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      “Did that just happen?” asked Lola, shell-shocked, the injured finger in her mouth. Devlin was still holding the piece of parchment, staring blankly at it.

      “Yes, we are siblings . . .” he agreed blankly.

      The nurse gathered her effects, did a quick mini-curtsy to the Headmaster, and took her leave.

      “Well, that’s settled. Isn’t it good news?” asked the Headmaster.

      Lola and Devlin wore identical shocked expressions.

      Smiling from one to the other, the Headmaster blanched visibly as a thought occurred to him. “You’re not dating each other, are you?” he asked aghast, rushing towards them.

      They both cried, “No!” and then started laughing. Suddenly, the spell was broken.

      “That’s a relief. It would have been an unfortunate turn of events,” said the Headmaster, running a hand through his silky silver hair. He put a hand on Lola’s shoulder and asked, “Are you alright?”

      She shot a glance at Devlin, then looked up into the Headmaster’s serene face. “Yes. I’m just surprised. Though I really shouldn’t be after everything that’s happened in the last few months,” admitted Lola, throwing up her hands. She glanced over at Devlin, smiled, and added, “But I’m very happy to have a brother!”

      Devlin locked eyes with her and a huge grin spread over his face. “And I have a sister. And a family! I won’t have to be on my own,” said Devlin, getting up quickly.

      Lola rose and faced him. “I can’t wait for you to meet Phyllis!” Lola said, excited now. Devlin grabbed Lola and wrapped her in a bear hug. Lola responded by wrapping her own arms around his waist. They hugged tightly for a minute or so then separated, still holding hands.

      “Headmaster, do you think you could write to my aunt and break the news to her before she comes tomorrow?” asked Lola. “It might be easier. My aunt also has a tendency to faint . . .” she trailed.

      “Yes, of course, of course,” he murmured, nodding absently as he headed back towards his desk. His lithe frame eased into the chair, then he grabbed a quill and parchment and started writing immediately. Then, realizing Lola and Devlin were still just standing there, he looked up and said, “I think that’s enough excitement for one day. I shall write to your aunt presently. Am I correct in presuming you would like to picnic together?”

      Lola and Devlin both nodded. “I had already invited Devlin to join us since he had no one to visit him,” explained Lola. “Now, it’ll be an even bigger surprise!” she added, beaming. She looked down at their clasped hands. Devlin looked down as well and, as though realizing this was a bit much, they let go.

      “Indeed,” replied the Headmaster ruefully. “Why don’t you both go enjoy the rest of the afternoon with your friends. If I have any more news or information to impart, I’ll let you know at dinnertime.” He waved them away and started writing to Phyllis.

      “Yes, Headmaster,” said Devlin, heading for the door.

      “Thank you so much, sir,” said Lola, following Devlin out the door and down the stairs.

      They said nothing as they reached the landing and headed towards the Main Hall door. All the students were meant to be outside. Devlin checked his watch and frowned.

      “What is it?” asked Lola, stopping once they were outside.

      “It is already four. We have probably missed the group activities. What do you want to do?” inquired Devlin.

      Lola shielded her eyes from the sun and her gaze swept the lawns. She could see groups of students here and there, talking, throwing a football, or practicing spells. In the distance, she could see the girls sunning in the lounge chairs.

      When she looked back at Devlin, she saw he was looking at the guys. They were kicking a soccer ball in a circle. She could tell that Devlin was itching to join them.

      “Do you want to go play soccer, I mean football, with the guys?” asked Lola.

      “I do. But I really don’t want to have to answer questions about where I was this whole time,” he said.

      “I know! I’m dying for a nap, but there’s no way I could just plop down on a chair unnoticed,” replied Lola.

      They both looked towards the meditation platform, nodded, and started walking.
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        * * *

      

      Two hours ago, they had been having fun at the BBQ with their friends. It was Saturday at the Academy, one week into their very first two-week Summer Program.

      The Academy was a University for Traveling Students: students who, with a magic key, could open doors to anywhere in the world. Some Travelers, like Lola, were also Time Walkers: Travelers who could open a door to anywhere, and any time. A rare few, like Devlin, were World Jumpers: Travelers who could Travel to and from other worlds and dimensions.

      In the summer, the Academy opened its doors to students from thirteen to eighteen years old so they could learn how to use their keys safely and appropriately. The curriculum included History, Latin, Magic, Traveling, Martial Arts, Meditation, and Magical Communities. These classes were also prerequisites to attend the University. Any Traveler who had attended the Summer Program and completed their Secondary education could attend the University. However, attendance was mandatory for potential Custodians—Travelers who were the last of their family line. Custodian duties were still nebulous.

