
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: ]

			Book Two in the Maybe Series

			Reba Pennell



	




 

			Maybe Never

			Copyright © 2025 by Reba Pennell

			 

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

			 

			 

			[image: ]

			Tellwell Talent

			www.tellwell.ca

			 

			ISBN

			978-0-2288-9468-1 (Hardcover)

			978-0-2288-9467-4 (Paperback)

			978-0-2288-9469-8 (eBook)



	




 

			To my Uncle Leo, who not only read my first book but also asked questions about it. When my mom told me that he had read it and loved it, I thought she was joking, as he was in his 70s. And to my grandmother, who always asked about my writing and when my next book was coming out. I wish both of you could read this, but I’ll make sure that two copies get sent up to heaven. I miss and love you both so much.

			 



	

Chapter One:

			Wes

			How did I get here? How is it that in two short months this girl wormed her way into my heart and made me feel things I never thought I could feel, ever?

			I know I’m on the airport floor, at LAX; I know that I need to get up before security comes and removes me. Do I care? No, I don’t. I don’t care that I’m sitting on a dirty floor that thousands of people walk on every day. I don’t care that there are hundreds of people seeing me cry right now. I don’t care about anything other than that plane that is headed back to Boston.

			I don’t even know how long I sit here on my knees, willing Liz to just turn around and come back and tell me again that she loves me and that we can work on this. She doesn’t even need to say she forgives me for lying to her. I just need her here with me.

			I’m half tempted to walk up to an airline counter and book the next flight to Boston. As the idea pops into my head, I realize that is exactly what I am going to do. I wipe my eyes, not caring that they are red and blotchy. I stand up on shaky legs and avoid looking at people around me while I wait in line to purchase a ticket.

			“I need a one-way ticket to Boston. One way. I don’t care how much it is,” I say, being as direct as I can and letting the teller know that I am not going to take any bullshit.

			She blinks up at me and is probably wondering if I am high right now—that would be a fair assumption with the way I look. The teller—Sandy, her nametag says—looks down at her screen and types a few things before shaking her head.

			“I’m sorry, sir, but there are no seats available on the next three flights to Boston.”

			Rationally, I know it’s not this poor lady’s fault, but I need to release some emotions inside of me. I bang my hand down on the counter.

			“You don’t understand. The love of my life just walked out of my life because I fucked up! She told me she loved me, and she walked away. I need …” I take a deep breath as I choke up. “I need to get to Boston.”

			Sandy looks at me sadly and shakes her head. “The next available flight to Boston leaves tomorrow afternoon. That’s the best I can do.”

			I go to open my mouth when a voice stops me. “Wes.”

			I turn my head and see Liz’s dad, Brian, standing there in his suit like he has just come from the office. He doesn’t look as put together as I’m used to seeing him, though. He looks tired and his hair isn’t perfectly coiffed like normal—it’s as if he’s been running his hands through it. I get it, I’ve been doing the same thing. He walks over and nods his head to Sandy.

			“My apologies, ma’am. My stepson here has had a rough day. We’ll book online if he decides to go to Boston.” I start to argue, but Brian holds up his hand, silently telling me not to say a word, and continues, “We’re sorry for the intrusion and thank you for your help.”

			Before I can argue or say anything at all, Brian takes my wrist and pulls me gently toward the exit of the airport. Once we’re outside, he lets go and I run my hands through my hair, pulling on it as I pace back and forth.

			“Getting into an argument with the ticketing agent isn’t going to get you anywhere, Wes,” Brian says calmly. I don’t understand how he can be so calm about this—it’s his daughter we’re talking about here.

			“What the fuck else am I supposed to do, Brian?” I exclaim, throwing my hands up in the air. Brian and I rarely ever argue or raise our voices at one another. Sure, when he and Mom first started dating, I wasn’t keen on the guy. I can thank Daddy Dearest for my trust issues with people, especially men, but Brian and I have an understanding. He stays out of my way, and I attempt to stay out of trouble.

