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          Jordan

        

      

    

    
      He leaned in close. Not too close, he was testing the boundary. She didn’t back away. Instead, she smiled at him. He leaned even closer. Her hand slid around his back, just above his waist, pulling him a little bit closer. Finally, he went in for the kiss. She slipped her hand back to his side and up his arm, to his neck. She was enjoying this. He pulled back and looked at her, smiling wide. He obviously enjoyed it too; going back in for another kiss. She giggled when they separated once more.

      He reached for her hand, and they fell in step together. Unfortunately for me, they were walking in my direction. I fell deeper into the shadows. I had nowhere to run. They were going to see me. I was delaying the inevitable. I took a deep breath, squared my shoulders, and stepped in their path.
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        * * *

      

      I sat up, placing one foot on the floor and then the other. My bed had become my best friend and today I was being forced to leave it. I leaned forward, my elbows resting on my thighs. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, dreading the day ahead.

      “Hey, sleepy head.” Mom popped her head in the open doorway and smiled at me. “First day! Final first day!” Obviously, she was excited for me. I groaned and she let out a tiny laugh. “One hundred, eighty days of six o’clock alarms! Get on up!” she practically sang. She slapped my door frame and walked away.

      “Good morning.” I heard the tiny voice before I saw the tiny body. My four-year old sister stood in my doorway, holding her favorite blanket tightly in her arms. She stared at me with wide eyes. I stretched my arms out, sitting up a little straighter. She smiled and raced into my room, running straight into my arms. I held her for a full minute before Mom popped her head back in, encouraging me to get a move on.

      I sent my sister running, promising to see her at the breakfast table after I showered. I closed the door behind her and leaned against it. I did not want to go to school! I’m sure most teens in America wake up feeling the same way, but most teens in America didn’t catch their life-long best friend kissing their girlfriend of two years. I should have punched him. I wanted to punch him. Instead, I looked at him, looked at her, and walked away.

      I dressed in a pair of faded jeans, my favorite boots and a basic tee. I brushed my hair back with very little putty. I’m a no-fuss type of guy, if it falls, I won’t care. No one to impress, since I'm single and couldn’t care less about finding a new girlfriend. I just need to get through senior year and off to college I go.

      “How exciting today is for you!” Mom said when I entered the kitchen. Such a morning person. I can’t relate! “My baby boy is a senior!” My sister stood at my feet, looking up at me. She had put on her favorite blue dress and white sandals. Mom must’ve combed her hair because it was pulled back away from her face with a barrette. I bent to pick her up. “And my baby girl isn’t even in school yet!”

      “I go preschool!” she told me.

      “Can you say, I am going to preschool?” I suggested to her. She nodded. I waited. Silence. Mom and I both chuckled. “I’m going to miss you today.” She wrapped her tiny arms around my neck and hugged me tight. I planted a kiss on her cheek.

      “Are you riding with Amber and Brian?” Mom asked. It was an innocent question. It's not like I ran home to tell her about what I saw. For two weeks I’ve just been home, saying I wanted to spend as much time with her and Emmy as possible before going back to school. Considering how much time I spent on the couch with them watching whatever Emmy wanted to watch, or lying in bed reading books to Emmy, I had made it a believable lie.

      “I’m solo this morning. I’m going to have breakfast with my favorite girl, and I didn’t want to be on anyone else’s time schedule,” I lied, kissing Emmy again. “Let’s eat!”

      Mom didn’t ask any questions. She just retreated into the kitchen, reappearing moments later carrying a plate of pancakes in one hand and one of sausages and eggs in the other. I carried Emmy into the kitchen, and we gathered plates and forks. Mom came back in to help.

      Finally, the three of us sat down to enjoy my favorite breakfast. It was a first-day-of-school tradition for the entire family to sit down and have breakfast together. When Dad was here, he would go to work late and make it a special morning for me.

      “Okay, baby girl,” I said when we finished, “you have fun at preschool, and I will be there to pick you up right after I get out!” I kissed Emmy on the top of her head and walked around the table to do the same to Mom.