      Both Lola, sixteen, and Devlin, eighteen, had been summoned to the Academy a handful of days before Orientation, following the deaths of their remaining parents. Lola’s mother had died of cancer while they were living in Baltimore. She was sent to live in a mansion in the deep south with her aunt Phyllis Evers. Phyllis was her father’s sister, whom Lola had last seen when she was two years old and obviously didn’t remember her. Devlin’s mother had died in a car crash and he had no living relatives.

      Their parents had not attended the Academy, and neither of them knew anything at all about Keys or Traveling before their parents’ deaths. But they were all caught up now after spending a week cramming five summers’ worth of classes so they could be ready for the fall semester.

      Today was their first day off. They were meant to be relaxing and having fun. Instead, they had just spent the last two hours with the Headmaster who, finding the circumstances of their arrival, their mothers’ deaths, and their rare abilities a bit too coincidental, had started investigating. The result of this investigation was finding out that they had both been fathered by Simon Bartholomew Evers. Lola had grown up without her father because, like her mother, he had died of cancer when she was two. However, after she had arrived at the Mansion, Simon had time-traveled so he could spend some time with his daughter but had disappeared on her sixteenth birthday. For his part, Devlin had been told his father had died before he was born and his mother had never discussed him.
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      As they neared the meditation platform, they saw it was already in use. Since they had a lot to talk about, Devlin nodded toward the Greenhouse and they set off again in companionable silence. They headed for Lola’s favorite bench and sat down. The last time they had been here was when they had gone flying with Professor Elderberry. On impulse, Lola turned to see if she could spot the fairy in the Greenhouse or buzzing about the gardens but couldn’t see her.

      “Tell me about Simon and Phyllis,” murmured Devlin.

      Lola turned to face him on the bench and smiled.

      “Phyllis is like a fairy godmother! But she’s not a fairy, obviously,” replied Lola and they both laughed and relaxed.

      Lola told him about her bus ride to Williamsburg, the car ride with Jackson, and the welcome she got when she had arrived at the Mansion. She described the house and the Estate. There were extensive details about the food, which Devlin lapped up like a starving man. She told him about their father, his paintings, and his bond with Phyllis. She talked about her own relationship with Phyllis and how she was sorry he had missed not only meeting their dad, but also the huge birthday party.

      “We’ll have to throw another one, to introduce you to society too!” she exclaimed.

      “I’m sure that is not necessary. Just having a home and a family is more than enough for me,” he replied wistfully.

      “Well, at least you already know how to dance. You’ll be on everyone’s guest list in no time,” quipped Lola and they laughed again.

      Growing serious again, Lola explained how she was told that there are usually two children, a boy, and a girl, in every generation of the Evers.

      “Now it makes sense!” she said. “I guess that makes you the Custodian as well as an heir,” she added.

      “I don’t care about money. I can get a job and pay my own way,” he replied stiffly.

      “Now I know we’re related. That’s exactly what I said!” Lola cried. “Until I found out there was so much to do and, honestly, so much money that managing it is someone’s job,” she continued.

      “Would that be Jackson?” asked Devlin.

      “Yes. He and Phyllis are doing it together until he gets his degree, but he’s really good at it,” said Lola.

      “And what else is he good at?” asked Devlin, wiggling his brows.

      Lola’s face turned beet-red and she mock-slapped him. “Stop it!”

      They grew serious after a while. Devlin was staring off into space while Lola was studying his profile, trying to catch a glimpse of Simon. But he just looked like Devlin to her.

      “Do you think she will like me?” he asked, barely above a whisper.

      “Phyllis?” she asked, and he nodded.

      “Of course she will! She’ll be overjoyed at another family member. She’s been so lonely since Simon died. I bet she’s already prepping one of the bedrooms for you. When I got there, she had a whole wardrobe ready for me. But I’m thinking that’s a girl thing. If you come and live with us, she won’t feel so guilty about spending time with Boris, her boyfriend. Or about leaving Jackson and me unchaperoned . . .” said Lola.

      “Indeed, you should NOT be spending too much time alone with any boy. But certainly not one who basically lives with you. At least here at school, there is no privacy so couples can’t get into too much trouble. On that note, what are you going to do about Jackson and Tom?” he asked.

      Lola exhaled deeply and shrugged.