			“You’re supposed to go home right now and give Liz some space,” he tells me, angering me even further.

			“Space? How am I’m supposed to give her space? No! I’m supposed to be getting on the next flight to Boston and begging her to listen to me,” I say, my voice getting louder and louder, drawing the attention of some of the people around us.

			Brian shakes his head and drags his hand over his face. I’m starting to panic more by the second. I won’t know if she lands okay. I don’t know if her mom is even home. I don’t know if she has someone to pick her up at the airport.

			“Yes, Wes, space. We all fucked up. I should have told her, Marie should have told her, you should have told her that you were going on tour … It doesn’t matter who should have told her, it’s the fact that she found out in the worst way possible. But now, we need to give her space to think.”

			I stare at him with hard eyes, contemplating his words. I know he’s right. I know I need to let her think about this. But what if she decides she doesn’t want to be with me? What if she decides she can’t get past this? What if she decides that this little lie is part of something bigger and she decides to put an end to us altogether—forever. I’m nauseous at the thought and double over, feeling like I might throw up.

			Brian doesn’t say anything, just puts his hand on my shoulder until I calm down.

			“Can you check with her mom to make sure she lands okay?” I ask quietly, keeping my eyes on the ground. My hand is twitching to reach for my phone and call her, but I can give her space, I can do this. I don’t know for how much longer, but I can do this. I’m on the verge of a panic attack, which is crazy since I’ve never had one before.

			Brian nods his head. “Of course. I’ll let you know.”

			“How did you know I was here?” I ask him. It’s rare for Brian to leave the office in the middle of a workday.

			“Your mom called me and told me what happened. I came straight from the office. I have to go back, but Wes … go home. Your mom is worried about you and as soon as I hear from Theresa, I’ll let you know.”

			It takes every ounce of strength for me to climb into my truck, which is miraculously still here and not towed. I look over at Brian who is about to climb into the back of his car. He looks at me, nods his head, and gets in.

			I take a deep breath and lean my head back on the seat and finally let the tears fall as much as they want. Soon I’m sobbing with my head in my hands. I fucked up so badly. After taking a few minutes to compose myself, I take a deep breath and put my truck in reverse and reluctantly head home.

			I don’t even remember the drive home; I’m pretty sure I blacked out. I’m probably lucky I didn’t get into an accident. Mom is waiting for me as soon as I get home, and I don’t know if I really want to talk to anyone right now. But the fact that she is in my room and sitting on my bed … I know she needs this too.

			I sit down beside her and wait. I know how Mom is and that she’s going to want to give me advice, but really, I don’t need advice. I need one thing, one person.

			“What was she like when she was packing?” I ask, staring at the photo of Liz and me on my desk.

			Mom is silent for a moment before she sighs and finally starts talking. “I don’t want to make you feel bad, but she was pretty upset, Wes. I tried to get her to stay, I really did. But she said she felt betrayed, and she just wanted to go home.”

			I swallow the lump in my throat and hang my head. “This is her home,” I mumble and feel ridiculous when I say it. Her home is back in Boston, but my home is wherever she is.

			I look up at the ceiling and close my eyes, trying to breathe without crying. “Brian thinks I need to give her space.”

			Mom is silent, and for a few minutes we don’t say anything as the sound of our breathing fills the room. “You do, hon. I know you don’t want to, and I know you think the best thing to do is to get on the next flight to Boston and beg her to forgive you but … Liz is different. You know that. She will want to think.”

			I get up and start pacing. “But she’s an overthinker, Mom! What if she overthinks so much that she doesn’t want to fix things?”

			“Then you need to accept that.”

			I look at her like she has gone insane. Is she serious? She can’t be fucking serious.

			I vigorously shake my head. “No, I refuse to accept that she may want things to be completely over between us. This can’t be the end. Fuck! I’ll get the guys to pull out of the tour, or I’ll pull out of the tour myself and leave the band. I’ll do whatever it takes.”

