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We survived the storm,

and love became the sunlight that followed.

​A reminder, you can always begin again,

​as many times as your heart needs to.

​A Note

​Dear Reader,

These characters were forged from loss, fractured hearts, and the quiet persistence of love reborn. Their story came to me like a dream that refused to fade, lingering in the edges of my mind until I finally gave it a place to live on paper. All That Remains of Us grew from imagination, curiosity, and the wonder of “what if.” It is a story of broken pieces finding shape again, not because they must, but because something beautiful demanded to be built from them.

If this book finds you in a season of change or uncertainty, may it remind you that renewal often hides in the ruins, and that beginning again isn’t weakness, it’s extraordinary strength. Thank you for being here, for turning these pages, and for letting these characters linger in your heart a little while longer.

With gratitude and wild imagination,

R.L. Thompson

The Threads of the Scarlet Road

All That Remains of Us

All That’s Left of Forever- Coming Soon

Book Three – Coming
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​Chapter One


[image: ]




​Fallon’s POV

Shit, I’m going to be late for the bus. Fuck! I scrambled to grab my book bag and jacket, the sound of the screen door slamming behind me as I darted out of the house. First days of school are always the worst, a mix of awkward introductions and new routines but this one was different. Equal parts exciting and nerve wracking.

As I jogged down the sidewalk, trying not to trip over my own feet, it struck me just how surreal it felt to be back here. This small, quiet town where everyone knew your name and the biggest news was who’d gotten a new dog or who’d flipped out at the grocery store. I’d grown up here, but after three years away, it felt like stepping into someone else’s life.

When we left, everything had changed. I’d been offered a once-in-a-lifetime scholarship to live and train in Europe as a figure skater. It wasn’t just a chance to improve my skills, it was a dream, a golden ticket to skate alongside some of the best trainers and up and coming athletes in the world. At the time, I couldn’t believe it. Sloane and I practically lived at the Westbrook rink, it was far more than a community hang out. It wasn’t just where we trained, it was where we grew up, our second home, the place everyone hung out. So, when we were invited to join an elite program, it felt surreal. Almost impossible. I remember thinking, why us? Out of everyone, how did we get picked? I couldn’t help but laugh to myself, it just didn’t feel real. 

The day I left, my mom cried, but I barely noticed because I was so overwhelmed. The airport was a blur of suitcases, hugs, and a lot of last-minute advice. I remember Sloane laughing as I almost tripped over my carry on, whispering, “Try not to embarrass us before we actually get there.” We were both terrified, but the kind of terrified that comes wrapped in all sorts of crazy excitement.

When we landed in Europe, it felt like stepping into another world. The air smelled different, cleaner somehow, but heavy with history. The cities were alive with colour and movement, cobblestone streets, sprawling cathedrals, and markets bursting with flowers and food that made our heads spin. Every corner we turned felt like it belonged on a postcard.

Training, though? Training was a different beast entirely. Our coach, a legend in the figure skating world, wasted no time in stripping away any illusions we might have had. Early mornings started before the sun came up, with conditioning drills that left us gasping for air. Hours on the ice followed, every moment spent perfecting jumps, spins, and routines until our bodies screamed for mercy. My feet bled in my new skates, my muscles ached in ways I didn’t think possible, and most nights, I just collapsed into bed too exhausted to dream.

But there were so many more highs. Like when I landed my first flawless double axel during a competition in Germany, the roar of the crowd ringing in my ears. Or the late-night talks with Sloane, where we would whisper about our futures, our goals, and everything we wanted to prove. For three years, Europe was more than just a place, it was a place that you could only dream of. And was ours all ours to relish in.

And then, it all came crashing down. The memory of that phone call still haunts me: the news that our coach had passed away, leaving everything, our training, our contracts, and our futures were in complete limbo. He wasn’t just our coach, he was the glue of our entire program, the reason we were there in the first place. Our contracts were tied to him; he was responsible for us. Without him, our only option was for another trainer to pick our contracts up and unfortunately timing was everything and no one had room for us.

The truth was, in a world as cutthroat as elite figure skating, especially when talent wasn’t enough without someone willing to fight for you. Just like that, it was over. Sloane and I had no choice but to pack up and come home. 

Three years of blood, sweat, and tears were gone in an instant, leaving us reeling from the abrupt end of our dream. But it wasn’t just the loss of our training that hurt, it was the loss of our mentor, a man who had believed in us and pushed us beyond what we thought we were capable of. His absence was earth shattering, and without him, the world we’d worked so hard to belong to suddenly had no place for us.

Now, here I was, standing on the edge of a new beginning or maybe an old one, revisited. The same familiar faces, but everything else would be different. This time, it wasn’t the small-town school I’d grown up in but a new sports school designed for athletes like me. It was in Springtown city, so we were all bused in. It wasn’t the elite training in Europe, but it was still training, still a chance to push myself and keep the dream alive in a different way.

I wasn’t the same girl who had left, in my mind, it was easier to imagine everyone exactly as they had been when we left and the same rhythm of small-town life. But I knew better. People would have grown, changed, maybe moved on without me.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck.......I can’t miss the bus. Fortunately, I saw a group of kids still waiting at the stop, so I quickly made my way over there. Now trust me I know I look cute today. I picked a fresh outfit to compliment my figure, full breasts, long legs and tight cute butt. I am wearing a sweet ultra short pink plaid skirt that shows just enough to tease you, above the knee stockings with my black platform army boots. Tight white wife beater and a cute zip up hoodie. I have never thought of myself as more than average in the looks department, but I do know how to be cheeky with boys. My mom always says my long, sleek shining black hair makes my vivid green eyes glow with an almost hypnotic intensity. However, I had only just grown into my body. So, I was officially becoming a woman.