      “Wait! One last photo!” She held up her cell phone. I groaned. “It’s the last one! Senior year!” she sing-songed with a silly dance involving only the top half of her body. I smiled. It was nice to see genuine happiness in the house again.

      “Me too!” Emmy stood on her chair and jumped up into my arms. I laughed, catching her with ease. Five minutes later I was finally out the door.

      I dreaded taking my car to school. She’s my baby; a gift and project from my father. Before the cancer. Together we restored the 1969 Chevelle convertible and named her Honey for the original color she was. I didn’t want her to get scratched or dinged at school but since I could no longer ride with Brian, I was on my own. I started the engine, feeling the usual bit of excitement as she roared to life. Let the day begin!

      The student parking lot was nearly full by the time I arrived. I parked my car in the senior area. There was an unwritten code that only seniors could park in the small lot at the end of the main lot. Thankfully, not all seniors tried parking out there considering its location at the back of the lot. Unfortunately for me, the only spot left was right next to Brian; and he was still in his vehicle. I turned off my car, the world going silent without the roar of my engine.

      I grabbed my bag off the passenger seat and climbed out of my car. Swinging the heavy door shut, I double checked that it was locked. I took a moment to admire Honey one last time.  As I started walking toward campus, Brian fell in stride with me.

      “Look, man, I’m sorry,” he said. I kept my head down and picked up the pace. He had sent text message after text message saying the same thing. I bet the next thing to come out his mouth will be, ‘it just happened.’ “C’mon, man, it just happened.” I rolled my eyes. “Look, bro, I helped you out. You found out she wasn’t doing you right.” Personally, I would much rather have just heard a rumor than to actually see my best friend kiss my girlfriend. Bad enough she wasn’t ‘doing me right’, but my best friend wasn’t either.

      I made a quick turn and headed into an open classroom. It wasn’t my class, but I knew Brian wouldn’t follow. Or at least I thought he wouldn’t. I expected to see a teacher and an eager student or two, but instead I saw a lone girl actually doing...work? She sat at a desk, her long dark hair fell over her shoulders, hiding her face. She didn’t bother to look up at us.

      “We were out talking about you and things got personal and I couldn’t help it. It was a simple, meaningless kiss. I’m sorry. Bro…” I kept staring at the girl who was staring down at the desk. Her pen frozen, she kept her hand hovering over her page though.

      “Mr. Montgomery. Mr. Clark,” a stern voice called from behind us. I turned to see Mrs. Garcia, the freshman math teacher, standing in the doorway. “Maybe it’s not obvious to the two of you but I have a student here trying to take a test.”

      “On the first day of school?” Brian asked, incredulous. “Before classes even start? No, it’s not obvious.” It’s pretty obvious she’s doing something, but what that something is, I wouldn’t assume would be a test.

      Unlike Brian, I turned toward the door, apologizing; no need to be disrespectful. Mrs. Garcia nodded at me. I turned once more toward the girl. She still hadn’t looked our way. As soon as I left the class, I turned on Brian.

      “Regardless of Amber’s actions, you should never have done that” I poked him in the chest. “You were my best friend!” I poked him in his chest again. His eyes went wide. I was the more passive one; he was the hot head. But right now, my temper flared. It was actually taking a lot of effort not to hit him! “I need time away from you.” I turned and headed to the side of campus that housed my first period. Thankfully, Brian didn’t follow. I felt myself begin to relax as I got close to my classroom. I paused outside the door, looking around for Brian and Amber, praying neither of them were coming my way. Mr. Moore, my English teacher, stepped outside.

      “Mr. Montgomery, fancy meeting you here.” He smiled at me. I smiled back. He’s easily the best teacher on campus. Fun, easy to talk to, friendly and a smart-ass. “How was the summer?”

      “Difficult. Dull, daft, dismal.” His eyes softened a bit, probably just remembering my father passed away in May.

