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Wednesday, July 31

First class.




When I was thirteen, my mom and I went to Disney World. Mom saved money for years for us to take that trip. And while we waited, we talked about all the rides we would ride while we were there and all the things we wanted to see and do. When we arrived at the airport, they had overbooked our flight. My world was crushed; I thought I wouldn’t be going to Disney. But, by some miracle, we ended up on a plane that left only an hour after our original flight. They bumped us up to first class for our ‘troubles.’

I thought that was the most extravagant thing I would ever experience—a first class flight. Even though the flight was only a couple of hours, they brought us drinks and snacks. It was incredible. I felt like a princess.

Now, as I sit alone in the cabin of a private jet, I am furious. Not just at my mother, but at my aunt.

My rich aunt that I didn’t even know existed.

She’s not just rich. Rich people don’t have private jets. She’s… filthy rich.

Three days ago, I came home from my part-time job at a local coffee shop to find that my mom wasn’t at home. I wasn’t worried about her, I just figured she was out grocery shopping. But three hours later, I began to get worried. She wasn’t answering my phone calls. I started to search the house and that is when I found the note. It was sitting on top of her bed.

I have the note memorized at this point, but I pull it out of my pocket and read it one last time.




My dearest Reign,

I’m so sorry that I have to do this to you, but I have to leave. I can’t tell you the details right now, but know that I am safe and well. I will come back for you when the time is right.

There are so many things I wish I would’ve told you. So many things I should have told you. But I was too scared. I wanted to keep you safe from the world I am from, but it seems that it’s no longer an option for me.

I need you to call my sister… your aunt. Tell her that I had to leave. She will come for you, and she will take care of you until I am able to safely return home.

Please do not look for me.

I love you with all my heart.

—Mom.




I fold the note back up and stick it inside of my pocket again, wiping the tears from under my eyes.

My mom left me with nothing but a note. And the aunt she said would come for me? She didn’t come. She sent a car that drove me to the airport, and I got on this private jet. I still haven’t talked to the woman. When I called her, I got her voicemail. I left a message and after that, we only corresponded through text message. And even the texts were very scarce. Just her telling me flight details.

I’m all alone.

I left St. Louis early this morning. I’m not sure if I’ll ever see the city again.

Vegas is my destination, which sounds way more fun that it is. My aunt lives there. I have no idea if she’s married or if she has kids. I have no idea what kind of situation I am about to walk into.

It can’t be bad if Mom is sending me there, right?

But then again, she did abandon me.

My breath catches as I look out the window of the plane. The city of Las Vegas comes into view. I see the Eiffel tower and the pyramids. I can see all the things I’ve seen on TV hundreds of times but never really thought twice about it.

It’s really here.

I’m really in Vegas.

The plane makes it’s descent into the airport and I’m suddenly very nervous. I wonder if my aunt will be picking me up or if she will be sending somebody else—I assume the later.

We circle around the city a few times and the pilot makes an announcement about the weather.

It’s hot here.

Of course it is.

Vegas is in a desert.

As the plane goes to land, my heart races.

This is it. From this moment forward, my life is going to drastically change.

I don’t know why, but as soon as the plane touches down on the runway, a peace settles over me. A rightness. Like this is where I’m supposed to be. But it only lasts for a few moments before I start freaking out.

No.

This is not where I’m supposed to be. I’m supposed to be in St. Louis. With my mom.

Goodbye, life.




Over my head.




When I step off the plane, sweltering heat blasts me in the face.

It’s hot in St. Louis this time of the year too, but it’s not over one hundred degrees back home. I think the pilot said it was one hundred and fifteen degrees today, which isn’t the ‘normal,’ at least I don’t think so. I hope it’s not.

The heat emanates from the concrete and pierces through my flip flops, warming my feet.

One summer, I went to Six Flags when the temperature was ninety-something degrees and my flip flops literally melted on the concrete throughout the day. I have a feeling they would melt faster here.

I start looking around for my aunt, though I’m not exactly sure what she looks like or what she’s driving.

Does my aunt look like my mom?

My mom is beautiful. She has long, auburn hair and light brown eyes. Despite the fact that she’s in her late thirties, most people think that she’s my sister and not my mom, which is only slightly annoying. She looks young.

Mom has never gained a pound in her life. It doesn’t matter what she eats—burgers, pizza, chocolate—her figure never changes. It’s tall and thin. Well, thin, but still curvy. She has the kind of figure you’d see on the runway or in Hollywood.

I’m a lot like her. My hair and eyes are the same. I’m tall, 5’9”. And I’m thin, despite my diet consisting of mostly carbs and sugar. Mom says it’s our good genes. I don’t know that’s the case, but I know that I love food.

“Reign Evermore?”

I nearly walk past the boy who is speaking, but now that I see him, I wonder how I didn’t notice him standing there.

The boy is more than half a foot taller than me, which I’m not used to. Guys are usually my height, maybe a little taller. Not this guy. He towers over me, and I actually have to look up to see his face.

He’s… possibly the hottest guy I have ever seen in my life.

Ever.

His eyes are dark brown—the darkest brown I’ve ever seen. Lighter pieces of dark hair weave through his sandy blond locks. It’s as if he’s spent a lot of time outside this summer, and the sun has lightened his hair naturally. I’m guessing that must be the case because he’s got a golden tan.

“Hi, I’m Damon Arrington. Your aunt wanted me to pick you up.” He raises an eyebrow, waiting for me to say something.

Arrington.

Wait.

Isn’t that my aunt’s last name?

“Are you…”

“Your aunt is married to my dad.”

Dear God…

I was just checking out my cousin.

It’s fine. Nobody will ever know. Just me.

“You’re my cousin?” I have never felt more disappointed in my life.

“No.” He tilts his head to the side. “Well… step cousin, I guess. We’re not actually related.”

His words are a relief. I mean, it would be weird if I was attracted to my actual cousin. But he’s not. So, we’re good.

Well…

It’s a little weird. My aunt, whom I’ve never met, is his stepmom.

I follow him a few feet away to a black car. I don’t know a whole lot about cars, but this one certainly looks expensive. I’m so busy looking at the car, I don’t notice him walk to the passenger side and open the door.

Is he seriously opening the door for me?

Nobody has ever opened a car door for me.

It’s… nice.

I remind myself once more that he’s still my step cousin, even if we’re not related.

“Thanks.” I slide into the passenger seat.

The guys with my luggage are putting it in truck of his car. I’m honestly surprised my stuff fits in this tiny car.

Well… it’s not like I have that much stuff. I packed in a huge rush and didn’t really take care to even make sure I have everything I need. It probably wasn’t the smart thing, but I was kind of panicking.

My mom left me.

I am still numb thinking about it.

Damon gets in the driver’s seat and smiles at me before starting the car.

Honestly, it should be illegal for him to be this attractive. Nobody’s kind of cousin should be this good looking. It just isn’t fair.

His car smells good. It smells like…

Him.

He even smells good?

Stop, Reign. You seriously can’t think of your step cousin like this. It’s wrong.

So what if he has cheek bones that look like they were chiseled by an artist? So what if he looks like some sort of demigod? He’s just a guy. My cousin, in fact. I don’t need a man anyway.

“Your aunt says you’re seventeen,” he says.

I nod. “I’ll be eighteen soon.”

I don’t know why I say that, but it feels like something I want to tell him.

“Me too.” He glances over at me, but only for a second before turning his attention back to the road.

My mouth falls open.

He’s seventeen?

Honestly, he’s too attractive to only be seventeen years old. He doesn’t have the body of a teenager. He has the body of a man… a man who works out often and eats right and…

Okay, enough of those thoughts.

“Will we be going to school together?” My heart is racing as I ask. I really want to go to the same school as him.

“Yeah.”

“At least I will know you.”

“You’ll have plenty of time to meet our classmates before school starts,” he says. “They’ll be at the country club and at parties.”

Country club?

I don’t know why I’m surprised, but I am.

I’ve never been to a country club in my life. The only thing I know about them is from High School Musical and, somehow, I doubt that it’s at all a proper representation.

One thing is certain—I’m in way over my head.




Nobody wants me.




When Damon first pulls into a long driveway, I think he’s pulled into a hotel. A very, very nice hotel. But I quickly realize it’s not. It’s a house. A mansion.

I don’t know why I’m surprised. My aunt had me flown here in a private jet.

My mom and I lived from paycheck to paycheck in St. Louis. We had everything we needed, but not everything we wanted. I’m shocked to see that her sister was living so vastly different than us.

I feel so small.

So insignificant.

So…

I look down at my jeans that I got on sale. Five dollars at the mall, what a steal. And my t-shirt that states I ran a 5k. My shoes… flip flops that I got somewhere for a couple of bucks.

I feel poor.

“Home sweet home,” Damon says.

Home?

This is my home… at least until my mom comes back.

If she comes back.

Once the car comes to a stop, I hesitantly get out. I physically feel sick to my stomach. This house is something straight out of MTV cribs—the kind only really famous people live in, like professional ball players and rappers. Random seventeen-year-old girls don’t live in places like this. Not unless their mom is a Kardashian.

The driveway is a large circle drive with a fountain in the middle. Dragon statues shoot water out of their mouth in the center. Pine trees line the driveway, and there is actually grass on the lawn. I’m thinking it’s not real grass because it seems that most of what I’ve seen in Vegas is dirt, but the grass certainly appears real.

“It’s just a house.”

I turn around and see Damon. He’s carrying my duffle bag, and I realize that I’ve been standing there, with his car door open, gawking at the house like an idiot.

He’s right. It’s just a house. It’s my home now.

“My mom and I live in a two-bedroom house.” I swallow hard.

I don’t know why I say it, I guess I just need him to know upfront that I’m not used to this.

As if he can’t tell.

He grins. “Want to go in?”

I nod.

I shut the door and follow him through the front door of the house. I know I should offer to take my bag from him, but I can’t bring myself to say the words. I’m just… awestruck by my new home.

The front door is a massive glass door. I wonder if it’s heavy and hard to open, but Damon doesn’t seem to have any problems opening it. As soon as we walk inside, cool air hits me in the face. It’s a nice relief from the stifling heat that’s outside.

In the foyer, huge archways lead into other parts of the house on each side, but right in the front two large staircases circle up toward the second floor leading to a two-story balcony. A large chandelier hangs down in the middle.

I am so out of my element here.

“You look just like your mother,” a female voice says.

That’s when I notice a dark-haired woman walking into the room. She looks exactly like my mom, but with black hair instead of auburn. It’s kind of freaky how much she looks like her.

I don’t know my aunt’s name. No idea at all. The only thing left on the piece of paper was a phone number for her. And in all our correspondence, we never once exchanged names.

“Hi, I’m Reign.” I nervously push a piece of hair behind my ear.

“Darling, I used to change your diapers. I know your name.”

My face grows warm at her words.

How do I casually bring up that I don’t know her name? That my mom never talked about her? That she’s virtually a stranger to me?

“Oh.” I cast my gaze downward.

“While staying here, I expect you to be respectful and follow the rules,” she says, her tone sharp. “Damon, you can show her to her room.”

With that, she turns and walks away, her heels making a loud noise against the floor as she leaves.

Wow.

She’s…

Charming.

How strange. I really thought she liked me at first, talking about changing my diaper and all that… then she did a one eighty. Clearly, she isn’t happy about me being here, which hurts my chest.

Nobody wants me. Not my mom. Not my aunt. I’m nothing more than a burden to any of them.

A hand touches my shoulder, so I look up and see Damon standing there.

“I’ll show you to your room,” he offers, letting his hand drop.

I follow him up the stairs and to the right. We make our way down a long hallway, and I wonder what’s in the other rooms.

“Who else lives here?” I ask.

“Just my dad, Victoria, and me.” He turns to look at me and smirks. “You too, now.”

Victoria.

That’s her name.

I will change her name in my phone later so I can remember that.

“This is your room.” He opens the door to a room, motioning me to go in first. “My room is directly across the hall from you, if you need anything.”

Directly across the hall?

Why does my heart have to race at his words?

He puts my duffle bag onto my bed, and I turn my focus to my surroundings.

This room is seriously huge. Maybe bigger than my entire house.

“You don’t have to worry about clothes. Victoria went shopping and bought you a bunch of stuff.”

“How does she know my size?”

He shrugs his shoulders.

I open the door to what I assume is my closet and my jaw drops.

This closet is massive.

I flick on the light and walk inside. Racks of clothes fill the closet, all of them with the tag still attached. I look at a few pieces and see that they are my size. And they’re actually my style too. It’s kind of crazy.

“If you don’t like the stuff she got you, you can get whatever you want.” Damon puts his hand on the top of the door frame that leads into my closet. I try not to look at his stomach, even though his shirt has ridden up.

“Thanks, but I’m sure this is all fine.” I avert my eyes.

“I guess I’ll leave you to this, then.” He hits a hand on the door. “If you need me, you know where to find me.”

I nod. “Thanks for the ride.”

He smirks. “No problem.”

I watch as Damon leaves, then I finish checking out my room. I have my own on suite bathroom.

Even with all this, I just want my mom to come home.

Where the heck is she?


Thursday, August 1

Car.




Even though I’ve only been here a day, I’ve quickly learned that this family doesn’t do anything together—not even eat dinner. I went downstairs last night around eight, after I spent most of the afternoon feeling sorry for myself, and the cook made me some food.

Yep.

They have a cook. Which is great for me because I don’t know how to cook. But still… very weird.

After I ate dinner, I came back to my room and that was my only human interaction for the night. Even Damon has stayed quiet. I know he said he’s just across the hall, but I feel weird knocking on his door to ask him to hangout because I’m lonely.

There’s a knock on my door, interrupting my emo thoughts. My heart races. It’s probably Damon, right? I mean, who else would it be? But when I open the door, my aunt stands on the other side instead.

Victoria.

Aunt Victoria?

I don’t know what to call her, even in my head.

“I have something for you.” She doesn’t wait for a response, she just turns and walks away from my room. I follow her because I’m pretty sure I’m supposed to.

We walk down the hallway, down the stairs, and to a part of the house I haven’t been before. Eventually, we end up in the garage, which is full of cars. Nice looking cars. She leads me to a car at the edge of the garage and holds out her hand.

Keys?

“It’s yours.” She shakes the keys. “The car.”

My mouth falls open as I look at the white SUV. It’s a Range Rover, which I know is an expensive brand. Too expensive for me. Especially since I’m an uninvited guest.

“Are you sure?” I ask, looking from the car to her. I’m completely numb.

Why would she buy me a car?

“Yep.” She shoves the keys into my hand. “Enjoy.”

Without another word, she turns and leaves me there with the car and I’m not sure what to do. I don’t have anywhere to go. I don’t have any money. I don’t have anything.

Well… I guess I now have a car.

I have a freaking car.

I hear footsteps behind me and expect it to be Victoria coming back, but instead I see a tall, blond guy walking into the garage. I immediately know that this is Damon’s dad. My uncle.

That’s still so weird.

Damon’s dad is my uncle.

It’s only weird because I’m insanely attracted to Damon.

“You must be Reign,” he says, holding out his hand. “I’m Esteban, Victoria’s husband.”

I’m so glad he didn’t introduce himself as my uncle.

“Hey. It’s nice to meet you,” I reply, shaking his hand. “Um… thanks for everything. You know, letting me stay here. And the car.”

He smiles and it’s freaky how much he looks like Damon. “No problem. We’re happy to have you here. If you need anything, don’t be afraid to ask.”

“Thanks.” I bite my lip, uncertain what else to say to the man. Thankfully, there is nothing left to say. I watch as he gets into his car and backs out of the garage.

I decide to at least look inside the car. Sitting on the driver’s side seat is an envelope. I open it up to find a credit card and note inside.




Use it when you need it.

—V




V? That’s how Victoria signs her note? Like she can’t even be bothered to spell out her own name.

Still, I look at the plastic that literally has my name printed on the front. I’m guessing this is so I can get gas in my car, but it still makes me uncomfortable to spend their money. I suppose I need to get to school somehow.

Maybe I should get a part time job. My old boss would give me a good recommendation, I know she would. I was never late, I always came in for shifts when she called me, and I worked hard.

I’ll have to look into that later. For now, I kind of just want to go back to my room. I mean, sure I have keys to freedom and a credit card with my name on it, but it doesn’t feel real. None of this feels like it belongs to me. I just keep hoping that I will wake up in my bed in St. Louis and all of this will have been a dream.