Our summer seemed to vanish in what felt like the blink of an eye, and before we knew it, our last day was here. However, all the days leading up to it were a blur of lazy afternoons and quiet moments, just Sloane and me soaking up every second before the grind of training started again. We certainly wanted to make the most out of the hot summer days.

Sadly, some of our old friends had moved on, but a handful were still around, and a few were surprisingly attending the new sports school with us. It was strange but also comforting to know we would have those familiar faces there. Thinking about it stirred up excitement. Still, most of our time this summer was spent in our little bubble, just the two of us. If I’m honest, I didn’t mind one bit. Without the constant buzz of a crowd or the pressure of competition, Sloane and I had the chance to just be. It was like the world slowed down, giving us time to breathe, laugh, and rediscover the joy of doing nothing in particular. We explored familiar places with eagerness and excitement.

Our days usually started slow, the heat of summer urging us to take things easy. My hammock strung up between the old apple trees in the front yard became our favourite spot. It was shaded just enough to keep things cool, with the scent of ripening apples lingering in the air. We would stretch out, books in hand, snacks within reach, and let the hours drift by.

"Do you think it'll be weird?" I asked one afternoon, swaying gently as I stretched my legs out. "What?" Sloane replied, flipping through a magazine she’d already read twice. "Going back to school here," I said. "It’s not Europe, you know? It’s going to feel... smaller." Sloane snorted. "Smaller, sure. But at least it’s home. And hey, we won’t have to wake up at 5 a.m. every day to do drills before breakfast."

"True," I said, laughing. "But part of me misses that. The structure, the excitement of it all." "You just miss Europe," she teased, tossing a grape into her mouth. “And all those sexy boys!” I scoffed with a cheeky smile. "I do," I admitted, looking up through the leaves, where bits of blue sky peeked through. "But this isn’t so bad either. The hammock, the apples, no coaches yelling at us..." "...and hot guys walking by?" Sloane cut in with her sly sharp tone.

**********
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Ryker’s POV

Driving around town was fine, but walking? That was different. Walking filled up our time, gave us an excuse to linger, to take in everything happening around us. And, if we planned our route just right, we could pass by the house where the new girl lived. Usually, we were on our way to the basketball court down the street, but today, something else had my attention.

There she was stretched out on a hammock like some celestial vision that had no business existing in a town like this. She lay back, one arm draped lazily over her stomach, the other resting above her head as she stretched her long, tanned legs out, the slow movement making the hammock sway gently beneath her. The sun slipped through the leaves above, casting dappled golden light across her skin, turning her into something almost unreal.

Her bikini top, barely containing her tits, curved around her chest like it had been tailored just for her body, the fabric hugging tight against smooth, sun-kissed skin. Each slow breath she took lifted her just enough to be hypnotic, an effortless, unconscious tease. She shifted slightly, the motion sending a soft ripple through her frame, making the hammock rock, her body moving in sync with the breeze.

Her hair shimmered like polished obsidian, dark and glassy under the light spilled over the side of the hammock, hanging in soft waves that swayed with the movement. When she lazily tucked a strand behind her ear, it was like watching silk slide through her fingers. She looked like she belonged in a painting, no, something that was completely impossible, like she had stepped out of a magazine.

Then there were her eyes. I had only seen them in flashes, quick, teasing glimpses, but they were the kind that haunted you. Wild, vivid green, like untouched forests or sea glass caught in the right light, sharp, hypnotic, making it impossible to look away but I never looked for more than a quick gaze fearing her catching me.

She never seemed to be alone, always with that same girl. She seemed to be someone new to town as well, but it didn’t matter. Not when she was there. Don’t get me wrong her friend, yeah, she was cute too sporting a petite, short frame, they both looked athletic. She however moved like she belonged to the universe itself, like gravity had bent just for her. I was eighteen, so of course, I noticed. Every breath-taking detail. Something about her pulled me in, an ache in my chest that had nothing to do with logic. I didn’t know her name. Not yet.

As we made our way past them, I kept my eyes forward, acting like I hadn’t noticed them, her all sprawled out just swaying back and forth. Fuck I have never been more jealous of a hammock. I didn't look as much as I wanted to. But I could feel her gaze on me, burning, lingering. Or maybe I was just hoping she was.

“There’s those girls again,” Abel muttered, chuckling as he dribbled the ball, his voice just loud enough for us to hear. “Yeah, I see them,” I said, keeping my tone casual, like the one wasn't the only thing I’d been thinking about all summer. Their voices drifted toward us, low and easy, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying. Then, I saw her reach for something, grapes. She plucked one from the bunch and popped it between those soft, pouty lips. My stomach clenched. I could only imagine what it would be like to kiss her, to feel the warmth of that mouth.

I adjusted my grip on my shirt, slung over my shoulder, letting the sun hit my skin. Maybe she was noticing me. Maybe she was checking me out. We kept walking, trying to play it cool, when suddenly, laughter exploded behind us. WTF.

Abel raised an eyebrow at me. “You think they’re laughing at us?” “No clue,” I muttered, trying not to overthink it but, fuck, I already was. I knew she was out of my league. That much was obvious. But I was holding onto hope.  “What’s so funny?” Ellis yelled back, turning to face them. We laughed too, acting like it didn’t matter, but they never answered.

And yet, that only made me more curious. She was running circles in my mind, impossible to shake. Playing ball with the boys until the sun dipped lower, the air thick with the scent of summer and sweat. Every time I took a break, I caught myself glancing toward the street, half-expecting to see her watching. She wasn’t.

We hit the court hard, but she was still on my mind. It wasn’t good, but I couldn’t help it. We played hard and had fun, the sun beating down while the guys talked trash like always. Abel wiped sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. “Man, those girls down the road there? Total smoke shows.” Ellis laughed. “Please. You say that about every girl you lay eyes on, you fool.”