			Mom stands up and puts her hands on my shoulders to stop me from pacing and looks me straight in the eyes. “Wes, don’t be stupid. You’re not leaving the band, and do you really want to ask the guys to give up their dream because of this? I don’t mean to sound harsh, but you have to stop thinking about only yourself right now. You’re going to go on that tour, you’re going to give Liz space, and you’re going to make sure that you’re there for your bandmates like you said you would be because that’s the type of person you are, and that’s how I raised you to be.”

			She takes a step back and lets her words sink in. “Now, I’m going to do what you need to do for Liz, and I’m going to go and give you some time to think.”

			She leaves me standing in the middle of my room and all of a sudden, I’m engulfed in silence. I reach into my pocket and pull out the jewellery box that holds Liz’s necklace. How is it that I bought this for her just hours ago? How the fuck did this day go so horribly wrong? I should have told her about the tour. I should have told her as soon as my agent told us about this opportunity. But, instead, I made the dumbest decision of my life and it cost me everything.

			A buzzing sound pulls me out of my thoughts, and I see Brandon’s name flash on my phone. I really don’t want to answer but decide I’d better because I know if I don’t, he is just going to keep calling, or worse, show up at my house. The phone I can do, but I don’t think I could see anyone right now.

			A part of me feels like I’m being overdramatic, but this girl changed my whole world and now everything just feels empty. I don’t know what she’s going to do when she gets back to Boston and the thought scares me. There’s also the added worry about her being closer to her ex Julian, and him starting his stalking shit again. I could barely handle when he was texting her, calling her and threatening her when she was in California, but now she’s going to be handling it on her own. He raped her, and yet, nothing got done about it and he still makes her life a living hell.

			I take a deep breath and answer the phone. “Hey, Brandon,” I say, cringing at how my voice chokes up.

			“Dude! We’ve been trying to call you! What did Liz say? Have you guys talked? Is she up for company? We can be there soon,” Brandon says, clearly not realizing how bad things have gotten.

			“Brandon! Let the poor guy answer one question at a time,” I hear Heat say in the background.

			I stay silent. I don’t even want to tell them that Liz left because if I say it out loud, I’ll be admitting to myself that it actually happened and that this is real and not some sick nightmare.

			“Okay, dude, I guess just answer the first question. How is she?” Brandon asks.

			I wait a minute to make sure I’m not going to cry, but my voice still cracks when I speak up. “Not good, man.”

			I hear Brandon sigh on the other end of the phone. “Is she up for company? If I get the guys together, maybe we could all sit down and explain everything to her and then, hopefully, she’ll feel better.”

			I don’t want to squash the hopefulness I hear in his voice, but they can’t come here because I can’t handle being around people and Liz isn’t here.

			“Man …” I begin, and then choke out a sob. “She’s gone.”

			I hear Heat gasp in the background and Brandon yells into my ear, “What the fuck do you mean she’s gone? Did she get into an accident? Is she hurt? She can’t be gone, Wes, she can’t.” I hear the tremble in his voice at the end and it makes my heart ache for everyone. I may have lost the love of my life, but they lost their friend, too.

			I still can’t believe that in the short amount of time she has been here, this is the impact she has had on all of us. She was a bit closed off and reserved at first, but she turned out to be a little ray of light in all of our lives that none of us knew we needed.

			I shake my head and sigh. “No, not like that. She went back to Boston. I caught up with her at the airport and she just … she looked so heartbroken. I did that to her. I fucking did that to her. Now I can’t see her, she won’t talk to me, and I’m itching to book a flight to Boston or just fucking drive there … I don’t even care how long the drive is.”

			There is shuffling on the other end and then Heat’s voice takes over. “Wes, you know you can’t do that. You have to give her some time. Plus, she’s probably in the air still. How many times have you called her since she walked away? Texted?”

			“A few,” I mumble, knowing that it’s a lot more than that. More like a dozen plus.

			I don’t have to see Heat to know that she is narrowing her eyes like she can see right through me. “I’m not going to even say anything about how you just lied to me, but I will say this: Liz loves you, Wes. So much. Just give her time. She’ll come around.”

