Sunday afternoon and he had
been studying for the exam he had on Monday. “When is your shift
over tomorrow?”

“At three.”
Usually he only had to look on the refrigerator door to see her
working schedule for the upcoming week, but she hadn’t put it up
yet. “Why?”

“So I know when
to pick you up.” He sat and set the book face down on the coffee
table. He faced her, his hand found hers and he laced their
fingers. “Then afterwards, do you want to go somewhere?”

“Where?”

“On a date. We
haven’t been on one since…” His forehead wrinkled and his brown
eyes lowered to their hands. “Since I made a mess of things and
showed you what an ass I can be.”

“It’s okay.”
She gave him a small smile.

The eyes that
lifted to hers looked troubled. “Is it?”

“You know that
it is.” She reassuringly squeezed his fingers. “I have already told
you I have forgiven you.” She had forgiven him as soon as she heard
from Jack, Blade’s father, that Blade had been looking for her to
make amends.

“I know.” He
carried their hands to his mouth and kissed her palm, the brush of
his mouth sending sizzles up her spine.

“I was never
able to stay mad at you for long.” She shifted closer and wrapped
her arm around his neck. She trailed her fingers down his spine
then up again.

“I know that
too.”

She pulled her
legs under her and then lifted herself onto her knees to move even
closer to him. She cupped his neck, smiling. “You have always been
able to wrap me around your little finger.”

“I don’t want
to wrap you around my little finger.” He pinched his eyebrows
together into a scowl. “That was never my intention.”

Now it was her
turn to say, “I know.”

His forehead
smoothed and he gave her another small, soft smile.

Her eyes
lowered to his lips. He had such a beautiful mouth.

“I love
you.”

“I know.” Her
thumb touched the corner of his mouth then followed the curve of
his lower lip.

His hand
brushed down her leg before he curled his fingers around it and
guided it over his lap so that she straddled him. “And you love me
too?”

“Very
much.”

“Even though I
can be such a jerk?” His hand glided up her hip and then went to
her back.

“Yes.” She
flashed him a smile. “And even when you act so childish at
times.”

“I’m not
childish.”

She lifted her
eyebrows.

“I am, aren’t
I?” He grimaced.

“I’m afraid you
are.”

“And you love
me in spite of it.”

“Of
course.”

“Are you
sure?”

“Very sure.”
There was an expression of uncertainty on his face, something that
looked so out of place on him. She needed to change the subject.
“So a date, huh?”

“That’s the
plan.”

“Where do you
intend to take me?” Her fingers rubbed the nape of his neck.

“Where do you
want to go?”

She
shrugged.

“Dinner in a
fancy restaurant?”

“You know that
I don’t like those things.”

“Yeah. You like
simple things like strolls around the park and sitting on the
bench, holding hands.”

“And movie
nights.”

He rested both
of his hands on her hips. “What do you say we repeat our first
date? Take a walk toward the river bank and have a picnic
there.”

“I would like
that.” Her hand slipped over his shoulder to his well-developed
biceps and then back to his neck to caress the side of it. “I’ll
grab some food at the coffee shop, so you don’t have to worry about
that.”

“That sounds
good.” His pressed a kiss on her temple, then smiled down at
her.

She smiled
back. She grabbed the remote control and aimed it at the telly
while she twisted her body around to see the time on the screen. It
was nine thirty. She turned off the telly, tossed the remote on the
couch and faced him again. She cupped his cheeks. She took a few
seconds to stare at him, at his eyes. She loved his warm brown eyes
and the fact that whenever they were gazing back at her. they told
her how much he loved and cherished her. He had always looked at
her this way, but until he had kissed her for the first time, she
hadn’t been aware of it, or even able to see it. It was that look
that made it so easy for her to forgive him. As long as he
continued to gaze at her like that, she would probably forgive him
anything.

“What?”

She kissed him,
lightly, just a brush of her mouth before she pushed herself away
from him and stood. “I’m going to get ready for sleep.”

“It’s early
yet.”