“Because it’s true every girl we see is hot, well ok most.” Abel shot back. “But these ones? They’re next level.” Ellis scooped up the ball, shaking his head. “My guy, they are so far out of your league.” I just smirked, keeping my words in. “Speak for yourself, I just have to introduce myself.” Abel said, puffing his chest out. “Yeah, okay,” Ellis said. “Let’s just watch you do that. I think you have better luck when the academy fills up with girls more your level. There’s gonna be fresh meat everywhere.” Abel gives me a smack on my chest as he leans in.  “That’s what I'm talking about,” Abel replied. “New talent, new faces.........finally something to look at besides you clowns.”

Ellis fired the ball at him, hard enough to smack his chest. “You calling us ugly?” I loved these guys. “Not calling you anything,” Abel laughed. “I’m just saying none of you are exactly poster material.”

I grabbed the ball and started to dribble it down the court. “Speak for yourself,” Ellis said, running up next to me grabbing the ball and driving to the net, sinking a clean shot. “I’m a ten.” “You’re a four on a good day,” Abel fired back. They kept chirping each other, tossing the ball around, shoving lightly, laughing. I joined in just enough to keep it normal, but my head was somewhere else.

After we’d had our fill of the game, we made our way back to my place to refuel, hunger gnawing at us. As we passed by her house, I found myself looking again, hoping. The hammock was empty, but you could hear the splashing of water. It sounded like they were having fun in the pool. But I didn’t get to see her again and for some reason, that bothered me way more than it should have.
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​​​Chapter Two
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Fallon’s POV

I followed Sloane’s gaze to the edge of the yard, where the street met the apple trees. A group of guys strolled by their voices a low murmur against the hum of summer. Among them was him. The same impossibly gorgeous guy we’d seen a handful of times before, always just in passing but somehow unforgettable.

Tall and effortlessly confident, he walked with a certain swagger that made it impossible to look away. His shirt was slung over his shoulder, leaving his tanned, sculpted chest and toned arms on full display. The golden light of the afternoon seemed to cling to him, highlighting every curve and dip of his fucking yummy muscles as if he’d stepped straight out of a dream.

His caramel-coloured hair, thick and wavy, as it sparkled in the sunlight as he ran his hand through it, pushing it back in a way that felt like it was meant just to tease me. A bead of sweat traced a slow path down his temple, catching the light like a drop of liquid gold. From this distance, I could see the sun’s warmth lingering on his sun-bronzed skin, making him almost glow.

I watched him in secret with my eye half closed my eyes tracking his every move as they passed by, he didn’t look our way not once but the way his presence filled the space, the low rumble of his laugh, the lazy sway of his walk, all of it felt like a deliberate pull on my senses. Time stretched, each second heavy and electric, like the world held its breath just for him.

I didn’t realize I was holding my own breath until Sloane let out a low cough, her grin mischievous. "God help us if he ever actually talks to you," she teased. I tore my gaze away, cheeks flushed, but my mind stayed on him, his laugh, his walk, the way the sunlight kissed him like it couldn’t resist either.

"What do you think his name is, or do we just call him the hot guy?" I asked, trying not to grin too much as I grabbed a handful of grapes. Sloane laughed, her eyes following the group. "Oh, which one? There are a few to choose from. But I bet his is something ridiculous, like... Brad or Chad." "Or maybe something hot like Kane or Beckette," I added, smirking. "Please," she said, rolling her eyes. "I totally think it will be something lame like Barry." "Oh, damn I hope not," I repeated, testing it out......Barry! "Fuck no! Something ordinary just does not suit that sexy beast"

“Barry!!” We both burst out laughing, probably louder than we should have, because one of his friends turned to glance our way. Sloane swatted my arm, and we ducked down like kids caught spying. “What's so funny?” we heard being yelled from the road. We didn’t breathe or answer. We could hear their chuckle as they continued on their way. "Smooth," she whispered, shaking her head as she peeked back up. "We’re so subtle." "Totally unnoticeable," I said, giggling.

Evenings were slower, quieter. After dinner, we would hang out by the pool resting in the lounging chairs after a nice dip. Staring up at the stars as they started to appear in the sky as the sun was setting, hearing the crickets chirped and the fireflies starting to dance around us. You could get lost in the beauty of the sky.

**********
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"Do you think it’ll feel the same?" I asked one night, my voice soft as I traced constellations with my finger. Sloane propped herself up on one elbow, looking over at me. "What? Skating?" "Yeah. Skating, school, everything," I said. "It’s just... it feels like we’re starting over, you know? Like we’re back at square one." "We’re not at square one," she said firmly. "We’ve got three years of experience no one else here has. We’ve travelled the world, Fallon. That’s not starting over, that’s levelling up." I smiled at her optimism. "I hope you're right."

"I’m always right," she said with a wink before flopping back down on the chair. "Now shut up and enjoy the stars. They’re not this clear in Europe." The quiet hum of summer wrapping around us, with nothing but the stars above and the faint hope that this new chapter might just work out. My fingers were crossed that it was going to be the best year.

I knew my apprehension was just because it was such a drastic change. This place was familiar, safe and we had roots here. I needed to make this new journey the best I could, and I was so grateful for having her right next to me. We just laid on the loungers in silence taking it all in. 

**********
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The town rink was having a public skate for the last time before classes started so we decided to make our way there meeting up with a few friends. It was absolutely buzzing with energy, the sound of laughter, families, teenagers, and little kids as they zipped across the frozen surface, their cheeks flushed from the chill. It felt like the entire town had the same idea and decided to show up.