      “I have no idea,” she confessed.
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      When the chime rang, indicating the students could go back to the dorms to wash and change for dinner, Lola and Devlin got up and headed back to the Main Hall. Since they were closer, they arrived among the first students and didn’t see any of their friends. They hadn’t decided on how or when they would tell them they were newfound siblings. Devlin didn’t have a roommate, so he knew he was in the clear until dinner. Sara, however, would certainly grill Lola. Both Lola and Devlin had been called to see the Headmaster on more than one occasion. Surely that would be a good enough explanation for now.

      In the end, it was a moot point. Lola had time to shower and change before Sara arrived. She was heading out the door as her roommate arrived and said they’d catch up at dinner. Since she was a little early, Lola headed for the Common Room where she promptly collided with Tom. They grabbed at each other awkwardly, then laughed and decided on a proper hug. Pulling back, Tom asked, “Where were you all afternoon?”

      Lola bit her lip and pushed imaginary pebbles with her shoe. “Um . . . I was with . . . the Headmaster,” she replied tentatively. Tom’s eyes bore into hers. He raised an eyebrow, waiting for more. She glanced back behind her, checking if they were alone. Then bent around him to check the Common Room. Catching her gaze, he suggested, “I like a good mystery! Let’s go to the Library,” already tugging her by the hand. They headed straight for the wing-back chairs near the back of the Library. Once he had her in the seat, he gave her an intense gaze and said, “Talk.” When she said nothing at first, he added, “I noticed Devlin was missing as well and I’d like an explanation before jumping to conclusions,” through gritted teeth.

      That spurred her on. “I was, but it’s really not what you’re thinking!” she said quickly.

      “You spend quite a lot of time alone together. Studying, talking quietly, meeting early in the morning, and coming back to the dorms late at night,” he commented.

      “Wow, stalk much?” she replied defensively.

      “Stalk, no. Observe, yes. You have to admit it looks like you might fancy one another, which is fine, but I don’t want to get mixed up in a triangle,” he said somberly.

      Lola let out a nervous giggle and immediately put a hand to her mouth in horror.

      “I’m sorry. I’m nervous. I could see how you would think that. But seriously, that’s not it at all,” she said, regaining her composure.

      “Well, spit it out already, can’t you see I’m dying here?” he said, gesturing wildly.

      “He’s my brother,” she stated.

      “What?” replied Tom incredulously.

      “We’ve only JUST found out. That’s why we’ve been spending so much time with the Headmaster. As to spending so much time together, we DID have a lot of studying to do and we’re new here, and we’re in a two-person class all day, every day. Even under normal circumstances, that would be enough for two people to bond. But now that I know he’s my brother, well, half-brother actually, it makes sense that we had an instant rapport,” she explained.

      “Unbelievable! And you’ve only just found out. Have you told anyone?” he asked.

      “You’re the first,” she said with a wan expression.

      “I’m honored. And now I feel like an ass, assaulting you with my pointed questions when you’re probably still reeling from the shock. Come here, brave girl,” he said, getting up and opening his arms. As though in a trance, Lola got up and fitted her face in the crook of his neck and breathed. His arms came around her for a tight, but brief squeeze. This was no time for seduction. This was a time for support. He kissed the top of her hair and released her. “Better?” he asked. “Much,” was her reply. Lola was about to sit down again when the lights blinked. “Dinner!” they both said and rushed out of the Library and into the Dining Room with seconds to spare. The Headmaster was about to address the assembly.

      “Good evening, children. I hope you enjoyed this afternoon’s activities,” he started, and a cheer erupted from the room. He raised a hand and everyone quieted once more.

      “This evening, an outdoor theater will be set up on the West Lawn. Snacks will be provided and you may wear your own clothing for the event,” he said and paused while the cheers renewed.

      “The movie, The Extraordinary Adventures of Adèle Blanc-Sec, will commence promptly at eight p.m. Curfew has not been extended, so you are expected back in your rooms immediately after the movie ends. Therefore, dinner will end at seven-thirty this evening.

      “Finally, a reminder. Tomorrow, the breakfast buffet will be available from six-thirty to nine-thirty for those of you who may want to sleep in. Lunch will be picnic hampers to share with your visitors. Visiting hours are from one to four p.m. You and your family may retrieve your hampers from the Gazebo on the West Lawn. Dinner will be served at the usual hour. Enjoy!” concluded the Headmaster heading back to his seat as the assembly applauded.

      While the platters were brought in, the students discussed whether anyone had seen the movie or not. Only Clara had seen it and declared it was a great pick, though she worried about some of the younger students.

      “Why? Is it scary? Gross?” asked Lola, a little worried herself.

