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Sometimes a
kiss can change everything.

 


Blade, thinking
that he was doing what was best for Callie, has ended their
relationship and moved out of his home, even though she is the girl
he has loved since he was thirteen years old and walking away from
her feels like somebody has ripped his heart out if his chest.

Seeing the love
of her life kissing somebody else and believing that Blade was
cheating on her shattered Callie’s heart, then Blade stomped on the
pieces when he moved out of the house, but her love for him is
still there, an ache that will never die.

Even though
she’s not willing to share him, she can’t give up on them. That’s
why, even though she has never fought for anything before, she’s
determined to do anything to win Blade back, as hers alone.
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Chapter
1




The house was
quiet and empty, making Callie feel as if all the world had fallen
away and she was all that was left. She occupied Blade’s bed, lying
on her side, curled into a ball. It had only been three days since
Blade had left, but it felt like decades and she missed him more
than the time she had left the house and crashed at Camden’s
place.

“Why did he
have to follow me?” If he hadn’t, she would have -- What?
Reconciled with his cheating?

Her gaze went
to her phone on the mattress a small distance away. She picked it
up and stared at it. She doubted she would have been able to accept
Blade’s infidelity but she would have had time to calm herself down
and be less emotional when she faced Blade about it. Now he was
gone.

Her fingers
curled around the cold plastic and she drew it close to her face.
It had been three days since she had heard his voice. She went to
her call history, where Blade’s name now occupied the fourth place.
Her finger hovered above it. She pressed on it, then on the
speaker.

Her heart beat
loudly in her ears and her hands got clammy as she listened to the
rings. She could do this. She could talk with him and ask him to
return home.

“Callie?”

She took a deep
breath before she spoke up. “Hey.”

“Did something
happen?”

He sounded so
strange, so distant. She pinched her earlobe and pressed her mouth
together.

“Callie, are
you there?”

“Could you come
home, please?”

“What’s
wrong?”

He wasn't there
with her. “I miss you.”

A soft sigh
travelled over the line. “Callie, you can’t just…”

“I miss you,”
she repeated, feeling wetness at the corners of her eyes. She wiped
it with the back of her hand. “I just want you to come home.”

“I don’t want
to hurt you, but if I come home again, you’re just going to indulge
me again and that’s the last thing that I want. I love you too
much.”

But not enough
for her to be his only one. Why couldn’t she have just confronted
him with this? A salt taste filled her mouth.

“Please don’t
cry.”

“I’m not
crying.” With the edge of her sleeve she rubbed her face.

“Oh,
Callie.”

“I miss
you.”

“I miss you
too, so much, but this is for the best.”

Was it
really?

“I don’t want
you to indulge me.”

“But I’m not
indulging you. I’m not. I can overlook --”

“Stop it,” he
said sharply before his voice softened. “Don’t make this worse than
it is, please.”

“But...”

“I have to go,”
he said and then hung up on her.

She called him
again, but he didn’t answer and the greyness cut into her so
sharply it felt as if she had just been pushed under water and now
she couldn’t lift herself to the surface. He didn’t want her
anymore. The phone slipped out of her fingers and she grabbed the
folds of the covers to bury her face in them, stifling the sobs
that spilled out of her throat. Why did love have to hurt so
much?

Her phone
rang.

She shoved the
covers away. She grabbed the phone and accepted the call, pressing
the cold plastic to her ear. “Blade.”

“No, it’s
Camden.”

She rolled on
her back and covered the upper part of her face with her arm.

“Callie?”

She cleared her
throat. “Yes.”

“How do you
feel?”

“Okay,
but…”

“But not well
enough to come to work?”

“Right.” She
had been calling in sick since Wednesday. “Sorry.”

“It’s not your
fault you’re sick,” Camden said. “I’m calling because Rose took
days off to take care of Mama who is sick, Andy has the flu, and
Norma looks like she’s going to get sick too, so I was hoping you
were well enough to come to work.”

Callie sat and
rubbed her eyes. “I can come.”

“No, no, it’s
okay. We can manage. I’ll just work double shifts.”

“I’ll come
tomorrow morning, would that be okay?”

“You still
sound as if you have a cold. You should tell Blade to take better
care of you.”

Callie’s eyes
closed for a moment and a sob wanted to rise up in her throat. She
swallowed it and coughed. “I’ll tell him that.”

“He is taking
good care of you, right?”

“Yeah.”

“If not, I’ll
tell on him to Rose and she’ll give him hell,” Camden joked.

“Yeah.” Callie
said in a slightly higher voice, as if that could mask the sadness
that pressed her down like a ton of bricks. “I’ll see you
tomorrow.”

