

Tears in Heaven - Eric Clapton
JANE
Just one moment. A simple act…and my life turned upside
down.
In the blink of an eye, my whole world would never be the same.
Time heals all wounds, they say, but I’m not so sure. How do
you ever recover? How do you go on when you don’t know if you
have the strength to get out of bed the next day? You want to curl up
under the blankets and forget there are people counting on you to
continue living.
One moment can make a world of difference. I learned that in
the hardest way possible.






Present Day
Lay Me Down - Sam Smith
JANE
,UROOHGRYHUDQGVWUHWFKHGRXWIHHOLQJDVPLOHIRUPRQP\OLSV
0\ KDQG UHDFKHG RXW WR 'DYLG¶V VLGH DQG LQVWHDG RI ILQGLQJ KLV
ZDUPERG\QH[WWRPHP\KDQGILVWHGWKHFROGHPSW\VKHHWV,¶G
EHHQGUHDPLQJDJDLQ7KHVDGQHVVWKDWZDVP\UHJXODUFRPSDQLRQ
WKHVHSDVWWZRDQGDKDOI\HDUVVWDUWHGWRPDNHDQRWKHUDSSHDUDQFH
, UXEEHG P\ IDFH LQ DQ DWWHPSW WR FOHDU WKH EOHDNQHVV VWLOO
VXUSULVHGDWKRZUHDOKHVHHPHGLQP\GUHDPV+LVGDUNLVKEORQG
KDLUORRNHGORQJHUDVLILWQHHGHGDWULP$QGWKRVHVWDUWOLQJEOXH
H\HVRIKLVUHPLQGHGPHRIRXUGDXJKWHU(PPD,ZDVVRJODGKH
SDVVHG WKHP RQ WR KHU 7KRXJKWV RI (PPD OLIWHG P\ VSLULWV DQG
GUDJJHGPHRXWRIEHGDQGGRZQWKHKDOOWRKHUURRP


0 \OLVVD'HPH\HUH
³:DNH XS VOHHS\KHDG´ , SXVKHG WKH EORQGH FXUOV IURP P\
DOPRVW VL[\HDUROG GDXJKWHU¶V VOHHS\ IDFH DQG ZDWFKHG KHU \DZQ
DQGVWUHWFKLQEHG³,¶PQRWNLGGLQJ(PPD,W¶VWLPHWRZDNHXS
7RGD\LV\RXUELJGD\´
6KHKRSSHGRXWRIEHGWKHUHDOL]DWLRQVSXUULQJKHURQ/LNHD
ZKLUOZLQG VKH UDQ WR WKH EDWKURRP DQG VWULSSHG RII KHU SDMDPDV
+HU H[FLWHG FKDWWHU EXEEOHG RYHU D VWHDG\ VWUHDP RI ZKDW VKH
SODQQHG WR GR WRGD\ ILUHG RII D OLWWOH WRR ORXG WKLV HDUO\ LQ WKH
PRUQLQJ0\VWRPDFKFOHQFKHGDGXOODFKHVHWWOLQJDVP\WKRXJKWV
GULIWHGDJDLQ
'DYLGVKRXOGKDYHEHHQKHUHWRVKDUHWKLVVSHFLDOPRPHQWZLWK
XV,EOLQNHGIRUFLQJWKHWHDUVQRWWRVSLOO7RGD\ZDVDKDSS\GD\
³&RPHRQ0RPP\´(PPDFDOOHGSXOOLQJPHRXWRIP\IXQN
