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Friday, August 26th

A little offended.

10:45pm








Johnny steps over the puke, avoiding getting any on his velvet shoes, and takes my hand. “I’m surprised you don’t puke glitter, Sparkles. Let’s get you upstairs and into bed.”


I hear Betsy mutter to Danielle, “Probably what got her into trouble in the first place.” Then they both giggle.


To this, I laugh.


“The it’s a boy comment was brilliant,” Laurent says, following us. “And Betsy sucks.”


“She likes Beckham, thought he liked her back, and now that she knows he doesn’t, she’s upset. And most girls can relate. But she shouldn’t take it out on me. So, while I sympathize with her, I also agree that she sucks.”


Johnny leads me into his room, flips his covers back, and motions for me to get in his bed. 


I don’t argue, just slide between his sheets. 


Then I run my fingers across them because they are so soft. “Laurent, come feel these.”


He sits on the bed carefully, probably because he thinks I might puke again, then caresses the sheets. 


“Why don’t my sheets feel this way?” he wonders.


“Well, first of all,” Johnny says, “yours are probably just made of cotton. These are custom-crafted from the finest merino wool, backed by my signature silk paisley, then added to a thousand-count Egyptian cotton sateen sheet.”


I look at him. “I’m totally in love with the embroidery at the top. It’s gorgeous, and it shines in the light like gold.”


“That’s because it is,” Johnny replies. “Twenty-four karat gold from my family’s mine is woven into the fabric.”


“Amazing,” I say. And I mean it. 


“You’ll be sleeping on a similar set on my yacht in the near future. We have school this week and then a break for the Labor Day holiday. I think it would be fun to get away. How would you feel about spending a few days at sea?”


“Can we go now?” I tease, suddenly realizing that I’m feeling better. Must have gotten the last of the junk food out of me. I’m also thirsty. “Hey, what are you drinking?” I take in the pale color and little bubbles in Johnny’s glass. “Oh my gosh, Johnny, is that champagne?”


He lets out a little huff. “It is.”


“But I thought we were going to bond over it.” I push my bottom lip out in a pout. 


“We’ve already bonded, Sparkles, but …” he says, looking toward my stomach.


“Oh, right. My condition.”


“You haven’t told us one way or another yet,” Johnny says.


“We’d support you either way,” Laurent quickly adds.


“So, the real question is,” Johnny says with a sympathetic grin, “do we need to turn Laurent’s mostly unused closet into a nursery?” 


I laugh. “You guys, I’m not pregnant.”


“I knew it!” Johnny practically yells. “You’re still a virgin, right?”


“What do you mean, you knew it?” 


“Answer the question,” Johnny states.


I scoff, feeling a little irritated. “Do you think that I’m not, like, pretty enough for someone to want to have sex with me?”


“Not at all. It’s just the way you handle yourself around men.”


“And?”


He sighs. “You don’t seem experienced.”


“Although I’m a little offended by this conversation, I would like to know what you mean by that.”


“You’re not very good at flirting even though you try and somehow manage to come off as endearing.”


“What? I can flirt. I mean, I must be able to because, hello, Augie asked me to be his girlfriend.” I narrow my eyes at him. “I’d hate to have to puke all over these amazing sheets.”


Johnny is not impressed by my threat. “I think there’s been enough drama tonight. How about some bubbly?”


I turn to Laurent and give him puppy-dog eyes. “I sort of flirted with you, didn’t I?”


He smiles at me and says, “You definitely did,” even though we both know he’s lying. “But now, I’m curious too.”


“I haven’t had sex yet. What about you?”


“My status mimics yours,” he replies.


“Mine doesn’t!” Johnny sings. 


“I think we knew that,” I tease him as he opens his armoire, revealing a silver bucket filled with two chilled bottles on a tray with crystal flutes.


He pours Laurent and me each a glass and gives them to us. 


“To good sheet,” I say, holding my flute up in a toast.


“And good friends,” Laurent adds.


“And fine champagne,” Johnny says. “I was thinking about going downstairs to putter around in the kitchen. There was really nothing worth eating at the carnival. Although I don’t normally cook, our family chef insisted that I learn to make two meals should I ever have to fend for myself—eggs and grilled cheese.” He gives Laurent a raised eyebrow, then grins at me. “Do you have a preference, milady?”