“It is.” She
glimpsed at the black screen of the telly and then at the textbook
on the table. “But the movie was boring and you need to study.
Remember, you have an exam tomorrow.”

He caught her
hand. “That doesn’t mean that you have to leave.”

“I'm only
distracting you. Besides, I’m planning to have a nice long
bath.”

“Maybe I’ll
join you.” He swung their hands.

“You’re welcome
to.”

Widening his
legs, he tugged her between them and down, so that their eyes were
on the same level. His free hand went to her neck and he drew her
closer to graze his lips against hers before his tongue slid inside
her mouth.

Her arm wrapped
around his neck and she leaned into him, deepening the kiss.

After he ended
the kiss, his fingers brushed down her temple. “Can I come to your
room later?”

“Of course.”
She smiled, pressed a small, chaste kiss on his lips before she
wiggled out of his hold. She walked to the door and gave him
another smile over her shoulder before she strode into the hallway
and then up the stairs. The smile she wore faded off her face, her
step slowed down and her fingers dug into the wood of the railing,
scratching its polish. He had never asked her for permission to
come to her room before she had moved away and now he was asking
for it every night. She was used to him barging into her room
uninvited. It was a habit he had since she had become a member of
the Waldwell household ten years ago. She didn't mind it and when
she did, she either locked her door, or threw him out. But now, he
was putting a distance between them, tiptoeing around her, thinking
she needed space.

She reached her
room and stepped inside, curving her lips upwards. It didn’t matter
if there was distance between them. He loved her. Going slow and
asking for permission to join her in her room was his way of trying
to make it up to her. Something he needed to do to forgive himself.
There was nothing to worry about. They had a date tomorrow. They
would be strolling across the city streets, holding hands. Knowing
him, he would try to steal a kiss or two and even grope her.

The smile on
her face widened. Why was she even worrying? There was nothing to
be worried about. Except what she was going to wear tomorrow. She
rushed to the wardrobe and browsed through the clothes, trying to
pick something that would look nice and be comfortable, since she
would be working, but without looking as if she was trying too
hard.

As it turned
out, she didn’t need to go to all the trouble, since just two hours
before her shift, Blade called and told her that he had to cancel
their date.

“Professor
Harvey wants to add a field trip to our last class,” he said.
“Since I don't know how long it will last, I don't want you to wait
for me. Can we reschedule our date for tomorrow?”

“Sure, no
problem.” Callie bit into her lower lip.

“I’ll make it
up to you.”

“There’s no
need.”

“Of course
there is,” Blade said. “I’ll see you later, okay?”

“Yeah.
Bye.”

“Bye,” he said
before he hung up.

She pushed the
phone into the front pocket of her black apron and fixed her gaze
past the patrons occupying the window tables that looked onto the
street, at the people walking by.

“What’s wrong?”
a female voice asked and a hand lowered on her shoulder.

Callie put a
smile on her face and turned toward Rose, her petite red-haired
co-worker. “Nothing.”

Rose crossed
her arms while her eyebrows arched and her features sharpened. She
looked like a dog who had just found a bone and was preparing to
latch onto it.

Callie sighed.
“It’s just… Blade rescheduled our date.”

“Why?”

“It's
school-related.”

“So?”

“School always
takes precedence.”

“You two only
got back together a week ago. It’s only fair that you should come
first for a while, even before his studies.”

“It’s school,
Rose. It’s not like he’s ditching me to go on a date with somebody
else.”

“He better not
be, because I told him what will happen if he makes you cry.” The
redhead’s eyes narrowed and she punched her fist into her palm.

Smiling, Callie
shook her head.

“You look
disappointed.” Rose closed the distance between them and wrapped
her arm around Callie’s, leaning her cheek against her
shoulder.

“That's because
I am. I was looking forward to it.” Callie patted Rose’s back
before she wiggled her arm out of her friend's hold. “But there
will be other dates.”