I walk back to my room, wondering if anything will ever start to make sense again.


Sunday, August 4

Caught.




I haven’t talked to anybody since Thursday.

Thursday.

Now it’s Sunday and I’m honestly starting to go a bit stir crazy.

I’ve considered knocking on Damon’s door one hundred times, but I haven’t gotten up the courage to. I guess part of me is hoping he’ll knock on my door, but why would he? He probably has a life here, maybe even a girlfriend.

If he has a girlfriend, she hasn’t been to the house. I don’t know why, but I find it comforting that he hasn’t brought a girl here. And I hate myself for that because this guy is off limits. Besides, who says he’d even be interested in dating me?

Still, when I get a knock on my door, I find myself hoping that it’s Damon and then being desperately disappointed when I open the door and see Victoria. She’s holding a bag up that clearly has a dress inside.

“This is for you.” Her voice is harsh, but her face is soft. I can’t quite decide if she loves me or hates me.

“Um, thanks,” I say, taking the dress from her.

“Today we are having family brunch at the country club.” She frowns at me, looking me up and down. “I figured you didn’t know what to wear, so I didn’t want you to embarrass yourself by wearing jeans. Plus, there is a dress code. They wouldn’t even let you in unless you’re dressed up.”

Dressed up? For brunch?

“I don’t want to intrude on your family brunch thing.” I honestly hope I can get out of going. It sounds miserable anyway.

“It’s mandatory.” She narrows her eyes. “Not optional. Some family friends will be there. I programed the address in your GPS in your car. Be there at promptly ten o’clock. And fix your hair.”

Without giving me time to respond, Victoria turns and walks down the hall, away from my room. I shut the door behind her and roll my eyes.

Is it impossible for her to be nice to me? I’m her only niece.

Maybe.

Actually, I don’t know if I am her only niece. What if Mom had another sibling I don’t know about? What if I have another aunt or uncle out there? And what if they’re nicer while I’m stuck here with Cruella de Vil?

I unzip the bag so I can look at the dress. I already know it’s going to be nice because everything in my closet is nice. As much as I hate to admit it, Victoria has great taste.

The dress is beautiful. It’s light pink with a sweetheart neckline and an A-line skirt. It’s way too pretty just to wear on a random Sunday to get breakfast, but if this is what she wants me to wear, I will.

Not breakfast. Brunch, she said.

I feel like I’m not fancy enough to eat brunch.

Before putting on my dress, I decide to get a quick shower and fix my hair. When I look in the mirror, I realize why Victoria told me to fix it. It’s in a messy bun from when I went to sleep, but it has fallen down and my hair is sticking up all over.

Did she really think I would go in public like this?

Honestly, she thinks very little of me.

Not that I’ve tried very hard to get to know her. Or any of them, to be fair. I’ve stayed in my room, only coming out to get food. Maybe I should actually try.

I quickly curl my hair, leaving it down. I’m having a really good hair day today. My mom is convinced that good hair days must run in our family, and I wonder if she was onto something because my hair always curls and styles so easily.

Once my hair is done, I slip on the fancy dress and struggle with the zipper in the back. I can’t zip it all the way up, so when I hear somebody in the hallway, I open my door and my gaze hones in on Damon.

Damon is in the hallway.

“Hey, can you zip my dress up?” I turn around without waiting for an answer.

I feel his hand on my back, touching the fabric on my dress, then he starts zipping it up. He's careful not to touch my skin with his. It isn’t until he started zipping my dress that I realized how awkward this would be for him. I never seem to think things through.

When he’s done, I spin around. Damon’s cheeks are red, and I feel bad. I think I embarrassed him.

“Thanks.” I bite my lip.

“No problem.” He looks at my dress, then at the ground. “You look… amazing. That dress… and the hair…”

I grin. “Thanks. You look nice too.”

And he does.

He’s wearing a pair of black fitted jeans and a polo shirt.

“Am I going to be over dressed?” I smooth my hands over my dress. “Victoria said to wear this.”

“No.” He shakes his head. “I mean, maybe, but it looks really good on you. You’re going to turn heads.”

“Really?” I ask, hating how breathless I sound.

All it takes is one compliment and I’m literally putty in his hands.

“Absolutely,” he says. “Do you need a ride?”

I shake my head. “Victoria bought me a car. A really expensive car. I haven’t even driven it yet. It feels weird that she just gave it to me.”

“Reign, don’t worry about it. They’ve got a lot of money—more than they know what to do with.” He rubs his hands on the back of his neck. “Besides, you deserve a car.”

I deserve a car?

For what?

I’ve done nothing that makes me deserve a car. I mean, I’ve been a good kid my whole life. I’ve always listened to my mom and I make good grades in school, but lots of kids do those things.

“I’ll see you at brunch.” He nods his head at me.

“Okay. See ya.”

I watch as Damon leaves. And, okay, maybe I check him out. Who wouldn’t?

I’ve decided it’s definitely not weird because we’re not actually related.

Damon turns his head and sees me watching him. He grins at me before turning back around and leaving the hallway.

Oh, my gosh.

I am mortified.

I seriously just got caught checking him out.

I’ll never live this down.




Magnificent creature.




	When I go to park at the country club, I am chased down by a guy.

“Miss, you don’t park your own car,” he gasps out, sounding out of breath.

That’s when I see the valet parking sign

Right.

Embarrassed, I get out of my car.

“Sorry.” My face grows warm.

“Do you have ID?” he asks. “Are you a member here?”

“I’m here with my aunt,” I say, pulling my driver’s license from my wallet and handing it to him.

“Who is your aunt?” He grabs my ID, looking it over carefully.

“Victoria Arrington,” I answer.

His eyes grow wide as he looks at me. And then he bows at me.

He.

Bows.

At me.

My mouth falls open.

“Right this way, Miss Arrington.”

I grab my license back from him and follow him toward the front door. I wonder what changed—he went from asking for my ID to bowing at me and escorting me to the front door of the building like I’m some sort of princess. This is all very strange.

The guy walks me inside and says something to the hostess. Her eyes also go big and she smiles widely at me.

“Right this way, Miss Arrington.”

I don’t correct her on my name, simply because it’s not worth explaining it to a stranger. The guy leaves, presumably to park my car, and I follow the hostess. We head through crowds of people all eating breakfast—or brunch? Whatever.

Seeing how the people are dressed, I do feel a little over dressed, but then we walk through the crowds to a private table in the back. Victoria and Esteban are already there and right after me, Damon strolls in.

“You look lovely,” Esteban says.

“Thanks.”

“Come sit by me.” Damon motions to the chair next to him, and I move around to the opposite side to sit where he indicated.

I study the remaining empty chairs of the long, rectangular table before I speak up, brows furrowed.

“Are there more people coming?”

“Yeah.” But he doesn’t expand on who will be coming.

“What’s good to eat here?” I ask, opening the menu.

“Literally everything.” His eyes sparkle as he glances at me from over his menu.

Well, that’s good. Cause I like everything.

Eating is my favorite pastime.

I hear the doors to our room open, but I don’t bother peeking up. I’m sure whoever it is, it’s just some of Victoria’s rich friends. Isn’t that why she wanted me to dress up? So I could impress them?

“Who is this magnificent creature?”

Magnificent creature?

Is this guy serious?

A pair of blue eyes meet mine when I raise my head.

I turn from him, rolling my eyes.

“Is this guy serious?” I raise a brow at Damon, and he laughs.

“I’m wounded.” The blue-eyed guy sits down in the seat next to me.

“Is this her?” I hear a woman ask.

The woman who spoke must be this guy’s mom, because she has the same striking blue eyes. There is a man standing next to her, his father, I’m assuming. He looks like his dad and even has the same light blond hair.

“Vivian’s daughter.” Victoria takes a long sip of her wine.

Vivian.

My heart clinches at the mention of my mom.

“Reign Evermore.” I nod my head at them. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Thalia Norwood,” she says, grinning at me. “I’m Kade’s mom.”

Kade.

Why does hear his name make my heart race slightly.

“I’m Pierce,” the older guy adds.

They sit down by Victoria and Esteban, so I turn my attention to the boys that I’m sitting between.

“Kade, I’m assuming?”

He nods. “Reign is a beautiful name. It works for you. You are gorgeous.”

I roll my eyes again.

Is everything out of this guy’s mouth going to be flirty? I mean, I just met the guy and it’s a little too much, even if he is really attractive.

“Are you this flirty with everybody?” I ask.

Damon laughs.

Kade narrows his eyes, looking behind me at Damon.

“Reign, meet Kade. He’s one of my best friends.” A smirk quirks Damon’s lips. “And yes, he is this flirty with all the girls.”

I turn my attention to Kade again. “Kade, it’s lovely to meet you. I’m new to town and could use some friends.”

He grins. “We can be friends.”

Friends.

I hope he means that because I desperately need friends right now.

“How are you liking Vegas so far?” Kade asks.

I shrug. “I haven’t seen much of it. I’ve mostly been at home. Victoria bought me a car, but I don’t even know where to go.”

“I’m having a party next weekend. You should come.” He opens his own menu and begins to look over the items.

I grin. “Really?”

“Yeah.”

“I’ll be there too,” Damon says. “Kade throws the best parties.”

“Plus, you’ll get to meet a lot of the people we hang out with. Where will you be going to school?” Kade asks, then looks at Damon for the answer.

“She is going to our school.”

“Really?”

“What’s wrong with your school?” I ask, darting my gaze between the two of them.

“It’s… very elite. They don’t let a lot of people in.” Kade looks warily from Damon to me. “I’m just surprised.”

An elite school?

What the heck are they even talking about?

“What kind of school am I going to?” I ask.

“Don’t worry about it, Reign.” Damon waves a hand.

But I do worry.

“I’m not going to fit in at some fancy private school.” My words come out in a rush and breathing is suddenly very difficult. “I was homeschooled, so I’m already nervous enough about going to a school with other people.”

“I was homeschooled until the ninth grade,” Kade says. “That’s when I started this school.”

“Same.” Damon shrugs.

“You were both homeschooled?”

They nod.

Strange.

I haven’t met a lot of homeschooled kids. There were groups in St. Louis, but I never went to any of them. Mom and I have always kind of stuck to ourselves. It’s cool that Damon and Kade both grew up with a similar situation.

Well… except the whole being rich thing. I can’t relate to that.

Somehow, having this small connection between us makes me feel a lot better… less overwhelmed.

Maybe things here won’t be so bad. Especially if I do end up being friends with Kade and Damon.

“My only worry is that the girls at school are going to hate you,” Kade says.

“Why would they hate me?”

“Because of what you are.” His eyes scan my body slowly. “I mean, you can’t help it. Guys are just attracted to you. You literally ooze sex appeal.”

My mouth falls open. “What… the… actual…”

“Dude, not cool,” Damon warns.

“What? It’s not like she doesn’t know.” Kade shrugs. “I’m sure guys throw themselves at you all the time. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“What are you talking about?” I’m on the verge of freaking out.

Why would he say this to me?

I mean, it’s true… about the guys throwing themselves at me. But I always turn the guys down. I’m not… like that.

“You know,” he says, waving a hand in front of my body.

“I can’t help how I look,” I say, tears filling my eyes.

“Is everything okay down there?” Victoria asks. She’s looking at me as she says it and her eyes are narrowed.

I wipe the tears from under my eyes. “I’m fine. I’m just not feeling well. May I be excused?”

I don’t wait for an answer. I just get up, leaving the table before we even order food. I don’t even care that I’ll probably be in a lot of trouble later. I just can’t sit there and listen to Kade talk to me like that anymore.

And to think… I thought we were going to be friends.


Friday, August 9

Beautiful.




Aside from Damon checking on me to make sure I was okay after Sunday brunch, nobody has talked to me all week. Not even Victoria, who I assumed would be by to yell at me, has said one word to me. I’m not sure what is worse—her anger or her silent treatment.

On Friday, the silent treatment is broken when Victoria shows up at my door. She’s not alone. There are two people with her that I’ve never met.

“Um, hi.” I give them a little wave.

Victoria doesn’t respond, she just walks into my room.

“Frank and Sasha,” Victoria says, pointing at the two people behind her. “This is my niece, Reign.”

“She’s gorgeous,” Frank says.

“Stunning,” Sasha agrees.

Sasha has a Russian accent, I think. It sounds Russian.

“Frank is going to be fixing your hair, Sasha is doing your makeup,” Victoria explains. “I’m going to lay out your outfit for you. Damon will be giving you a ride tonight.”

“A ride? Where? What’s going on?” I push a piece of hair behind my ear.

“We’re going to a party, dear. It’s a black and white party.” She crosses her arms. “It’s for charity. There will be auctions and such, but that doesn’t matter. It’s basically just an excuse for everyone to get together.”

I start to ask another question, but she’s already half-way inside my closet before I can utter a word.

“What is a black and white party?” I address Frank, who is pushing me toward a chair in front of my mirror.

“It’s a formal party where you wear black or white.” He pats the chair, so I sit as directed.

Right. Okay. So, is this how the point one percent lives? They throw parties with color schemes and pay people to fix their hair and makeup?

I mean, I don’t mind having somebody fix my hair. Frank seems to know what he’s doing. He’s currently sectioning it off. Sasha is sitting on the couch, filing her nails—I guess she’s waiting her turn. I don’t know.

“This dress.” Victoria holds up a white lace dress. It’s really pretty but on the short side. The kind of dress my mom would kill me if she saw me wearing it.

But then again… my mom abandoned me. She doesn’t have a say in what I wear, so I’m going to put it on.

Maybe wearing something to spite somebody else isn’t the best choice, but I’m allowed to be upset about my mom leaving me with a stranger. Even if Victoria isn’t a stranger to my mom, she is a stranger to me.

“These shoes.” She comes back out of the closet with a pair of white heels. They’re beautiful, but they look extremely uncomfortable. “They’re silk, so be careful not to stain them. The dress too. It’s expensive.”

I nod.

I will be extra careful.

She goes back into my closet and comes back out with a necklace. I didn’t even realize I had jewelry in there. I really should look through all the drawers in my closet.

“This necklace,” she says, putting it on my bed with the dress and shoes. “I’m going to go get ready myself. Frank, Sasha, if you need anything, you know where to find me.”

Victoria turns and walks out of the room, leaving me with complete strangers.

“You have gorgeous hair.” Frank wraps a small section around the curling wand. “Too beautiful to be put up. I’m going to leave it down tonight so everyone will be jealous of how beautiful you are.”

I grin. “Thanks.”

I like Frank.

He’s older—probably in his late fifties. While we talk, I find out he’s been married to the same woman for thirty years and that they have five children together and now they have fifteen grandchildren. He’s been doing hair his whole life—he and his wife own a salon together. It’s a passion they both enjoy, which makes me happy. It gives me hope that someday I will find my own happy-ever-after.

I know I’m only seventeen. I have plenty of time to settle down. But sometimes I worry that no guy will ever be able to see me for me and not just for how I look.

I don’t get what is so great about me anyway—there are a lot of pretty girls in the world. What makes guys so drawn to me? I don’t want them to be drawn because of the way I look. I want them to be drawn to my personality or my brain.

Someday, I will find love. Like my mom.

Mom always told me the story of how she met my dad. It was a love at first sight kind of thing. They were both fresh out of high school and they met at a concert. She said they got married within a week and it was a whirlwind. She said she never regretted it because she knew he was the only one for her. He passed away when I was a baby. I don’t remember him at all. I wish I did. All I know is that my mom missed him terribly. She never remarried or even tried to date anybody else. It must have been a really powerful love.

Two hours later, my hair is done, my makeup is done, and I am in the most expensive dress I’ve ever seen. At least, it feels expensive.

Victoria really loves clothes.

I stare at myself in the mirror and I can’t help but think I look like a model. I’m definitely tall enough to be one in these heels.

I feel beautiful.

Usually, I don’t dress up. I tend to think maybe I’ll get less attention if I wear baggy clothes or messy hair, but it never works. But I like the way I look and the way I feel when I dress up, so why don’t I do this more often?

So, I decide… from now on, it doesn’t matter what anybody else thinks of me. It only matters what I think of myself. And if I want to wear a pretty dress and fix my hair then I’m going to do it. Other people are going to think what they want to regardless. I might as well look fabulous while they judge me.




Mad.




I’m mad at Damon.

I know I shouldn’t be, but I am.

