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Chapter One

“That’s three for me,” Breckin says, dropping his Xbox
controller. “I really need to go home now.”

I pick up the controller and try to hand it back to him.
“Just one more,” I say. Or beg, really. But Breckin already
has on his ridiculous puffy jacket and is making his way to
my bedroom door.

“Call Holder if you're this bored,” he says.

“He and Sky had Thanksgiving dinner at his dad’s
house yesterday. They won’t be back until tonight.”

“T’hen ask Six to come over. I've hung out with you
enough today to last me until Christmas break. I have fam-
ily shit tonight.”

That makes me laugh. “You said shit.”

Breckin shrugs. “Yeah. It’s Thanksgiving. I have family
shit.”



“I thought Mormons couldn’t swear.”

Breckin rolls his eyes and lopens my bedroom door.
“Bye, Daniel.”

“Wait. You coming Saturday?” On our drive home
from school a couple days ago, Holder suggested we do a
Friendsgiving while we're home on Thanksgiving break.
Sky and Six are going to cook. Which means we’ll probably
end up ordering pizza.

“Yeah, T'll be there. But only if you stop pointing out
my religious flaws.”

“Deal. And T’ll never call you Powder Puff again if you
stay and play one more game with me.”

Breckin looks bored with me. I don’t blame him. I'm
bored with myself.

“You need to go somewhere,” he says. “You've been
playing video games for twelve hours. It’s starting to smell
like a waffle cone in here.”

“Why do you say that like it’s a bad thing?”

“I meant it in a bad way.” Breckin closes my bedroom
door and I'm alone again.

So alone.

I fall back onto my bedroom floor and stare up at the ceil-
ing for a while. Then I look at my phone and there’s nothing.
Six hasn’t texted me at all today. | haven’t texted her either, but
I’'m waiting for her to text me first. Things have been weird
between us for the past couple months now. I was hoping it
was because we were in a new setting, both in our first se-

mesters of college, but she was quiet on the drive home, too.
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She had family shit yesterday and hasn’t even invited me over
today.

I feel like she’s about to break up with me.

I don’t know why. I've never had a girl break up with
me. I'm the one who broke up with Val, but I would think
this is what it’s like just before a breakup. Less communica-
tion. Less making time for each other. Less making out.

Maybe she does want to break up with me, but she
knows it would hurt the awesome foursome we’ve got going
on. We do everything with Sky and Holder now that we'’re
all in college together. Breaking up with me would make it
awkward for all three of them.

Maybe I'm overthinking things. Maybe it’s college
that’s stressing her out.

My bedroom door opens and Chunk leans against the
doorframe, arms folded. “Why are you on the floor?”

“Why are you in my room?”

She takes a step back so that she’s technically in the
hallway. “It’s your turn to do the dishes.”

“I don’t even live here anymore.”

“But youre home for Thanksgiving,” she says. “Which
means youre eating our food and using our dishes and
sleeping under our roof, so go do the chores.”

“You haven’t changed at all.”

“You moved out three months ago, Daniel. No one
changes in the span of three months.” Chunk walks back
down the hallway without closing my door.

I have the urge to run after her and argue about people
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not changing in justthree months because Six has changed
in that short of a time spar; But4f I disagree with her, I'll
have to back it up with an example, and I'm not talking to
Chunk about my girlfriend.

I check my phone one more time for a text from Six and
then push myself off the floor. On my way to the kitchen,
I pause at the doorway to Hannah’s bedroom. She doesn’t
come home as often as I do because she goes to college in
South Texas and is in med school.

I haven’t even declared a major yet, nor have 1 found
a job. That’s not surprising, though. I haven’t filled out a
single application.

Hannah is sitting up in bed with her laptop. Probably
doing homework for med school or something equally
responsible. “Do they still make you do dishes when you
come home?” I ask her.

She glances up at me before looking back down at her
computer screen. “No. I don’t live here anymore.”

I knew she was the favorite. “Then why do I have to do
chores?”

“Mom and Dad still support you financially. You owe
them.”

That’s a fair point. | remain in her doorway, stalling the
inevitable. “What are you doing?”

“Homework,” she says.

“Want to take a break and play video games with me?”

Hannah looks up at me like I've suggested she murder

someone. “Have I ever wanted to play video games with you?”
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I groan. “Ugh.” This is going to be a long week.

Holder and Sky get back tonight, but they’re busy until
Saturday. Breckin has family shit. I can already feel the un-
avoidable heartbreak coming from Six, which is why T've
avoided her all day. I really don’t want to be dumped over
Thanksgiving break. Or at all. Maybe if I never text or call
or speak to Six again, she’ll never be able to break up with
me and then I can continue to live in my blissful ignorance.

I push off Hannah’s door and head toward the kitchen
when she calls for me to come back. I turn around in the
hallway, my whole body floppy and defeated when I reap-
pear in her doorway.

“What’s wrong with you?” she asks.

My shoulders are sagging and I'm in the midst of feeling
really sorry for myself, so I sigh dramatically. “Everything.”

Hannah motions toward the beanbag chair across the
bedroom. I walk over to it and plop down. I don’t know why
I'm allowing her to summon me into her room, because
she’s just going to ask questions I don’t want to answer. But
it makes me a little less bored than I've been all day. And,
also, it beats doing the dishes.

“Why are you moping? Did you and Six break up?” she
asks.

