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I lean over her and kiss her on the neck. "What's so funny?"

She lifts her face off the pillow-her cheeks a deeper shade

of red. She shakes her head and laughs. "Uq" she says. "It's only

been twenty-four hours and I've already lost count."

I kiss her scarlet cheek and laugh. "I'm done with counting,

Lake. I've had about all the countdowns I can handle for a life-

time." I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her on top of me.

When she leans in to kiss me, her hair falls between us. I reach to

the nightstand and grab her rubber band, then twist her hair into

a knot behind her head and secure it. "There," I say, pulling her

face back to mine. "Better."

She was adamant about having the robes, but we haven't

once used them. Her ugly shirt has been on the floor since I threw

it there last night. Needless to say, this has been the best twenty-

four hours of my life.

She kisses down my jaw and traces a trail with her lips up to

my ear. "You hungry?" she whispers.

"Not for food."

She pulls back and grins. "We've still got another twenty-

four hours to go, you know. If you want to keep up with me you

need to replenish your energy. Besides, we somehow missed lunch

todal'." She rolls off me, reaches into the nightstand, and pulls out

the room service menu.

"No burgers," I say.

She rolls her eyes and laughs. "You'll never get over that."

She scrolls the menu and points at it with her finger, holding it up.

"What about beef Wellington? I\,e always wanted to try that."

"Sounds good," I say, inching closer to her. She picks up the

phone to dial room service. The whole time she's on the phone I
kiss up and down her back, forcing her to stifle her laughs as she
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tries to maintain her composure while ordering' \\-

up the phone, she slides underneath me and pulls the

"You have twenty minutes," she whispers' "!

handle that?"

"I only need ten."

THE BEEF WELLINGToN did not disappoint' The

is that we're too stuffed and too tired to move' \\l

TV on for the first time since I walked her over tt

1 think it's safe to say we're due for at least a two-t

Our legs are intertwined and her head is or

running my fingers through her hair with one har

her wrist with the other' Somehow trivial things I

rr atching TV have become euphoric when we're t

ljke this.

"Will?" She pulls herself up onto her elbos 
'

"Can I ask you something?" She runs her hand t

then rests it on toP of mY heart'

"I do about twelve laps a day on the LTnir e

one hundred sit-ups twice a dayl'I say' She arche

I point to my stomach' "Weren't you asking abot

She laughs and playfully punches me' "\o

about your nbs." She leans down and kisses me

'They at'e rrice, though'"

I stroke her cheek and pull her gaze back t

anything, babe'"

She sighs and drops her elbow and la1s he

the pillow, staring up at the ceiling' "Do you erer

says quietly. "For feeling this happy?"
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I scoot closer to her and lay my arm across her stomach. "Lake.

Dont ever feel guilty. This is exactly what they'd want for you."

She looks at me and forces a smile. "f know it's vhat they'd

want for me. I just . . . I don't know. If I could take back everything

that happened, I would do it in a heartbeat if it meant I could have

them back. But doing that would mean I never would have met

you. So sometimes I feel guilty because I . . ."
I press my fingers to her lips. "Shh," I say. "Don't think like

that, Lake. Don't think abott wbat ifs." Ilean in and kiss her on

the forehead. "But I do know what you mean if that helps. It's

counterproductive thinking about it, though. It is what it is."

She takes her hand in mine and intertwines our fingers,

then brings them to her mouth and kisses the back of my hand.

"My dad would have loved 1'ou."

"My mom would have lovedyoar,," I say.

She smiles. "One more thing about the past, then I'll stop

bringing it up." She looks at me with a slightly evil grin on her

face. "I'm so glad that bitch Vaughn dumped y-ou."

I laugh. "No doubt."

She smiles and releases her fingers from mine. She turns to-

ward me on the bed and looks at me. I pull her hand to my mouth

and kiss the inside of her palm.

"Do 1'ou think you would have married her?"

I laugh and roll my eyes. "Seriously Lake? Do you really

want to talk about this right now?"

She smiles sheepishly at me. "I'm just curious. We've never

really talked about the past before. Nor,r,' that I know you aren't

going anywhere, I feel more comfortable talking about it. Besides,

there are a lot of things I want to know about you," she says. "Like
how it felt when she broke up with you like she did."
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"That's an odd thing to want to hear about o:

moon."

She shrugs her shoulders' "I iust 1v211 1e knt

about you. I've already got your future' now I want

your past. Besides," she grins' "We've got a couple 
'

before your energy is fully replenished' What elst

to do?"

I'm too exhausted to move right now and as

pretend I'm not keeping count' nine times in trve

must be some soit of record' I roll over onto my sto

a pillow under my chin, and then begin to tell her
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the breakup
.GooDNrcHT, cAULDER." r flip off the light and hope he doesn,t

crawl out of bed again. It's our third night with it being just the
two of us here. He was too scared to sleep by himself last night so

I let him sleep with me. I'm hoping it doesn,t become a habit, but
I would completely understand if it did.