“It’s so weird being back here,” I said, lacing up my skates. “Right? It feels like we’ve stepped back in time,” Sloane replied, tying her last lace. “But in a good way, you know?” “Definitely,” chimed in Harper, her ultra curly chestnut brown hair pulled into a high ponytail. The curls bobbing up and down as she tied her skates. “It’s nostalgic, but also kind of surreal. Like, weren’t we just kids out here, racing and doing silly tricks?”

“Speak for yourselves,” Caleb said, leaning back against the bench with a grin, his skates already on. “I was a pro at crashing into the boards. Remember?” We all laughed, and I shook my head. “Oh, we remember. You practically took the boards down a few times.” “Hey, I was making a statement,” Caleb said, pretending to be offended. “That’s what the best athletes do.”

“The best athletes stay upright,” teased Bella, adjusting the sleeves of her hoodie. She had a calm confidence about her, but there was a glint of mischief in her eyes. “Let’s see if you can make it through one lap without falling tonight, Caleb.”

We were lucky to have them joining us at the academy, though they were each focused on different sports. Harper and Bella dominated on the volleyball court, while Caleb was a standout star in baseball.

He placed a hand over his heart. “Challenge accepted.” We all laughed again, the easy banter making the moment feel light and familiar, as if no time had passed since the days, we all spent at the rink. “It’s nice to just have fun on the ice again,” I said, standing and testing the tightness of my laces. “No pressure, no expectations. Just... skating.”

Sloane smiled and nudged me with her shoulder. “Exactly. Just us being us again.” We stepped onto the ice, and the familiar glide beneath my feet instantly calmed me. It had been months since Sloane and I had skated, and it wasn’t the same as our intense training sessions, it felt good to move again. Harper skated ahead, spinning in a small circle. “You know what this calls for? A synchronized routine.”

“Oh no,” Caleb groaned, skating in exaggerated zigzags. “The last time we tried that, I ended up with a bruised ego and a bruised.....” “Your bruises don’t count,” Bella interrupted. “You fall just standing still.” “Rude,” Caleb said, skating backward with surprising ease. I laughed, watching them, and Sloane looped an arm through mine. “It’s like we never left, huh?” “Almost,” I agreed, glancing around the rink.

Ryker’s POV

Hitting up the rink for one last skate before the first day of school felt like it was the thing to do and a decent way to end this summer break. The air inside was cool, crisp, as usual. It always carries the familiar scent, nothing like a small-town arena. So many others thought this would be the activity for tonight, normally it was just me and the guys with a few random kids scattered around. Tonight, though, the place was packed, the energy buzzing, laughter and the scrape of skates filling the space.

As we stopped for a quick break, a burst of laughter caught my attention. I turned slightly, looking across the arena, my pulse kicking up before I totally laid eyes on her. And there she was. She sat with the same girl from before, along with a few others, adjusting the laces of her skates. In fact, just sitting there, she was captivating. Her body suit nestled into her skin so tightly, clinging in all the right places, emphasizing the curve of her waist, the fullness of her tits, those things looked amazing. The Lulu tights hugged her, outlining every dip and contour of her toned legs and the perfect, maddening bounce of her ass when she moved. Thigh-high leg warmers added an effortless elegance, fuck me man what is this girl doing to me. Then she stepped onto the ice.

She moved like she belonged there, gliding across the surface with an ease that was hypnotic. Every movement was fluid, effortless, graceful in a way that most people could never pull off. The way she turned, the way she pushed off, the way her body followed through with each motion, it was more than just skating. It was poetry. She wasn’t just good; she had training, precision. She knew what she was doing.

I felt something tighten in my chest, a sensation that made me shift uncomfortably. I tried to shake it off, but every time she spun, every time she landed smoothly, sending a ripple of movement through her body, I was caught in it all over again. I was sure I felt her eyes on me. It was this weird pull, like an invisible thread between us. But every time I glanced her way, she was either mid-spin or laughing with her friends. Her whole group could skate, weaving in and out of each other with practiced ease, laughter ringing out around the rink. 

They were having fun. But it was her. Her smile. That’s what got to me the most. It was the kind of smile that made everything around her seem brighter, more alive. It messed with me. Then, right in the middle of it all, Abel skated straight into them. Whether on purpose or not I felt the faintest brush of silk-soft hair grazed my face. And in that second, I caught her scent, sweet berries and honey. It was intoxicating.

“Sorry about that!” he said, flashing a dirty grin, his laugh unrepentant. “No worries,” her cute little friend shot back, quick and snappy.  “Oh, I'm not worried,” Abel whispered in her ear. I could see her roll her eyes. We all chuckled as we skated away. 

The hour-long skate flew by, almost too fast. As we all started making our way off the ice, I found myself watching her, trying to play it cool, but not able to look away. She and her friends unhooked their skates, slipped into their shoes, and headed for the exit.

I wanted to know her name. I could’ve asked. I should’ve asked. But let’s be real, there was no way I was walking up to her like some desperate idiot. If I did, I’d probably end up tripping over every word, saying something stupid, or worse, standing there like a total voiceless wonder while my brain short-circuited. Yeah, not happening. So, I let her go. Well, my nerves did. I smiled to myself. For now.​​
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Chapter Three
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Fallon’s POV

That’s when I saw him again. That hot guy from down the street. He was with what appeared to be the same group of friends, standing near the edge of the rink, their easy laughter carrying over the sounds of everyone skating. He pushed off and glided effortlessly across the rink, his strides smooth and powerful, like he owned the ice. Well like they all owned the ice. Their group skates fast in and around others making the ice their playground. His dark hoodie was pushed up to his elbows, and his hair, slightly damp, fell into his eyes as he shook his head at something one of his friends said.