      “I’m sorry,” he offered before patting my shoulder. With a smile he added, “Let’s make your senior year peachy, pleasant, pleasing. Phenomenal.” He winked as the bell sounded. “And let’s begin!” He swung his arm out, offering for me to walk inside first.

      My first three classes were easy. English with Mr. Moore, followed by math with Miss Lucas and history with Mr. Yang. I breathed easy after each tardy bell, realizing neither Amber nor Brian were in the classes. Three down, three to go. For fourth period I headed to the front office where I would be the aide for the hour.

      “Mr. Montgomery, aren’t we lucky to have you this period,” Mrs. Clark said. I smiled at her. No matter how much I hate her son right now, I would not take it out on the school secretary. She’s never been less than kind, even when Brian and I deserved spankings for doing some of the silly things kids do. “How’s Emmy doing? I’ve been meaning to stop by.”

      “She’s doing well. I think Mom and I keep her pretty occupied so she’s healing well. I’m sure she would love a visit.” Nightmares terrorized the sweet girl, but in her waking moments she was an absolute doll. Being apart from her for the seven or so hours we would be separated was going to be hard enough.

      Mrs. Clark dropped a stack of papers on the desk. “Let’s get down to business, shall we?”

      I was put to work sorting student papers by class and then in alphabetical order. I was so engrossed in my work that I didn’t realize I had company.

      “Jordan, why haven’t you called me back?”

      Amber!

      I think my breath caught. For two years she was my rock. When my father announced he had terminal cancer she was there. When I had to watch Emmy because Mom and Dad were at the hospital, she kept me company. When I found out he died, she held me in her arms for hours while I cried. When I got so drunk after his funeral that I puked on myself, she cleaned me up. When I hated the world, she held me tight, telling me the world was okay with my anger. She had never failed me.

      Until the day she kissed my best friend!

      “The kiss didn’t mean anything,” she insisted. “Brian and I still have no clue why we even stood so close to each other, let alone kiss!”

      “Is there a legitimate reason for you to be in the office right now?” I asked her, wanting her to leave.

      “I’m an aide!” she said cheerfully. I may have groaned. I was going to have to see her every day for the entire school year. “Mrs. Clark suggested I come help you because I already finished what I was doing.”

      “No thanks,” I replied, separating the next two names. I wasn’t going to get it done, but I would rather not work with Amber. I kept my eyes glued to the pages in front of me, but I knew she still stood there. I could smell her orange blossom shampoo. I used to love her orange blossom scent.

      “Jordan, how are you doing here?” Mrs. Clark returned a few minutes later. I knew Amber was still nearby. When I glanced up, I saw her sitting in a chair directly across from the table I was at. She was in typical Amber fashion for the first day of school; a short skirt and high boots with a very tight top. I always told her I preferred to see her in something much simpler like a pair of jeans or shorts. My opinion didn’t matter then and it sure as Hell doesn’t matter now! “I sent you some help.” She pointed a glare at Amber. “You don’t look helpful.”

      Amber responded with a nonchalant shrug, “He refused.” She remained seated, blowing a bubble with her favorite grape bubble gum.

      “I thought you two were good friends if not more?” Mrs. Clark looked confused.

      “We used to be,” I told her, not offering any more information. I didn’t want to be the one to tell her about her son and my ex. “But I really don’t need help. Do you mind if I put my earbuds in to help drown out noise? I usually work faster that way.” She nodded.

      “Well, Miss James, come with me. I’m sure there is plenty you can do.”

      I watched them walk away. When they turned the corner, I retrieved my earbuds from my backpack, turned them on and blasted my favorite playlist titled Who Needs Enemies When You Have Amber and Brian. Long and ridiculous title but every song is full of energy and helps keep my mind off heartbreak and betrayal.

      Thankfully, Mrs. Clark was nice enough to let us go a few minutes early. The cafeteria is close to the office and being early meant there wasn’t much of a line yet. A few kids were ahead of me, probably snuck out of P.E or something, but it wasn’t the mass of students I knew would be around soon. I grabbed a tray and walked through the line grabbing my favorite flavor of chips, a banana, a burger, and a bottle of water.