“Grilled cheese, for sure,” I tell him. “What do you think, Laurent?”


“Sounds like the perfect end to an imperfect day,” he replies as Johnny breezes out of the room. 


I snuggle down into the sheets a little more, then turn to face Laurent. “That’s an interesting thing to say.” 


He puts his arm behind his neck and stares up at the ceiling. “It’s crazy that I’m here. At Eastbrooke. Where she went. I don’t understand how she could keep something like a family from me.” He rolls his eyes. “She used the quote often. Particularly after a bad day. Said you can always turn your day around by having a good moment at the end of it.”


“She sounds smart. And don’t judge her for not telling you. I get that you feel kind of betrayed, but imagine how she must have felt. I was thinking about all that when I was getting ready for the carnival. And I wonder if your father even really knew.”


“What makes you say that?”


“Well, obviously, your mom lied about some stuff.”


“A lot of stuff.”


“But people like your father—”


“If he’s even my father—”


“Are often surrounded by other people. Like, we don’t know what happened.”


“What are you trying to say?”


I let out a sigh. “Okay, so there was this movie I watched not too long ago. Surprisingly similar situation, only the mom and her son happen to run into mom’s former flame and, gasp, the father of her son. But the man never knew she was actually pregnant because she told one of his staff, and then the staff person was worried he’d lose his job because he had been covering up the affair, so he told the woman that the father of her child didn’t want anything to do with her. But, he lied. And when they meet, the dad can clearly see the son favors him.”


“And what happened then?” Laurent asks, already totally invested.


“They finally talk to each other, they kiss, and of course, they live happily ever after together—but not before they figure out what transpired and fire the meddling assistant.”


“Was that one of your mother’s movies?” he guesses.


“She directed it. And the crazy thing is, it was based on a real-life story.”


“So, you think my mom sold your mom the story?”


“Ohmigawd! I never thought of that. I was just pointing out that stuff like that does happen. But … wow. Do you think?”


“Who knows?” Laurent says, rolling over toward me, his face landing so close that our noses almost touch. 


I look at him cross-eyed and laugh. 


“You seem like you’re feeling a lot better,” he says just as Johnny kicks the door open and enters the room with a tray of food in his hands.


Laurent pops up to help him. 


“I’ve got it,” Johnny says, setting the tray on his bed and revealing six perfectly grilled sandwiches cut into neat triangles.


“Those look too good to eat!” I exclaim. “How did you get them so perfectly browned without smooshing them?”


“I melted the cheese slightly before putting it between the bread and only ever use salted Irish butter.”


“Let me guess. You brought your own butter?” Laurent says with a chuckle.


“I most certainly did. As well as caviar, truffles, and an array of spices. I’m also considering offering our chef a job here at Hawthorne. We would dine like kings every day.”


We each grab a triangle, hold it up, and touch them together in some kind of grilled-cheese toast before taking a bite. 


I will admit to being a little tentative at first, but I quickly down it. 


“Um, that was freaking delicious,” I comment.


Laurent grins and says to me, “I thought you had ruined me with champagne and cupcakes. But this vintage version with grilled cheese might have topped it.” He raises his glass back in the air. “To all the good sheeeeet.”





Not long after we finish our snack, I kiss Johnny’s cheeks, wish both him and Laurent good night, and go to my room. I’m suddenly feeling exhausted. 


I want to curl up into a ball in my bed but need to shower off the grime of the carnival. 


Of everything that happened tonight. 


Actually, what I wish is that I could take a bath. Should have chosen Calder, I think to myself, but then I quickly shake my head, very happy I didn’t end up in the same house as Branson. 







Saturday, August 27th

Totally chuffed.

6:45am








Because I forgot to close my curtains when I went to sleep, the light wakes me up early this morning. I lie in bed and think about all that happened last night. And wonder how I’m going to face everyone today. 


It’s really kind of crazy that girls like Betsy and Danielle, who might not be abstaining from sex, would make fun of a girl who had sex and got pregnant. It’s such a double standard, and it makes me feel more sympathy for teen moms. It also makes me wonder if that’s how Waverly’s mom, my aunt Gracie, felt. Part of me wants to call her. To ask. To see how she handled it. Truth be told, there was a night before I left London when I seriously considered doing it with Augie. But I decided to wait, hoping that once I got back, he’d ask me to be his girlfriend. 