“Yeah, it's not
as if this is a tragedy.” A small smile stretched Rose’s mouth
before her eyebrows narrowed and her eyes darkened. “But if it ever
becomes one, let me know and I'll take care of it.” She punched her
fist into her palm again. “I’ll take care of him.”

Callie
snorted.

“Are you by any
chance doubting me?”

“No.” Callie
couldn’t help but smile as she looked at her petite and
fragile-looking friend, who was quite able to chew and spit out men
twice her size. “I’m very well aware how painfully your words can
sting.” Her eyes went to the party of three that had just entered
the coffee shop. “Come on, we have customers.”

Rose's hand
embraced Callie’s shoulder. “Callie, if you ever need somebody to
talk, you know, when Blade is being a jerk or whatever…”

“Yeah.”
Callie's fingers covered Rose’s.

“You’re just
too good and too forgiving, that's why if he ever hurts you again,
I won’t let him off the hook so easily. He better take good care of
you, or he’ll feel my wrath.”

Callie pressed
her lips together in an attempt not to smile. “You are way too
overprotective.”

“But I have to
look after you, since you’re just too nice to be able to do that
yourself.”

“Don’t
exaggerate.”

“But I’m not.
You know that I’m not. You're too nice to people and you like to
avoid confrontation, which regularly gets you the short end of the
stick.” Rose hooked her arm around Callie’s and tugged her toward
the display case and then around it. “If Blade ditched you, why
don’t you join me on my visit to my grandmother?”

“I don’t know
about that. I was planning to go home and to --”

“That’s great.”
Rose released her and smiled up at her. “That’s all settled them.
I’ll let Mama know we are coming.”

“Rose.”

“Come on, you
know that you want to,” Rose said. “Why don’t you go take care of
table ten, and I’ll call Mama.”

Callie looked
at the booth in the corner of the room, by the window, and the
three people that occupied it. She sighed, her eyes going back to
Rose, who already had a phone in her hand. “Fine.”

“See. See how
nice you are?” Rose grinned at her before she turned away and
strolled toward the coffee station set at the end of the
counter.

“I'm being more
of a pushover than nice,” Callie said to herself as she watched
Rose’s back. But well, going with Rose to see Mama wasn’t that bad.
No, it wasn’t that bad at all.

 



Chapter 2

 


Blade tapped
his fingers against the desk he was sitting behind, his gaze on the
podium. The professor standing before the screen showing an example
of local architecture was pointing at the elements and ornaments,
explaining their roles and what they represented. It was Blade’s
last class today, which had been cancelled yesterday, but then
reinstated at the last minute. And now, Professor Nelly was droning
on about the history of the city’s architecture.

From the pocket
of the thin jacket that hung on the back of his chair, Blade pulled
his phone and glanced at its display to see the time. It was five
to three and he was supposed to meet Callie at ten past three
before The Delight, the coffee shop she worked at. If he left now,
he could still make it. He shifted his chair closer to his
neighbour, whispering, “Peter.”

The blond
looked at him. “What?”

“I have to go,”
Blade told his friend. “Could you send me your notes?”

“Sure.” Peter
nodded.

“Great.” Blade
quietly started to put his things into his bag before he gave a
small nod to his friend and sneaked out of the classroom. He had
already cancelled his date with Callie yesterday, and since they
had just patched things up, he couldn’t do that twice in a row,
especially not when he had promised her that he would make it up to
her.

He walked to
his motorbike, which he had parked by the main hall’s entrance, and
drove to the old town. Callie was already waiting for him before
The Delight. He stopped the bike on the street before her and
pushed up his visor. A smile curled his mouth. “Hey.”

“Hey.” She
smiled.

She was
special, so special and precious. His hands itched to reach for
her, to frame her face and to kiss her senseless, but she wasn't
fond of public displays of affection, so he busied himself with
unhooking the helmet from the back seat. He gave it to her.
“Here.”

“Where are we
going?” She put the helmet on and climbed onto the bike behind him.
Her arms wrapped around his waist and she leaned on him, warming
his back.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
EVERYTHING

=
2t %ﬁ%
- ;s part 2 _