I still can't wrap my head around all that,s happened in the
last two weeks, much less the decisions I've made. I hope I'm
doing the right thing. I know my parents w.ant us to be together,
I just don't think they approve of my dropping my scholarship to
make it happen.

Wh1 do I keep referring to them in the present tense?

This is really going to be an adjustment. I make my way
into my bedroom and drop onto the bed. I,m too exhausted to
even reach over and turn off the lamp. As soon as I close my eyes,

there's a light tap on my bedroom door.

"Caulde5 you'll be fine. Go back to sleep,,, I say, somehow

dragging myself off the bed again to coax him back to his room.
He has successfully slept alone for seven years; I know he,s capable

of doing it again.

"Will?" The door opens and Vaughn walks in. I had no idea
she was coming over tonight, but I'm thankful she,s here. She

seems to know exactly when I need her the most. I walk to her and

close the bedroom door, then wrap my arms around her.

"Hey|'I say. "What are you doing here? I thought you were
heading back to campus today."

She places her hands on my forearms and pushes back, giv-
ing me the most pitiful smile f've ever seen. She walks over to my
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bed and sits, avoiding eye contact the entire time'

talk."

The look on her face sends a chill up the bat

I've never seen her look so distraught before' I imn

the bed beside her and bring her hand to my mor

"lVhat's wrong? You okay?" I brush a loose strand

her ear iust as the tears begin to fall' I wrap my ar

and pull her to my chest. "Vaughn, what's wrong!

She doesn't say anything. She continues to crr

moment. Sometimes girls just need to cry' When t

begin to subside, she straightens backup and takes

still doesn't look me in the eYes'

"Will . . ." She pauses. The way she says mr

of her voice . . . it sends panic straight to my heart'

me but can't hold her stare, so she turns awa1"

"Vaughn?" I say hesitantly, hoping I'm mi

place my hand on her chin and pull her gaze back i

The fear in my voice is clear when I speak' "\4tra'

\ aughn?"

She almost looks relieved that I seem to ha

her intentions. She shakes her head' "I'm sorrl', \\-

I just can't do this anYmore'"

Her words hit me like a ton of bricks' Tll''r

anvmore? When did we become a tbis? I don't res

hell do I say to that?

She senses the shock in my demeanor, so '
hands and whispers it again. "I'm so sorry'"

I pull away and stand up, turning awar- fro

hands through my hair and take a deep breath' I
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ing inside me is suddenly coupled by tears that I have no intention

of ietting her see.

"I just didn't expect any of this, Will. I'm too young to be a

mom. I'm not ready for this kind of responsibility."

She's really doing this. She's really breaking up with me.

Two weeks after my parents die and she's breaking my heart all

over again? Who d.oes that? She's not thinking straight. It's just

shock. . . that's all. I turn around and face her, not caring that she

can see how much this is affecting me.

"I didn't expect this either," I say. "It's okay, youte just

scared." I sit back down on the bed beside her and pull her to

me. "I'm not asking you to be his mom, Vaughn. I'm not asking

you to be anything right now." I squeeze her tighter and press my

lips against her forehead; an action that immediately causes her to

start crying again. "Don't do this," I whisper into her hair. "Don't
do this to me. Not right now."

She turns her head away from me. "If I don't do this now, I'll
never be able to do it."

She stands up and tries to walk away, but I pull her back to

me and wrap my arms around her waist, pressing my head against

her stomach.

"Please."

She runs her hands over my hair and down my neck, then

bends forward and kisses the top of my head. "I feel awful, Will,"
she whispers.'Awful. But I'm not about to live a life that I'm not

ready for, just because I feel sorryfor you."

I press my forehead against her shirt and close my eyes,

soaking in her words.

She feels sorry for me?

I release my arms from around her and push against her
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stomach. She drops her hands and takes a step bac

and walk to the bedroom door, holding it open' I

needs to leave. "The last thing I want is your pin '-

her in the eYes.

"W-i11, don't," she pleads' "Please dorit be mac

looking up at me with tears in her eyes' When she 
'

rurn a glossy, deep shade of blue' I used to tell her

eract same color as the ocean' Looking into her e

almost makes me despise the ocean'

I turn away from her and grip both sides of tl

i.g *y head against the wood' I close my eyes an(

in. It feels like the pressure, the stress' the emot

been building up for the last two weeks-it feels

ro explode.