			They say their goodbyes and then hang up. I get up from my bed, walk over to the picture of us on my desk and lie back down, holding on to it. It is from Liz’s birthday. I have my arm wrapped around her by the pool and she is looking up at me while I look down at her. We both have huge smiles on our faces and look so in love. I am looking at her like there is nothing else on this planet that matters more to me than her.

			Now I can’t get the image of her tear-stained face out of my mind. And for the third time today, I go ahead and cry as much as I want, clinging on to the one person who broke down my walls and truly cared about the real me, who saw past all my bullshit. The one person I would give it all up for. She’s it for me and I just want her back.

			I take a long time to fall asleep, but I do, eventually, and then sometime in the middle of the night, I wake up. I look over at my nightstand and see a tiny, folded-up piece of paper on my nightstand. I unfold it and recognize Brian’s handwriting immediately. There are just two words. Two words that make my heart both sigh with relief and also break into a million pieces:

			She’s home.

			



	

Chapter Two:

			Liz

			3 Weeks Later

			I don’t know how this is supposed to help me, but here I am in therapy. Only three weeks have passed since I returned to Boston, but it feels like an eternity without Wes.

			“Am I being overdramatic?” I ask my therapist, Casey, while looking out the window, still not making eye contact with her.

			“Do you think you’re being overdramatic?” she asks me, something she always does. When I ask her a question, she turns it back around on me to see what I think.

			“Are you always going to turn the question around on me?” I ask her, wincing at how bitchy I sound. I’m not that person, but the lack of sleep, despite being in bed all day, is catching up to me.

			I hear her set down her pen and notepad while avoiding her gaze.

			“Liz …” she begins and when she pauses, I finally look at her, knowing that was part of her plan. “It honestly doesn’t matter what I think. I can try and offer advice and give you methods of coping or whatever you need. But to tell you whether you are being overdramatic—I can’t do that. You need to dig deep and figure that out for yourself.”

			I look down at my hands and mumble, “I miss him so much.”

			I peek up at her to see her nodding her head. “I know you do. I can tell every time that you talk about him. But are you ready to talk to him? And if you do, what do you want to say? What will you do if he begs for forgiveness or even says that he has moved on—then what?”

			My blood boils at the thought of Wes with someone else, which is crazy because I’m the one who walked away. But to think about somebody else touching him, kissing him, getting to know the real him—it kills me.

			“I don’t want him to move on,” I admit, mumbling “But I also don’t think I’m ready to talk to him just yet.” I wring my hands together, trying to will away the tears. My eyes are burning from how much I have cried these past few weeks.

			Even hearing myself talk, I know how unreasonable I sound. I’m the one who pushed Wes away because I was hurt and upset. I’m still hurt, and I do wish I could get past this. It just feels like there is a block or brick wall around my heart that I can’t see around.

			I see Casey nodding her head in my peripheral vision, but I keep looking at my hands, not saying anything else. After a moment, she speaks up.

			“That’s completely understandable. No one else can say when you are going to be ready to talk to him and have that conversation that needs to be had. Only you can know that. One day, you’ll wake up and you’ll know it’s time. Or maybe you’ll be out with friends and the urge to tell him something will hit you. It’s not a bad thing to not be ready right now, Liz—it’s completely normal. You just have to let yourself feel everything that you’re feeling so that you can … not necessarily get over it but accept your feelings and go from there.”

			I don’t know what to say to that because I have wanted to talk to Wes, I have picked up my phone so many times, or gone to answer a text from him, but something has always stopped me. And I know that I want to be 100% ready to talk to him when I finally do.

			“How are things with Aiden?” Casey asks, moving on to another uncomfortable topic that I would rather avoid.

			I know she doesn’t mean to make me uncomfortable. But things have happened over the last few weeks that I know I need to talk about. Specifically, what happened when I got home that night.

			“What’s there to say?” I ask.