He hasn’t said one word to me since Sunday—not since he checked on me after brunch. I really thought that we were going to be friends. Then again, I also thought Kade was going to be my friend before he said all those horrible things, so maybe I’m not the best person to judge the situation.

I didn’t really have friends in St. Louis. I was kind of friends with a few people I worked with, but not really. We’d only talk at work, and even then the girls I worked with only liked me when guys weren’t there. The second a guy showed up, I felt like they were trying to compete with me, but I never wanted to compete! They could have all the guys; I wasn’t interested. And the guys that I worked with were always too flirty. It was frustrating. Even when I straight up told them I wasn’t interested, it didn’t seem to deter them. After a few weeks, my manager caught on and only scheduled me with girls. I was thankful for that.

There is a knock on my door and my heart picks up speed because I know it’s him.

I take a deep breath before walking over and opening my door.

Damon is wearing an all black suit, of course. And he looks amazing. My eyes slowly scan his body and my face warms when I realize that I’m checking him out, but he’s doing the same thing to me.

“You look… wow.” His eyes are wide, and his mouth is slightly agape.

“Thanks. You look handsome,” I say. “I like the suit.”

He shrugs. “Victoria wanted it, so Dad made me.”

“I think a man wearing a suit is sexy.”

Oh, my God.

Did I seriously just say that?

I clear my throat. “Uh, we should go, right? We don’t want to be late.”

I don’t actually know what time the party starts, but I assume it’s soon. It’s almost eight o’clock and I wonder if we’re actually already late.

“Everybody always comes late to these kinds of things.” He shrugs.

“How bad is tonight going to be on a scale of one to ten?” I run my hands down the front of my dress. “One meaning best time ever and ten meaning I’m going to be some kind of weird virgin sacrifice.”

He laughs. “I don’t think they could use you as a virgin sacrifice.”

“What the heck? Does everybody think I’m some kind of super slut or something?”

“No. We just… know that your kind has needs, you know. No shame,” he says.

“Last time I checked, I was definitely still a virgin. But if you want to think that I sleep with every guy I see because I have needs, whatever.” I have never even kissed a guy for goodness sake, but he doesn’t need to know that.

“That’s not what I meant. I’m sorry.” He grimaces. “That came out way wrong. And I didn’t know you were a virgin. That’s cool.”

“Whatever. Let’s just go,” I huff.

I seriously want to know why everybody thinks that I will just sleep with anybody. First that Kade guy thought it and now Damon does. Why would they think that? And they keep saying ‘your kind.’ Do they mean poor? Certainly they don’t think poor people just have sex with everybody all the time.

I don’t wait for Damon to apologize anymore. Instead, I head out of my room and down the hallway.

“I’m really sorry that I implied that you sleep around.” Damon’s voice is quiet as he speaks, and I sneak a glance at him. “That was rude. You can’t help who you are. I think it’s cool that you fight your urges. You don’t have to, you know.”

“What the heck do you mean by that? I can’t help who I am?” I throw my hands up. “You make it sound like I’m some sort of sex addict. Clearly, I’m not.”

“No, I just mean because you’re a succubus.”

I laugh. “Yeah, okay. And next you’re going to tell me you’re a vampire. Good one.”

Damon doesn’t say anything more, so I just keep walking until we get to his car. He opens the passenger side door for me.

“I can open my own door.”

“I know. I just wanted to open it for you,” Damon says, standing by my door.

I want to slam the door, but he’s blocking me from being able to shut it.

“I’m sorry about what I said. Clearly, I was mistaken.” He frowns as he looks at me. “I realize now why you were so offended. I promise you, I did not mean to offend you by what I said. It’ll all make sense someday. I guess I’ll talk to Victoria. I bet she has no idea you don’t know.”

“Know what?”

“Everything.”

I turn and face forward, crossing my arms over my chest.

“I’m sorry.” Damon reaches a hand out to touch me, but I jerk away from him before his skin can touch mine.

“Whatever, Damon.” My lips set in a firm line. “Let’s just go.”

He sighs, but eventually shuts the door and walks around to climb in the driver’s side. I don’t look at him the entire drive there. Honestly, I’m just hurt that he thinks so little of me. Maybe I was delusional to think that I could ever be friends with a guy. They all think the same thing about me.




Money and power.




As soon as we get to the party, Damon and I part ways. I know he feels bad about what he said, as he should, but maybe I’m overreacting. He did say he was sorry. But for now, I just want space from him. We’ll talk later and I’m sure I’ll forgive him.

The party is in a mansion—of course it is. Everybody seems to live in a mansion around here, so I’m not even surprised. People inside stand around sipping champagne. Some girl carrying around a tray offers me one, but I shake my head. I’m only seventeen and the legal drinking age in America is twenty-one. I honestly can’t believe she even offered.

“I would’ve taken it. These parties are dull and the only thing I look forward to is the alcohol.”

A guy walks up beside me and I’m surprised because he’s taller than me, even in my four-inch heels. That never happens.

Is everybody in Vegas super tall or something? Geez, what do they put in the water?

“Oh, wow. You’re a succubus. So… alluring.” He grins, his eyes raking over my dress.

He’s the second person today to call me a succubus.

At least he says it like it’s a compliment.

“Hi, I’m Tytin Bergstrom, but everybody calls me Ty.”

“Hi, Ty. I’m Reign Evermore.”

“Did I see you come in with Damon Arrington?”

I nod. “My aunt is married to his dad.”

“Oh, so he’s your cousin. Good,” he says with a smile tilting his lips.

“Good?”

“I was worried you were together or something.” 

“Oh. He’s not really my cousin,” I explain. “I kind of just met the guy, to be honest. Even though we live in the same house, he’s barely talked to me.”

“If you lived in my house, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off you.”

My heart races at his words.

I would very much like to live in the same house as this guy.

Ty is gorgeous. He’s got dark brown, messy hair that I find myself wanting to run my fingers through. And his eyes… they’re hazel, kind of. But they’re also kind of green and gold. He has flecks of different colors throughout, and I feel like I could stare into his eyes all day just trying to memorize the pattern.

I back away from Ty though. Because as attracted to him as I am, I don’t know the guy.

“You’re very flirty,” I say.

“And you’re… not,” he counters, raising an eyebrow. “I thought succubi were supposed to be all… seductive.”

“Maybe I’m just a really bad succubus.”

I mean, if everybody is just going to call me a succubus, I’m going to roll with it. Why not?

“I doubt that.” He takes a sip of his champagne. “What brings you to Vegas?”

“I just came to stay with my aunt for a while.” It’s definitely a better answer than telling him my mom abandoned me and I have no other choice but to come here.

“Do you like it?”

I shrug. “I’m kind of… bored. And lonely.”

“We should hang out then. I can definitely think of something to occupy our time.” He raises his eyebrow suggestively.

“You can show me around town.” I grin, excited about the prospect of having a friend. “I haven’t had a good cup of coffee since I got here. And I don’t know where anything is. Victoria bought me a car and I’ve only driven it once.”

“I can’t believe your cousin hasn’t shown you around.”

“Damon is not my cousin.” I may be protesting too much, but I can’t help it.

He grins. “He’s kind of your cousin.”

Nope. I refuse to accept that, because I would never be attracted to my cousin, and I’m very attracted to Damon.

Not that I have any cousins….

Besides, we’re not related.

“This is a really fancy house.” I motion with my hand as I attempt to change the subject away from Damon and me.

“Not as fancy as the one you live in.” He shrugs, glancing around the house dismissively.

I shrug. “It’s my aunt’s house, not mine.”

“This is my house,” he admits. “Well, my dad’s house. But it will be mine someday.”

“This is where you live?” I ask, looking around.

“Yeah.”

I am not sure I will ever get used to the world I was thrust into.

“Isn’t your mom a really important person? I’m sure your house was nice too,” he says.

I shake my head. “My mom was a medical transcriptionist. We weren’t exactly rich.”

Ty tilts his head to the side, studying me. “I’m really confused. Your aunt is Victoria Arrington, right?”

“Yes,” I say. “I get why you’d be confused, since my aunt is rich. But I didn’t know her before I moved here. Actually, I didn’t even know I had an aunt.”

I don’t know why I’m telling a stranger all this, but I feel like I need to explain myself. I feel like people need to know why I don’t fit in here.

Or do I?

I certainly look like I fit in.

But I don’t act like it.

I’m a fraud in designer shoes.

“I’m glad you’re here.” His eyes sparkle with humor. “You’re just what we need around here. Things were getting boring.”

“Thanks.” I think.

“I want to show you something.” He stands taller, if that’s possible, and motions with a head nod over his shoulder. “Come with me.”

He starts walking through the crowds of people, so I follow him. Maybe it’s not smart to go off with a stranger, but I feel comfortable with Ty. Plus, if he tries anything I could always beat him with my four inch heels.

I follow Ty up two different staircases and eventually we end up on his roof.

“This is awesome,” I breathe out.

The roofs in St. Louis are not flat. They can’t be because of the rain and snow. I think I prefer the weather here, even if it is really hot.

I follow him over to the edge and we look down at his front lawn. I see cars are still pulling up—lots of them actually.

“Everybody likes to arrive fashionably late to make an entrance,” he muses.

“I’d love to see one of those women trip over their heels.”

He grins. “You and me both.”

“I don’t usually wear heels,” I admit. “Victoria picked out my outfit. I prefer jeans.”

His eyes scan my body. “This dress looks amazing on you.”

“Thanks,” I say, my face growing warm at his compliment.

I’m not used to this—a guy that I actually like paying attention to me.

It’s too soon to say if I like Ty or not, but he’s definitely nice. And I’m attracted to him.

I’ve never really been attracted to guys before I moved here. I mean, there were celebrities I thought were cute, or maybe even a guy I’d see at the mall would be cute, but I’ve never felt the way I do here. I almost feel drawn to Ty.

Not just Ty… Damon and Kade too. Even if I’m mad at the two of them I can’t deny the pull that I feel.

“I really don’t belong here,” I sigh out, as I watch a blonde girl about my age step out of a really nice car. She’s gorgeous—like somebody you’d see on a runway and not somebody you’d see at a party. I know looks aren’t everything, but it’s more than just how she looks. She just… belongs here. Me, not so much.

“You belong here just as much as the rest of us,” Ty says. “The girl down there… she’s the actual worst. She’s so vain and full of herself.”

“She’s really pretty.”

“Really? I don’t see it. But maybe that’s because I’ve known her my whole life and I don’t see her for what she looks like.” He looks at me. “She is going to hate you simply because you’re prettier than her.”

“I am not.” I roll my eyes, looking up at him.

“Are you kidding? Nobody can beat a succubus, everybody knows it.”

“Why does everybody keep calling me a succubus?” I throw up my hands. “Aren’t succubi, like, demons or something? I’m not a demon. I’m human.”

He looks at me with his mouth open, not saying anything for a few seconds.

“For one,” he says, “a succubus isn’t a demon. That’s a myth. And second, you are far too beautiful to be human.”

My face grows warm once again.

If I hang out with him for very long, my cheeks will be permanently pink.

“We should join the rest of the party.” He runs his hand over his jaw and then indicates I should follow. “I just wanted a moment alone with you.”

I have no idea what I’m doing here—I feel like I’m drowning in a sea of money and power, but I’m kind of okay with it.

What is wrong with me?




Ruined.




Ty and I hang out for a little longer before he’s called away by somebody else. I’m really glad that I met him. He’s made me feel like maybe it’s possible for me to have friends here. Maybe. But then again, Ty doesn’t look at me like he wants to be just friends.

I’ve always been put off by men. How they act around me is always super unsettling. And girls… I don’t know what it is, but they’re always jealous. I hate it. I just want to make a friend.

Here, I feel like I could do that. Even Damon could be my friend, if he would stop saying such stupid things. And Kade too, for that matter.

As I walk through the crowd, I search for a familiar face and don’t see any. I eventually just decide to stand against the wall away from people. Still, they look at me. Some with curiosity, some with disgust, and some with… lust. I know that look all too well.

“Are you the skank who was talking to my boyfriend?”

I don’t even have to look to know that whoever is talking is definitely talking to me.

I look up to see the blonde girl that I watched get out of the car earlier… the one I thought was so pretty, but Ty assured me she wasn’t.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I say. “But I’m sorry. Just point out your boyfriend and I’ll stay away from him.”

“Ty Bergstrom is mine,” she says.

I don’t know why, but hearing this girl say that Ty is hers angers me. I can usually keep my cool. People have said a lot of horrible things about me, but this… it’s too much.

“Does he know that?” I ask, now smiling.

She’s delusional.

Absolutely delusional.

She doesn’t respond though. Instead, she just throws her glass of red wine all over me. A red stain appears on the front of my very white dress, the same dress Victoria told me to be careful with. Then the girl storms off, leaving me with a puddle of red wine under my feet.

My white satin shoes are ruined.

My dress in ruined.

And now everybody is staring at me.

Tears press against the back of my eyes. I’m usually stronger than this. She’s not the first girl to throw a drink on me. It’s happened a few times at the coffee shop when a girl thought I was flirting with her boyfriend. Even if I didn’t say a word, girls would still react. I don’t know what it is about me that makes them hate me so much, but they do.

Before I can break down in front of a bunch of strangers, Damon walks through the crowd toward me.

“Come on,” he says in a gentle tone, grabbing onto my hand to pull me from the party.

When our skin touches, something… changes. I feel the air around me crackle and my skin feels like it’s on fire. My heart is pounding fast, and I feel… good. So good.

I dart my gaze to Damon, wondering what this means. He’s looking at me. His gaze is so intense that I want to look away, but I couldn’t look away even if I tried.

“Mine,” he says.

But his lips don’t move.

Still, it was clearly his voice and I’m losing it.

Damon, with his hand still holding onto mine, starts to walk again, pulling me from the party and from the watchful eyes of others. For a moment, I’d forgotten that other people were even in there. I’d forgotten about the mean girl who’d thrown her drink on me. It was just Damon and me.

But now that we’re walking again, I remember. And once again, tears threaten to fall and panic rises inside me. I’m on the verge of breaking down.

When we get outside, we have to wait for the valet to bring Damon’s car around. He doesn’t let go of my hand, and I’m grateful for that. I’m pretty sure his hand is the only thing that is keeping me from falling apart right now.

I’m so mad at that girl. I was actually having a decent night. Why did she have to ruin it?

Well… I suppose it wasn’t really that great. Damon and I got into a fight right before we went in. Yes, meeting Ty was a pretty cool highlight, but that girl…

I’ve never hated anybody—ever. There is always good to see in people, but there is none in that girl. She’s purely evil.

Now I understand why Ty called her ugly. Because on the inside, she is the ugliest person I’ve ever met.

“Are you okay?” Damon asks.

It’s the first thing he’s really said, other than when he wanted me to go with him.

Well, I suppose he did say ‘mine.’

Or did he?

I’m still confused about that.

“I’m fine,” I say, but my voice is shaking, and my lip is quivering.

He doesn’t say anything, he just pulls me into his arms, hugging me tightly.

I didn’t realize how much I needed a hug until his arms were around me.

Damon doesn’t let me go until they pull his car around. Even then, he helps me get into the car and only lets go so he can walk around to the driver’s side. Then he grabs onto my hand and doesn’t release it the entire drive home.




Sorry.




Not long after I get home and take a shower, Victoria comes into my room.

She’s furious—not just about my dress, but about the scene that I made at the party. I try to tell her it wasn’t my fault, but she won’t listen. She just slams the door to my room and storms away.

I lie down on my bed and allow myself to cry. Not just because of the girl who threw her drink on me and not just because of Victoria—it’s also because I miss my mom. I don’t know why she left me. I don’t know why she sent me here. But it isn’t fair. I really need my mom right now. She’s the only one who would understand.

There is a knock on my door, but I ignore it and just sob into my pillow.

The sound of my door opening reaches my ears, but I don’t look up until my bed dips. Damon climbs into bed with me. I should protest, but I could really use a hug right now.

Damon pulls me into his embrace and lets me cry on him. He doesn’t say anything. He just gently strokes my hair with one hand and holds me close to him with the other. It’s exactly what I need.

“I’m sorry,” he murmurs after a while.

“Sorry for what?” I sniffle.

“Everything.” He hugs me closer. “What that girl did. What I said before the party… all of it. I’m also sorry that I haven’t talked to you much since you got here. I thought you wanted space, but I see now that it was the wrong thing to do. I promise I won’t ignore you anymore.”