She gently places her hand on my shoulder ir

console me. I shrug it off and turn around to face t

:eeks,Yaughn!" I yell' Irealizehow loud I'm beins

roice and step closer to her' "They've been deat

How could you possibly be thinking abottyourse\

She walks past me through the doorwal" to

room. I follow her as she grabs her purse from

n alks to the front door' She opens the door and r

before she leaves' "You'll thank me for this one d'

it doesn't seem like it right now' but somedav'

doing what's best for us'"

She turns to leave and I yell after her' "\\1

\iughnl You're doing what's bestfor youl"

As soon as the door closes behind her I brt

back to my bedroom and slam the door' then r

punch it over and over, harder and harder' lAhe



6 I IrrE srql

,{ur 1ee; t(uec I uaq,&\ 'reprer{ pue J?preq 'rezro pue Ja o }r qcund

pue punore uJnl ueql 'roop eql uBIS pu? uoorpeq ,(ur ot lceq
rlsnr I 'u,t\oP >lEerq I Jer{ Purqeq sesolr JooP erl} sB uoos sY

,,ino{ tol tseq s.tBr1,{\ Surop er,norl iuq8nerl

'no{ tol tseq s.teq6,, 'reg re}3:e 11ad 1 pue e Bel o} surnt eqs

(.'sn JoJ tseq s,leq,,n Surop

ru.I ,u,orr{ 1,no.{ drpeuros tng ',u.ou rq8rr tl aIII urees }(usaop }r

,&r'ou>I I 'IIIA\ trep euo sr{t JoJ etu IuBr{} il.no ,, 'seleel er{s oloJeq

errr ecEJ of surn] pue roop aq] suedo eqs 'roop tuor; ar{} o} slle,tr

pue r{cnoo eqt uro:; esrnd req sqer8 aqs sE req ,4tolloJ I 'ruoor

Sur,rq aqr pru,&o] 'de,tuoop eqr q8no.rgr etu tsed $lle.&\ eI{S

((i,r\ou l18ul1as.mo,C rnoqe Sur4urgr aq.(lqrssod nod ppoc ,tro11

isqaam lmt JoJ pBep uaeq e,lr.{eqJ,, 'Jer{ ot Jesolc dels pue ecro,L

dur:a,tro1 1 os '8uraq tu(I pnol ,^d.oq ezrleer I 'llad L;ur78re1y's4aan
o.tr.a,, 'ure8e req aJEJ ot punore urnl pu? lJo tr Snrqs I 'eru elosuoJ

o] tduraue ue ur replnogs.(ur uo puBq req saceld,(1rua8 eg5

'epoldxe or

tnoqt tu.I eIrT sleeJ ]r-slae,{t o.&!.} }sEI eqt roJ dn Surplrnq ueeq

o^Brl ]Bq] suoEorue aqt 'sserls eqt 'ernsserd erlt a{II sleeJ { 'uI

tl plor{ ol drl pue se.4e dur esolr I 'poo,&\ eg} }sure8e peag du 8ur

-sserd '.roop oqt Jo saprs qroq drr8 put Jer{ uorg de,tr.e urnt I
'ueeJo etTt asr.dsap atu se{Bru lsorulc

,tr.ou ]q8r: sede req otur 3ui1oo1 'ueeco er{t sE roloc eruts fcexo

erl] eJe,r\ deqt ;eq ilet o1 pesn I 'enlq Jo epeqs daap 'dssoy8 E urnl
sa,{e req 'sarrc aqs ueq,1t 'sede req ur sJEe} qtr,{\ eru re dn 3ur1oo1

s(erls .('eru lB p?ru eq l(uop eseeld,, 'speeld aqs ,,'],uop '1116,,
'se^e eql ur ror{

8uqoo1 'des 1 ,,',{1td rnod sr rue-{.I Surqr rsel er{J,, 'e^eel o} speeu

eqs Suneclpur 'uedo rr Surpyog 'roop ruoorpoq eqt ot >ll?.tt puB

dn puets I'{req da}s e sa>let put spueq req sdo:p eqs 'qceurots

req lsure8e gsnd pur reg punoJe LUoJ_J :_*t-:

-.arJi J:: _,

a;:
'sada dur esoJc pue un{s req lsurese pEri:- -

rou ru r r,q] eJrr , ,",,:, ,lJ;j ;":]i1.,',,_'
*'lll,1t'1n3,trr Jaa.+ L, 

.peer1-iru,go 
dor .r, ..lr= _

ueql ,1ceu lu u,ttop pue rreq -iru ::.., , :t _i _ --l

]sure8e peaq ^iru o.urss;:d ._: r ,r 
-r * _ _ 

_

ol 1cuq -iaq 11nd 1tn.: 
.. , ,.,: r : , :

11.1 'rrou srqt op r.u.,l I._-_ :_ _ -_

J,uoC[, .Jrerl Joq o]ur ::i.:-- .: 
- _ _ _-_ _ _ 

.

or reg lJnd pue Jor{ oprsaq prq aqr uo -- ,. _r :
lsn( ar,no,{ ,,{e4o s,11,, 

^r, 1 . ,raq,ra srr.{: I ::l

':: .
uolluetur ou eABr{ I ter{t srual iq peldnot -iluappn r .: ,