      “Let’s just say there are a few scenes that are not for the faint at heart. But don’t worry, it’s still considered a family movie,” explained Clara.

      Though Clara’s endorsement did nothing to calm Lola’s nerves, it certainly sparked interest in the rest of the group.

      “Who’s got a date? I know I do!” said Lenora with a wink. Automatically, Colin and James raised their hands and everybody cracked up. Clara said she was going with Gunther, a boy at the end of their table. She blew him a kiss when he turned on hearing his name.

      “Um, Tom asked me to sit with him,” said Lola, shyly.

      This got a round of catcalls and wolf whistles from around the table. To deflect the attention away from her red cheeks, Lola nudged Devlin and gave a nod towards Sara. He looked panicked, so she scooted forward to ask Colin for seconds. That way Devlin could lean over behind her and ask Sara if she would sit with him.

      “Sara?” Devlin asked.

      “What?” she replied.

      “Would you sit with me for the movie?” he asked with a shy smile.

      “I would love to!” she replied, beaming.

      Devlin patted Lola’s back to indicate she could lean back again and whispered, “Thanks, she said yes!” Lola smiled at Devlin and Sara in turn and dug into her second plate of spaghetti and meatballs, so very pleased with herself.

      “I am going to the movie with Sara,” exclaimed Devlin, puffing out his chest proudly.

      “Well done,” said James with a wink. Colin was eyeing the lot of them suspiciously.

      “If Lola is going with Tom and Sara is going with Devlin, would you mind explaining to us where the two of you were all afternoon?” asked Colin, pointing with his fork.

      Everyone stopped talking as it became apparent that they must have been together.

      Lola and Devlin looked at each other and shrugged.

      “It is a long story, but Lola is my sister,” blurted Devlin to an array of shocked and disbelieving faces. Lola sighed and proceeded to tell them most of what had happened since her mom died. Devlin added his bits of information.

      “C’est incroyable!” gasped Clara, returning to her native French. “You do not look alike at all,” she added, frowning.

      The gang had a ton of questions and Lola and Devlin filled in as many blanks as they could as they had tiramisu for dessert. Soon, the lights were blinking and it was time to change and head for the outdoor theater.
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        * * *

      

      In their room, Sara and Lola were changing quickly and there wasn’t much time to talk as they were putting extra effort into their appearance. Lola actually brushed out her hair and put on a bit of gloss. Sara was impressed. She was wearing full makeup, dangling earrings, and her chestnut hair was up into a sexy bun with loose tendrils framing her face. She looked like a supermodel. Lola gave a whistle and Sara smiled shyly. “Is it too much?” she asked.

      “You’re asking the wrong girl!” said Lola. “But I’m pretty sure Devlin would like you even if you were wearing a clown suit!” she added. “How about me?”

      “If you were going for wholesome, you nailed it!” quipped Sara, then putting her arms around her friend as they faced the mirror, she added, “Absolutely perfect!”

      Devlin and Tom were waiting on the landing at the end of the stairs. Now that it was clear they were not competing for the same girl, they seemed relaxed and companionable. When the girls reached them, they each offered an arm and led them outside.

      As they neared the West Lawn, they saw the huge screen, surrounded by twinkle lights.

      To the right, there was an old-fashioned popcorn cart, and a server was handing out cartons of buttery popcorn. To the left were a candy stand and a self-serve soda fountain. The seating was divided into three sections. At the front, there were blankets set up with cushions. A second row had lounge chairs and the third row had benches.

      The boys led them to blankets they had already reserved and asked if that was alright. Lola would have preferred the lounge chairs, as they were more comfortable. But the blankets were more romantic. She smiled and nodded. Sara nodded too. It seemed all the older kids had the same idea because soon they saw Colin and James grab one. Then Clara and Gunther plopped down a few blankets over, and finally Lenora and her date. Lola asked Tom who the guy was, and he said, “That’s Keith. He’s a friend.” He frowned.

      “What’s wrong?” Lola asked.

      “She doesn’t usually date younger guys, and Keith hasn’t dated much. I hope she won’t chew him up and spit him out,” he replied.

      “Maybe they’re just friends?” suggested Lola.

      Tom shrugged and turned back to Lola. A slow smile crept up his face. “You look lovely, as always,” he said, giving her a brief kiss on the cheek.

      Lola beamed and replied, “Thank you. You’re quite dashing yourself!”