      I glanced around the nearly empty cafeteria holding my tray. Usually, I would sit toward the middle of the cafeteria with my closest friends from basketball. Most of us have been playing together since junior high. I had a feeling if I sat in the same place as last year, I would have to deal with Brian and probably Amber, so I carried my tray to an outdoor table. No one liked sitting outside, so I doubted anyone would realize I was out here and maybe I would be left alone.

      I was halfway through my lunch when someone sat at a nearby table. I glanced up. I wasn’t sure but it looked like the test-taker from this morning. She kept her head down, unwrapping the healthy turkey wrap option the school offered. I’ve always had pizza, burgers or corn dogs and none of my friends have ever tried the wrap. For the first time ever, I was curious about how it tasted.

      I watched her take a bite. I felt almost like a creeper. I wanted to see her face. Was she new? Would her friends be joining her soon? Did I know her and for some reason not recognize her? Is she a freshman? It was probably best she didn’t look up; if we made eye contact, I’d have to say hello and today I wasn’t exactly in the mood to be friendly.

      “What the hell are you doing out here?” Tony called out from the door to the cafeteria. I whipped my head in his direction.

      “Chillin’,” I replied, barely looking up for two seconds.

      “You joining us or not?” he asked. He obviously didn’t get the hint. I waved my hand at him in a shooing motion and went back to my lunch.

      A few minutes later I heard a group of them approach me. No one said anything, they just sat down around me. We were a weird mix of friends; from artists to athletes. The only person missing was my ex-best friend.

      “This is a good change,” Tony, my basketball teammate, broke the silence. “It’s kind of chill out here.” I looked at him over my last bite of burger. “You could actually hold a conversation.” He was right. The temperature was perfect. The hubbub of the cafeteria usually drowned you out, and you had to speak up to be heard which just made things louder.

      “I don’t care either way,” Felix, the artist of the group, said before taking a bite of his sandwich. He’s easy-going; he can make the best of any situation, so I wasn’t surprised.

      “This is for losers,” Chris, another teammate and probably the most popular guy in school, grumbled. We’ve all played on the same basketball team since junior high. He’s usually friendly with everyone and the ladies love him. Which is probably why he would rather be inside the cafeteria; his audience was there.

      “I was cool by myself,” I told him. I stood, gathered my garbage and backpack, and walked away.

      “You on your period?” Chris called after me. Normally I’d laugh or throw out my own smart-ass comment but today I just chucked my trash and kept walking.

      I wasn’t in the mood to be around anyone. Brian had done me a favor by exposing Amber’s cheating ways, but he also betrayed me at the same time. And for both of them to be disappointed that after two weeks I still didn’t want to talk to them was just pure idiocy. I needed to find a quiet place to be alone.

      I trudged along the back of the school, past the gym and around the theater. I heard kids from band playing around with instruments and kept walking. The library was a quiet place, but odds are kids are in there for one reason or another. The librarian is kind of sexy, so a lot of guys went in there for lame reasons. I was as far from the cafeteria as I could get when I spotted Miss Lucas’ classroom door open.

      I poked my head in. The lights were out, and no one was in sight. This would be the perfect hideout. At least until she came back and kicked me out. I left the lights off and picked a seat in the corner, kicking my beat-up boots onto the desk next to me, I pulled out my phone. I shot a quick text to my mom asking how her first true day back at work was going and then pulled up a reading app. I scrolled through the countless number of children’s books I downloaded for Emmy until I finally came upon one of Mom’s romance books. Nothing better to do.

      I was so engrossed in the main character meeting a band of men after their performance that I didn’t hear the voices of two women coming into the room. It wasn’t until one of them flipped on the lights that I finally looked up. I sat up straight, dropping my feet to the floor and closing the app on my phone.