“Hot hey,” Harper whispered, skating up beside me. “Which one tall, smouldering, sexy? Shit they are all hot!” Bella added, following my gaze. “I don’t know,” I said, my voice quieter than I meant it to be. I am sure my cheeks screamed a different answer. Caleb skated between us, holding his hands up. “Ladies, focus! Eyes on the ice, not the eye candy.” “Oh, hush,” Sloane said, shoving him lightly. “Just because no one’s gawking at you.” “Everyone is always gawking at me,” Caleb interrupted, striking a ridiculous pose.

We all laughed, but my gaze kept drifting back to the hot guy as he skated in front of us, his strides long and purposeful. As he finally made his way around for a brief second, his eyes flicked toward our group, but they didn’t land on me. “Fallon?” Sloane whispered, nudging me. “What?” I said quickly, my cheeks bright red. She smirked knowingly. “Nothing.” it lingered in the air.

As we skated around the rink, the easy rhythm of the night returned. Harper and Bella started a small game of tag, Caleb dramatically pretending to lose every time they caught him. But my heart skipped a beat every time I passed the group of guys, even if nothing happened. And I was acting like they weren't there.

At one point, one of the guys in the group wasn’t paying attention and skated straight into us. “Sorry about that!” he said with a sheepish grin, steadying himself. “No worries,” Sloane replied, though her tone was sharp. “Oh, I'm not worried.” I heard him whisper in her ear. Then the guys just chuckled as they skated away, Mr. Hot Guy included, though he didn’t say anything or look my way. 

My chest tightened for no reason I could explain, and I quickly turned my attention back to my friends. The rest of the public skate was filled with laughter, small talk, and lazy laps around the rink, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight was the start of something new, something big. It was a great way to end the summer. We all parted ways and knew that school started tomorrow.

**********
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“Shit Fallon is that you?” A sudden yelp of excitement pierced through the hum of the crowd at the bus stop as I made way to the group finally, drawing my attention. I turn, locking eyes with Samantha Patrick. She, too, had grown into herself, and the transformation was striking. Her long, fiery red curls tumbled effortlessly over her shoulders, catching the light like threads of spun copper. Her big, bright blue eyes sparkled with a mischievous energy, framed by perfectly placed freckles that dotted her porcelain skin like a constellation. She looked radiant, a vision of effortless beauty that made it impossible not to notice her.

“Wow!!! I have not seen you in forever. You look great.” I billowed out as my eyes focused on the hot guy. I looked away quickly as I did not want him to notice me staring with a bunch of drool running down my lip. He looked so much better today than any other day I had noticed him. Samantha and I embraced. “It is crazy you and Sloane are back this year. It will be so nice to have everyone back together.” My smile was ear to ear because I knew this was going to be the best year yet. Well, I felt if I kept telling myself that it would be true.

“Oh, sorry Fallon, this is Ryker, Mila and Dan.” She pointed at the dreamy hunk I had seen all summer long and the two others I had seen her talking with. “H, ah Hi I am Fallon, but I guess you heard her say that already.” I coughed as I blushed slightly at the words that left my mouth. He didn’t say a word, just slightly smiled and turned and started talking to the other kids at the bus stop. Ok asshole that was cool. I looked down fumbling with the zipper on my hoodie feeling a bit of heat on my face from embarrassment. The other two said hi at least. Samantha grabbed my arm and whispered in my ear. “He moved here shortly after you left. His family bought old man Johnson's house after he passed away.” I just smiled, acting as though I didn’t really care what his story was. 

Ryker’s POV

Fallon. That was her name. And damn, it suited her perfectly. But seriously, what the hell? I just completely botched that intro. Mild stroke, maybe? Or maybe I was just trying to hide the raging hard-on I was starting to sport. When she was introduced to me, I scoffed. I actually scoffed, my guy. What the fuck was wrong with me? I quickly glanced at Abel, the only thing I could think to do. I had no idea what he was rambling on about. For all I knew, I could’ve agreed to eat shit right then and there. Abel laughed, so I laughed too, it was pure panic and awkwardness.

Finally, the bus pulled up, and I jumped on as fast as I could, making my way down the aisle so I could find an ever-needed seat. As I made my way up the stairs, I took a look and that is when it hit me right in the face, names above the seats. Seriously, why are we assigned seats? How is this a thing? We are adults. Are we in elementary school or something? And then I saw it, the bus driver had the audacity to put my name and Fallon’s together on a big, bold label right above the last seat. Ryker and Fallon. Plain as day, screaming at me, the torture if it all setting in. This cannot be happening. I didn’t need this. It was going to be a long year if this is how it was starting off. 

And of course, we weren’t allowed to drive ourselves to this school; no, we all had to be bussed the fuck in. Yeah, sure after school was a completely different story, though. We didn't have to bus out so usually you would just snag rides to go do whatever we wanted. So, at least that was a bonus. I guess. I got to the seat first, my heart racing as I waited for her to walk down the aisle. 

The moment she realized we were seat buddies, I couldn’t place the emotion in her eyes. She slumped down next to me, and her delicate hand brushed against my thigh, her perfectly manicured nails adorned with multiple simple band rings that sparkled against her slender fingers. I jerked at the contact; it felt electric, sending a jolt straight up to my dick. Fuck my life, why is this happening to me.

“Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean...” she started to apologize, her voice soft. I coughed, desperately trying to shake off the awkwardness. I couldn’t actually look at her; I was struggling to function as it was, and her scent wrapped around me like a warm embrace, intoxicating my senses.

I just pulled my backpack tighter to my chest as it sat on my lap and I pushed myself as close as I could to the bus wall. If I could have hung my body out the window I would have. 