      He took her hand, and they settled on the blanket to watch the movie.
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      Once her morning routine was done, Lola went down to breakfast and was pleasantly surprised to see Tom at their table, waiting for her with Devlin. Both boys got up when she arrived. She blushed and sat between them. Tom poured her a cup of coffee and Devlin poured her a glass of apple juice.

      “What’s going on? Why are you both being so nice to me?” she asked warily, looking from one to the other.

      Devlin cleared his throat. “Is it not a brother’s job to take care of his little sister?” he asked innocently. Lola narrowed her eyes at him, pursed her lips, and said, “Sure, thanks.” Turning to Tom, she crossed her arms and asked, “What’s your excuse?”

      Tom looked earnestly into Lola’s face and smiled. He tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and replied, “You deserve to have people do nice things for you.”

      Lola opened her mouth to speak and closed it. Twice. Then, realizing she would not get a straight answer out of either of them, she smiled, leaned back in her chair and announced, “I’d like a Belgian waffle topped with cinnamon sugar, with a dollop of whipped cream in the middle, and sprinkled with summer berries.”

      It took a second or two for them to react, but then Tom shot up and left to fetch her food from the buffet. Devin was snapping his fingers; he hadn’t been fast enough. Lola’s smile widened. “I’d also like three or four slices of bacon, a pat of butter, some raspberry jam, a croissant, and a slice of Havarti cheese,” she added, pointedly looking at Devlin. His chair screeched as he left.

      Lola was enjoying her coffee, humming to herself, when Colin and James sat down in front of her.

      “Why do you look like the cat that ate the canary?” asked James with a smile.

      “Because, for a reason they have yet to reveal to me, Tom and Devlin are acting like my own personal slaves,” she responded with a hair toss, which she obviously did not pull off because Colin said, “You need to toss it faster and have to make snooty face to get the full effect, like this.” Colin mimed it for her and she burst out laughing, and coffee streamed out of her nose. Horrified, she grabbed her napkin and covered her face as she mopped up the coffee off it then from the table. Colin and James were in stitches, and James almost spat his orange juice out. Just then Devlin and Tom arrived back with her food.

      “I brought you a little maple syrup for the waffle,” said Tom, putting the plate in front of her and raising an eyebrow at the coffee stain on the table cloth. She gave him a don’t ask scowl, and he sat down with his own plate of food.

      Meanwhile, Devlin deposited his offering next to her other plate and sat down to eat his own breakfast. Colin and James went to fill their plates and when they came back, Colin casually asked what time they were meeting to play W&W.

      Both Devlin and Tom looked up, identical guilty looks on their faces.

      “Ah, that’s why you were being so nice to me. You’re both leaving me to play with the guys,” she said, laughing. “I really don’t mind! I might go back to sleep and I’ve been wanting some girl time with Sara,” she said. Then, turning to Devlin, she added, “I’ll meet you a little before one in the Main Hall, okay?” Devlin nodded and smiled gratefully.

      Lola turned to Tom. “I love spending time with you, but we don’t need to spend all our time together. I’m not some needy, high-maintenance girl. We can find some time after the picnic to go for a walk or something,” she suggested.

      “Sounds great, Lola. Thank you,” replied Tom.

      Lola resumed eating and when she was done, she motioned at her dishes and said, “You guys will take care of these for me, right?” Not waiting for a response, she got up, kissed Tom on the cheek, and left.
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      Back in the room, Lola had a nice nap and woke up at the same time as Sara. After getting a cup of coffee from the girl’s Sitting Room and grabbing a granola bar from her contraband stash, Sara was ready for a gabfest. There was so much to talk about!

      “How was your date with Devlin?” asked Lola, sitting cross-legged on Sara’s bed.

      Sara finished chewing and replied, “It’s not really what I would call a date. We sat together on a blanket and watched a PG film.”

      “What would you do on a date back home?” asked Lola.

      “Well, if we did go see a film, we wouldn’t be chaperoned by the entire school, for one thing,” she replied and they both laughed. “But seriously, we’d probably go for a cuppa or a bite to eat, someplace where we could talk and get to know one another,” she said.

      “Tom and I went for a walk yesterday morning. Seems like forever ago considering so many things have happened since,” said Lola, remembering how their hands had intertwined. “How do I know if we’re in a relationship?” she asked suddenly.

      Sara made an O with her mouth and sat up straighter. This was a serious discussion.

      “You really are a novice, aren’t you?” she asked.

      “Yes! All I know is what I’ve seen on tv or in movies, but I doubt any of that is accurate or fits with my situation!” wailed Lola, putting her face into her hands.