“Not yet, but it feels imminent.”

“Why? What'd you do wrong?”

“Nothing,” I say defensively. “At least I don’t remember
doing anything. I don’t know, it’s complicated. Our whole

relationship is complicated.”
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Hannah laughs and cleses herdaptop. “Med school is
complicated. Relationshipsare easy. You love a person; they
love you back. If that’s not how your relationship is, you end
it. Simple.”

I shake my head in disagreement. “But I do love Six and
she does love me and it’s still very, very complicated.”

Sometimes Hannah gets this look of excitement in her
eyes, but it seems to happen at the worst moments. Like
right now, as I tell her my relationship may be doomed.

That shouldn’t excite her. “Maybe I can help,” she says.

“You can’t help.”

Hannah hops off her bed and walks to her bedroom
door and shuts it. She turns around and faces me, her eye-
brows narrowed, the excitement in her expression gone.
“You haven’t made me laugh since I got home. Something is
changing you, and as your big sister, I want to know what it
is. And if you don’t tell me, I'll call a Wesley family meeting.”

“You wouldn’t.” I hate those meetings. They always
seem to be an intervention for me and my behavior when
they’re supposed to be about the entire family.

“Try me,” Hannah says.

I groan and cover my face with both hands as I bury
myself deeper into the beanbag. In all honesty, Hannah is
the best voice of reason in our whole family. She might even
be the only voice of reason. Chunk is too young to under-
stand these issues. My father is too immature, like me. And
my mother would flip out if I told her about Six and my
truth.

6 | Colleen Hoover

I do want to talk about it, and Hannah is probably the
only person in the world besides Sky and Holder who T
would trust with this. But Sky and Holder don’t talk about
it because we made them pinky swear they'd never bring
it up.

I’'m scared if I don’t talk to someone about it, Six and I
will be over. And I can’t imagine a life without Six in it now
that ’ve had a life with Six in it.

I blow out a conceding breath. “Okay. But sit down
first.”

The excitement in her expression returns. She doesn’t
just sit down on her bed. She hops onto her bed, next to a
lump of covers, and sits cross-legged, eager to hear what 'm
about to tell her. She rests her chin in her hand, waiting.

I take a moment to figure out how to start the conver-
sation. How to summarize it without going into too much
detail.

“This sounds crazy,” I say, “but I had sex with a girl in
the maintenance closet during junior year of high school. I
didn’t know who she was or what she looked like because it
was dark.”

“That doesn’t sound crazy,” Hannah interjects. “That
sounds exactly like something you would do.”

“No, that’s not the crazy part. The crazy part is that
after I got with Six, I found out that she was the girl I had
sex with in the closet. And . . . well . . . I got her pregnant.
And because she didn’t know who I was, she put the baby up
for adoption. A closed adoption. So, I'm a dad, but I'm not.
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And Six i$:a moin, but shé’s mot: Andwe thought it would
be-okay and we’d be able to’move past it, but we can’t. She’s
sad all the time. And because she’s sad all the time, I’7 sad
all the time. And when we’re together, we're double sad, so
we don’t even really hang out all that much anymore. Now
I think she’s about to break up with me.”

I feel protected by the beanbag right now because my
gaze is on the ceiling and not on Hannah. I don’t want to
look at her after vomiting all that. But an entire minute
goes by and neither of us says anything, so I finally lower
my head.

Hannah is sitting as still as a statue, staring at me in
shock, like I've just told her I got someone pregnant. Be-
cause I did. And that’s apparently very shocking, which is
why she’s looking at me like this.

I give her another moment to let it sink in. I know she
wasn’t expecting to find out she’s sort of an aunt with a
nephew she’ll never meet during a conversation she prob-
ably expected to be about something a lot more trivial, like
miscommunication with my girlfriend.

“Wow,” she says. “That’s . . . wow. That’s really compli-
cated, Daniel.”

“Told you so.”

The room is silent. Hannah shakes her head in disbe-
lief. She opens her mouth a couple of times to speak, but
then shuts it.

“So, what do I do?” I ask.

“T have no idea.”
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I throw my hands up in defeat. “I thought you were
going to belp me. That’s why I told you all that.”

“Well, I was wrong. This is like . . . severe adult shit. I'm
not there yet.”

I drop my head back against the beanbag. “You suck as
a big sister.”

“Not as much as you suck at being a boyfriend.”

Why does any of that make me suck? 1 sit up straight now
and scoot to the edge of the beanbag. “Why? What did T
do wrong?”

She waves her hand at me. “This. You're avoiding her.”

“I'm giving her space. That’s different.”

“How long have things been weird between you?”

I think back on the months we’ve been together. “It was
great when we first got together. But when I found out what
had happened, it got weird for like a day, but we moved past
it. Or I thought we did. But she always has this sadness about
her. I see it a lot. Like she’s forcing herself to pretend to be
happy. It’s just getting worse, though, and I don’t know if it’s
college or me or everything she went through. But I noticed
in October she started making more and more excuses not to
hang out. She had a test, or a paper, or she was tired. So, then
I started making excuses because I thought that if she doesn’t
want to hang out with me, I don’t want to force her to.”

Hannabh is listening intently to every word I say. “When
was the last time you kissed her?” she asks.

“Yesterday. I still kiss her and treat her the same when

we're together. It’s just . . . different. We’re hardly together.”
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