			“There’s a lot to say. Your best friend wants you to move on from Wes, and while he didn’t outright say it, you think he means with him. How does that make you feel?” Casey asked, not beating around the bush.

			“I—” I begin, not sure what to say as I think back to that conversation with Aiden in my bedroom.

			I blow my nose in some Kleenex with Aiden and Taylor on either side of me, neither one saying a word.

			“I’m going to go get your tea for you,” Taylor finally says, leaving me alone with Aiden. He wraps his arm around me, and I lay my head on his shoulder.

			“What can I do?” he whispers, barely audibly.

			I shake my head. “Nothing. There’s nothing anybody can do,” I say sadly.

			“I want to make this better for you.”

			I lift my head up from his shoulder and look at him. “You can’t make this better, Aiden. No one can make this better. My heart has literally been shattered into a million pieces because the one person I thought I could trust with absolutely anything in this world broke that trust by lying to me.”My words are harsher than I intend them to be, but I’m so confused and heartbroken.

			He looks hurt but I can’t even care about that right now. My mind is a blur. “You can trust me,” he says.

			I shake my head. “You know what I mean, A. I love Wes, with all my heart. It’s a different kind of love than what I feel for you and Taylor.”

			He’s quiet for a moment and I wipe my eyes, trying to will the tears to stop. Then he asks, “Do you think you could move on with someone else?”

			My head shoots up, not believing that he is asking me this today when that is literally the absolute last thing on my mind. “How can you even ask me that? Seriously.”

			He puts his hands up in a defensive motion. “It’s just a question.”

			I think back to what Wes has said, how he thinks Aiden has feelings for me, how he could see it in his eyes. I told him he was wrong, that there was no way, but looking at Aiden now, I see a longing in his eyes that I’ve never noticed before.

			“No,” I whisper. “It’s not just a question.”

			Aiden looks at me with sad eyes and that’s all the confirmation that I need. Maybe Wes was right; maybe I was blind to it then, but I can see it now.

			“Liz …” Aiden starts to say before Taylor bursts through the door with a mug of tea in her hand.

			The memory fades as I turn to Casey and shrug my shoulders “And then Taylor walked in, and we haven’t spoken about it since.”

			“Are things awkward with him now?”

			I shake my head because, truth be told, I haven’t seen Aiden much, recently. Taylor either, for that matter. “We see each other in the hallways at school but don’t have any classes together. And I missed a bunch of days because … I just can’t do it some days. We’ve texted each other since then and things seem okay between us.”

			Casey pauses and then asks the one question I wish she wouldn’t. “How do you feel about Aiden? Could you imagine ever being more than friends with him?”

			I reflect on my relationship with Aiden. The ups and downs, how maybe I had a little crush at the beginning, but that quickly went away and now he is not only my best friend, but he is like a brother to me. Plus, there is only one person in this world that I want to be with, and he’s a tall, muscled, tatted-up musician.

			I shake my head. “Aiden is my best friend. That’s all he’s ever going to be.”

			She nods her head and then switches gears and goes back to talking about Wes again. “Okay, let’s talk about your relationship with Wes some more.”

			Once again, I freeze. I don’t know why but for the last three weeks, when she asks me to talk about my relationship with Wes—not the ending, just the good times, the times when we were happy and didn’t have a care in the world—I freeze up. My hands start to get clammy, and I rub them on my yoga pants to dry them. I find it easy to talk about my heartbreak, but talking about the good times makes me even more heartbroken.

			“I don’t want to talk about that right now,” I mutter.

			Before Casey can press any further, the timer goes off, indicating that our hour is up. I say a silent prayer to whoever is up there, because after everything that’s happened, I don’t know if it’s God. We both stand and I try to wipe all my tears away before I go out to see Mom. She booked the first three weeks off after I came home, since we had spent the whole summer apart, but now she will be going back to work. As a flight attendant, she’s away from home a lot, so I’m used to being on my own, and as much as I love having her around, I don’t mind having more time to myself.

			Before Casey can say anything, I mumble a weak “Thanks. See you next week,” and then quietly slip out the door.