I don’t know what to say, so I don’t say anything at all.

How can he know me so well considering we’ve only had a handful of interactions?

“I know you’re mad at Kade after what he said, but I think you should still come to the party at his house tomorrow,” Damon says. “That girl won’t be there. It’ll just be some of the kids from school. I think it would be nice for you to meet them before school starts.”

“I don’t know…”

“I’ll be with you the whole time,” he says. “I promise not to leave your side.”

I nod. “Okay. I’ll go.”

I feel his lips on my forehead and I sigh, leaning even closer to him.

I know I shouldn’t feel this way about him. I know I shouldn’t have a crush on him. But I can’t help how I feel.

I don’t care that he’s my aunt’s husband’s son. We’re not actually related. And I’m pretty certain he feels the same as me. Even though I’m not going to act on it, I have feelings for this guy.

With that in mind, I let myself drift off to sleep with my head on his chest.

I don’t think I’ve ever slept better in my life.


Saturday, August 10

Interesting.




Damon is still in my bed when I wake up. I don’t know why, but I expected him to be gone. The fact that he’s still here… I don’t know why, but it just feels good. He asks me if I’m all right, and I tell him yes. I’m honestly better than all right. Then he leaves my room to get a shower, telling me that he’ll see me that afternoon.

And I am on cloud nine.

He stayed.

And he wants to hang out with me tonight.

For the first time in a long time, I feel like I belong.

I belong here.

I belong in Vegas.

There is a rightness to that statement that settles over me.

I almost feel guilty for being happy. My mom left me. I still don’t understand why. Shouldn’t I be looking for her or something?

Her note said not to look for her. But she’s my mom. Why wouldn’t I look for her? What if she was kidnapped and somebody forced her to write that note?

Okay, maybe now I’m being silly.

There is a knock on my door, so I yell for whoever it is to come in. I’m in the bathroom, fixing my hair. I’m surprised when I see Victoria walk in. I wonder if she is here to yell at me more over last night.

That dress.

And the shoes.

They’re ruined.

Victoria walks towards the bathroom and stands in the doorway.

“I’m sorry about last night,” I tell her. “I’ll find a way to pay you back for the dress and shoes. I honestly didn’t do anything to that girl. She said I talked to her boyfriend, but I didn’t.”

Victoria waves a hand. “Don’t worry about it. It happens. You’ll find that it happens to Evermore women a lot. It’s probably not the first time that has happened to you.”

I shake my head. “Coffee is impossible to get out.”

She grins. “See. It’s not your fault.”

That’s not what she said last night but okay. If she’s being nice to me today, I’ll take it.

Honestly, I don’t know what Victoria’s deal is. It’s like she can’t decide if she likes me or hates me. I guess today is a ‘likes me’ kind of day. Being around Victoria makes me feel closer to my mom. Maybe because they look so much alike—or maybe because they act alike. Not the whole hot and cold thing, but whenever Victoria is being nice, she acts so much like my mom.

“What are you doing today?” Victoria asks.

“Um… tonight I am going to a pool party at Kade Norwood’s house. He invited me last weekend,” I say. “I figured I should give him another chance.”

She grins. “Good. Kade is a good kid. I’m sure whatever he said to upset you so much he didn’t mean. He probably just has a crush on you or something.”

A crush on me? Is she insane?

The people here are beautiful. Much more attractive than me. So, I don’t see how he or anybody else would choose me.

“Do you want to go shopping?” Victoria asks. “Maybe we can get you a cute new bikini to wear tonight.”

She wants to go shopping with me?

As in spend time with me?

“Sure,” I say, as I curl the last piece of my hair. “Can we get some coffee? I could really use a latte.”

“Oh, right. Your mom said you worked at a coffee shop.” 

“You’ve heard from my mom?” I ask, turning off my curling iron. A spark of hope filters through me.

“Not since you’ve been here,” she says. “But we used to talk once a week. She would update me on you. And she sent me pictures a lot.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

I don’t know why, but hearing her say that makes me feel… completely speechless. I mean, my mom didn’t talk about Victoria to me at all. I just assumed that they were estranged. The fact that they talked and that my mom sent her pictures of me… it’s a complete surprise.

“I didn’t think you even liked me.” My tone lowers as I make my admission.

“I worry about you being here, is all,” she says. “I’m worried about my sister. And I see the way Damon looks at you, the way you look at him. I worry that you’re going to break his heart.”

Me? Break his heart?

I wonder how ‘worried’ she would be if she knew Damon slept in here last night. Nothing happened but him comforting me.

Maybe she’s right to be worried about us.

“You’ve got it backwards.” I bark out a laugh. “If anybody is going to have a broken heart, it would be me.”

“We Evermore women can be… addicting,” she says. “I’m sure you, of all people, know that. I’m sure you’ve broken plenty of hearts.”

I shrug. “I’ve never had a boyfriend.”

She raises an eyebrow. “Really?”

I nod.

“Interesting,” she muses. “Well, we should get going.”

I follow her to her car, the entire time wondering what she means…

Why is it ‘interesting’ that I’ve never had a boyfriend before? I’m only seventeen. Plenty of girls my age decide to focus on other things, like school. Not all girls need a boyfriend.

Plus, before moving here, I never met a guy I was interested in dating.

Before Damon.

And Kade.

And Ty, for that matter.

Perhaps she’s right. Maybe I will break Damon’s heart.

I promise myself that I’ll try not to. Before I date him… or anybody… I will first figure out what it is I feel for the others. It’s only fair.




You don’t know.




I look at myself in the mirror. For the first time ever, I truly feel beautiful. Not because of what somebody else thinks of me, but because I think it about myself.

My long, auburn hair is still curled from this morning. It hasn’t fallen, which doesn’t surprise me. My hair has always held a curl well. I just usually don’t fix it because I hate getting noticed.

I’m wearing a new bikini that Victoria and I picked out. It’s all white, which looks really good against my tanned skin. Over my bikini, I have on a white cover-up, which is a dress. It goes down to my mid-thigh. Normally, I would never show off my legs, but being here makes me feel bolder.

I am dressing this way for me. This is how I’ve always wanted to dress, but I was always too scared. I get attention no matter what I wear—sweatpants, a messy bun, and a baggy hoodie does nothing to deter attention. Still, I’d felt better in those things. Like if I wore those clothes, maybe I wouldn’t get as much attention.

There’s a knock on my door and I know it’s Damon. My heart beats faster in anticipation.

“Hey,” I say, when I open the door.

“Hi.” His gaze skims down my body, and my face warms as he checks me out. His eyes linger a while on my legs. I don’t know why, but it makes me feel giddy. Like… maybe he really is attracted to me.

I am so very attracted to Damon. I forget just how attracted I am until we’re together.

This boy has my heart and he doesn’t even know it.

“Are you ready to go?”

I nod. “But can I drive?” I ask, as we make our way down the hall. “Victoria bought me a really expensive car, and I’ve only driven it once. I kind of feel bad that it’s just collecting dust in the garage.”

“I could drive your car,” he offers.

“Or… I could drive it,” I say. “I haven’t really gotten to know the area very well. Every time I’ve gone somewhere, somebody else is driving me. It’d be nice to learn how to get places.”

“Sure.” He shrugs. “Kade only lives half a mile from here, though. Honestly, if it wasn’t so hot, we could walk.”

The thought of walking in this heat…

It’s still over one hundred degrees today. It’s nice inside, where we have a good air conditioner and tinted windows that keep the heat of the sun out, but once we step outside, I know it’ll be hard to breathe.

At least it’s a pool party. We’ll be able to stay cool in the water.

When we get to the garage, Damon hops into the passenger seat. I can tell he doesn’t like the fact that I’m driving. I get the feeling that Damon is the kind of guy who likes to be in control of everything, so the fact that he’s riding with me says a lot.

“This is a nice car,” he says.

I grin. “I like it.”

“It has a lot of room.” He glances in the back. “It’d be a great road trip car.”

“I’ve never been on a road trip.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. But I’m from St. Louis. We’re in the middle of nothing. Anytime we wanted to go somewhere, we would just fly.”

Damon gives me directions to Kade’s house, which is literally one house over from ours. It takes less than a minute to drive there.

I’m not surprised to see that his driveway is already full of people. We’re a little late, but I prefer being late today.

“I hope nobody here was at the party last night,” I mumble, shifting uneasily in my seat.

“Most of them were there,” Damon admits. “But don’t worry, Jaqueline won’t be here.”

“Jaqueline… the girl who threw her drink on me?”

He nods.

“Why will she not be here?”

“Because Kade can’t stand her. Actually, neither can Ty or me.”

“Are the three of you friends?”

“They’re my best friends,” he says. “We have been since birth, pretty much.”

We get out of the car and I follow him toward the back of the house.

“That girl… Jaqueline… she alluded to the fact that Ty is her boyfriend.” I dart a glance at Damon’s face, not entirely sure if I want to hear his answer to my next question. “Did they used to date or something?”

Damon laughs. “No. She probably wishes. He wouldn’t give her the time of day.”

“Why not?”

“You met her… she threw a drink on you. Does that not answer your question?”

“She’s pretty… beautiful.”

He stops and turns toward me. “Next to you, she pales in comparison. Plus, you’re not just beautiful on the outside. You’re stunning on the inside too.”

His words take my breath away.

“Look, Jaqueline dated Ty’s older brother. She did it thinking she could get closer to Ty. I guess his brother thought the same as you… that she was beautiful.” Damon shakes his head and heaves out a sigh, pausing briefly before he continues. “She broke his heart. Ty hates her because of that. She will never get him. She’s just jealous because Ty likes you.”

“He does?” I ask in a quiet voice.

Damon nods. “So does Kade. He feels really bad about what he said last weekend. He didn’t realize that you don’t know.”

“Don’t know what?”

“Never mind.” He grabs my hand and pulls me along with him.

I wonder what I don’t know, but that thought is pushed aside as we walk through the gate that leads to Kade’s backyard.




Two truths and a lie.




Damon is right. I don’t see the girl who threw her drink on me anywhere. There are other girls though. And every one of them look like they want to throw their drink on me, or worse. I try to ignore them. They truly aren’t worth my time.

Instead, I focus on Damon, who still hasn’t let go of my hand.

“Reign, you came.”

I turn around and see Kade standing behind me. He’s got a huge smile on his face.

“Hey,” I say, returning his smile.

“I didn’t think you’d come after how rude I was on Sunday. Sorry about that.”

I shrug. “Don’t worry about it.”

“You look stunning today,” he murmurs as his eyes rake over me.

“Thanks.” My face grows warm at the compliment. Not just because he’s complimenting me, but also because Damon is standing beside me, holding my hand, and I feel weird about Kade flirting with me while I’m holding hands with another guy.

Neither Kade nor Damon seem affected though.

Who am I to object if they don’t have a problem with it?

“You made quite the impression on Ty last night,” Kade says. “He hasn’t stopped talking about you. He should be here soon. He’ll be thrilled to see you.”

“Seriously?” I blink a few times in rapid succession.

I don’t know why, but hearing this makes me feel giddy. I feel like Ty and I really connected last night and I’m glad he felt the same way. I was worried that after that girl threw her drink on me, it would’ve ruined it all. I mean, I did make a huge scene at his party… or his parent’s party, I guess. Still, after how mad Victoria was last night, I figured he would be mad too.

Kade grins, looking at Damon.

“Dude, I told you. Ty is such a freaking ladies’ man.”

“Told him what?” I ask.

“Nothing.” Damon throws a warning look at Kade.

Still, I feel like I’m being left out of the conversation.

“Let’s get you something to drink.” Kade motions for me to come with him. I start to walk, but I look back to make sure Damon is all right. He’s smiling, shaking his head at the two of us.

“I don’t drink,” I tell Kade, as we’re halfway to his outdoor bar.

“Neither do I.” He turns to the person behind the bar. “Two Dr. Peppers.”

The guy passes us two cans and I grab one. “Thanks.”

Kade leads me over to a couch that is under an awning and takes a seat. I sit beside him. I wonder where Damon went, but it’s kind of nice to hang out with Kade too. I haven’t talked to him since Sunday, and I feel bad about how we left things.

“I’m sorry about Sunday.” I shift in my seat slightly to face him a little more. “About running out of there. I was… really offended. But perhaps I overreacted.”

“You didn’t,” he assures me. “It was my bad. I had no idea that you… well, that you don’t know about who you are.”

“What do you mean?” Frustration creeps into my tone. “Everybody keeps saying that, but nobody will clarify.”

He waves a hand. “It’s not a big deal.”

But isn’t it?

“You have beautiful hair.” He leans in and  tugs on the end of my hair. I momentarily forget what we were even talking about. Does it really matter, as long as he keeps looking at me like he is?

“Thank you.” I cast my gaze downward, not wanting to meet the intensity of his eyes.

Kade is… beautiful. There is no other word I feel would be adequate to describe him. But he is absolutely stunning. His eyes are so blue they almost look inhuman.

I feel his hand gently graze my chin and my breath stops.

It’s the first time he’s ever touched me. I don’t know why I know this, but I do. And I have to look at him—I have no choice.

Mine.

I hear him say it, but his lips don’t move. I think maybe I am going crazy… or maybe I’m just crazy for this boy. I don’t know.

This isn’t normal. I shouldn’t have these kinds of feelings for guys that I’ve just met.

Guys.

As if one guy isn’t enough.

“I’ve never met anybody like you before,” he murmurs. “I always knew that it would change my life, I just didn’t realize it would change it so quickly.”

What does he mean?

I’m about to ask him when I hear footsteps coming up behind us.

“Reign.”

I turn around and see Ty standing there, a huge smile on his face. Butterflies fill my stomach once more.

“Ty, hey,” I say.

He sits down on the other side of me, and I have to scoot closer to Kade to make room for him. I’m sitting so close to both of them that my thigh on each side is touching them, and I like it.

Normally, I don’t like being close to anybody. What makes these guys so different?

Kade and Ty’s shorts both keep it from being skin on skin contact though. I don’t know why, I want to reach out and touch Ty—just once. I want to feel his skin against mine, which makes me feel silly.

“I’m really sorry about ruining your party last night.” I’ve been wanting to apologize all day but haven’t known how to. “I suppose I should apologize to your parents too.”

“Apologize for what? You can’t help what Jaqueline did,” Ty says. “After you left, I had her removed from the party. I only wish I had done it sooner. I’m sorry that happened to you.”

I’m honestly surprised he isn’t blaming me.

I bite my lip. “Still… she told me that you’re her boyfriend. I think me talking to you made her jealous.”

“She is not my girlfriend.” He wrinkles his nose as if the thought is disgusting to him. I don’t know why, but the thought of him being disgusted at the thought makes me happy.

I shrug. “I just wanted to be sure.”

“Be sure that Jacqueline doesn’t hold a candle to you.”

Kade clears his throat and my face grows warm.

I’m embarrassed.

I didn’t forget Kade was here, how could I, but it seems Ty has forgotten it. Or maybe he just doesn’t care. I’m thinking the second option considering that he is now smirking.

Kade’s voice is filled with confidence when he speaks up. “He’s not wrong.”

I resist the urge to hide my face, but I do stand up.

Being around just the two of them is a little too intense for me.

“You know, I don’t really know anybody here,” I point out. “Maybe I should get to know them.”

“Why? They’re boring,” Kade says. “You’re far more interesting.”

If my face wasn’t red before, it must be the color of a tomato now.

“I think you’re embarrassing her,” Ty muses.

“Sorry,” Kade mumbles. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“Perhaps she’s right. We should introduce her to everybody,” Ty suggests.

Yes. That is a good idea.

Kade’s face lights up. “How about a game?”

A game?

I can do a game.

A few minutes later, Kade gathers quite a few people in a circle—not everybody is interested but a lot of people are. From the way they’re looking at me, I think they’re mostly coming to play because they’re curious about me.

“We’re going to play Two Truths and a Lie,” Kade announces, then looks at me. “Have you ever heard of it?”

I shake my head.

“The rules are simple,” he says. “It’s in the name of the game. You tell two truths and one lie about yourself and everybody else has to guess which is a lie.”

I nod. “Okay.”

“You go first.”

“Me?” I ask, my face growing warm.

“I’ll go first,” Damon offers, then winks at me.