“Are you
sure?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, but at
the first sign that you’re not well, you’re going home,” he
said.

“Fine. I’ll see
you tomorrow then.”

“Yeah.
Bye.”

“Bye,” she said
and hung up, then tossed the phone on the mattress. Camden was her
best friend, and somebody who had known her for years. There was no
way she could hide anything from him. She might fool him over the
phone, but she wouldn’t be able to once they were face to face.
Luckily for her, he would wait for her to be ready to confide in
him, and Rose -- who didn’t possess Camden’s patience and who would
push and twist and jab to squeeze out of her what was wrong -- was
absent.

She stood and
went to the window to gaze at the inner yard, her arms locking
around her middle. The winter would come in a month and with it
snow. She had never liked snow or the cold, but Blade had changed
all that the morning he had crashed into her room and dragged her
out of the bed, all the while excitedly chatting about the snow
that had whitened the ground overnight. She had only had time to
push her feet into boots and to put on a jacket before she was
shoved out into the backyard and pushed down into the snow that
glittered in the semi-darkness of the early morning.

“To make snow
angels,” he said as he lay on the ground beside her, grinning. His
arms and legs glided over the snow.

She followed
his example, the cold and wetness seeping through the thin fabric
of her pyjamas, but she didn’t care. With damp clothes, they ran
across the yard, throwing snowballs, and just being crazy until
their laughter woke Jack and he ordered them to go inside where he
gave them an hour-long lecture about the importance of health and
proper clothing. Since then, they had made a custom of, at the
first snow, building a snowman in the back yard and having a
snowball fight. It was moments like that, filled with joy and
friendship, that had kept her going and helped her to reconcile
with the loss of her parents, and it was Blade who had given her
life purpose and meaning. So now, without Blade by her side, how
was she going to carry on?
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“You look
awful.” Camden’s eyes scrutinised her over the table. It was half
past seven in the morning and they were sitting in the corner booth
in The Delight, having their morning coffee before the start of
their shift. It was just the two of them today because of the flu
that had put half of their co-workers into bed. “Isn’t it past time
for you to tell me what’s wrong?”

“No.” It had
been a week since she returned to work and even though Camden had
cast a few inquisitive glances her way, he hadn’t asked her what
had happened to her, until now.

“I know it has
to do something with Blade.”

“I can’t,
okay?”

He tilted his
head, the look in his eyes telling her that he only wanted to help
her.

“I’m not ready
yet.”

“Rose is coming
to work tomorrow and when she sees you like this, you know what she
will do.”

“She won’t
notice.”

Camden’s
eyebrows lifted.

She embraced
the cup with her fingers and fixed her gaze at the brown liquid
inside.

“Don’t worry,
I’ll tell her to back off.”

“Thank you for
being such a good friend.” She glanced at him, her hand going to
her earlobe to rub it between her fingers. “You have always been
there for me and I --” Her teeth dug into her lower lip and she
furrowed her eyebrows. Why was it so hard to tell him? “Blade
cheated on me.”

“No.” He leaned
closer, disbelief flashing on his face.

She nodded,
annoyed at how her eyes started to water. She wouldn’t cry.

“But he loves
you so much. Why would he risk losing you?”

“We broke up
and he moved out,” she said weakly while she angrily wiped her eyes
with the back of her hand. It had been two weeks since he had gone,
but the pain was as deep and raw as the night when he had slung his
bag across his shoulder and left the house.

Camden didn’t
say anything and when she looked at him, she saw him almost
frozenly staring at her. “How is that possible?”

“I want him
back. It hurts that I’m not the only one, but I miss him and want
him back anyway. I told him so and he said he misses me too and
that he loves me, and then asked me not to make things worse before
he hung up on me.”

Camden stood
and went around the table to squat before her. He wrapped his arms
around her, the blond strands of his hair tickling her cheek. “I’m
so sorry.”

“Now he doesn’t
answer my calls anymore and ignores all my texts. I have become so
pathetic and I can’t help myself. I just want him back.”

“I’m so sorry,”
Camden repeated, his hands soothingly caressing her back.

“I just want
him back.”

He loosened the
embrace of his arms and leaned backwards. “I don’t understand. He
loves you, I know he does. He has always looked at you as if you
were his world, like he can’t live without you. You can’t fake
that. So, why would he mess with other women? It just doesn’t make
sense. Are you sure?”

“He moved out!”
Callie scowled at Camden, her mouth narrowed.

“Yes, he did.”
His hand soothingly patted her back. “I don’t want to be
insensitive, but did he admit to you that he cheated?”