      “Mr. Montgomery, what are you doing here?” Miss Lucas asked. Her voice was calm, hiding the irritation that was clear on her face. I stood up and slipped my phone in my pocket.

      “Apologies, Miss Lucas. I just wanted a quiet place to read.” I grabbed my backpack and headed for the door. I paused at the threshold and turned around. “Sorry,” I mumbled and rushed away.
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        * * *

      

      “Dude, is it true that you and Amber split up?” Fifth period, art class. I was sandwiched between Tony and Felix in the group of seats nearest the door. Unlike the two of them, I suck at art but it’s an easy A so why not! We were in a half circle, but I wasn’t paying attention to the other students; I knew half of them already.

      “I’m surprised it took this long for you guys to find out,” I said, staring at the classroom syllabus. I couldn’t focus on the words, but my eyes stayed glued to the green paper on my easel. Amber is the most sought-after female on campus; her single status should have been the talk of the school. She prides herself on her beauty and how many guys ask her out. Even when we were together.

      “When?” Tony needed answers. He’s never been one to quit until he got every detail. “Why?” Today, I wasn’t in the mood.

      “It’s over. Drop it.” There was a new harshness to my tone. One that I had never used before. Thankfully, surprisingly, Tony dropped it.

      “Introductions!” Mr. Cross clapped his hands together. “Just in case you don’t all know each other yet. Tell us your name, grade, and share something about you that we may not know. I’ll start. I’m Mr. Cross, your teacher and I graduated from this very high school twelve years ago.” He scanned the room, stopping on Felix.

      Felix and I have been friends since the summer before the seventh grade. He’s a red head with a serious afro and plenty of personality. He stood tall and smiled. He started, loud and proud as only Felix could, “I’m Felix. I’m a senior, and I’m headed to Broadway!” He sang the last bit, followed by some weird flourish with his arms and bowed. I rolled my eyes. Ever the dramatic! When he sat, I stood.

      “Jordan Montgomery, senior and I will not be on Broadway unless it’s to watch Felix perform. I hate peas and the smell of money.” I sat. Mr. Cross hadn’t told us to do it this way, but the words came out without thought.

      Tony didn’t fail to entertain it either as he stood, “Tony, senior, not headed to Broadway, hate peas, love money and am saving all I can to get the heck out of this two-bit town!” I continued to stare at my easel, not noticing who was next.

      “Vanessa, junior, would love to be on Broadway but can’t sing, also hate peas, love the smell but not the texture of money and just moved into this two-bit town so I don’t know if I want to leave it yet. And this is my natural eye color.” I glanced up at the sound of her voice. When I glanced around Tony, I realized her voice was fitting for her size; dainty. It was the girl I'd seen with her head down all day.

      “For those of us who aren’t close enough to see it, can you share what color they are?” Mr. Cross asked her. He stared directly at her.

      “Gray,” she spoke quickly and sat down. All heads turned in her direction, and there were murmurs across the room. Mr. Cross shushed us and moved on.

      I waited until the next student started their spiel before turning to peek at Vanessa. She happened to be looking in my direction at the time. Her eyes stood out more than I could have imagined. They were a pale, nearly clear gray. She smiled. Her eyes were brighter when she smiled. I smiled back and she blushed.

      I paid very little attention to Mr. Cross the rest of the period. I kept wanting to see her smile again. It took a lot of effort not to look over at her again and again. When class ended, we rushed away to P.E. Most seniors opt out of physical education unless they have sports but Felix, the most un-athletic person I know, decided to sign up for it yet again.

      “I always think this class is going to be a good idea until we actually have to do something physical.” He said as we took our seats on the bleachers with the rest of the sixth period students. The gymnasium was crowded and loud. I spotted Brian walking straight at us. He sat directly behind us but didn’t say anything. I continued to ignore him.

      Felix and I pretended to listen to the three gym teachers as they did their usual speech about what is to be expected in PE. It was extremely uncomfortable with Brian sitting behind me. I glanced around and spotted Harper and the gray-eyed girl at the opposite end of the bleachers. I tapped Felix on the arm and pointed in their direction.