At least he’s willing to take the heat for me on this one. I mean, I would’ve gone first, but I’d like to see what other people say beforehand. Also, I need to figure out what to say. Until I moved to Vegas, my life was pretty lame. Nothing exciting ever happened. Here… everything is so fresh and fun. Mostly because of Damon, Ty, and Kade, but they don’t need to know that. At least, not yet.

“Earlier in the summer, I went skydiving at the Grand Canyon,” Damon begins.

I didn’t know that was a thing before I moved here—sky diving at the Grand Canyon. But I know from a billboard I’ve seen that it actually is possible. Still, it’s crazy. I don’t know Damon well enough to know if this is the lie.

“I went surfing in Bora Bora three summers ago,” he adds. “And I am desperately attracted to my almost-cousin.”

My face heats up at his last statement.

“You have never been to Bora Bora,” Kade guesses.

“You’re right. It’s on my bucket list,” Damon admits. “Someday, though.”

Wait…

So that means he is attracted to me?

“Reign, your turn,” Ty says, turning to me.

Okay.

Well….

“I’ve never been kissed,” I say. “One time, the plane I was on caught on fire and we had to make an emergency landing. And last year I got stuck on a rollercoaster at Six Flags and it took them three hours to get us off.”

The last one is a lie. It happened—it just happened quite a few years ago and not last year.

“The kiss,” a lot of people say. A few people roll their eyes.

I wonder why this is their first guess. I mean, I guess it’s a little weird that I’m seventeen and never been kissed, but it seems like there are plenty of girls like me out there.

“The rollercoaster is a lie,” I say. “It happened when I was twelve, not last year.”

“You expect us to believe you’ve never been kissed?” some guy sitting on the other side of Damon says.

“It’s the truth,” I say, shrugging my shoulders. “It doesn’t matter if you believe it or not.”

Damon, Ty, and Kade all look at me, disbelief on their faces.

“What? I’ve never had a boyfriend. Or been on a date,” I say.

“Why not? I’m sure guys ask you out all the time,” Kade says.

I shrug. “Never a guy I wanted to say yes to.”

“I didn’t think girls like you were picky,” a girl says, wrinkling her nose.

Honestly, what does she mean like girls like me?

I get up from the circle, mostly because I don’t want to cry in front of these people that I barely know. “I think I’ve had enough of this game.”

I walk away as quickly as I can. I don’t even know where I’m going, I just know that I can’t be around them all anymore.

Girls have always made comments like that to me. I’ve been called a whore more times than I care to remember. I just don’t get it. What makes me so unlikeable? Is it because guys are attracted to me? I can’t help the way I look. Besides, I don’t think I’m that pretty. Not pretty enough to make everybody hate me.

I’ve never had a girl as a friend. Never. Not once. And guys… they’ve never wanted to be just my friend.

When I came here, I hoped things would be different. There are a lot of pretty girls here. All the girls I’ve met have been gorgeous. But it’s still the same. I am the outcast. The girl nobody wants near their boyfriends because they think I’ll steal them.

I wish…

I wish I was normal.

I hear footsteps come up behind me.

“Are you okay?”

It’s Damon.

I turn to face him, not giving him an answer. Instead, I shrug my shoulders.

“I’m sorry about what that girl said.”

“Why does everybody think that I’m that girl?” My voice is shaky.

“They’re just… judgmental.”

“I’m so tired of people thinking that about me.” I cross my arms over my chest, protectively.

“I think it’s cool that you’ve never been kissed.” He puts his hands into his pocket. “People assume you have just because you’re so beautiful.”

I sigh. “I’m just waiting. I know it sounds silly, but I feel like there is somebody out there that is perfect for me. Like, you know, the one. Realistically, I know the first guy I kiss will probably end up being a jerk in the end, but I like the idea of the first guy I kiss being the only guy I kiss.”

“I don’t think that’s silly,” he protests. “I’ve never had a girlfriend before either. Everybody knows that, it’s no secret. But I’ve never kissed a girl either.”

“Really?” I ask, biting my lip.

I don’t know why it surprises me to hear this, but it does. I just assumed…

Damon is a very good-looking guy. I’m sure girls throw themselves at him all the time.

“I’m waiting for my mate,” he admits, a blush rising on his cheeks. “I know a lot of the kids at school don’t, but I wanted to save myself for her.”

“I think that’s really sweet.” I soften my tone. “Whoever you end up with will be very lucky.”

He grins. “You want to go home?”

I nod. “I can order a Lyft or something. Or I can walk. You can take my car home later.”

“Nah, I’ll go with you,” Damon says. “You’re the only reason I wanted to come tonight anyway.”

My heart swells at his words.

Am I really falling for him?


Thursday, August 22

First day.




Today is my first day at my new school.

I never thought I’d be going to an actual school. I’ve always been homeschooled, so I don’t even know what to expect. All I know is that I’m going to a private school. Damon told me there isn’t a dress code, so I’m a little nervous. What am I even supposed to wear?

I wake up extra early to fix my hair and get dressed. I eventually settle on a pair of skinny jeans and a nice top—in movies, kids never dress up to go to school, so I can’t imagine anybody will be too dressed up today.

When I walk out of my room, Damon is walking out of his too. He’s also wearing a pair of jeans, so I feel better about my outfit choice.

“Is this okay?” I ask him, spinning in a circle.

“How do you look hot in everything you wear?” A smile tilts his lips, and I swallow hard at the combination of his words and how gorgeous he is.

Okay.

Yep. Good choice.

I follow him downstairs. Victoria is in the kitchen, talking to the cook.

Victoria doesn’t cook, at least I’ve never seen her cook anything in the almost month that I’ve been here. Honestly, she’d probably break a nail, so I don’t see it ever being something she would bother to do.

“What on earth are you wearing?” Victoria asks, her eyes growing wide as she looks at me.

“Um… jeans,” I answer, looking down at myself to make sure I didn’t accidentally forget to put on pants or something.

“Why would you wear jeans?” She wrinkles her nose. “And where did you find them? I did not buy you jeans.”

“I brought them with me,” I say, shrugging my shoulders. “Damon is wearing jeans.”

“Yeah, but Damon isn’t an Evermore girl either, is he?”

Evermore girl?

Is that supposed to mean something?

I mean, Mom always referred to us as Evermore girls, since it’s our last name, but even she never had a problem with me wearing jeans. In fact, she wore jeans all the time. I don’t understand why Victoria is making such a big deal out of it.

“I’m sure lots of girls will be wearing jeans, Victoria,” Damon interjects. “Actually, probably all of them will. I don’t see what the big deal is. She looks hot.”

Victoria’s face goes completely white. “Reign, you are not leaving the house wearing that.”

My mouth falls open.

Is she serious?

She looks serious.

I look to Damon for help because I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do or say.

“Victoria, you’re making a bigger deal out of this than it needs to be.” Damon straightens up, standing at full height. “She’s fine. And we’re leaving the house now.”

Damon grabs my hand, and I go with him because what else am I supposed to do? Stand there and argue with her?

“Maybe I should change.” I tug on his hand as we head towards the garage. “I don’t want her mad at me. I guess I don’t see what the big deal about wearing jeans is.”

“I don’t know. That was weird, but you shouldn’t change. You look really good in those jeans,” he says. “It doesn’t matter what you wear though. Guys will always look at you.”

I frown. I don’t want guys to be attracted to me like that.

“You want to ride with me today? That way you know where the school is?” he asks.

“Sure.”

It’s pointless to take two vehicles anyway since we’re both going to the same place.

I still worry about my clothes. Maybe I should’ve changed, but it’s too late now.

Besides, if Damon says I’m fine, I think I’ll be okay. He wouldn’t let me wear something that would embarrass me.

The school is only a ten-minute drive from our house, and I am relieved when I see that most of the girls are wearing jeans. A few are wearing skirts or dresses, but the majority are wearing jeans or leggings. I’m glad I won’t stand out.

Well…

I guess I do stand out because I’m new.

Damon walks me to the office so I can get my schedule, and everybody is glaring at me the entire way. I expected people to be curious about me, since I’m new, but I didn’t expect the animosity. I suppose I should’ve known. Girls never like me.

“I got it from here,” I tell him when we stop outside of the office.

“I can go with you,” Damon says. “And walk you to class.”

I want to take him up on his offer, but I also want to be brave. I can do this.

“It’s okay.” I set my shoulders and give him a firm look. “I’m sure I’ll figure it out. If I get lost, I’ll call you.”

He nods. “Okay. Be careful.”

“Damon, it’s high school,” I say, softening a little. “I think I’ll be okay.”

“You say that now…”

After a quick goodbye, Damon leaves and I walk into the office by myself. There is a middle-aged lady with dark framed glasses sitting behind a desk doing something on her computer. When she sees me standing there, she tilts her head to the side and studies me.

“Are you sure you’re at the right school, hun?” she asks.

I look down at my clothes.

Maybe Victoria was right about the jeans.

“Um… yeah,” I answer. “I’m Reign Evermore.”

“Reign,” she repeats, realization dawning on her face. “Yes, we are expecting you. I’m sorry. It just slipped my mind.”

The woman turns her attention to her computer and types something. I hear the printer. She slides her chair over and grabs a piece of paper and hands it to me.

“This is your schedule,” she says, pushing her glasses up further on her face. “Your first class will be… to the right. Just go up the stairs and it will be the first room on your left. Well… the second. The first room is the bathroom, but you’ll see the numbers.”

“Thanks.”

I don’t think I’ll get lost, but we’ll see.

The school really isn’t that big.

“No problem, hun. If you need anything, just let me know.”

The woman turns her attention back to her computer, so I leave the office and head to my classroom. I’m still nervous, but less so now that I know where I’m going.

Maybe today won’t be as bad as I thought it would be.




Girl friend?




Damon is only in one of my classes so far, which I’m pretty bummed about. Ty is also in one class and Kade is in two. But my class right before lunch, I’m by myself, which sucks.

I have no idea where I’m going to sit at lunch. I’ve seen enough movies to know that the new kid never has anywhere to sit. They usually end up eating in the bathroom, which is not what I want.

No, I will be brave. I will find somewhere to sit down.

There isn’t a huge line to get food. There is actually a lot of different lines for different kinds of foods. I wonder if that’s normal or if it’s a private school thing. I grab my food and then look around for a place to sit.

I should just walk up to somebody and ask if I can sit with them, right?

But what if they say no?

Who cares if they say no?

I mean… I kind of care, even if I don’t want to. It would be embarrassing.

As I’m looking around, I spot Damon, Ty, and Kade sitting at a table. The three of them wave me over, so I head that way.

I should’ve known I could sit with them.

Just as I’m about to get to their table, a blonde girl steps out in front of me.

Jaqueline.

She’s has a scowl on her face and her arms are crossed over her chest. I think she’s trying to intimidate me, but I’m more annoyed than intimidated.

“I’m not in the mood today, Jacqueline,” I say, looking her in the eyes. I want her to know I’m not afraid of her. “Leave me alone and never speak or even look at me again. I don’t have time for drama.”

Jacqueline turns and walks away.

Wait…

What?

She takes a seat at a table full of people. They’re all looking at me with their mouths hanging open, but Jacqueline isn’t looking my way at all.

Okay, I didn’t expect her to listen to me. I just wanted her to know that I wasn’t in the mood.

I continue my walk to the table and sit down beside Ty.

“That was… weird, right?” I ask.

The three of them all nod.

“I didn’t realize Reign could do that,” Ty says, but he’s speaking to Kade and Damon.

“Is she dominate?” Kade asks.

“She has to be, right? Or else she wouldn’t have been able to command Jacqueline like that,” Damon points out.

I wave a hand between them. “Anybody going to let me in on this conversation?”

“It’s nothing.” Damon waves it off, dismissing it as he turns to me. “How is your first day going?”

I shrug. “Pretty uneventful. I like homeschooling better. I’m usually done with my work by noon and get to do whatever I want with my afternoons. The teachers aren’t even giving us things to do.”

“They never do on the first day.” Ty takes a bite of his burger.

“More like ever.” Kade shrugs. “This is a super easy school.”

“What class do you have next?” Damon asks.

I pull my schedule out of my bag.

“History,” I say, reading off the schedule. “Then I have… an etiquette class?”

“We all have that,” Ty rolls his eyes.

At least I won’t be alone.

“It’s an easy class.” Damon looks over my shoulder at my schedule.

“Cool.” It’s still weird, but at least I’ll get an easy A from it. “Are any of you in my history class?”

“I took my last history class last year.” Damon frowns. “I kind of wish I had waited now.”

“Same,” Ty and Kade say.

“I’ll walk you there though,” Kade offers.

I grin. “Okay.”

It’s not hard to find my way around the school, like at all. I’ve already figured out how the school works. A classes mean the first floor, B classes mean the second floor. Odd numbers are on the left side of the school, even on the right side. But I still don’t mind being walked to class by an attractive guy. It beats being glared at by all the other students on my way to class. I’m sure they’ll still glare, but I won’t be paying attention because I’ll be busy walking with Kade.

After we finish eating, Kade walks me to my class. I’m excited that I’ll have all three of the guys in my last class of the day.

“I don’t think the girls here like me very much,” I tell Kade as we walk to class.

He laughs. “No, I don’t imagine so.”

“It’s not funny,” I grumble.

“I think it is,” he says. “They’re jealous of you. Not only are you drop dead gorgeous, but you’ve managed to capture the attention of Damon Arrington, which has been impossible before you came. And Ty… well, he’s never paid attention to a girl for more than a week at a time, so everybody is curious.”

“Well… then Ty will get bored of me.”

“I doubt that,” he argues, coming to a stop outside of my classroom. “This is your stop.”

“Thanks for walking me.”

“No problem,” he says. “If anybody gives you any problems, let me know and I’ll take care of it.”

I shoot him a grateful smile. “Thanks, but I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

He waves goodbye before turning away, and I take a deep breath before going into my last class. I’m no longer nervous about the classes, but I’m a little anxious to be away from my guys.

“Hey, you’re the new girl,” a girl says, then pats the seat next to her. “Sit by me.”

I slide into the seat. “Hey.”

I’m honestly surprised this girl is talking to me. And she’s… smiling.

“I’m Gemma.”

“Hi. I’m Reign.”

Her grin widens. “I know that. Everybody does. You’re big talk around here.”

I am?

The girl… Gemma… is beautiful, as is every other girl in this school. She’s got raven black hair that I’m instantly envious of. I’ve always wanted black hair, but my mom would never let me dye my hair. Gemma has bright green eyes that make me wonder if she’s wearing contacts. I’ve never seen green eyes so bright.

“I saw you stand up to Jaqueline today at lunch. It was brilliant,” she gushes. “I do need to warn you, you don’t want to make an enemy of her, but you did what every girl in the school wishes she could do.”

“She threw her drink on me at a party a few weeks ago,” I explain. “My aunt was so mad. It ruined my dress.”

“I’m sorry.” Gemma gives me a sympathetic look. “I heard about that. She’s really… delusional. She thinks she’s going to be Ty’s mate for some reason, but it doesn’t work like that. We don’t get to choose. Fate chooses, you know?”

I nod.

I don’t know why people here say ‘mate.’ Wouldn’t it be easier to say ‘boyfriend’?

“I saw you sat with Damon, Ty, and Kade today.”

“I did,” I say. “They’re kind of my only friends.”

“If you want to sit with my friends and me tomorrow, you can. Granted, none of us are as good looking at the three of them, but maybe it’d be nice to have some girl friends in this school.”

“I’d like that.”

She grins.

Maybe, just maybe, it’s possible for me to have friends that are girls.


Friday, August 23

Date?




I don’t dread lunch on Friday. Not that I would have to anyway. I know that I could sit with the guys anytime, but it’s nice to be invited by somebody else to sit at their table. By a girl!

Seriously, I can’t remember the last time a girl has been nice to me.

I let Damon know on the way to school that Gemma invited me to sit with her and he seemed happy about it. He said Gemma is a nice girl, and I hope he’s right because I’m about to sit with her.

I’m nervous. I don’t know why I am, but I’m worried that she will change her mind. Or maybe her friends won’t like me. But when I walk up to her table that Friday at lunch, she smiles at me and pats the spot beside her.

“Guys, this is Reign,” she says, introducing me to her friends.

There are two girls sitting with her.

“Hi, I’m Courtney.” The first girl raises her hand and waves.

Courtney is… very pretty. She has platinum blonde hair, but you can tell she doesn’t get the color from a box—it grows out of her head like that. She’s got big blue eyes to match. Honestly, she kind of looks like a Barbie, in the best way possible.