7KLV EDOO RI HQHUJ\UHPLQGHGPHVRPXFKRIKHUGDG ³1DQD DQG
3RSVZLOOEHKHUHVRRQ´+HUWRRWKEUXVKZDVVWXFNLQKHUPRXWKD
VPDOOVWUHDPRIWRRWKSDVWHUXQQLQJRYHUKHUFKLQ
³<RXDUHDEVROXWHO\ULJKW,EHWWHUJHWVWDUWHGRQEUHDNIDVW´
:LWKWKHODVWRIWKHSODWHVSXWRQWKHWDEOHWKHFUHDNRIWKHEDFN
GRRURSHQLQJSXWDVPLOHRQP\ IDFH(PPDUDFHGLQWRP\GDG¶V
DUPV
³+LVZHHWKHDUW´0\PRPSXVKHGRQHRI(PPD¶VXQUXO\FXUOV
RXWRIKHUIDFH6KHOHDQHGLQWRNLVV(PPD¶VFKHHNP\GDGVWLOO
KROGLQJKHUWLJKW
³&RPH LQ´ , ORDGHG XS WKHLU SODWHV ZLWK D WKLFN VWDFN RI
SDQFDNHVDQGDQH[WUDSRUWLRQRIEDFRQIRU'DG³:HEHWWHUHDWZKLOH
WKHIRRG¶VVWLOOKRW´
(PPDDQGP\GDGVKDUHGDMRNHDQGWKH\ERWKEXUVWRXWLQWRD
ILWRIJLJJOHV
³+RZDUH\RXIHHOLQJ"´'DGUDLVHGDQH\HEURZ6HDWHGDWWKH
WDEOH ZLWK WKH VFHQW RI IUHVK EOXHEHUU\ SDQFDNHV ILOOLQJ WKH DLU ,
FRXOG IHHO P\ HPSW\ VWRPDFK JUXPEOH 'DG JDYHPH DVWHDG\LQJ
VPLOH³,W¶VDQLPSRUWDQWGD\IRU\RXWRRNLG´
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'DYLGKDGDOZD\VLQVLVWHG,VWD\DWKRPHZLWK(PPD:LWKKHU
VWDUWLQJVFKRROWKLV\HDULWIHOWULJKWWRUHWXUQWRWHDFKLQJ
7KHQHUYRXVEXWWHUIOLHVWRRNIOLJKWLQP\WXPP\,VHWP\IRUN
GRZQVXGGHQO\XQDEOHWRVZDOORZDQRWKHUELWH³,IWKHSUHSDUDWLRQ
,GLGWKLVVXPPHULVDQ\LQGLFDWLRQ,¶OOEHILQH´,FOHDQHGP\SODWH
GXPSLQJWKHODVWRIP\EUHDNIDVWGRZQWKHGUDLQ
³<RX¶OOGRDPD]LQJ-DQH<RXDUHDQDWXUDO'RQ¶W\RXIRUJHW
LW´ 0RP¶V ZRUGV UHOHDVHG VRPH RI WKH QHUYRXV WHQVLRQ EXLOGLQJ
LQVLGH0\SDUHQWV¶IDLWKLQPHZDVDGULYLQJIRUFHLQP\OLIH,GRQ¶W
NQRZZKDW,ZRXOGGRZLWKRXWWKHLUORYHDQGVXSSRUW,WPHDQWWKH
ZRUOG WR PH WR KDYH WKHP LQ P\ OLIH EDFN WKHQ DQG DOVR QRZ ,
FRXOGQ¶WKDYHVXUYLYHGWKDWNLQGRIORVVZLWKRXWWKHP




(PPD¶VNLQGHUJDUWHQZDVDIHZEORFNVDZD\IURPRXUKRPHLQ
%HOOHEURRN 1HZ <RUN WKH WRZQ , KDG FDOOHG KRPH DOO P\ OLIH
'ULYLQJ WKH VKRUW GLVWDQFH WR KHU VFKRRO , VRDNHG XS WKH UD\V RI
VXQVKLQH ZH ZHUH HQMR\LQJ WKLV ZDUP 6HSWHPEHU (PPD VLQJLQJ
DORQJWRKHUIDYRULWHVRQJSOD\LQJRQWKHUDGLR
'URSSLQJRII(PPDZDVPXFKHDVLHUIRUKHUWKDQIRUPH$SDUW