Now, I kind of wish I hadn’t waited. 


Because he probably would have told me he loved me then and not at Eastbrooke, sitting outside the dean’s office, after getting in a fight with my former best friend. 


Seriously, I feel like Branson has become the Voldemort in my life—He Who Must Not Be Named. 


But, on the other hand, Augie could have told me that I wasn’t worth the trouble. That I wasn’t worth his getting in a fight. Especially when I know his family is going to be upset and have to deal with the social media fallout. Something I’m sure my parents will have to handle as well. I should call them. Tell them the truth. 


But I’m mad at them. 


Mad at the way they treated me last night. Mad they thought it was okay to discuss something so personal in front of the dean and He Who Must Not Be Named.


I take a fortifying breath and look at my phone for the first time since the carnival. 


There are numerous missed calls and texts from my parents, London, and Waverly. I scroll down to check out the texts. 





Waverly: Tried to call, but … I realize that the other night I said some things about my parents getting pregnant with me and regretting it. About how I was afraid to have sex because of it. I left the carnival early because after eating all that junk food and then going on the roller coaster, I felt nauseous and went back to the house. London called me and told me what happened. And I watched the video. I’m so sorry. I’m sitting here in tears, thinking that you could have known you were pregnant when I said all that. And just know, no matter what you decide to do, I will support you fiercely. 





I scroll to the next one.





London: OMG! Is that why Augie came to Eastbrooke?


London: Sorry, that was probably rude, but I text the way I think. I tried to call you, and I’m just, well, in shock. I saw the tail end of the fight. Heard what Branson said. Is it true? And if it is, why didn’t you tell us? 


London: I’m resorting to answering my own questions since you aren’t responding. The logical reason is that after hearing Waverly go on about it, you thought maybe we wouldn’t support you. 


London: But just so you know, we would. Well, I would. 


London: I don’t know how it is in your house, but here at Calder, everyone is talking about it. The girls seem to range between thinking you are a slut and swooning over the fact that you are carrying a royal heir. 


London: Anyway, call me. Text me. Anytime.





I keep scrolling, skipping over texts from my parents, my eyes landing on one from Augie. 





HRH: I finally got to leave the dean’s office and go see a nurse, who patched me up. Unfortunately, that required some stitches. And it is quite possible that I threw up during the process. I’m blaming it on the cotton candy and all the other sweets we consumed. But, I will admit, I half-expected her to ask me if I was pregnant too. 





To that, I laugh.





HRH: We need to decide what we are going to tell everyone. I haven’t discussed it with my parents yet because you were so adamant about not telling yours. I do need to tell them though. Not tonight, of course. I wasn’t thrilled with their reaction either. Just to be clear, I’d be totally chuffed if you were having my baby. Ecstatic. Preferably when we’re older though. If it were true, I suspect we’d both be flipping out.





That we would be.





HRH: I hope you are feeling better and getting some sleep. Text me when you see this. 





What follows is a text from Branson. I don’t want to ruin the way I’m feeling by reading it. I should scroll past it. 


Delete it. 


But I don’t. 


I do, however, stop and change his name in my Contacts. 


Very mature, I know.





Asshole: You know the royal family is going to make you terminate your pregnancy, right? I heard them discussing it on the phone with Augie when I was outside the dean’s office. That’s how much they all care about you. He doesn’t love you. No matter what he says. And are you really going to believe him over me?





I tell myself not to reply. 


Not to take the bait.


Because Branson’s an idiot.


Clueless.


He was drunk. 


And wrong. 


And I don’t care what he thinks.


Or says.


But apparently, I don’t have much willpower.





Me: Actions speak louder than words. And Augie’s reaction to all this has been pure perfection because he’s the kind of boy I’ve always dreamed of.





I’m surprised when he immediately texts me back. 





Asshole: You used to dream about being with me.





Me: You led me on. But then I discovered that you are not at all my type. 





Asshole: Because I’m not a prince.