“Hi, it’s nice to meet you,” I tell her.

“I’m Piper,” the other girl says.

Piper has red hair—not red like a natural red, but it’s bright red, like the color of a fire truck. It looks surprisingly good on her and the color complements her hazel eyes.

“I love your hair.” Piper motions to my head, and I smile.

“Thanks,” I say. “I like yours too.”

I couldn’t pull it off, but she rocks it.

“My mom freaked out when I came home with this color of hair last week.” Piper snickers. “It’s naturally brown. I got bored.”

“She gets bored a lot,” Courtney pipes in. “Freshman year, it was blonde for the first half and blue for the second half. Sophomore was… turquoise and green.”

“The green wasn’t a choice,” Piper protests. “Always get a professional to dye your hair blue.”

I laugh.

“Last year, it was pink and purple,” Gemma adds.

“I really like the red.” Piper shrugs. “Maybe I’ll go for yellow next.”

“You might as well do a full-on rainbow at this point,” I suggest.

She grins. “Yes! After Christmas break, my hair will be rainbow.”

Courtney and Gemma laugh.

Oh, goodness.

“I’m surprised you don’t mind me sitting with you. Most of the kids don’t seem to like me,” I point out.

“The girls don’t,” Courtney agrees.

“Because they’re jealous and petty.” Piper shakes her head. “The fact that they don’t like you makes me like you more.”

“They don’t like us either,” Gemma says.

“Why not?”

“We don’t exactly fit in,” she answers.

I don’t understand how.

These girls are… nice.

I’ve never met nice girls before.

“Thanks for letting me sit with you.” I glance around the table at each one, trying to show my gratitude.

“You can sit with us any time,” Piper offers.

Courtney and Gemma both nod in agreement.

I don’t know what to say, so I just smile.

I have friends.

Real friends.

“Hottie at ten o’clock coming our way,” Piper sings out softly.

I turn around to see who she’s talking about and see Ty walking over. He strides over and takes a seat on the end of the bench by me.

“Hey, Reign.” He then nods at my friends. “Sup?”

“Hey,” I reply.

“I wanted to ask you if you’re free tomorrow night,” Ty says, now looking at me. “I have these tickets to a concert. Maybe we could go and grab a bite to eat or something before?”

“Sure.” I grin. “That sounds fun.”

“Cool. See you tomorrow.” He gives another nod to everyone, then he gets up and walks away.

That was… strange.

Once he’s a little ways away, I turn and look at the girls, who are all staring at me.

“That was so cute,” Courtney gushes. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen Ty Bergstrom be nervous. Ever. He’s usually so smooth around girls.”

“He was nervous?” I blink a few times and dart my gaze around the table.

He seemed pretty chill to me. He’s always so cool and calm.

“He was nervous,” Gemma confirms. “I guess he really likes you.”

“Really?”

“That’s probably why he asked you on a date,” Piper adds.

I raise an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“Reign, that boy just asked you out on a date.” Gemma stares at me, eyes wide. “You realize that, right?”

“Really? I thought it was just… dinner and a concert.”

“A date,” Courtney and Piper say together.

“I’ve never been on a date before,” I murmur. “I mean, are you sure it’s a date? He didn’t say it was. What if he thinks we’re just going to be two friends chilling?”

“Trust me, that’s not it,” Courtney says.

I swallow hard.

Oh, my gosh.

I have a date.




Get out while you still can.




After school as I walk to my car, I see there is a piece of paper under my windshield wiper.

“What is that?” Damon asks.

I shrug and grab the paper, before getting in my car. Once my car is started and the air is going, I look at the note.




Vegas is really dangerous for your kind. Get out while you still can.




I roll my eyes and Damon grabs it from my hand, reading it.

“Who left this?” he demands.

“I don’t know,” I answer. “It was probably Jacqueline. She hates me.”

“I’ll have a talk with her.” His lips set in a determined line.

“Don’t worry about it.” I wave a dismissive hand at him. “Just ignore it. It’ll blow over.”

He nods. “You’re probably right, but I still don’t like it. Just… make sure you stay close to me or Ty or Kade when you’re at school, okay?”

I grin at how protective he is. “I will.”


Saturday, August 24

He already likes you.




I’m nervous, but only because Gemma, Courtney, and Piper told me tonight is a date. If they hadn’t told me it was a date, I never would’ve known. I would just be going out with Ty tonight and having fun. Which I suppose I’m still doing, but now I’m going to be wondering the whole time if he’s going to kiss me. I also wonder if I should tell him that I have feelings for Damon and Kade. I mean, it doesn’t seem like something you bring up on a first date, but shouldn’t he know?

Speaking of Damon, I wonder if he knows about my date. He’s mostly been gone all day. He asked me if I wanted to go, but I wanted to stay home and get ready for my date. I heard him come home about thirty minutes ago and now I’m pacing in my room.

Should I just tell him? I mean, he’ll probably figure it out anyway when Ty comes to pick me up later tonight.

There is a knock on my door and my heart races.

It’s probably Damon.

It could be Victoria, but she doesn’t really come unless she wants to tell me what to wear to a certain event or something.

When I open the door, Damon is on the other side, and he smiles when he sees me.

His gaze traverses over me. “You look amazing.”

I open the door wider so he can come in. “Thanks.”

I didn’t know what to wear, so I just put on a sundress with a nice pair of sandals. It’s too warm to wear jeans to a concert. Since it’s my first date, I also wanted to feel cute.

“Ty asked me out tonight,” I tell Damon, once he’s inside my room. I bite my lip, waiting for his reaction.

“That’s cool,” he says, sitting down on my bed. He kicks his feet up, relaxing. “What are you guys doing?”

That…

Wasn’t the reaction I was expecting.

Did I read Damon wrong? Is he not into me? I figured he would be jealous, but he’s not. Not at all.

“We’re going to get dinner and then go to some concert.”

I don’t even know the name of the band we’re going to see. I guess I should’ve asked. I really hope he’s not into country music or something weird like that.

“Ty really likes indie bands,” Damon says. “You’re probably just going to see a local band or something.”

I sigh in relief. “Thank God. I was hoping he didn’t like country music or gangster rap or something awful like that.”

He laughs. “Only you could find a way to use gangster rap and country music in the same sentence.”

“I’m just saying… I probably should’ve made sure it was a good band before I agreed.”

“Ty loves music, so it will be a good band.”

“Really?” I ask. “Does he play music or anything?”

“Shouldn’t you be asking him?” Damon raises his brow at me. “I mean, tonight is your first date. It’ll give you something to ask him.”

“Oh, gosh. I’m nervous,” I say, thinking about the fact that tonight is my first date. “What if I say something stupid? Or what if he tries to kiss me? I don’t know how to kiss. This was a bad idea.”

“It’ll be fine.” He waves away my concern. “I think you’ll be a good kisser. It’ll come naturally.”

“You think?”

“We could practice before your date if you really want.”

My heart races at his words.

I want to kiss Damon.

But…

“I can’t kiss you before I go on a date with him,” I say after a long pause. “That’s too weird.”

He shrugs. “Tomorrow, then.”

He says it so casually, like he actually plans on kissing me tomorrow, but I know he’s joking.

He is joking, right?

“Is this dress too much?” I spin around. “Like, too dressy?”

His eyes scan my body again. “That dress is perfect.”

The way my heart races as he slowly looks at me… it makes me wonder if I really should be going on a date with Ty when I have such strong feelings for another guy too. Maybe I should figure out who I like more.

“What’s wrong?” Damon asks.

“I just… what if I have feelings for more than just Ty?”

“Who else do you have feelings for?” A smirk tilts his lips as he prompts me to reveal everything to him.

He knows. I mean, it’s probably pretty clear. I’ve never liked a guy before, so I’ve never been able to ‘play it cool.’ Still, I’m too scared to say the words out loud. Once they’re out there, I can’t take them back.

“I don’t want to make things difficult for you,” I say. “Like, you’ve become my friend, and I don’t want things to be weird, so maybe it’s best if I didn’t say it.”

He gets up off the bed and walks over to me. “Reign, let me make this perfectly clear, the way you feel about me is the same I feel about you.”

Looking into his dark brown eyes is too intense, but I can’t bring myself to look away. “How do you feel about me?”

“Too much,” he says.

With those two words, I know exactly what he means. He really does feel the same as me.

“But you’re not jealous that I’m going out with Ty.” I bit my lip as I look up at him.

“Why would I be jealous? Ty has been my best friend since before I can remember.” He grabs my hand and squeezes it. “We grew up together.”

“But you both like me.”

He shrugs. “I don’t mind sharing. Kade, Ty, and I have always known that someday we would have to share.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ll find out soon,” he says. “Just knows that I’m not jealous of you and Ty, just as Ty isn’t jealous of you and me.”

I nod, but I don’t fully understand what he’s saying or what he even means.

“You are beautiful,” he murmurs, gently caressing his hand down my cheek. “But tonight, you are Ty’s.” He takes a step back. “You guys are going to have fun. I’m only jealous that he asked you first. But tomorrow… you’re mine tomorrow.”

I nod. “Okay.”

I like the idea of hanging out with Damon tomorrow. Especially now that I know how he feels about me.

“Ty is here,” he announces.

My heart, which was already racing, starts beating even faster.

“I’m nervous.” I blow out a breath.

“Don’t be,” Damon’s encouragement is sweet and soft. “He already likes you. You have nothing to worry about.”




Three ‘ones’?




Damon walks downstairs with me to meet Ty. I don’t know if it is comforting to have him there, or if it makes me more nervous. But the fact that he’s checking out my butt as we walk down the stairs is…

Well, maybe a little awkward, but it makes me feel desirable.

“Wow, Reign.” Ty gives a slow whistle, meeting me at the last step. “You look so beautiful.”

“Thanks.” I cast my gaze downward.

I’m so nervous.

Like, so freaking nervous.

I feel Damon’s hand on my arm, calming me down a little. I’m thankful for the small touch. It helps a lot—more than it should considering I’m going on a date with another guy, but I’ll worry about that later.

“You ready?” Ty asks.

I nod.

“Have fun,” Damon says.

I follow Ty out the front door of the house, hating how fast my heart is racing. My palms are sweaty, and my stomach is in knots. I really hope I don’t do or say anything stupid tonight.

When we get to Ty’s car, he stops and turns toward me.

“I’m nervous,” Ty admits, then shakes his head. “I’ve never actually been nervous to go on a date before. But then again, any girl I dated before you, was just out of boredom. Part of me wishes I would’ve waited for you, but I thought I would have to wait a lot longer. It usually doesn’t happen when we’re so young.”

“What do you mean?” I tilt my head to the side and study his face.

Ty reaches his hand out and touches mine. When he does, the entire world fades away and all that remains is us. My heart races, but this time not because I’m nervous. I feel a… completeness that I’ve never felt before.

Mine, I hear in my head.

“You are a treasure, Reign,” he murmurs. “And I fully intend to treat you so. I’m going to take you out on dates and spoil you.”

I grin. “Shouldn’t you wait until after our first date to say those things to me?”

“I couldn’t wait.” He shrugs. “I’ve wanted to tell you that from the moment I saw you—from the moment you said hello to me at my party.”

“Wow,” I breathe.

I truly don’t know what else to say.

He opens the passenger side door. “We should go before I kiss you right here and right now.”

“Does that mean you’re going to kiss me?” I ask. “Before the night is over, I mean.”

He smirks. “Absolutely.”

Once I’m in, he shuts the door and I’m a big ball of nerves while he walks around the car and gets in the driver’s side.

“What if I’m a bad kisser?” I worry my bottom lip as I stare straight ahead.

“That’s not possible,” Ty says. “Not for you.”

“But some people are bad kissers, right?” I prompt him. “What if I really am bad?”

“Reign, you will not be a bad kisser.” He gives me a soft smile. “But if you are, I will teach you. Or Damon will. Or Kade.”

My mouth falls opens.

Not at the teaching me thing… but that he would be okay with Damon or Kade teaching me. I know Damon said something about sharing earlier, but he was joking… right?

“Don’t look so shocked.” He puts the car in drive and takes off.

How can I not be in shock?

“I think the guys are jealous that I asked you first. Honestly, you’ve almost been here a month. I can’t believe one of them hasn’t asked you yet.” He shakes his head and darts a glance my way. “I would’ve asked you out sooner, but I didn’t want to freak you out by moving too quickly.”

“Your timing was perfect.” I fold my fingers together on my lap. “But I’ve got to admit, I didn’t know it was a date until Gemma, Courtney, and Piper told me it was. I’m not really good at this whole dating thing. It’s so new to me.”

“Don’t get me wrong when I say this, I’m glad you’re new to all this, but it’s shocking to hear it.” He hesitates for a moment, obviously struggling for the right words. “It’s not… usual for a girl like you to not date.”

“I already told Damon this, but I feel like I’ve been waiting for something.” I take a deep breath. “Something big. Maybe it’s silly, but I believe there is one perfect person for me out there.”

“What about three ‘ones’?” 

“Three ones?”

“Nothing.” He waves a hand. “So… what kind of food do you like?”




Nervous.




Ty and I ended up getting food at this hole-in-the wall sushi restaurant and it was the best sushi I’ve ever had—not that it took much to beat the sushi I’ve had. Unfortunately, St. Louis isn’t known for its good sushi. Afterward, we went to a concert. I’d never heard of the band before. They were a local band, but the place was packed. They were surprisingly good. Ty has a good ear for music.

Now, we’re going home. I’m not sure that I’m ready to go home yet, but it’s getting late. Victoria never set a ‘curfew’ for me, but I don’t want to get home too late.

I wonder if Damon will be waiting up for me. I push that thought aside for the time being.

While Ty is driving, he holds one hand. He seems like he likes to touch me, and I like that about him. I feel… desirable.

“I had a really good time tonight,” I tell him, as we pull into the long driveway that leads to my house.

“I did too.” He frowns. “I’m sad the night is over. I feel like no matter how much time I spend with you, it’s never enough.”

My heart swells. “Me too.”

“We have to do this again. Very soon.”

I grin. “I’m definitely okay with that.”

A second date.

“I’ll walk you to the door,” he offers, putting his car in park.

My heart races at his words.

Him walking me to the door means he’s going to kiss me, right? I’m nervous, but I want to kiss Ty.

I like Ty. I feel like he and I connected right away the night we met. I’ve never met somebody I could literally spend my whole night talking to and never get bored like I did with him.

Ty grabs my hand again and we walk toward the door. My heart is beating so fast and my stomach is full of butterflies.

“You’re so nervous,” Ty says, once we get to the door.

I nod.

“Don’t be.” His tone is gentle, and he squeezes my hand reassuringly. “I really like you, Reign.”

“What if I’m a really bad kisser?” I huff out a breath.

“I already told you. I’ll teach you how to kiss if you’re bad.” Ty pushes a strand of hair behind my ear. “But I promise you won’t be bad.”

I nod.

“I want to go out again. I don’t know when we’ll have time, but I want you to know that this is something I plan on happening at least once a week.” Ty looks at me so intensely that it nearly takes my breath away. “I want us to always make time for this, even when we’re old.”

I bite my lip. “You say that like we’re going to get married someday.”

“We are.”  His words are matter-of-fact.

“You can’t know that.”

“I can. Just trust me on this.”

I like the idea of marrying Ty one day. The problem with thinking of that scenario is that I also like the idea of marrying Damon one day. Or maybe even Kade. I have intense feelings for more than one guy, and I have a feeling I’m going to need a lot more than just one date to figure it out.

Ty knows this though.

Right?

“Ty, I like you a lot,” I begin.

“I like you a lot too.”

“But I also like Damon a lot. And Kade. If I had to choose, I couldn’t. Not yet anyway.”

“I’m not asking you to choose.”

“Yeah, but someday…”

“Don’t worry about someday. What do you feel right now?”

“I feel… like I want to kiss you.” I look at him through my lashes.

He grins. “Good. Cause I don’t think I could handle not kissing you right now.”

Ty doesn’t wait for me to say anything else. He just leans down and puts his lips on mine. The second our lips touch, I forget that it’s my first kiss. I forget that I’m nervous. I just kiss him back, mimicking everything he does.

He was right.

Kissing isn’t hard.

His lips are warm and soft.