IURPKHUJULSWLJKWHQLQJDVZHZDONHGDFURVVWKHSOD\JURXQGVKH
FRQWLQXHGWREHKHUEXEEO\FKDWW\VHOI
0LVV 0DWWKHZV KHU WHDFKHU ZDV DZDUH RI (PPD¶V VLWXDWLRQ
DQGVHHPHGWRKDYHWDNHQDOLNLQJWRKHULQWKHVKRUWPHHWLQJZHKDG
RYHUWKHVXPPHU
$IWHUDTXLFNKXJDQGNLVV(PPDVSULQWHGRIILQWKHGLUHFWLRQ
RIWKHWR\VOHDYLQJPHZLWKHPSW\DUPV
7KHQHUYRXVHQHUJ\IURPWKLVPRUQLQJUHWXUQHGDV,PDGHP\
ZD\ WR WKH KLJK VFKRRO 7KH GULYH ZDV RQO\ ILYH PLQXWHV IURP
(PPD¶VVFKRROEXWGUDJJHGDVP\KHDUWUDWHSLFNHGXS,WRRNDIHZ


0 \OLVVD'HPH\HUH
PRUHFDOPLQJEUHDWKVSDUNHGLQWKHWHDFKHU¶VSDUNLQJORWDQGIRXQG
P\ZD\WRP\FODVVURRP
/XFNZRXOGKDYHLWWKDWP\ILUVWFODVVGLGQ¶WVWDUWXQWLOVHFRQG
SHULRGOHDYLQJPHDIHZPRUHPLQXWHVEHIRUH,ZDVWKURZQLQWRWKH
GHHSHQG/XFNDOVRKDSSHQHGWRFRPHLQWKHIRUPRIP\EHVWIULHQG
6DUDKWKHYLFHSULQFLSDODW%HOOHEURRN+LJK,RZHGKHUDORW,ZDV
VXUHVKHZRXOGILQGVRPHZD\IRUPHWRPDNHLWXSWRKHUEHFDXVH
WKDWZDVWKHZD\RXUUHODWLRQVKLSZRUNHG
-XVWDV,WKRXJKWWKHVWUHVVPLJKWIRUFHP\EUHDNIDVWWRUHDSSHDU
6DUDKSRSSHGLQ
³+RZ\RXGRLQJ"´6DUDKSHUFKHGKHUVHOIRQWKHGHVNLQIURQWRI
PLQH 6KH ORRNHG WKH SDUW RI D YLFH SULQFLSDO GUHVVHG LQ D QDY\
SHQFLOVNLUWDQGFUHDPEORXVHKHUGDUNEURZQKDLUSXOOHGEDFNLQD
WLJKWEXQ
³,WKLQN,PLJKWORVHP\EUHDNIDVWDQ\PLQXWH+RZDERXW\RX"´
,IDNHGDVPLOH
³&RPHRQWKH\¶UHMXVWDEXQFKRIIUHVKPHQ:KDW¶VWKHZRUVW
WKH\FDQGR"´6KHVPLOHGQRWUHDOL]LQJWKHPHQWDOLPDJHVKHSDLQWHG
ZLWKWKDWTXHVWLRQ
³'RQ¶WHYHQJRWKHUH<RXNQRZ,KDYHDYLYLGLPDJLQDWLRQ´,
FRXOGDOUHDG\LPDJLQHP\VHOIVWXFNWRDFKDLUVWUXJJOLQJWRJHWXS
RQO\ WR GLVFRYHU P\ EXWW JOXHG WR P\ FKDLU , PHQWDOO\ UHPLQGHG
P\VHOIQRWWRVLWGRZQ7HHQDJHUVFRXOGEHEUXWDO
³<RX¶OOEHILQH<RXZHUHDOZD\VVXFKDQDWXUDO´6DUDK¶VZDUP
VPLOHVHWPHDWHDVH³6RKRZGLG(PPDGR"´
³6KHZDVDOLWWOHQHUYRXV7KHQVKHVDZWKHWR\VDQGVSULQWHG
RIIEDUHO\WLPHIRUDJRRGE\H,ZLVKLWZRXOGEHDVHDV\IRUKHU
PRPPD´,KHDUGP\YRLFHFUDFNEXWFRYHUHGLWXSE\EUXVKLQJDZD\
DQLPDJLQDU\SLHFHRIOLQWRQP\VNLUW
%XW , FRXOGQ¶WIRROWKHSHUVRQZKR¶GEHHQP\EHVWIULHQGIRU