When we finally rolled up to school, I had to make a quick adjustment, shoving my hard-on into my waistband, praying to avoid being called out as a perv on the first day.
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​​​​Chapter Four
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Fallon’s POV

She was scouted out, though he had to wait to get in.” Again, I acted like I didn’t care. Soon the bus pulled up, and we all started to load on. Assigned seating jeepers why is this a thing still. I searched and searched for my name until I finally reached the back of the bus. Fallon right in bold black writing above the last seat. 

My eyes made their way down to Ryker sitting in the same seat next to the window. Fuck! Fallon, you are really getting put to the test. I sat down brushing his leg and felt him pull himself closer to the wall of the bus almost like touching me would give him the plague.

“Oh, sorry I didn’t mean...” He cut me off with a cough and he just looked out the window. Rude, he was so bloody rude. We all settled into our seats as the bus ride was long, we were a town over heading into Springtown City. All the buses were packed with sports kids attending a very upscale sports school. It was amazing we had an arena and a tri-leisure centre attached to this school, we had everything at our fingertips. 

When Sloane and I left, this facility was still under construction, but now it stood in its full glory. Where we ended up at 17 years old in Europe was similar in scale and very prestigious, the difference also being it catered exclusively to the elite up and comers of the skating world. This new sports academy, however, is a completely different experience. 

Here, you have to turn 18 prior to the first semester is one of the key criteria for attending, and it’s designed for athletes ready to take their training and education to the next level. I was well past that age, nonetheless it was amazing to be offered a spot for at least the next two years.

This place isn’t a step down per say, it’s simply different. It still provides you with amazing opportunities that most would not be offered. Here, the focus is broader, with a plethora of sports under one roof and countless experts guiding the students. It’s a more diverse environment but still an incredible opportunity to grow, compete, and challenge ourselves in new ways. Hopefully leading most of us into the professional world in the sport we excel at.

The bus ride passed quicker than I had expected, and before I knew it, we were entering the facility grounds. I leaned over, trying to catch a glimpse through the window beside Ryker, but his head was in the way, blocking most of the view. My impatience grew as the anticipation bubbled inside me, but then, as the bus finally pulled up to the school, the sight before me stole my breath. 

You were greeted by a beautifully tree lined road that seemed to stretch endlessly, each tree standing tall and lush, their branches forming an elegant canopy overhead with an array of colours of green. The early morning sunlight filtered through all the damp dew covered leaves, casting a beautiful, dappled pattern on the pavement, creating this dreamy, almost cinematic entrance. As the road opened up, the facility came into view, a stunning masterpiece of architecture that looked like it had been plucked straight from a storybook.

The building's stone walls, rich with unbelievable detail, each piece carefully placed, giving it such a timeless, majestic feel. Huge windows covered the front, reflecting the surrounding trees and sky, making it seem as though the structure was part of the landscape itself. Ivy climbed the corners of the building, adding a touch of old school charm and history to the otherwise new modern design.

To the left, the arena stood like a grand coliseum, its arched entrances inviting and open. The glass panels lining its upper levels sparkled like diamonds in the sunlight, and the hum of activity inside hinted at the energy and excitement within. To the right, sprawling fields stretched out in lush green waves, dotted with clusters of students walking to the school to start their day, their laughter and voices floating in the air.

You could see the heart of the campus was a courtyard paved with smooth stone, with a fountain that danced and shimmered in the light. Benches nestled beneath the shade of the trees, offering quiet spots for reflection, while flower beds filled with vibrant blooms bordered the pathways. Everything about the place felt alive and electric yet serene and unbelievably welcoming. It wasn’t just a school; it was a world where dreams could take root and flourish. This was going to be one hell of a year. I was so giddy to see the inside and even more excited to see my friends. 

“Sloane!!! EEEEEK, this is fucking amazing!” I pulled her in for a hug like I had not seen her in years when in reality we were together yesterday preparing for today. Now you want to talk about beauty. She had all the guys wrapped around her finger in Europe. She was a natural beauty, long wavy blonde hair piercing blue eyes, button nose with her heart shaped face. I was much taller than her but her petite frame was to die for. She was as beautiful as Micelle Phiffer. 

“Wow Mr. Hot guy goes here, and he was on your bus?” She asked with a dirty smirk on her face as Ryker strutted on by. “Anyhow.” I laughed as I grabbed her hand and I shared the bus ride with her in great detail. As we made our way to the front entrance. Now if you thought the outside was amazing you should see the inside.

Stepping through the grand double doors of the school, you are immediately enveloped in a breathtaking display of design and elegance. The entrance opens into a vast, airy atrium that feels both majestic and inviting. At the centre of it all is a stunning oval seating area, its curved benches crafted from polished wood with soft, cushioned upholstery in rich jewel tones, deep emerald, green, royal blue, and warm gold.

Above it, a massive skylight that stretches across the entire ceiling, its glass panes arranged in a geometric pattern that channels light into the space. The sunlight pours through, creating a cascade of natural illumination that dances across the floors and walls, shifting throughout the day. 

The floor beneath your feet is a masterpiece in itself, a mosaic of gleaming marble tiles in subtle shades of cream, grey, and soft gold that form an intricate design, drawing the eye toward the centre of the room. Around the oval seating area, tall potted plants with vibrant green leaves stand like sentinels, adding a touch of nature to the modern elegance.

The walls are a blend of smooth stone and sleek panels, accented by subtle carvings and murals that tell the story of the school’s achievements and fundraising donations. Towering windows flank the space, offering glimpses of the tree-lined entrance that took your breath away as you entered the area.

Beyond the seating area, the atrium flows seamlessly into the rest of the building, with grand archways leading to wide hallways. The halls are lined with lockers that gleam new, their metallic finish catching the light. Between them, giant displays that feature student artwork, won trophies, banners and accolades that showcase the talent and success of those who’ve walked these halls.