      “What’s your take on the new girl?” I asked him, trying to keep my voice low. There was a low murmuring hum in the gym, but I didn’t want others to hear what I had to say. Especially not the jerk sitting behind me.

      “Let me introduce you.” He stood. I rolled my eyes, grabbed his shirt, and yanked him back down. He crashed down with a laugh. The teachers didn’t even stumble in their speech.

      “Please have your uniforms and locks by the end of the week,” one of the teachers called out. “Dismissed.” Finally, day one was officially in the books!

      “Jordan?” Brian started as most of us stood to exit. I ignored him and raced out of the gym before half the students had stepped down the bleachers. I was sure Felix would understand my haste. I couldn’t get to Honey fast enough. Her shiny coat of black paint stood out amongst the boring cars and trucks of the rest of the students. Since the gym and the parking lot were so close in proximity, I was able to leave the parking lot before too many kids clogged it.

      I let out a low whistle as I drove past the drop off/pick up line at the front of the school. Some lucky student was about to be picked up in one of the sexiest classics I have seen in years. The metallic blue Shelby sat in a line of cars that made even the most expensive car seem basic.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2

          Vanessa

        

      

    

    
      I wanted to just keep my head down and make it through the day. I know Dad wanted me to branch out and make friends but for the first day, I needed to keep a low profile. I thought I was doing pretty good too, aside from almost knocking down some girl in first period. She'd been pretty rude about the accident, too. She shot me a dirty look before strutting into our classroom and snuggled next to a guy I thought I kind of recognized. He looked like the kid that interrupted my Spanish test with his buddy. I wanted to avoid them at all costs.

      “Mr. Moore, the principal would like to speak to Vanessa Monroe.” My fourth period class oohed, and I felt my face flush. So much for my low profile. I grabbed my bag and followed the beautiful girl to the front office. “I have you in first, right?”

      Maybe she wouldn’t recognize me. “Yeah, I sat behind you.”

      “Oh, you were the klutz that crashed into me!” she accused.

      “Yeah, sorry,” I said. “I was looking at my map.” It wasn’t an excuse, but at the same time she said, “I know,” sounding like a snob.

      “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before. New?” I nodded. “I’m Amber.” I opened my mouth to say something, but she cut me off. “I’m so happy this is my last year here! My boyfriend and I are planning on going to the same college. Jordan and I have been together for over two years now…” Jordan is not the guy she was cuddled up to in first period!

      “I thought the guy you were sitting with had a different name,” I said. Why did I say that? Don’t draw attention to yourself like that, Vanessa!

      She spun on me so fast I nearly crashed into her. She had made sure to stay one step ahead of me this whole time. I tried to walk faster to walk beside her, but it just made her walk even faster.

      “I would never be with Brian. That’s Jordan’s best friend. We’ve been friends since we were kids and we’re just close. I just like to cuddle, so he obliges.” Geezus! With friends and girlfriends like this, who the Hell needs an enemy? I smiled at her and thankfully she kept walking. Before we could walk inside the office she turned and blocked my path, “I just want you to know if you need anything, you can let me know.” Her tone changed just a little. Slightly threatening. “I bet its hard starting a new school and not knowing anyone. You wouldn’t want to get started on the wrong foot with anyone, am I right?” I don’t know if I have ever met anyone more terrifying. I smiled and said thank you while making a mental note to make some different friends as soon as possible.
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        * * *

      

      I had a mini panic attack when our art teacher suggested we introduce ourselves to the class. He wanted us to say our name, grade, and something about ourselves. Worse, the guys before me made it more like a game. They’re obviously friends because they spent the first few minutes of class chatting.

      “Jordan Montgomery, senior and I will not be on Broadway unless it’s to watch Felix. I hate peas and the smell of money.”

      Jordan! I’ve had Jordan drama all day long! He and his buddy barged into the classroom this morning arguing about the psycho that I officially met during fourth. I found myself thinking he was pretty cute, but I tried to ignore that because it made me blush.