RYHU WZR GHFDGHV :KHQ , ORRNHG EDFN XS DW KHU DOO WUDFHV RI
VHQWLPHQWHUDVHGIURPP\IDFHVKHWKUHZPHRIIEDODQFHZLWKKHU
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NHHQREVHUYDWLRQ³+H\\RXGLGJUHDWWKLVPRUQLQJ,FDQ¶WLPDJLQH
KRZKDUGLWLVGRLQJWKLVDORQH&XW\RXUVHOIVRPHVODFNRND\"<RX
JRWWKURXJKWKHKDUGSDUW$OOGRZQKLOOIURPKHUH,SURPLVH´
³$QG\RXNQRZWKLVKRZ"´,FRFNHGP\KHDGWRWKHVLGHDQG
UDLVHGP\EURZV
³,JRRJOHGLWLQDQWLFLSDWLRQRIWKLVPRPHQW´6KHVKUXJJHGKHU
VKRXOGHUVDQGKHOGKHUKDQGVXS
³2IFRXUVH\RXGLG´,VKRRNP\KHDGILJKWLQJEDFNDJULQDW
KHUDWWHPSWWRPDNHPHVPLOH
³6WLFN ZLWKPH ,¶YHJRW \RXFRYHUHG´ 6DUDK¶V DWWLWXGH SXWD
JHQXLQHVPLOHRQP\IDFH
7KH EHOO UDQJ DQQRXQFLQJ WKH HQG RI ILUVW SHULRG 6RRQ P\
FODVVURRPZRXOGILOOXSZLWKWZHQW\ILYHIUHVKPHQIRU(QJOLVK
³'RQ¶WIRUJHWZH¶UHKDYLQJOXQFKWRJHWKHU,ZDQWWRKHDUDOO
DERXW \RXU ILUVW GD\ EDFN RQ WKH MRE´ VKH FDOOHG RXW RYHU KHU
VKRXOGHU
7KH QH[W WKUHH SHULRGV SDVVHG LQ D EOXU DV , PHW WKH WKUHH
IUHVKPDQ FODVVHV WULHG WR OHDUQ WKHLU QDPHV JRW D IHHO IRU WKH
VWXGHQWVDQGLQWURGXFHGWKHPWRWKHV\OODEXVZHZRXOGEHXVLQJWKLV
\HDU7KDQNKHDYHQV,VSHQWDELJSDUWRIWKLVVXPPHUSUHSDULQJ,
GLGQ¶WWKLQN,¶GHYHUUHWXUQWRWHDFKLQJLI,GLGQ¶WKDYHDOOWKDWWLPH
WRKHOSPHJHWUHDG\7HDFKLQJ(QJOLVKKDGQ¶WFKDQJHGWKDWPXFKLQ
WKHVHYHQ\HDUV,¶GEHHQJRQHEXWFRQVLGHULQJWKHWLPHJDS,ZDV
VWLOOQHUYRXVFRPLQJEDFN
$VWKHEHOOUDQJWRDQQRXQFHWKHHQGRIFODVVDQGWKHVWDUWRIP\
OXQFKEUHDN,FROOHFWHGWKHKDQGRXWV,QHHGHGWRFRS\DQGPDGHP\
ZD\ WR WKH VWDII¶V OXQFKURRP WR PHHW XS ZLWK 6DUDK :KHQ , JRW
WKHUH,FRXOGQ¶WILQGKHU$IWHUJHWWLQJP\SDJHVFRSLHGDQGWDONLQJ
WR D IHZ FROOHDJXHV ,ZDONHGRYHUWRKHURIILFH ,IWKHUHZDVRQH
WKLQJ\RXFRXOGDOZD\VFRXQWRQLWZDV6DUDKORVLQJWUDFNRIWLPH
³)RUJHWDERXWRXUOXQFKGDWHVRVRRQGLG \RX"´,ODXJKHGWR
P\VHOI
%HIRUH,NQHZZKDWZDVKDSSHQLQJ,SORZHGLQWRDWDOOEURDG


0 \OLVVD'HPH\HUH
ILJXUH0\KDQGVGURSSHGWKHSDSHUV,KHOGDQGODWFKHGRQWRWKHZDOO