Me: Exactly, because every girl dreams of finding her own prince—whether they are royal or not. They want someone who loves them fiercely, who treats them well, and who will defend their honor. Sound familiar? Also, please note that I’m blocking your number. I might be stuck at Eastbrooke with you, but I have no desire to talk to you ever again. 





I go to block him before I change my mind, but since I’ve never blocked anyone before, I have to look up how to do it. 


Then I do. 


I also learn that the number you block doesn’t get a notification that you’ve blocked them. They can still send you texts—you just never have to see them. 


And that sounds like the perfect arrangement. 


If only I could block him from my life as well. 


Then I could go to school with him, but never hear him speak. 


Never have to see his face. 


And never have to relive his betrayal.





I have a moment of silence for the actual end of our friendship, then put that all behind me and focus on Augie. 


Because I want to hear his voice. His dreamy accent.


“Morning, my little lark,” he says sweetly, sounding groggy when he answers my call.


“Did I wake you?” 


“No, I’ve been up for a fair bit, just haven’t spoken to anyone yet. Was going through my messages and all that.”


“I was too. My favorite ones are from you.”


“I suppose they weren’t all as pleasant?”


“No, they were not.”


“Hmm,” he says.


“What’s the hmm for?”


“I told the wanker he needed to apologize to you properly.”


I let out a laugh. “Did he agree?”


“Yes.”


“Well, he’s a liar.”


“Did he reach out?” Augie asks tentatively.


“He did. But he most definitely did not apologize.”


“What did he say?” And this time, Augie’s voice sounds deeper, like he’s barely holding it together.


“He tried to throw you under the bus. Said that he overheard a discussion with you and your parents. That they are going to make me end my pregnancy. And that you don’t love me.”


Augie lets out a breath of air through his nose, sounding like a bull ready to charge. “My parents said nothing of the sort. What did you say back?”


“It doesn’t matter, really. Do you want to come over?”


“I wish I could, but Monroe talked me into playing lacrosse, and I have to report to the locker room shortly to get outfitted. Will you be at the game?” He pauses, but before I can answer, he says, “It’s understandable if you don’t want to go. I can meet you after.”


“I’m going, for sure. But should you be playing? You have stitches!”


“Only three, which are covered with a plaster.”


“Like a cast?” I ask even though that doesn’t make sense.


“No, a, um, a plaster is a small piece of gauze with sides that stick to your skin.”


I think about that for a minute, then sigh with relief. “Oh, a Band-Aid. I gotcha. I am surprised I’ve never heard that one before.”


“Well, I never had to fight off anyone for you before,” he teases.


“Oh boy, you’re never going to let me forget it either, are you?” I say with a laugh. 


“No way. I would protect you with my life, fair maiden. But in all seriousness, I was the one who was attacked. For something I said. I suppose, like the word plaster, I need to make sure what I say here is not misconstrued. It’s my fault he thought what he did.”


“Even so, you didn’t deserve to be punched for it. He could have just asked for clarification instead of jumping to conclusions. But what you said about being chuffed—which, now that I think about it, here in the States, most people would think that meant you were irritated over the matter, but fortunately, I know it means excited. Happy.”


“I believe I also used the word ecstatic.”


“Yeah, you did. And that made me … well, pretty chuffed.” 


“I’ll see you after the match then?”


“Yes, you will. Just for a bit though. Johnny is taking me and Laurent shopping for something to wear to the dance. You can come with us if you want.”


“I think I’d like to be surprised when I see you tonight. And honestly, I think I’ll be ready for a lie-down. Especially once I speak to my parents.”


“I’m not calling mine until after the scrimmage. With the three-hour time difference, I know they will be up by then.”


“I doubt either of our parents have gotten much sleep.”


“Are we being mean by not telling them right away?”


“As my dad often says, sometimes, we need to learn our lessons the hard way,” Augie says diplomatically.


“We’re teaching our parents a lesson?”


“Yes, we are. I have been trying to put myself in their shoes. I realize if you were pregnant, it would be a shock. But at the same time, I expected more from them. I expected their support.”


“Me too.”


“We should call them together then.”


“Agreed,” I say.


“See you soon, my love,” he says before ending our call.


I lie back on my pillow and sigh happily, then get up, pull on my robe, go into the bathroom, and look in the mirror. 