      When it was my turn to stand up and introduce myself, I said the first thing people notice about me when they get a chance to look at me close up; that my eyes are gray. I sat down, completely embarrassed. I could have said anything else, but I brought attention to myself. Everyone tried to get a look at my eyes. When I sat down, I turned my head slightly to the left and caught the attention of Jordan. I smiled, not expecting much from him in return but when he smiled back, my cheeks flamed.

      I hadn’t paid attention to the girls that introduced themselves after me but when Mr. Cross told us to look over the syllabus for class the short haired girl beside me turned my way. “So, Jordan keeps checking you out. Anything we should know?” The pretty blonde girl beside her leaned forward and looked my way too.

      “Uh no,” I said, pushing my hair behind my ear. How did I forget my hair-tie today? When you have long hair like mine, one of those things should be around your wrist at all times. I made a mental note to stick a few extra in my backpack, although I’ll probably forget.

      “I’m Harper and this is Phoebe. She’s a senior.” I should know this, but Jordan distracted me.

      “Vanessa,” I offered.

      “I obviously don’t have you in any of my classes for the first half of the day, what about next?” She’s friendly! I told her I have P.E. “Great! So do I. We’ll go together.”

      Harper had this amazing way of exuding confidence when she talked. She didn’t hesitate or stumble when she was chosen to speak, and she did it with an assertive tone that I was jealous of. Phoebe, on the other hand, was quite possibly the embodiment of serenity. Even her movements as we sketched were unhurried. I knew these were the kind of girls I needed to be around. We made quiet chit chat during class, but I couldn’t help but sneak a few quick glances at Jordan when Harper and Phoebe were distracted. I think Phoebe caught me once, but she only smirked and looked back at her easel.

      When class ended, Harper snaked her arm in mine, and we walked and chatted as if we have known each other for years. Phoebe had class on the other side of campus and left us almost as soon as the bell rang.

      “So, I saw Jordan checking you out.” She told me this already. I ignored it. “I might have to find out if he’s interested.”

      “Please don’t!” I blushed. She laughed. We sat in the gymnasium with all of the other P.E students. We were supposed to be listening to the teachers drone on and on about what is expected and what to wear and blah blah blah, but Harper and I exchanged phone numbers and spent the time texting each other back and forth.

      
        
          
            
              
        Harper

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I can totally see you going out with Jordan. He’s not the type to have a rebound chick, so he’d play to keep. He just broke up with his girlfriend. Per the rumor my brother told me about.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        So, what kind of music do you listen to? [image: grinning face]

      

      

      

      

      

      She laughed. She tried multiple times to change the subject back to Jordan, but I’ve had enough for one day! I had more than enough on my plate; no sense in adding boy drama to the mix too.

      “So, do you drive, walk, bus, what?” she asked as we filed out of the gym after the final bell.

      “Dad is picking me up.”

      “I get a ride with my brother and Tony.” She said this as if I knew who Tony was. I didn’t comment. “They can wait.” She snaked her arm through mine again and we headed to the parent pick-up zone.

      “Hello there, gray-eyed Nessa!” the red-haired guy that sat next to Jordan in art class said to me. He slid between Harper and I and wrapped his arms around our shoulders. He was a tall guy with a big afro and all the confidence in the world. “I see we have P.E together as well as art.”

      “Wait, you were in our art class?” Harper pulled away from him and stared him down. “Didn’t realize. Guess you aren’t very memorable.” I felt my eyes go wide. I assumed Harper could be sassy but damn that was blunt! I really didn’t want this to end up being a huge confrontation.

      “Oh, you can’t help but see me!” he replied with flair. He looked my way. “My dearest Nessa, I am wounded by your short companion, whom I should point out is quite obviously jealous of my charisma and ruggedly handsome good looks since she has the physical appearance of a bulldog.” I felt my eyes grow even wider! What is wrong with the people at this school? I looked at Harper who was smiling at Felix.
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