RIPXVFOHLQIURQWRIPH,SHHUHGXSWRVHHZKRVDYHGPHIURPD
GLVDVWURXVIDOO7KDWGDUNKDLUZLWKDVOLJKWZDYHWKRVHGHHSEOXH
H\HV²VXGGHQO\ ,ZDVWUDQVSRUWHGEDFNWRZKHQ,ZDVILIWHHQ$OO
WKHVH \HDUV KDGQ¶W KXUW KLP RQH ELW -DFNVRQ :ULJKW ZDV VWLOO DV
KDQGVRPHDVHYHU
³-DFNVRQ"´,FULQJHGKDWLQJKRZP\YRLFHFDPHRXWVRXQGLQJ
VRUWRIEUHDWKOHVV
³+L-DQH/HWPHKHOS\RX´+HEHQWGRZQWRVWDUWFROOHFWLQJ
WKHPHVVRISDSHUV0\IUD]]OHGQHUYHVIUR]HPHRQWKHVSRW,DZRNH
IURPP\VKRFNDQGMRLQHGKLP+HOHDQHGWRSLFNXSWKHODVWSDJH
DQGWKDWIDLQWKLQWRIFRORJQHWXJJHGDWWKRVHPHPRULHVIURPZKHQ
ZH ZHUH WHHQDJHUV 7KH VFHQW RI EHUJDPRW DQG VDQGDOZRRG
UHPLQGHG PH RI WKDW VXPPHU ORQJ DJR , ORRNHG XS DW KLP DQG
VZDOORZHGWKHOXPSIRUPLQJLQP\WKURDW
³, FDQ¶W VHHP WR UHPHPEHU XV KDYLQJ OXQFK SODQV´ -DFNVRQ
FKXFNOHG+LVIDFHEURNHRXWLQDZLGHJULQDVKHKHOSHGPHXS+LV
VWURQJ KDQG ZUDSSHG DURXQG P\ DUP DQG P\ VWRPDFK MROWHG ,
VKXIIOHG WKH SDSHUV EUHDNLQJ WKH FRQWDFW DQG FRYHULQJ WKH KHDW
FUHHSLQJXSLQP\IDFH
³:K\ -DFNVRQ LI , ZRXOG KDYH NQRZQ \RX ZHUH LQ WRZQ ,
ZRXOGKDYHSHQFLOHG\RXLQ$VLWVRKDSSHQV,DOUHDG\KDYHSODQV
WKLVDIWHUQRRQ´,SDWWHGP\VHOIRQWKHEDFNIRUP\TXLFNUHFRYHU\
%HIRUH KH FRXOG UHSO\ 6DUDK HQWHUHG IURP WKH VLGH GRRU DQG
SLFNHG XS KHU FRQYHUVDWLRQ ZLWK -DFNVRQ DV LI VKH QHYHU OHIW WKH
URRP
³, FRSLHG WKLV DQG KHUH LV WKDW QXPEHU \RX¶OO QHHG IRU WKH
FDUSHQWHU2K´6KHORRNHGDOPRVWJHQXLQHO\VXUSULVHGWRVHHPH
EXW,NQHZEHWWHU,FRXOGWHOOVKHSODQQHGWKLVPRPHQWWRRZHOO³,
VHH\RXUDQLQWR-DQH´RanEHLQJWKHULJKWZRUG.QRZLQJ6DUDK
VKH³KDSSHQHG´WRSODQWKLVOXQFKGDWHZLWKPHDQGKHUPHHWLQJZLWK
-DFNVRQDWWKHVDPHWLPHVRZHFRXOG³KDSSHQ´WREXPSLQWRHDFK
RWKHU
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-XGJLQJE\WKHVO\VPLOHRQKHUOLSV,NQHZ,ZDVVSRWRQ,¶G
JHWEDFNDWKHUIRUWKLV
³-DQH-DFNVRQPRYHGEDFNWR%HOOHEURRNODVWZHHN,JXHVV,
IRUJRWWRPHQWLRQWKDW´6DUDKZLQNHGWU\LQJWRXQVXFFHVVIXOO\KLGH
DVPLOH
³6XUH\RXGLG´,UROOHGP\H\HVWKHDFWLRQORVWRQ6DUDK
³+H¶OOEHGRLQJVRPHZRUNIRUWKHVFKRRO<RXUHPHPEHUKH¶V