My puking self probably wasn’t exactly the most attractive thing ever, but this morning, I am beaming. Happy.


And I plan to look my best for the lacrosse game today. 


I think about how my mom puts on makeup when she’s doing interviews. How she calls it her armor. 


I think I’m going to need some fortification of that kind for myself today. 







Break up the party.

8:30am





I’ve just finished putting on moisturizer; some blush; soft, glimmering eye shadow; and a little mascara when there’s a knock at my door.


I open it to find my brothers. I thought it was odd that they hadn’t texted me, but knowing them, they were probably off with some girls when the fight broke out.


Monroe hands me a cup of tea. Aspen follows with a yummy-looking muffin.


“Let me guess. You’re up this early because Mom and Dad sent you?”


They both nod. 


“Neither one of us heard about what happened until this morning. We’re sorry we weren’t there for you,” Monroe says. 


And I believe him. Monroe has always been more sensitive than Aspen, who is probably going to blurt out—


“Just tell us already,” Aspen says. “Are you really pregnant?”


“Are you immediately going to tell Mom and Dad?” I fire back.


Aspen sighs, and Monroe takes my hand. “Our parents are freaking out. I’m freaking out.”


“I wish you had been there last night when the fight broke out. I could have used your help,” I state seriously. “Where were you?”


“Um, I was at the lacrosse field,” Aspen admits, hanging his head.


“Having sex?” I ask, crossing my arms in front of my chest and glaring at him.


He just shrugs, but it’s obvious that’s the case.


“And what about you, Roe?”


“I was back at Wyndham.”


“He was hooking up too,” Aspen tattles.


“No comment,” Monroe says.


“I suppose Dad gave you both a bunch of condoms, sent you to school, and told you to have a good time but to be careful?”


“Uh,” Monroe says, immediately squinting his eyes. 


And I know that I’m right.


“We’re guys,” Aspen says by way of explanation.


“And you’re having sex with girls. Your sister is a girl. Girls can and sometimes do get pregnant, even when protection is used,” I point out.


“So, you really are pregnant?”


“If you are only here to get information and aren’t here to support what I’m going through, you can just go now.”


The boys sigh, but for different reasons. Monroe knows I’m right, and Aspen is irritated he’s going to have to report back without a definitive answer.


“We are here to support you,” Monroe says. “I also feel bad I wasn’t there to help you. I’m sorry you went through it alone. Obviously, we saw the video this morning.”


“I wasn’t alone. I had Augie. And if you swear to me you won’t say anything to Mom and Dad before I talk to them, I will tell you the truth.”


“We promise,” they say in unison.


“The reason I was sick last night is because I had eaten way too much junk food and then went on a bunch of rides.”


“Probably not the smartest thing,” Aspen says.


“No, it wasn’t.” I can’t help but grin at the thought. “Augie and I had so much fun though. And—”


“And what?”


I touch the necklace Augie gave me. “We had the best time. I’m so happy he is here with me—regardless of what anyone else thinks. And, for your information, I am not pregnant.”


“You need to tell Mom and Dad that,” Aspen says. “They’re freaking out.”


“No, I don’t. Not yet. They made me come here, knowing I didn’t want to. In a way, this is all their fault. And as they like to say to us—” 


“You need to think about what you’ve done,” Monroe says, and surprisingly, even Aspen nods his head. Maybe he’s not completely perfect. 


“Exactly,” I say.


“I guess that makes sense,” Monroe says, pulling me into a hug. “Just for the record, we would have supported you either way. And we like Augie.”


“And fully approve as well,” Aspen says. 


“I don’t need your approval, but I’m glad you do.”


“Not to bring up a sore subject,” Aspen says, “but Branson reached out to me this morning. Said to let you know that he’s sorry.”


“Sorry for what exactly?” 


“I guess for getting in a fight with Augie,” Aspen offers.


“Not for humiliating me by announcing to the world that I’m pregnant?”


“I’m sure that too,” Aspen says. 


“Sounds like you don’t know what he’s sorry for. And if I had to guess, neither does he.”


“You two really need to make up,” Aspen says. 