Ty puts a hand on my back, pulling me closer against him, and I let him. Not knowing what to do with my hands, I run them through his hair. I’ve been wanting to do this since the moment we met. He groans against my lips, so I’m guessing that’s a good thing.

After a moment, he pulls back. I sigh, not ready for the kiss to end.

“You’re killing me,” he says.

“What?”

“That was the best kiss I’ve ever had in my life.”

I swallow hard. “It was good?”

“Yeah.” He lets out a long breath. “I want nothing more than to continue this, but I should say goodnight now.”

“Thanks for… everything.”

He grins. “I’ll see you soon, Reign.”

I walk inside the house but watch from the door as he gets into his car and drives away. Once he’s gone, I shut the front door, locking it behind me. I take a moment to just breathe. I lean against the front door and put my hand to my chest, feeling how fast my heart is beating. My lips are still tingly, and my legs feel like jello.

I had my first kiss.

And it was a good first kiss.

I try to imprint the memory of how his lips felt on mine.

I hope we do that again soon.

I also find myself wanting to kiss Damon too.

And Kade.

I’m in trouble.


Sunday, August 25

Don’t overthink.




It’s Sunday, which means it’s time for our weekly family brunch at the country club.

During my short time in Vegas with Victoria, I’ve learned that Sunday is the only time we eat together as a family. I think it’s kind of weird that we literally don’t spend any time together outside of brunch.

Mom and I ate dinner together every single night, unless I was working. We always made an effort to sit down together without phones or other distractions. Even when I worked late, she would wait up for me and we’d have a short talk before bed. She was my best friend. I told her everything.

Was.

My chest hurts, thinking again about how she left with nothing but a note. There was no explanation. I don’t understand why she did what she did.

Someone knocks on my door, and I know it’s either Victoria showing up to approve my outfit, or it’s Damon.

Victoria actually let me choose my own outfit today.

Since that first day at school, I’ve been wearing more dresses to school. Not just because it’s freaking hot in Vegas and dresses are a lot cooler, but just because I enjoy wearing them. It makes Victoria happy when I do. Now, she’s trusting me to not embarrass her.

Part of me wants to rebel against her and show up wearing sweatpants, a messy bun, and an old t-shirt with holes in it, but I won’t do that. She’s the only family I have right now. Plus, I’m starting to like her a little bit, even if I’m not sure she feels the same about me.

When I open the door, I smile when I see Damon standing on the other side.

“Hey. You want to ride with me?” he asks.

“Sure.”

I follow him to the garage.

I don’t know what the deal is with this family, but they all take separate cars, even when going to the same place. Victoria and Esteban’s vehicles are both gone. And in the beginning, Damon and I both took separate cars everywhere. It’s weird. I’m glad that at least Damon and I ride together now.

“How was your date last night?” Damon asks.

I’m surprised he didn’t ask last night. He was awake when I got home and he checked on me, but he didn’t ask anything about the date.

“It was good,” I say, feeling a little awkward about answering the question. Should he really be asking how my date with another guy went? And should I really be answering? Still, I answer because I want him to know where I stand. I don’t want to keep my feelings a secret.

“Just good? That’s all I get?”

“Ty and I went to eat sushi and then we went to a concert.” I fold my fingers together on my lap. “We had a good conversation. I find it very easy to talk to Ty. He’s a good listener. After the concert, he brought me home.”

“Did you kiss?”

I have to resist the urge to hide my face.

Is he seriously asking me this right now?

“Ty kissed me, yes.” My cheeks heat and I squirm in my seat.

“How was it?”

“How was the kiss?” I need to clarify that is the question he’s asking.

“Yeah.”

“Well, I don’t have a kiss to compare it to,” I drawl. “But I can’t imagine it gets any better than that.”

“That’s because you haven’t kissed me yet.” Damon shoots me a look, obviously waiting for my response.

Yet.

Oh, my goodness.

My heart races in anticipation and Damon smirks at me, as if he can hear my heart racing. I know he can’t, but certainly he knows I’m reacting to his words.

“This isn’t normal, you know,” I point out.

“What isn’t normal?”

“You asked me how my date with another guy went.” I cast my gaze toward the ceiling and huff out a breath. “And you don’t even seem jealous that I kissed him.”

“I’m not jealous,” he says, the pauses. “Well, I guess I’m a little jealous that he kissed you first, but I’m not jealous that you kissed him.”

“Why not?” I shift in my seat to face him a little more. “I mean, if you kissed another girl, I would be so jealous.”

“I won’t kiss another girl.”

“But that’s not fair of me to expect that,” I protest. “I can’t just tell you not to date anybody else while I have feelings for two other guys. It isn’t fair to you.”

“How about you let me decide what is fair to me.” His tone is firm, but gentle as he replies, making it hard for me to protest again. “There are things that I wish I could explain to you, but I promised Victoria I’d let her do it. Until then, just know that Ty, Kade, and I are not in a competition.”

His words relax me, but they also worry me.

What if I am way more into them than they are into me?

I’ve never had that problem before. Guys always seem to like me. It’s just… I’ve never liked them back.

Maybe it’s karma—the one time I have feelings for a guy, he doesn’t return them.

I can think of no other reason that the three of them would be fine with the fact that they are sharing my affections. Maybe this is all just a big game to them and they’re messing with me.

Whenever Victoria told me not to break Damon’s heart, maybe she should’ve had the same conversation with him.

“Don’t overthink things,” Damon says. “I can literally hear the wheels turning in your head.”

“I’m a girl. Overthinking is what I do.” I shift my body to face forward again as I heave out a sigh.

He pulls the car up to the front of the country club and the valet are making their way over to our car.

“Don’t overthink. Just trust that the guys and I know what we’re doing.” Damon reaches over and squeezes my hand.

I have no choice but to trust them, because the only alternative is saying goodbye to them all. Even if at the end of this, my heart is broken, I know I can’t walk away. I don’t want to.




I have friends.




When we walk into the private back room where we always have brunch, Victoria looks over my outfit, nods her head, and says nothing to me. I guess that’s her way of approving my clothing choice, but I feel silly about the whole thing.

Kade is already there, so I sit beside him and Damon sits on the other side of me. I feel giddy at the thought of sitting between these two boys.

“How was your date?” Kade asks.

Really?

I didn’t even know that Kade knew about the date, but the fact that he’s asking about it… it’s just weird.

“It was good,” Damon answers for me. “They kissed.”

Kade smirks. “Of course Ty kissed her first.”

“We don’t have to talk about my date with Ty,” I grumble.

“She thinks it’s weird that we’re not jealous,” Damon tells Kade, once again talking about me like I’m not sitting with them.

“Ah,” Kade says. “I guess that’s understandable, considering she doesn’t know.”

“I don’t know what?” My voice raises slightly.

He smiles at me. “It’s nothing.”

I let out a huff.

This isn’t frustrating at all.

“By the way, you look beautiful today,” he murmurs.

Stupid butterflies.

I’m supposed to be upset at him, but it’s hard when he looks at me like that.

Like…

I’m the only girl in the world.

“You make me feel pretty,” I say.

When I realize what I said, my face grows warm.

“Soon, it will be my turn.” Kade grins, leaning into me.

“After me,” Damon adds.

I turn to Damon, raising an eyebrow.

What? Are they seriously taking turns?

“We drew straws,” Kade admits.

“You… drew straws?”

“To see who could kiss you first,” Damon says. “Ty won.”

I take a moment to let his words process.

They drew straws to see who would kiss me first.

Are they serious?

“It’s the only reason I haven’t kissed you yet.” Damon’s voice rumbles in his chest as he explains, irritation lacing his words. “I had to wait for Ty to make his move. I didn’t realize he was going to take his sweet time.”

Should I be upset over the fact that the drew straws to decide who would kiss me first? Oddly enough, I’m okay with it. But it’s maybe a little weird that they all seem perfectly fine with the fact that they all want to kiss me.

I haven’t dated, but I know that dating doesn’t work like this.

Girls I’ve worked with have dated two guys at once. It always ends up with a lot of jealousy. The girl will have to choose very quickly in the end, or she will end up losing both guys. I know that’s coming, but I can’t even fathom choosing right now.

“Can we not talk about this?” I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear and drop my gaze to the table. “It’s… weird.”

Damon and Kade both grin but agree to drop the subject.

“How were your first couple of days at Dragon Academy?” Kade asks.

Our school is called Dragon Academy—even our school mascot is a dragon. It’s weird, but then again, I think most private schools do have weird names.

“Surprisingly good.” I  turn my attention toward him as I answer. “I’ve actually made friends. Gemma, Courtney, and Piper seem pretty cool. They say they want to hang out this week. I’ve never had girl friends before, so I’m excited.”

“Why haven’t you had girl friends?” Damon asks.

I shrug. “Girls don’t really like me. And… well… guys like me too much. Before coming here, I was a loner. I would’ve said it was by choice, but it wasn’t. Not really. Now that I’m here and I know what it’s like to have friends, I’m kind of sad about the years I missed out on not having friends.”

I don’t know why I’m telling them all this. I probably seem lame, but I want to be honest with them. And I want to be brave.

“I’m glad you’re here.” Kade’s fingers graze my shoulder.

“Me too.” I shoot him a smile.

Even though the circumstances of me coming here sucks, I feel like it was fate for me. Meeting Damon, Ty, and Kade, making friends, all of it—it feels so right. It feels like this is where I was supposed to be all along. The only thing that would make it better is if my mom were here.

I wonder why my mom raised me in St. Louis. I knew she was from Vegas. That was never a secret. She moved to St. Louis for a fresh start, at least that’s what she told me. I don’t know if that’s true, at least not anymore. I doubt her story.

I didn’t know that my mom had any family at all.

“I kind of wish I would’ve been raised here,” I muse. “It would’ve been cool to know all of you when I was younger.”

“I’m kind of glad you weren’t here to see me going through puberty.” Kade seems horrified by the idea.

I snort out a laugh.

Okay, maybe I’m glad too.

Not that I was super awkward through puberty. I never had to get braces, and I never had that transition phase where I didn’t know how to do makeup. I feel like I woke up one day with boobs that came out of nowhere. My mom taught me how to fix my hair and do my makeup. Plus, I was homeschooled, so that eliminated a lot of the weirdness too.

“We’ll just have to make up for all the things you missed out on,” Damon says.

“Like slumber parties?” Kade perks up. “Cause I’m down for a slumber party.”

I laugh so hard that Victoria and the other adults look our way. I cover my mouth to stop myself. She glares at me for a second before they all turn away.

“I didn’t mean for that to sound as perverted as it did,” Kade whispers.

“We can have a slumber party,” I say. “I mean, Victoria might not allow it to happen.”

“She won’t care.” Damon shrugs. “We’ll invite Ty too.”

A slumber party with three guys?

Now my mind is going to perverted places.

“Why are you smiling?” Kade asks.

“Just a funny thought,” I clear my throat. “We should have a slumber party. That actually sounds fun.”

“We’ll have a slumber party, then,” Damon agrees.

I grin.

For the first time in my life, I have friends.

Well, the guys are a little more than just my ‘friends,’ but saying friends in my head sounds a lot less complicated.




Do you believe in fate?




After brunch, Damon asks if I want to go swimming.

We have a pool that I haven’t used yet. I don’t know why I haven’t gone swimming. It’s something I love doing, I just wasn’t super comfortable leaving my room when I first came here, so I haven’t checked out the pool yet. I’m excited. I put on the bathing suit that Victoria bought me for Kade’s pool party last weekend. I put a baggy t-shirt over it to head downstairs. I don’t know why, but I feel like it would be weird to walk through the house wearing a bikini. Maybe because I’m still getting used to this house. Or maybe because I live in the same house as Damon.

Shouldn’t I be more weirded out by the fact that Damon’s dad is my uncle? I mean, I know we’re not related, not really. But it’s not weird at all. And nobody else acts like it’s weird. If anything, Kade and Ty are probably jealous that I live in the same house as him. Like, they probably want to move in too.

When I walk out the back door, Damon is already in the pool. I throw my shirt onto a nearby chair and jump in. Since it’s been so warm outside, the water isn’t that cool, but it’s not super hot today—it’s only ninety.

Wow. Am I really getting used to the Nevada heat that I now think ninety isn’t that hot?

“I can’t believe I haven’t been swimming yet,” I say. “This is nice.”

Victoria has a very nice backyard. Attached to the house, there is an outdoor kitchen with a bar. I imagine that Victoria has thrown a lot of parties, she seems like the type. But under the covering sits a huge outdoor sectional that looks super comfortable—I imagine sitting out here in the fall and winter, when it’s not too hot, just to look at the massive pool and waterfall. There is even a hot tub, which is covered right now. I imagine it’s nice in the cooler months though.

“The great thing about living in Vegas is that we keep the pool filled year-round,” Damon explains. “It gets a little cool in winter, but the pool is heated for those times.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

That’s awesome.

“Do you like to swim?” He swims closer to me.

“Yeah. I love the water.” My arms move along the top of the water. “The subdivision my mom and I lived in had a pool and I spent most of summers there as a kid. Not so much as I got older, just because guys started getting creepy about the time I turned thirteen or fourteen.”

Damon doesn’t say anything, but I can tell that he wants to.

“What is it?”

“Nothing,” he says.

“Don’t say nothing. I know you wanted to say something.”

He sighs. “I just can’t believe your mom didn’t explain anything to you. I can’t imagine how awful it would be to be a kid one day and then the next day you have guys checking you out.”

I shrug. “What? Puberty? She explained things to me.”

“It’s more than that, though.” He frowns. “I really wish Victoria would talk to you. I hate keeping secrets from you.”

“Then tell me.” I urge him to just do it because him keeping a secret from me is super frustrating.

“I can’t.” He lets out a sigh filled with emotion and run his hand around the back of his neck, his eyes pleading with me to understand. “I promised her I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t explain it right anyway. I think she would do better. I’m just… upset that your mom didn’t tell you.”

Now I wonder what my aunt is going to tell me. What could she have to say that is so important?

“You know, my mom left while I was at work,” I say.

“What do you mean?”

I haven’t told anybody what happened—not even my aunt. But I want to tell Damon.

“In St. Louis, I worked at a local coffee shop.” I grab onto the wall of the pool behind me. “Just to earn extra money. We only lived a quarter mile from the shop, so I walked to work. When I got home, the car was gone. I didn’t think anything about it. I thought Mom was just going to get groceries or something. But a few hours passed, and she still wasn’t home. I called her, but she didn’t answer. It wasn’t until super late at night that I checked her room. That’s when I found the note on her bed. She left. She told me not to look for her and to call Victoria. I didn’t even know I had an aunt.”

“Wait… your mom left?” Damon’s eyes widen as he processes what I’ve told him.

I nod.

“I didn’t know that.” He blows out a breath. “I thought she just sent you here for the year to learn about our culture or something.”

“No. She just left. While I was gone, she took the time to pack her bags and write that stupid note.” My face warms with anger when I think about it. “I don’t know why she left. I thought she was happy. We were happy. I mean, it had always been the two of us. But now I wonder… was she miserable? Did she leave cause I made her unhappy?”

“That can’t be it,” Damon says, swimming over to me. “There has to be another reason or explanation for her suddenly leaving. She wouldn’t do that to you unless it was absolutely necessary.”

“I can’t think of any reason to abandon your kid.” My voice trembles and tears press at the back of my eyes. “What good explanation is there, Damon?”

“I don’t know.”

“I don’t know why I told you that.” I let out a breath. “I haven’t told anybody. I’ve been too scared to say it out loud. I guess telling you means it’s true. My own mom left me. She didn’t want me.”

Damon puts an arm around me pulling me closer to him. He’s only wearing swimming shorts and I’m in my bikini, so we’re skin on skin. Thoughts of my mom dissipate.

“I’m sorry,” he whispers. “I promise that I won’t ever leave you.”

But how can he promise me that?

We’re only seventeen.

Actually, I think he’s eighteen, or at the very least will be soon.

But still… we’re too young to make these kinds of promises to each other. We still have so much growing to do and so much learning. To promise forever… it’s not fair to either of us.

His words are so confident though. He doesn’t waver. And there is a rightness to what he’s saying. I hope it’s not just me wishing for something that isn’t there. I want it to be true. I want Damon and me to last.

“Do you believe in fate?” I ask.

“Of course.”

“I think it’s fate that I came here. Even though the situation surrounding why I’m here sucks, I know that this was meant to be,” I say. “So I could meet you.”