Everything about the space feels designed to inspire, to uplift and energize the students who gather here daily. It’s not just an entrance; it’s a statement, a place where every step feels like the beginning of something extraordinary. This is the place I knew I was meant to be.

“Good thing they give out a map with your course list.” I laughed as I struggled to find where I needed to be. “What?” Sloane asked, still mesmerised by the interior of the building. “Where do we go?” I asked as I held up the map. “Let’s maybe find our lockers first.” She smiled with a cheeky grin. “Yes, I guess that would be a great place to start.” I rolled my eyes laughing as I followed closely behind her. We were Snow hawks, so our lockers were stationed close to the arena, a hub of frosted air, echoing blades, and the sharp rhythm of skates against ice. 

“I wonder who else has lockers in our wing?” Sloane asked as turned the corner. The corridor was alive with energy, a mix of familiar faces and so many new ones, each adding to the buzz of excitement that filled the air. There was a hustle and bustle that felt inviting, like the promise of a fresh start. As we navigated through the crowd, I spotted a couple of familiar faces.

“Hey, Fallon, hi Sloane!” a voice called out. We turned to see Angel, a girl we had known since elementary school. She gave us a quick wave as she leaned against her locker, chatting with a group of friends. “Angel!” I smiled, waving back. “It’s been forever!” Cried out Sloane. “Too long,” she agreed with a grin. “We need to catch up soon. Good luck today!”

As we moved on, another familiar figure caught my eye, Jason, who used to live down the street from me. He gave a casual nod, his oh so familiar easy-going smile in place. He had seemed to have not changed well, he was a lot taller, but he looked the same and sounded the same. “Looks like quite a few friendly faces here, I think more than I expected.” Sloane whispered with a smirk.

“Feels like it, I agree but I also don't know what I was really thinking to be honest.” I replied, smiling as we finally reached our lockers. Luckily, we’d been assigned spots right next to each other, a small win to kick off the day. “This is perfect,” Sloane said, adjusting her bag on her shoulder. “At least I’ll have someone to complain to between classes.” I chuckled, spinning the lock on my combination. “So far, so good. Now I just need to figure out where my first class is.”

Sloane scanned her schedule. “I’m on the other side of the building this morning, but we’ve got the whole afternoon together, conditioning and skating after lunch. We’ll survive.” “I know,” I said, shutting my locker with a satisfying click. “But mornings apart? Who approved this schedule?”

Just then, Ryker and his group of friends strolled down the corridor, their presence impossible to ignore. Why couldn’t I escape him? My senses lit up the moment he came near, my skin prickling as though he carried some magnetic charge. The faintest hint of his cologne reached me, a mix of something fresh and something darker, more intoxicating. My breath caught, and I cursed my body’s betrayal as a wave of awareness washed over me. My nipples harden and panties now wet. FUCK!

He moved with an effortless confidence, every step he took seemed like he owned the place. Why did he have to look so damn good? His tousled hair, his easy grin, steadying everything about him screamed perfection, and it was infuriating. But then I remembered: perfection with a bad attitude. A total waste of a dreamboat.

And yet, as he passed, not sparing me a glance, I couldn’t help but feel the sting of his indifference. I’d put effort into today, rocking my favourite outfit and my go-to lip gloss. I knew I looked good, but apparently, not good enough to break through his oblivion. “Seriously?” I muttered under my breath, feeling Sloane’s elbow nudge me as she tried and failed to suppress a smirk. “Earth to Fallon!” She looked at me with her eyebrows raised. And continued with “Being apart from each other in the morning is all part of the challenge, my friend. Meet you at lunch?”

“Definitely,” I said, shouldering my bag and taking a deep breath. So far, this morning was going fine. Nothing amazing but it was still fine.  Hopefully it will get better from here. I fidgeted with my sweater reassuring myself I was ready to take on whatever came next. Huge exhale as I looked over my schedule again and started to manoeuvre the halls and find my first class.

Crap, where the hell is Mr. Lawson’s applied history class I feel lost. “Excuse me, do you know where Mr. Lawson’s room is?” I asked an unfamiliar face. “It is at the end of hall three. Just keep going straight. Then hang a left.” The student pointed as I scurried towards that direction. This is going to get exhausting. I giggled to myself as I hurried into class just before the first bell. 

As I entered Mr. Lawson’s classroom I was hit with a mix of old-world charm and a modern almost over the top flair, with an energy that immediately pulled you in. The desks were arranged in neat rows, but instead of the standard, drab furniture, these were unique. Each desk had a wooden top engraved with faint carvings of maps, quotes, and symbols from history, giving students something intriguing to look at during lectures. The black metal legs were sturdy, and some desks had been decorated by students with colourful stickers and doodles, a tradition I found out later that Mr. Lawson encouraged so you could make the space feel personal.

At the very front of the room stood his desk, a massive, worn oak piece that looked like it had been around for decades. Its surface was cluttered but organized, a stack of books on one side, a vintage globe on the other, and an assortment of pens and highlighters spilling out of a ceramic mug that read, “History Buff.” A small flag from every continent tacked proudly in a nice pattern behind him, each one meticulously placed.

The walls were alive with history. One side held a massive world map framed by smaller ones from ancient Rome, medieval Europe, and modern political eras. Opposite it, a “History Heroes” wall displayed portraits of Harriet Tubman, Gandhi, and Nelson Mandela, each paired with a powerful quote. Between them, shelves brimmed with artifacts, a miniature knight’s helmet, a piece of Pompeii’s volcanic rock, a replica Declaration of Independence, even a battered WWII helmet. Every item had a story, and Mr. Lawson made sure it found its way into his lessons.