I shake my head. “Until last night, I thought that might be possible. Now, there’s no freaking way I’m ever going to have anything to do with him. And you can tell him that second-hand apologies don’t count.”


“I agree,” Monroe says, siding with me. “And honestly, I’m done with his bullshit too.”


Aspen, who has always been a little closer to Branson than Monroe, just sort of nods. 


“Did people give you shit about being pregnant?” Monroe asks.


“Yeah, of course. Girls mostly.”


“Why didn’t you stand up for yourself? Tell them that it isn’t true?”


“I told Johnny and Laurent last night.”


“I mean, at the carnival.”


“Well, I was more worried about Augie being attacked than anything else. And the first time Branson said it, no one was paying attention. But then a crowd gathered, and he kept yelling it, and I was looking around for you guys or a prefect to stop it. And just as I was ready to go break it up myself, the dean showed up and took us away.”


“We also heard it was a boy,” Aspen says. 


I can’t help but laugh, and then I tell them about what happened when we got back to the house.


By the time I’m done, we’re laughing together.


“I hate to break up the party,” Beckham says, popping his head into my room, “but, Monroe, you need to get to the locker room.”


“I’d better get going too,” Aspen says. “I have to get my football gear figured out.”


“Um, before you do, I think you should see this.” I pull up my texts with Branson and hand the phone to Monroe. 


Monroe, the more passive of our trio, rolls his hand into a fist. Pissed as he shows our brother.


“He’s playing us,” Aspen says.


I just shrug.


Both boys give me kisses on the cheek and leave. I expect Beckham to do the same, but instead, he comes and sits on my bed and pulls me down with him.


“Quite the night last night, huh?”


“Yeah, it was. I hope you didn’t have to clean up the puke.”


He gives me a sly grin. “I made Danielle and Betsy do it.”


I weigh my head back and forth. “That almost makes up for them being so catty.”


“Lane, I’m here for you.” Beckham takes my hands in his. “No matter what.”


“I know that. And I’m sorry I was rude last night.” I stop speaking and let out a sigh. 


“It’s okay,” he says, wrapping his arm around me. 


I melt into his chest, feeling like I could cry. 


But I can’t do that. I have to be strong. 


So, I sit myself back up. 


“I’m not very excited about showing my face in public today, but I’m going to the lacrosse game regardless. Because I don’t care what people think.”


I can tell he wants to say something, but is either afraid to or—it’s then that I realize I didn’t tell him last night when he walked me back to the house. 


“I’m not pregnant, Beck,” I say softly, meeting his gaze.


He lets out a whoosh of air, like he’s been holding it in. And Beck’s breath always smells like cinnamon. Warm and inviting. 


We just stare at each other for a moment, our faces close. Then he leans his forehead against mine with a little thud.


“That’s a relief.”


“Funny thing is, when Branson told everyone I was pregnant, for a hot second, even I wondered if I was. Might have been all the sugar clouding my judgment.” 


“Every time I saw you, you were eating,” he says, still not moving away from me. 


“I totally was. The carnival was really fun up until that point. Augie gave me a beautiful necklace and asked me to be his—”


“Yeah, I heard,” he says, cutting me off. “Lane, I know it’s none of my business, but about the pregnancy.”


“There was not even a chance that I was pregnant, Beck,” I say softly. “We’ve done stuff, you know, but probably not as much as you might think.”


“Naked stuff?” he asks, keeping his forehead pressed against mine. And for that, I’m thankful. Because I don’t have to look at him.


“Partially naked stuff,” I clarify. And although I can’t see his eyes, I do see his lips turn up into a smile. “Beck, can I ask you for a big favor?”


“Of course,” he says. 


“Let people know that I’m not pregnant so I don’t have to.”


He nods his head slightly, causing mine to move with his. I don’t know why I don’t break away from him. Probably because he’s older. Because he knows everyone here. And probably because—


I pull back, then place my lips on his cheek. “Thank you for being my friend, Beck. It means a lot to me.”


“You mean a lot to me,” he whispers. “And don’t worry. It will all blow over.”


“I hope so.”


“I’m proud of you for going to the game.”


“I promised Laurent I would. Apparently, you told him that all the girls come to the games. And, well, I am a girl.”


He slides his knuckles across my cheek, then moves his hand to my braid, giving it a little tug. “You most definitely are. And you’re wearing makeup.”