“He did. Sort
of.” She shifted away from him. Her fingers swept over the wetness
that clung to her cheeks. Now she was all alone in that house,
sleeping in his bed, because whenever she tried to sleep in her
room, where his scent still clung to her pillow and covers, her
mind filled with all the things that they had done there. Her mind
was already consumed with him as it was.

“It doesn’t
make sense.” He stood, his hand going to his jaw to rub it with his
fingers while his forehead furrowed.

Callie’s
attention went to the coffee shop entrance door. “We need to
open.”

“It can wait,”
he said softly.

She looked at
him. “He said that he understands why I’m upset.”

“But he never
mentioned the infidelity directly? Did he admit that he
cheated?”

A crease
appeared between her eyebrows as she tried to think of the words
she and Blade had said to each other, the scene replaying before
her eyes every night even though she tried so hard to erase it from
her mind. “No.” Which was weird since she thought that he had.
Could it be possible he hadn’t left because he had cheated? But if
not, why then? “No. But he didn’t need to. I saw him being cosy
with a girl with my own eyes.”

“I’m sorry.”
His hand curled around her shoulder. “I’m so sorry he turned out to
be such a jerk and hurt you again. But if it’s true, if he cheated
on you --”

“I saw him. I
saw him kiss a girl, and then when they went to lunch, he lied to
me that he had been with Greg. Then he said that he was going out
with friends, telling me it was just him and the guys, but when we
went to The Blue Time there were girls too and the one he kissed
was sitting on his lap.” She lifted her eyes to Camden’s blue ones.
“That’s why I was in such a hurry to leave that time. And then… his
friends said he and Greg left early and that Janet left at the same
time as them.” Her fingers curled around the edge of the apron,
wrinkling the fabric. “He used Greg as an excuse when he went to
lunch with Janet, right after their kiss, so he must have used him
as an excuse that time too, knowing that Greg would cover for
him.”

“Then maybe his
moving out was for the best.” The fingers holding her shoulder
tightened their hold before he released her. “You know, once a
cheater, always a cheater.”

“He’s not like
that,” she said and then firmly pressed her mouth together. He was
exactly like that. She had seen it, hadn’t she?

“I remember him
when he appeared on my doorstep and the expression he had on his
face. He loves you so much, Callie, it’s so obvious, so to hear
what he did… It’s so unbelievable.”

“Yes, it is.”
Callie hugged herself. “If I hadn’t seen it myself…” Even now when
she was talking about it, her heart was telling her Blade would
have never hurt her this way. Never. She needed to talk to him and
demand an explanation from him. As much as it would hurt, she
needed him to admit to her what he had been doing behind her back,
to hear him tell her clearly why he left. But even if he weren’t
refusing to take her calls, would she have enough courage to demand
that from him?

Somebody rapped
on the glass and when Callie looked toward the source of the sound,
she saw a regular waiting before The Delight’s door.

“I’ll get
that.” Camden pulled the key out of the pocket of his jeans and
went to the door.

She needed to
get Blade home, into the house, because despite what she had seen,
maybe, just maybe, it was all a big misunderstanding. If there was
just a small chance for that, it was worth trying and worth risking
having her heart broken for the third time. But how could she make
sure when Blade wouldn’t have anything to do with her? She needed
help, but whose? Who did she know that had any influence on Blade?
The sharp lines that marred the skin around her nose and eyes faded
as her hand went to her apron pocket and she pulled out her phone.
Call me, please, she wrote and sent the text to Jack,
Blade’s father.
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A vibration
shook the pocket of Blade’s jeans. A small smile twitched at the
corner of his mouth as he pulled the phone out to see the envelope
in the upper corner of the display. It was probably a text from
Callie. He was right.

Call me,
please, the text said.

“I wish I
could.” If he did and the same sadness laced her voice as the last
time, he doubted he would be able to resist the urge to hurry to
her side and refuse to ever leave her again. They would have fallen
into the same pattern: him pushing her into doing things and her
indulging him. Since she had moved into his home, there had only
been a few instances when they were apart, school-related trips and
her temporary move into Camden’s place. It was only natural she
felt lonely and missed him. She only needed time away from him for
her feelings to fade, while his love for her… It would never
disappear and the pain of their breakup would forever remain raw
and sharp. He had never really had her. What they had was an
illusion conjured by his love and his forceful nature, a mirage
that was hurting her and because of which she had been sobbing
against his chest, telling him that she couldn’t do it anymore.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
EVERYTHING

=
2t %ﬁ%
- ;s part 3 _