      “Don’t fret, love. I’m here to help,” responded Sara, clapping her hands and rubbing them together. “First, you’ll know he is your boyfriend when you both agree that you are dating exclusively. Have you had that talk with Tom? How about Jackson?” she asked Lola.

      Lola looked up and shook her head. “Jackson insisted that I should be free to date, or rather accept invitations to dances and parties, so I would have more choices. That’s also what my aunt Phyllis suggested when I said I liked Jackson just fine. Of course, that was when I thought I had to marry to ensure the continuation of the Evers line. Now, not only does that seem like an outdated practice meant to keep old money in the right circles, but I’m no longer the heir! I’m the spare!” said Lola enthusiastically.

      “You mean because Devlin is older?” asked Sara.

      “Exactly!” said Lola.

      “Doesn’t that mean you lose the house and the money? And wouldn’t he need to be legitimate to inherit anything? I’m not a barrister but I’m pretty sure people need to be named in a will to inherit and children can’t be illegitimate,” replied Sara.

      “The heir is meant to take over as Custodian and is required to live in the house. They are also supposed to get married and have two children, a boy, and a girl. As an Evers, I can live in the house forever if I want. And I’d get the same inheritance regardless. The difference is that I’m free to live where I want, marry who I want or not at all, and am not at all responsible for the Estate!” said Lola, her tone increasing in level more and more. “I can’t believe how happy I am about this. I hadn’t realized how daunting the task was because I thought I’d be sharing it with Jackson,” she said, leaning back on the wall and stretching out her legs in front of her. “As to the illegitimacy thing, I doubt my aunt will give a rip and I certainly don’t, so unless there’s a law against it, I say Devlin is the heir!” said Lola joyfully.

      Sara had been smiling with her friend, happy that the stress seemed to be draining from her shoulders. But now a frown was forming on her brow.

      “Lola, does that mean that whoever marries Devlin is expected to produce two children and live in Virginia?” asked Sara. When Lola nodded emphatically, Sara gulped. “I mean, we like each other and we went on one non-date. It’s not like we’re getting married or anything. I’d just like to know what I’m getting into . . .”

      “Don’t worry, I get it! I was such a fool for Jackson, that I just went along with everybody’s plans that we should marry in a few years, pop out a couple of kids and live Happily Ever After! Seriously! Who gets married to the first boy they kiss?” asked Lola.

      “I’m sure it happens, now and again. But I agree with you. It’s much too soon for either of us to be discussing marriage, babies, and Estates! What an utter bore! I much prefer talking about how many boys we can kiss before having to settle on just one so they don’t get jealous!” giggled Sara. Lola was laughing too. “Wait, how many boys CAN you kiss at the same time?” asked Lola. Sara wiggled her eyebrows and said, “If you’re doing it right, only ONE at a time.” Lola laughed and pretended to kick Sara. “Stop that! You know what I mean. And are we obligated to discuss said kissing with other boys we may have kissed or are considering kissing?” she asked earnestly.

      “Never kiss and tell, that’s my motto,” replied Sara. “Unless you get caught, then honesty is the best policy,” she conceded.

      “So what do I do about Jackson?” said Lola, anxiously. “I mean, he has no idea how much things have changed in the past week. He doesn’t know about Devlin. He knows very little about the whole key and Traveling business, but he knows enough to understand he’ll be out of a job and home if I get married to someone else. Technically, that would also be the outcome if Devlin becomes the heir. So he’s bound to freak out about the whole thing. I really don’t think I should mention Tom . . .”

      “You are overthinking this. Just ask yourself this: If you take away all the back story, do you like Jackson, for Jackson. How do you feel when you’re around him? Which part of you shows up? What about Tom? And remember, it’s not an either/ or situation. When fall comes around, there will be even more boys here to choose from!” said Sara with a wink.

      “I guess I’ll have to think about it,” replied Lola, unsure. Sara mock-slapped her arm.

      “No, silly. Don’t think. How do you feel? Close your eyes and give me one feeling word for Jackson,” insisted Sara raising her voice slightly.

      Lola complied. Once her eyes were closed, she pictured Jackson in her mind and said, “Safe.”

      “Okay, now keep those eyes closed and give me a feeling word for Tom,” said Sara, more calmly.

      Lola took a deep breath and exhaled. “Relaxed,” came her reply.

      “Good. Now, let’s be practical in our analysis. How’s the kissing?” asked Sara, cheekily.

      Lola blushed and was saved from having to go into details by the sound of the chime. It was noon and time to change and get ready for the picnic.
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