“My mom calls makeup her armor.”


“You are beautiful with or without it. Why do you think Betsy is so jealous of you?”


“She saw us kiss, Beckham. That’s why she’s jealous.”


“Oh,” he says with a cocky grin. “You finally admit it, huh?”


I roll my eyes. “I pushed you away.”


“Yeah, after you kissed me.” 


When he smiles so big that his dimples pop out, I shake my head. “You’re incorrigible.”


“I know,” he says. “What are you doing after the game? Do you wanna go get some lunch or something?”


“I can’t. Johnny is taking me and Laurent shopping for the dance.”


“Johnny dresses pretty spectacularly. Will you be in something equally as bold tonight?”


“I have no idea.” I can’t help but laugh.


“Augie’s very lucky,” Beckham says softly. “Anyway, we’ll be pre-partying here at the house, so be ready a little early so you can join us.” He gets up off my bed. “I have to get going.”


“I’ll be cheering for you,” I say.


“You’d better,” he tells me.





I go back into the bathroom and look at myself. My makeup is soft and subtle. I consider adding more, as well as taking out my braid, but decide to save that for the dance. But I do carefully consider what I am going to wear. I want to look pretty, but not like I’m trying too hard. I want to be in something cute but sexy. 


I laugh at myself because I’m pretty sure I don’t own anything remotely sexy, and I end up pairing a red Cougars midriff tee with a pair of jean shorts and the Burberry tennies my mom packed for me. 


I get a text from Johnny, telling me to meet him outside when I’m ready to go to the game.


I think about what I saw in Mom’s movie. How, when she first came to Eastbrooke, the most popular girl was mean to her. Of course, I’m sure it didn’t help matters when she started dating the girl’s ex, but I’m praying that I have half the confidence she did through it all. I have a feeling I’m going to need it today.





And I’m right. 


The second I get down the stairs, Betsy starts in on me. 


“I’m surprised you’re even showing your face today,” she snarls.


“Of course I am. I promised Beckham that I would go to his game. And Augie and Laurent tried out for the team as well, so it should be a good time.”


“Is that what you’re into? Showing lots of guys a good time?” 


“I’m not pregnant, Betsy.”


“I don’t believe you. In a few months, when you’re showing, then you will be.”


Should I, or shouldn’t I? What the hell? I channel my mother and lean in toward Betsy. “Well, since you are in on my little secret, maybe you can help me figure something out. But you can’t tell anyone. Promise?”


She can’t even hide her greedy grin. I swear, she’s practically salivating.


“Of course,” she says, trying to give me a genuine smile—one that misses the mark. “What do you need help with?”


“Figuring out who the father is.”


Her eyes go wide in shock. “Wait. What?”


“I mean, like mathematically, based off my last period, shouldn’t I be able to figure out when I would have ovulated and which one of the three guys it might be?” I ask, somehow managing to keep a straight face.


“Three?”


“You promised you wouldn’t tell anyone,” I remind her. “Housemates are supposed to support each other, right?”


“Oh, of course. Totally.” 


“Well then, it’s either Branson, who stupidly assumes it’s Augie’s because I’ve, um, spent time with both of them recently. But what neither of them knows is that it also could be someone else’s.” 


Betsy leans toward me, looking desperate. 


And that’s when I say, “Someone whose name might be Beckham.”


Her face goes white, and she walks away. 


I instantly feel bad for saying what I did. I suppose there’s a fine line between standing up for yourself and being a bitch. And I’m pretty sure I just crossed it.







Let him score.

9:45am





When I get outside, I find Johnny waiting for me on a golf cart.


“Where did you get this?”


“The question is, why doesn’t everyone have them? It snows here. I will not risk ruining my shoes, schlepping through the muck,” he says, taking off.


“Does the dean know about this?”


“Actually, he does. I’m borrowing it from the school. Had to get it approved. I don’t remember them mentioning it during orientation, but apparently, they offer stand-up electric scooters for students to use once school starts. But today, we need this. It’s going to be too far for us to walk to where we are going after the lacrosse game.”


“You mean, like when we go shopping? We can Uber, or I know Beckham and some other people have cars here.”