His most famous display, however, was on the back wall, a timeline spanning the entire length of the room. It started with the Big Bang and ended with the modern age, with handwritten notes and illustrations pinned to the line. Students were allowed to add their own events throughout the year, making history feel alive and interactive.

Despite the seriousness of some of the subject matters, the classroom exuded familiarity, warmth and curiosity. Strings of fairy lights zigzagged across the ceiling, adding a soft glow, and plants sat on the windowsills, bringing a touch of life to the room. This wasn’t just a classroom, it was a portal to the past, where students could immerse themselves in the stories of the world. 
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Chapter - Five
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Ryker’s POV

Six lockers down. That’s all she is from me, and already my chest feels like it’s caving in. Can she tell I'm turning purple from the lack of oxygen? God I am an idiot and she can see it I am sure of it. How the hell am I supposed to survive an entire year like this? I keep my head down, pretend she’s not there, because the second I let myself look, really look, I’m done for.

But she’s impossible to ignore. My peripheral vision betrays me, catching every flicker of her, that smile, fuck that smile is captivating, her tiny gestures hard to ignore. She tucks her hair behind her ear, taunting me to go over and touch her. Those long, delicate fingers glide through her silky strands, and I swear I can feel it, feel her hair slipping between my own fingers, soft, endless, mine.

My mind won’t stop. I see myself spreading that dark satin curtain across my pillow, laying her down, my lips on her neck, tasting, taking. Heat surges through me so fast it’s a curse. My pulse pounds, my jeans tighten, and I’m begging myself not to look again, not to picture her mouth parting undermine.

“Get a grip, Ryker,” I mutter in my head, but it’s useless. My body doesn’t listen. This morning was bad enough, climbing off the damn bus half-bent, praying no one noticed the way I couldn’t hide what she does to me. My giant boner straining in my pants, I walked like I had an injury thankfully no one said anything.

Now I’m seconds away from another disaster in the middle of the hallway, surrounded by peers, my friends and most importantly her. Fuck! I clench my jaw; fists shoved deep into my pockets like maybe I can beat it back. But the truth is, I’m drowning. She’s only six fucking lockers away, great just fucking fantastic. 

The first bell hadn’t even rung yet, and Ellis was already complaining. “Applied History? First thing in the morning?” he groaned, adjusting the strap on his backpack. “Who schedules history before my brain has woken up?” I smirked. “It’s day one. Your brain was never awake to begin with.” He pointed at me. “Wow. Hurtful. True......but hurtful.”

We joined the stream of students heading down the hallway. Everything in this place felt oversized, long corridors, tall ceilings, huge windows, like the academy was built for giants, not young adults trying to pretend they had their lives together. “You know where this class even is?” Ellis asked. “Hall three,” I said. “We keep walking straight, then take that left.” He squinted at the signage like it made no sense. “Which one is hall three? Why are there so many halls? Who needs this many halls?” I shook my head. “Bro...I just said where it is. It’s literally numbered.” He scoffed. “Numbered badly.” I looked at him, laughing. “If we get lost, I’m blaming you.” “Fair. I’d blame me too.”

We turned left, and there it was Mr. Lawson, applied history. Ellis exhaled dramatically. “Thank God. If we walked any further, I would be dropping out.” “Day one. Impressive record.” He nudged me with his elbow. “C’mon, let’s go see what this class is about.” I pushed the door open and instantly understood why people talked about this class. Inside hit like a different world. Ellis let out a low whistle. “Okay...this is actually sick.” I nodded, taking it in. This wasn’t just a history class. It felt like stepping through a door straight into the past.

Assigned seating. Great. Nothing like feeling twelve years old yet again. The second Ellis and I walked into the room, we spotted a giant chart taped to the front wall with everyone’s names sorted into desk groups. Half the class was crowded around it, doing the awkward first-day shuffle, leaning in, squinting, muttering, bumping into each other like confused cattle.

I scanned the list, and then my eyes landed on a familiar name. Fallon. Seriously? She was in this class? I hadn’t expected to see her again so soon. Couldn’t even decide if that was good or bad. Ellis leaned over my shoulder. “Find yours yet?” “Yeah,” I said, spotting mine a second later. “Group D.” “Same,” he said, sounding relieved. “Oaffff lookie lookie who my desk partner is.”

Ellis pointed at the empty chair beside her name on the chart. “Guess that’s me.” He shot me a grin. “Don’t worry, Tater, looks like you’re not stuck with her.” “Didn’t say I was worried,” I muttered, even though it came out a little too quick.

We stepped aside so other students could look and started toward the back of the room. As we moved through the rows, I noticed Fallon heading there too, quiet, focused, like she was trying to blend in. She reached her table first and slid right into the window seat without hesitation. My own seat was across the aisle, diagonal from hers. Close enough to notice her, not close enough to actually talk.

Probably for the best. We made our way to the back of the class. I kept my eyes laser focused. I sank into my chair, tapping my pen against the carved desktop while the last few students settled in. As I noticed her and Ellis shaking hands. She smiled.

I looked down at my desk, old maps etched into the wood, faded quotes, scribbles from who-knows-how-many students before me, and exhaled. First class of the day. Applied History. And whatever this year was turning into, it was already something I was never expecting.
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​​​​Chapter Six
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Fallon’s POV

Again, we had assigned seating as I looked at the names my eyes came across Rykers. Fuck he is in this class. I better not be sitting with him. “Yes!" in a very faint whisper as I could see I was next to someone named Ellis at desk group D. I made my way to the back of the room. Passing Bella. “Hey!” We smiled at each other as I made my way past her. My desk is the second last in the first row. I was the first one to the desk, so I gladly claimed the seat next to the window. There was a light morning breeze drizzling into the room leaving a linger scent of morning dew. I got lost in the feeling.
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