			Mom stands up and gives me a hug, same as after my last couple of sessions, and tells me that she loves me. We pay for the session, thank the receptionist, and quietly make our way out to the car.

			The car ride home is silent, like it is usually after my sessions, and for that, I’m grateful. I think Mom knows that I need time to process my feelings, so she lets me be. She knows that when I want to talk, I will.

			We are almost home when I finally admit to her what’s holding me back in therapy. “I can’t talk about any time I was happy with Wes. It hurts too much to remember when it was perfect, and my world didn’t feel like it was falling apart.”

			Mom is silent for a moment. Then, she sighs. “No relationship is perfect, hon. My relationship with your dad was far from perfect, but we tried to make it work. It’s not that we didn’t love each other, it’s just that there was no fight left in us and we weren’t right for each other.”

			I don’t know what to say to that, so I blurt out the first thing on my mind. “But I love him,” I tell her, my voice hoarse from all of the crying I’ve been doing.

			She pulls into our driveway and shuts off the car. Then she turns to me and takes my hands.

			“I know you love him. I can see it in your eyes. And you might not be ready now, but one day you will be ready to talk to him. And if you decide you want to be with him, you know what you do?”

			I shake my head. “What?”

			“You fight. You fight for Wes. You fight for your relationship, and you fight through the bad days so that the good days are that much better.”

			Mom lets go of my hands and gets out of the car, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I love Wes. Am I heartbroken? Yes. Am I sad? Yes. Am I ready to talk to him? Not yet, but one day I know I will be.

			As if he can read my mind, a text from Wes comes through.

			I love you.

			I stare at the words until my vision blurs as tears start falling from my eyes once again. I want to say it back, but I just can’t. I don’t know why this is so hard for me. I love him so much but I just … can’t. Wes broke down all my previous walls and it kills me that he’s also responsible for putting them back up.

			I stare at my phone, contemplating what to do next. I may not feel ready to talk to him, but I know I can handle finding out how he’s doing, at least. I take a deep breath and dial a number that I haven’t dialed in three weeks.

			“Liz?” I hear the shock in Brandon’s voice and then a door shutting behind him. “Are you okay? What’s going on? God, Liz, I am so sorry … we are all so sorry. I don’t know what we were thinking. Wes is not doing so good, Liz. He really fucking misses you.”

			He starts to say something else but I stop him, calling him by his nickname. “Bear?” I say. He always reminded me of a big teddy bear, so I called him that once and it stuck.

			I take a deep breath. “I need you to do something for me.”

			His response is immediate. “Anything. You know that.”

			I pause and swallow the lump in my throat. “I’m going to give you Taylor’s number. Can you just keep it close … in case Wes is struggling? I’m …” I take a breath and choke back a sob. “I’m not ready to talk to him yet but I just need to know that he’s going to be okay.”

			There’s silence on the other end and I wait. I hear him sigh and then he says, “He’s not doing so great, Liz. He’s drinking again, more than he ever has. He keeps it together and has done the first few shows but … he’s not Wes anymore.”

			“I’m sorry,” I whisper.

			Even though I can’t see him, I know he is shaking his head. “You have nothing to be sorry for. This is all our fault. We shouldn’t have kept it from you.”

			I ask the question that has been on my mind a lot lately. I know why Wes kept it from me—he didn’t want to ruin our time together. But the others must have known that it wasn’t right to keep the tour a secret from me. “Bear, why didn’t you guys just tell me?”

			A long moment passes before he answers. I see Mom looking through the window and I give her a thumb sideways. I’m not doing great, but I’m not dying, either.

			“Liz … Wes was adamant that he wanted to be the one to tell you. But he didn’t want to ruin your time together. So, out of respect for him, we kept our mouths shut. I now see how ridiculous that was, but at the time I understood where he was coming from.”

			I nod my head and whisper, “Yeah, that’s what I thought. Listen, Bear—” I stop talking when I hear a door on the other end of the phone open and then Chase’s voice in the background.