“I have a car here,” he says.


“You do?”


“Of course. Actually, I have two.”


“Oh, I love cars. Can I see them?”


He doesn’t reply, just flips around and goes back to the parking lot between the houses and the dorms instead of down the hill toward the playing fields. 


“My brothers and I have custom golf carts on our property in Sonoma. I wonder if our parents would let us bring them here.” I’m about to tell him about our different versions, but when he pulls up to a car, it’s so beautiful that it almost takes my breath away. 


“What is that?” I ask with my mouth hanging open. 


“It’s a Rimac Nevera.”


“Oh, I’ve heard my dad talking about that car before. It’s made in Croatia, right? And it’s fast.”


“The fastest top speed of a production electric car, actually. In tests, it hit 412 kilometers per hour, which is about 258 miles per hour.”


“Wow. It’s gorgeous.” I take in the sleek, aerodynamic design. “And the color—” I stop speaking, tilt my head, grab Johnny’s hand, and hold it up to the car. “It matches your pinkie ring.”


“That it does. No two are made exactly the same, and very few are in production. The exterior color is custom.”


Johnny reaches out and touches the emerald around my neck. “Did he buy this to match your eyes?”


I nod my head. “Yes.”


“It’s a few shades too bright.” 


“Shall I return it?” I say with a chuckle.


“Of course not, but—”


“But what?”


“He could have done better.”


“Isn’t that a little rude to say? He’s sixteen. Not all of us are gemologists. I like it. Isn’t that all that matters?”


“Yes, I suppose. At least he got the shape right.”


“The pear?”


“Pear to some, but more commonly known as the teardrop. Supposed to symbolize tears of joy, but with young love, who knows?”


“Johnny!” I say, taking a swipe at him. But he’s quicker than I expected, and in a flash, he’s out of my reach. “Don’t be a prat.”


He just laughs at me. “You sound British.”


I roll my eyes. “Maybe a little. Hanging out with the wrong crowd, I guess.”


“Yes, the prince. Gotta be careful with boys like him.”


“Don’t I know it? Hell, he’s already gotten me pregnant without having sex. That’s quite the feat.”


Johnny shakes his head at me. “You’re funny.”


“And your car is a visual feast. Almost as hot as Augie.”


“Now, you’re just being silly,” Johnny says, waving me off. 


“And then there’s your SUV—a Rolls-Royce Cullinan.”


“You know your cars.”


“Just enough to be dangerous. My dad loves cars.”


“This is their Black Badge version,” he clarifies. “Also, technically, they don’t call it an SUV. It’s a high-sided vehicle.”


“Well, whatever you want to call it, it’s a looker too. But I still don’t understand the need for the golf cart.”


“You’ll see soon enough,” he says, glancing at his watch. “Hop in. We need to get to the game before it starts.”





On our way to the field, we pass the parking lot where the carnival was held last night. All the rides have been packed up and moved away, leaving just some of the midway game and food trailers.


When we arrive at the lacrosse field, the team appears to be finishing their warm-ups, half wearing red jerseys and the other half wearing yellow.


I notice that Augie is dressed in red, along with Beckham, Zander, and Hudson. Monroe and Laurent are on the yellow team. 


I’m barely out of the golf cart when Augie sprints up to me, kisses me, then grins, holding out his shirt. “I made varsity.”


I jump into his arms and give him a hug. “That’s great. Congratulations!” Once he sets me down, I lower my voice and ask, “Have you been getting shit about last night?”


He shakes his head. “Nope. Beckham addressed the situation in the locker room. Told everyone that you’re not pregnant and that he didn’t want to hear another word of gossip about it. He’s a team captain, so everyone took it seriously. I’ve got to get back out there. Just wanted to give you the good news.”


He runs back onto the field. 


I glance at Beckham, managing to catch his eye, my heart feeling full as I mouth, Thank you, to him.


Johnny holds out his elbow. “Red or yellow side?”


“Red.” I wrap my arm through his and add, “Bonus is that Betsy and Danielle are team yellow.”





I wasn’t sure what I expected. 


For people to boo me. To say nasty things to my face. To whisper behind my back. But fortunately for me, the teams line up in the middle of the field to shake hands, and the game quickly begins. 