DQDUFKLWHFWULJKW"+LVROGHPSOR\HUGLGWKHSUHYLRXVH[SDQVLRQ´
6KH GLGQ¶W ZDLW IRU DQ DQVZHU ³:KHQ WKH\ IRXQG RXW KH ZDV
FRQVLGHULQJ PRYLQJ EDFN KHUH WR VHW XS KLV RZQ EXVLQHVV WKH\
UHFRPPHQGHGKLPWRWKHERDUG+H¶VILQDOO\DWWKHSRLQWZKHUHKH
QHHGVWREHKHUHIXOOWLPHWRFRPSOHWHWKHSODQQHGH[SDQVLRQ,VQ¶W
LWJUHDW",W¶OOEHMXVWOLNHROGWLPHV´
0\ DWWHQWLRQ ZDV GUDZQ WR -DFNVRQ +H ORRNHG DV JRRG DV ,
UHPHPEHUHG1REHWWHU
³:H VKRXOG JR JHW VRPHWKLQJ WR HDW EHIRUH FODVVHV VWDUW XS´
6DUDKFROOHFWHGKHUEDJLQGLFDWLQJLWZDVWLPHWROHDYH
³,¶YH JRW WR UXQ VLV *RW DQ DSSRLQWPHQW ZLWK D FOLHQW LQ
WZHQW\´ -DFNVRQ KXJJHG 6DUDK JRRGE\H DQGWXUQHGWROHDYH+H
IDOWHUHGZKHQKHQRWLFHGPH+HVPLOHGEHIRUHPDNLQJKLVZD\WR
WKHGRRU+HVWRSSHGDV KHUHDFKHGWKHKDOOZD\,VZDOORZHGDV ,
ORRNHGEDFNDWKLP
³8K´ +H OLIWHG KLV KDQG LQ D ZDYH EXW GURSSHG LW ´6HH \D
-DQH´
6DUDK DQG , ZDONHG RXW RI WKH RIILFH OHDYLQJ LQ WKH RSSRVLWH
GLUHFWLRQ $W WKH HQG RI WKH KDOO , WXUQHG EDFN DQG VWDUHG DW KLV
UHWUHDWLQJIRUP6HHLQJ-DFNVRQDJDLQDIWHUDOOWKLVWLPHKLWPHOLNH
DSXQFKWRWKHJXW$V,ZDVDERXWWRURXQGWKHFRUQHUKHWXUQHG
DURXQG)RUDPRPHQWRXUH\HVORFNHG6RPHWKLQJVHHPHGWRSDVV
EHWZHHQ XV $V , SX]]OHG WR PDNH RXW ZKDW WKDW PLJKW EH KH
GLVDSSHDUHG DURXQG WKH FRUQHU , VWRRG WKHUH IHHOLQJ DOO NLQGV RI
IXQQ\ 0\ PLQG VKLIWHG EDFN WR WKDW QLJKW ZKHQ , IHOO XWWHUO\
KRSHOHVVO\LQORYHZLWKKLP




Fifteen years earlier
It’s a Beautiful Day - U2
JANE
“S-A-R-A-H!” I yelled as I pounded on her front door. I knew
her parents were out. I was peeved at the moment, and the only thing
that would calm me was a tub of B&J Cookie Dough and a good cry
on my best friend’s shoulder. Considering we didn’t have anything
in our freezer, I came straight over for part two in my much needed
fix.
I tried the doorbell again. I wasn’t ready to give up after
pounding on the door and trying the doorbell three times.