			“Dude, what is taking you so long? Who are you on the phone with? The guys are getting restless. Wes is drunk and saying that we need to go to the bar. I took his phone. Probably for the best ’cause … well, you know.”

			“I’ll just be a minute, dude. Some privacy, please!” Brandon says, though his voice is muffled. A moment later he is back.

			“Sorry about that. I guess I have to go,” he says.

			“It’s okay. Go, have fun … enjoy the bar.” I barely get out that last part because I suddenly feel sick to my stomach.

			Brandon can hear it in my voice and instantly tries to reassure me. “Hey, don’t listen to Chase. Wes might want to go to the bar, but you should know that he never pays any attention to any girls when we’re there. He just sits in one spot and drinks. We take his phone away so he doesn’t bombard you with drunk messages.”

			“It’s okay. Seriously, I shouldn’t be jealous. I’m the one who walked away. Go, have fun! Talk later, Bear.” I hang up before he says anything else and start to sob into my hands. The only thing that makes me lift my head is my phone dinging with another text. It’s Wes again.

			The guys tok my phone si I didn’t buther you, but I stole it to say please come back.

			I clutch the phone to my chest and close my eyes. I’m more tempted than ever to call him but I know we can’t talk in the state he is in, and I am still hesitant, though less so now that I have talked to Brandon.

			I don’t know if Wes’s friends will have taken his phone from him yet, but I send a single text to Wes anyway before heading into the house. Mom comes over and gives me a giant hug.

			“I’m getting popcorn. Why don’t you find us a movie to watch? You can put on anything you want. A Cinderella Story, A Walk to Remember … Are those too sad? Hey, do you want to watch Magic Mike?”

			I laugh a little and crack a small smile. “Mom, I’m fine. We don’t have to do this. And A Cinderella Story isn’t sad.”

			“Well, go pick something and I’ll be right in.”

			I curl up on the couch under my favourite blanket, happy to spend some quality movie-watching time with Mom before she heads back to work in a couple of days. I end up choosing the movie After because we said we needed to rewatch it before the last one in the series comes out.

			As I wait for Mom, I look at the text I sent Wes.

			Please be careful. I’m not ready to talk yet but I will let you know when I am.

			As I go to put my phone away, another message comes through that makes me freeze. It’s a number I haven’t seen since I got off the plane and there was a Welcome home text waiting for me. It was the last time he’d contacted me until now. No phone calls where he hangs up on me, no phone calls where he says something creepy, no texts, no nothing. Radio silence for three weeks, and I was foolish enough to think that now that I was back in Boston he was going to stop.

			He’s never going to stop.

			I don’t know why you were crying in your car or who you were talking to on the phone but just know it’ll be you and me in the end baby.

			I look around the room and then quickly lock the door and look out the window. Is he out there? Does he have one of his goons out there spying on me? Have I been so distracted that I’ve been a hair away from danger without realizing it?

			I start taking deep breaths as I can feel the panic rising through my body. It’s at this moment that Mom walks into the room. She goes to hand me my bowl of popcorn and stops short when she sees me.

			“Hon? What happened?” she asks, concern edging her voice.

			I shake my head because she still doesn’t know that Julian has been contacting me since the beginning of summer. I should tell her, I know I should, but she has dealt with so much this past year, I can’t put that on her too.

			I sniffle and take a few more deep, long breaths until I can breathe normally again. “I’m okay, Mom. Just feeling a little overwhelmed after therapy, I think.”

			“Do you want to talk?” she asks me, still standing there holding the popcorn bowls. I take mine and shake my head.

			“No, I just want to watch our movie and get lost in Tessa and Hardin and their tumultuous relationship.”

			Mom laughs and nods her head as she settles into her chair-and-a-half beside the couch. “I love you, hon. Everything is going to be okay.”

			I nod my head and press play on the remote. “I know, Mom. I love you too.”

			As the opening credits start rolling, my phone lights up with another text.

			Remember, you and me baby. ’Til death do us part.
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