As I turned to leave, upset and growing angrier by the minute,
the door swung open and I found myself face-to-face with Jackson,
Sarah’s hot older brother. He looked great, as always, with his deep
blue eyes, a white T-shirt, and jeans sitting low on his hips. His hair
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was damp, tiny droplets dripping on his forehead and traveling
down his neck.
“Sorry I took so long. I was getting out of the shower when I
heard the first bell. I guess I’m the only one home right now.”
He gave me a half smile, and my stomach knotted. Did I not
notice before how fine Jackson was up close? I guess it was time to
forget about the idiots of the world, like Brian Anderson, and pay
attention to the hotties in front of me.
“Is Sarah home?” my voice squeaked.
“I think we established this already, when I said I was the only
one home.”
Duh—how stupid did I sound? He didn’t seem to notice. He
turned on the charm as he crossed his arms and leaned on the
doorframe. Jackson’s chest filled his shirt out nicely. My knees went
weak as I tried not to stare. How had I never noticed how buff this
fine specimen of humanity was before?
He saw me eyeing him and gave me his winning smile, one I’m
sure had charmed about every girl in the entire school. My face
heated up from being caught checking him out.
“Do you know when Sarah will be home?” I twirled a finger
around a lock of hair. When I realized what I was doing, I dropped
my hand to my side immediately.
Between how flustered Jackson was making me and how I’d
barely survived the “date” from hell, I needed my bestie, stat.
“Not sure. I think she and Tom had plans.” He continued to
look at me. I hoped my mascara hadn’t run after I cried. Please,
dear God, don’t let me look like a freaking raccoon!
“Can’t anything go my way today?” I muttered under my
breath.
Jackson had excellent hearing. “What happened that has you
so upset?”
“Nothing,” I barked. “Sorry.” I lowered my voice. “It’s not
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your fault. Just because Brian Anderson is a jerk doesn’t mean all
guys are.”
“Did he hurt you?” Jackson unfolded his arms and leaned
closer, concern tightening his features.
“Only my ego. That loser.”
“You sure? I could go over there and teach him a lesson, you
being Sarah’s best friend and all.”
Bless Jackson. I always looked up to him like a big brother.
Right now, I was having all kinds of thoughts that were nowhere
near brotherly, though.
“No, it’s okay. He didn’t do anything that hurt me—physically,
anyway. I made my point crystal clear to him. I don’t think he’ll be
bothering me anytime soon.”
“Now, there has to be a story to that. Want to tell me?” He
relaxed his stance, and the way his chest flexed as he leaned on the
doorframe distracted me.
“Not really…” I felt my eyes well up. I was such a freak. I
couldn’t believe I cared so much about a loser like Brian Anderson.
“Hey, don’t cry.” Jackson reached out to me. I felt a tear
escape and roll down my cheek.
“Wait here for a sec while I grab my keys. We can hit the diner
for a sundae. Doesn’t ice cream fix everything?”
Jackson gave me a tentative smile. His hand squeezed my
shoulder gently, offering comfort. It didn’t do much to help my
terrible mood. I didn’t know if it was my fragile state of mind or the
hormones taking over, but I heard myself say, “Okay.” I got into
Jackson’s car two minutes later.
-$&.621
“Tell me all about this dork, Brian Anderson.” I was eager to
hear Jane’s story, but my mouth watered as I looked at the huge pile
of chocolate ice cream smothered in syrup and cream sitting in front
of me.
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“I’ve had a crush on him for a few weeks now. He’s popular
and on the football team.”
My stomach clenched. Brian Anderson was a punk. He made it
a sport of dating the hottest chicks in school and then taking what
he wanted before dumping them. I couldn’t believe a smart girl like
Jane would fall for that player. Her tears earlier had me on edge. I
wondered if I was going to have to go over there later tonight and
teach that bonehead how to treat a lady.
Jane took a small taste of her dessert and smiled, calming my
nerves.
That smile that set me at ease distracted me now. I always liked
Jane. What was not to like? She was Sarah’s best friend. Always
loyal, a quality I admired. And she was easy on the eyes. Even
though she was a few years younger, I was still a guy, and we guys
noticed these things. Like her hair, it was a deep shade of brown
with natural highlights and waves that ran down her back. I was a
sucker for long hair. But what stood out the most were her green
eyes. They were a deep emerald I’d never seen on anyone but her.
They were typically Jane.
She also had a sharp mind. Some girls that were hot, like Jane,
came up blank. And I meant completely blank. Beyond makeup, the
amount of calories in the salad dressing, or who was sleeping with
whom, there wasn’t much else going on in their brains. This girl
knew stuff. She always impressed me with her sharp wit.
Before I drooled all over my sundae, I cleared my throat.
“Brian Anderson, how’d you pull that one with the folks?”
I remembered Jane’s parents’ rule: No dating until she turned
sixteen. Being an only child made them crazy overprotective.
“You know my parents want me to focus on my studies. No
dating will help me reach my goals.” She did a pretty good imitation
of her dad. Jane was in Honors English, dedicated to her education.
I could appreciate that.
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“Technically, I was tutoring Brian. He asked me to help him
with his English paper.” She tilted her head to the side, lifting her
shoulders as if it were all good. I bet her dad hadn’t met Brian and
didn’t know about the setup. No way would that fly. I really hated
that tool. He was bad news. Before saying something stupid, I dug
into my sundae with a vengeance.
“Tonight was our study date. He made it seem special. He even
said the whole ‘It’s a date’ line.”
I heard her voice pick up on that last line. I checked her eyes
for tears. I didn’t do tears.
“Okay.” I dragged out each letter. “What went wrong?”
Jane had barely touched her sundae.
“When I got to his house, he sat me down, gave me a drink,
showed me his homework assignment, and then the doorbell rang.”
I shoved another spoonful of ice cream in my mouth and fought
back a brain freeze.
“In walks Mindy Foster, his date for the night.”
I couldn’t help myself. I snorted. Not in the cool guy kind of
way. Some of the cold cream shot up my nose, making me cringe. I
had to give it to the jerk, he was a real butthead. He might have
gotten away with his plan with any other girl, but not Jane.
“I know, right? He expected me to do his homework while he
went out with Mindy. Can you believe it?”
Her indignation was cute. Her brow bunched up, and the
frustrated pout begged me to claim those lips and kiss that
frustration away. :KDW WKH KHFN" Where did that thought come
from? This was Jane.
“Wow!” is all I said. She was looking at me like I totally got
her outrage, but really I was fantasizing about what Jane’s lips
would taste like. Would they taste like the coconut smell I picked up
off her earlier in the car, or would her lips be as sweet as the
chocolate sundae?
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-DFNVRQGXGHVQDSRXWRILW. I chastised myself.
“How did he think you would react?” I couldn’t believe he
didn’t try to make a move on her himself.
“He knew about the no-dating rule.” She huffed. Honestly, she
had no idea how lucky she was that rule scared the players off like
it did. No one messed with Mr. Pierce. He was a great guy, don’t get
me wrong. Heck, I’d known him my whole life, our family being tight
like we were. But even I knew not to get on the wrong side of him.
“But wait for it. He was going to drive me home after his date
with Mindy, so he couldn’t understand why I was upset about it. That
punk.”
“What did you do?” I tried my best to wipe the smile off of my
face, still distracted imagining those lips on mine.
“I did the only thing any self-respecting girl in my position
would do,” she exclaimed. “I took the glass of water he gave me and
dumped the whole thing right over him.”
I stared for a moment, and then burst out laughing. Her
animated relaying and my reaction to it were causing a stir.
“I wish I could have seen his face.” I shook my head, forcing
my mind back to the conversation and away from those tempting
thoughts. “And Mindy’s,” I added, back on topic now.
“Well…I think I might have gotten Mindy sort of…kind of wet
in the process of teaching Brian a well-deserved lesson.” Jane
seemed to relax.
“You have quite a mean streak, Jane Pierce. I’ll give you that.
No guy on the team will ever mess with you, that’s for sure.” I
awarded Jane with one of my winning smiles and noticed her blush
as she tucked her hair behind her ear.
This night had certainly taken a turn with Jane pounding on my
door. Sitting here with her, I was really happy her date hadn’t
worked out and that she was here with me instead.
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