Damon pushes me into the corner of the pool, not speaking a word. I’m about to ask him what he’s doing when his lips touch mine. Softly at first. Once I kiss him back, he deepens the kiss. I gasp as the intenseness of it all.

I didn’t expect him to kiss me. Not today of all days. But I’m glad that he is.

I wrap my legs around his waist, the need to be closer to him nearly overwhelming, and he holds me up, which isn’t hard to do in the water. This kiss feels intense, not just because it’s Damon, but also because we’re both half naked and there is so much skin touching skin. I love how warm he feels against me—my body feels like it’s on fire.

I am the one to pull away because it’s just too much in the best possible way. I just… I want to do more than kiss him, but I can’t think about that right now. Before I can think about that, I have to choose just one of them, and I can’t choose right now. Instead, I’ll wait.

“I thought you said you’ve never kissed anybody before,” I gasp out, trying to catch my breath.

“I haven’t before you.”

“You’re a really good kisser.”

“So are you,” he murmurs, moving close once more.

“That was amazing.” I blink, still feeling daze from our kiss.

And then because I want to, I kiss him again.

Deep inside, I can’t help but think that Damon Arrington is mine.


Monday, August 26

Why choose?




I had problems sleeping last night. Mostly because I’m stressed out—I went from kissing zero guys to two guys in a two-day span. It’s not so much the kisses that have me stressed. The kisses were good. The problem is the feelings that I have for both the guys—not even taking into consideration the third guy. Nope, not even going to think about Kade right now because that would just make everything far more complicated.

Damon says I should just go with the flow. He says that he doesn’t mind if I date Ty and Kade too. Well, he says he doesn’t mind ‘sharing.’ I still worry how long that will last. It’s not like I can end up with all three of them. I’ll eventually have to choose one. I just worry that I’ll have to decide soon, and I have no idea who I would choose right now. My feelings for all three are equal.

I haven’t gotten to spend as much time with Kade. I mean, I went on a date with Ty and I live with Damon. I suppose I need to spend time with Kade to even see if what I feel is just because I’m attracted to him or if it’s because there is something more.

I don’t even understand my feelings. They’re so strong and certain—almost like I have no control over it at all.

At lunch, I sit with Gemma, Courtney, and Piper again. Partly because I want to talk to them; I know they’ll be dying to hear about my date with Ty. The other reason I want to sit with them is that sometimes it’s a little too intense to sit with all three of the guys.

Intense.

Yeah… that’s my life right now. A lot intense.

“How was it?” Gemma asks the second I sit down.

I smile, trying to think of how to answer.

“Look at that smile.” Piper sighs dreamily. “That says it all. When is the second date?”

“The date was good. We just went to get food and to the concert, but I think my favorite parts were when we were riding around in his car. He’s so easy to talk to.”

“I think you guys did a lot more than talk.” Courtney raises her brows suggestively. “You don’t smile like that because you just talked.”

“He might’ve kissed me,” I hedged.

Gemma and Piper both squeal.

“It was just a kiss.” Heat rises on my cheeks, and I stare down at my food.

“Your first kiss is never just a kiss,” Gemma says.

“Damon kissed me too,” I admit, biting my lip.

“Okay, we need details.” Piper drops her fork and gives me all of her attention.

“There aren’t details.” I sigh. “Ty kissed me at the end of our date. It was a good kiss. And then the next day… yesterday… Damon kissed me while we were in the pool together. It was… a really intense kiss.”

“Intense how?” Courtney asks.

“I don’t know… just… hot,” I say.

“That’s awesome.” Gemma grins.

I shrug. “Yeah, but now I don’t know what to do. I have feelings for three different guys, and I don’t even know how I’m supposed to choose which one to date.”

“Hold up,” Piper says, raising a hand up. “You said three.”

I nod, biting my lip.

“Who else?” Courtney asks.

“Let me guess,” Gemma speaks up, looking behind me at something. “Is it a certain blond haired, blue eyed boy?”

I turn around and spot Kade walking over to the table. As much as I want to play it cool, seeing him walking my way has my heart pounding hard in my chest.

Kade looks good today. He has on a pair of dark jeans and a black fitted tee. He’s gorgeous, especially when he smiles, which is all the time. Kade is the happiest person that I know. As soon as he spots me looking at him, his smile grows bigger and my heart swells.

I could live a thousand lives and never deserve a guy like him.

“Hey.” Kade nods his head at me when he gets over to the table. He sits down beside me and nods at the girls too. “Ladies.”

“Hey, Kade,” they mumble.

Kade turns his attention back to me. “I was wondering if you were busy tonight.”

I shake my head.

“Maybe you can come over to my house, then,” he suggests. “We could hang out and watch a movie or something.”

“What about Ty?” I ask. What I don’t ask is what about Damon too.

“Ty doesn’t care,” he says. “Ty and Damon both know that I was coming to ask you to hang out and both of them are fine with it.”

How does he do that? How does he know that it’s not just Ty I’m worried about, but Damon too?

“Okay.” I huff out a breath. “I would like that.”

“Great.” He grins again. “Do you want to just ride with me after school? I’ll take you home after.”

“Okay. I rode with Damon anyway. I just need to tell him I’m going with you.”

“I’ll tell him,” Kade offers, then stands up. “I’ll see you after while.”

“Later.”

I watch him walk back to the table with the guys. When he sits down, he winks at me and I turn back around to the girls. They’re all staring at me.

“Oh, honey,” Gemma drawls. “You have it bad.”

I groan.

She’s right.

I do have it bad.

I put my head in my hands and grumble, “How am I supposed to choose?”

“Who says you have to?” Courtney asks.

“What do you mean?”

“My mom has five mates,” Piper explains. “They’re all my dads. I mean, biologically just one of them is, but I’m not sure which one. I don’t care either.”

I raise my head from my hands and stare at Piper.

“Your mom has five husbands?” I ask, my mouth hanging open.

“My mom has two,” Courtney adds.

“That’s insane,” I mumble.

“Not to us,” Gemma’s reply is simple and matter-of-fact.

“How many does your mom have?” I ask.

“Only one,” she answers, then giggles. “My mom isn’t like their moms.”

“Don’t stress too much about choosing.” Piper reaches out and lays a hand on my shoulder. “Fate has a way of working things out. And the way those boys look at you… that’s fate.”

I turn around and see that Kade, Ty, and Damon are all three looking my way. I smile and wave at them.

Could I really have them all?

I feel selfish even having the thought, but it fills me with such hope.

Why choose if I don’t have to?

I push those thoughts aside for now. I am just going to go with the flow and see what happens.




Three dads?




Damon doesn’t think it’s weird that I’m going to Kade’s house that afternoon. He doesn’t even seem bothered when Kade holds my hand as we walk away from him toward Kade’s car. Even when we walk past Ty, he doesn’t seem to care.

Are there just a lot of polygamous relationships in Vegas? I mean, of course I’ve heard of polygamy, but it’s usually one man marrying a bunch of women, never the other way around.

Kade opens the door for me and I smile at him as I get in. He closes the door behind me.

Why am I even thinking about this? Damon, Kade, and Ty are attractive and young and there is no way they’d want to be in a relationship like that with me. Still, part of me doesn’t want to choose. So, I’ll go with that part of me because not choosing sounds way better.

I lace my fingers together on my lap.

“Before we go to my house, there is something I want to tell you,” Kade says, as we drive away from the school.

“What is it?”

“You’ve met my mom, Thalia and my dad, Pierce,” he says. “But I have two other dads you haven’t met. They don’t come to brunch because they usually work on Sunday mornings. They have their own business that is really booming in Australia, so Sunday is like their Monday.”

He has three dads.

Wow.

Okay, so maybe it really is normal to them.

“You have three dads?”

“Yes,” he answers. “I know it’s probably not normal for you. You weren’t raised here, so you don’t know. But a lot of the kids have multiple dads. Even Ty has four dads.”

“Wait, so all three of your dads are married to your one mom?” I have to ask to clarify. This is hard to wrap my head around.

He nods.

“That’s cool. I mean, it’s different, but still kind of cool.”

He shoots a grin my way. “I think so too.”

“My aunt doesn’t have any more husbands, right?” I ask.

He laughs. “No. Actually, Damon had more than one dad. Three of his dads and his mom were killed tragically. It was just him and Esteban left when he was just a kid. Victoria married his dad only two years ago.”

“I didn’t know that.” My voice is quiet, and my chest aches at his words.

I can’t imagine how hurt Damon would have been to lose his mom and three of his dads. That’s horrible.

“How did they die?”

“I’ll let Damon tell you the story,” Kade says. “When he’s ready.”

I nod.

I can wait for Damon to come to me.

I realize then, I don’t know Damon, Ty, and Kade that well. I’ve only been here for one month, but it feels like so much longer. I feel like I’ve known these guys my whole life. It’s so weird to think about all the things we still have to learn about each other.

I adjust in my seat so I can see him a bit better. “What else should I know about you?” 

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I don’t know that much about you.” I hold up my hand and tick off what I do know about him on my fingers. “You have three dads, you are one the most beautiful guys I’ve ever met, and you drive some kind of black SUV thing.”

He laughs. “It’s a Jaguar.”

“Whatever.” I wave my hand at him in dismissal. “I’m just saying, I don’t know a lot about what makes you, you.”

“My favorite color is black.” Kade pauses for a minute, obviously trying to figure out what to tell me. “I like classical music and Indian food. And one time when I was a kid, I accidentally lit the kitchen on fire. Mom was so mad, even though it wasn’t my fault. It was an accident.”

“How do you accidentally light the kitchen on fire?”

“That’s a story for another day,” he hedges, pulling into a driveway.

I sit up straighter.

I have never been inside Kade’s house before, but I came here for a pool party before school started. It’s the only house between Ty’s house and mine. We drive past it all the time. I love that he lives so close.

“It's convenient that you live so close to me,” I point out.

“Everybody lives close to one another,” he says, turning the car off. “Do you want to head inside?”

I nod.

I take off my seatbelt and start to get out, but before I open the door, Kade has it opened and is offering me his hand to help me out. I swear these guys have more southern charm than anybody I’ve ever met before… and they're not even southern.

Together, we head inside.

“So, you’re an only child, right?” I assume he is considering he is the only one who comes to family brunch, but I also didn’t know about his other dads because they don’t come.

“I’m an only child,” he confirms. “I think my parents always wanted more, but it’s hard for our kind to have a lot of kids.”

“Your kind?” I dart a look at him.

“Nothing,” he says, shaking his head. He opens the door and motions me to walk in first. I want to ask him what he means by what he said, but I’m distracted when we walk inside.

His house is just as grand as the one I live in, except this one actually looks lived in. It’s clean, but not everything is perfect. There is a book that hasn’t been put back on the shelf lying on a table, and a pair of shoes sits by the door.

“Should I take my shoes off?” I ask.

“Nah.”

He doesn’t take his own shoes off, so I leave mine on.

“Kade! I’m glad you’re back,” I hear somebody say, as footsteps come closer. “I need you to…” The footsteps stop as a guy that I haven’t met walks into the room. I’m assuming it’s one of his dads. “Is this Reign?”

“Hi.” I wave my hand. “Yeah, I’m Reign.”

He steps closer. I expect him to shake my hand, but instead, he pulls me in for a hug, squeezing me tight against him.

“I’ve heard so much about you,” he says. “It’s so lovely to finally meet my son’s mate.”

My face grows warm as he steps back.

“Dad.” I can hear the warning meant for his dad as Kade speaks.

“I’m Michael Norwood. It’s so nice to meet you.”

I smile. “Nice to meet you too.”

“What are you two doing tonight?” Michael asks Kade, then looks at me. “Are you staying for dinner?”

Am I?

I look at Kade for the answer.

“Yes, she’s staying for dinner.” Kade grabs my hand. “We’re just going to watch a movie or something.”

“After dinner, maybe we can watch a movie in the theater,” Michael suggests.

“Sounds good.” Kade smiles.

Theater?

They have a theater in their house?

Geez, I’m jealous. Kade gets to live in a home while I live in a museum.

“We’re just going to hang out in my room until dinner,” Kade says, then looks at his dad. “Did you need help with something?”

“It’s nothing urgent,” Michael says. “It can wait until you don’t have a guest.”

“Okay.”

“Reign, it is so lovely to have you here.” He smiles warmly at me. “Please, make yourself at home.”

“Thanks.”




My everything.




I follow Kade up the stairs to his room.

I’m in awe of his house. It reminds me so much of my home in St. Louis. Well, not the size. My house wasn’t even a tenth of the size of his. But it just reminds me of ‘home’. Pictures of him and his family line the walls in the hallway. I even stop at a few of Kade as a kid. He was adorable. He seems embarrassed as he pulls me along toward his room.

“I love your house,” I tell him, as we walk into his bedroom.

Kade’s bedroom is massive.

There is a king size bed in the middle of the room with a black comforter on it.

Of course, it’s black.

There is also a fuzzy black rug underneath.

His bed is made, but it’s made very sloppily. I kind of like the idea that Kade doesn’t normally make his bed, but maybe he made it because he knew he wanted to invite me over tonight.

A couch sits in the corner of the room that is facing a large TV hanging on the wall. A gaming system is hooked up to the TV, so maybe we can play later.

One thing that catches my eye is the huge painting of a dragon hanging over his dresser. I walk over to it and just stare.

In the painting, there is a dragon flying over the mesa—there are so many shades of orange and brown. And the sky is incredible. It almost looks like a portrait and not just a painting.

The dragon is large—it’s all black with stunning blue eyes. Its wings expand across the whole portrait.

“This is incredible,” I breathe out.

Kade sits down on his bed. “Are you going to go through all my stuff now?”

I whirl around to face him. “Why would I do that?”

He shrugs. “I don’t know. Isn’t that what girls in movies always do when they go to a guy’s house?”

“Not me.” I shrug, then make my way over and sit beside him on the massive bed. “I’m so jealous of your house.”

“Why?” he asks. “Your house is bigger.”

“Is it?” I honestly hadn’t noticed.

“Your house feels like home,” I say. “Can I move in with you?”

He grins. “I would love it if you moved in with me. My parents won’t care.”

My heart melts at how genuine his answer is.

“We could get our own place,” Kade offers. “You, Damon, Ty, and me.”

I look at him to see if he’s joking, but he’s completely serious. “Kade, we’re still in high school.”

“So? What does that matter?”

“I don’t have money. Or a job,” I point out. “Plus, I’m only seventeen. I’m pretty sure Victoria wouldn’t even let me move out right now.”

“When is your birthday?”

“Next month,” I answer. “September twenty eighth. What about you?”

“My birthday was last week.”

“You’re eighteen?”

He nods.

“Why didn’t you tell me it was your birthday?” My stomach is in knots. I hate that I didn’t know it was his birthday—nobody told me. I would’ve baked him a cake or bought him a present—something.

“It didn’t seem important,” he says, shrugging his shoulders.

“Your birthday is important, Kade,” I say, frowning.

“I didn’t know.”

“I’ll make it up to you.” I sit up straighter. “What do you want for your birthday?”

“I already got my birthday wish.” He gently grabs my hand and pressing it to his cheek. “Meeting you… it’s what I’ve always wanted.”

I look into his blue eyes and nearly forget what we’re even talking about, but I must stay focused. This is important.

“Kade,” I say, shaking my head. “Don’t distract me.”

He grins.

As if his smile isn’t distracting all on its own.

“Surely there is something you want that you didn’t get,” I prod.

Kade doesn’t hesitate even for a moment. “Well, there is one thing I want.”

“Yeah?”

“I want a kiss. From you,” he murmurs.

My mouth falls open. “Kade, that isn’t a present.”

“I don’t need anything but you.” He reaches up and cups my cheek. “Meeting you has changed my life, Reign. It’s like every day I was living my life in black and white and I didn’t even realize it. Then I met you and now everything is suddenly bursting with color. You are my reason for waking up in the morning—my reason that I exist. A kiss from you is the best present that anybody could ever give me.”

Time has stopped.

Completely.

And utterly.

Stopped.

I know that once it starts again, my life will never be the same. How could it be after he said that? With just a few sentences, Kade Norwood has completely changed my life. He’s stolen my heart and I’m okay with it. I want him to have it.

I don’t know what to say, so I don’t say anything at all. I just lean closer and give him exactly what he wants for his birthday—a kiss.

Even though I’ve kissed Damon and Ty, I had yet to be the one to initiate the kiss. My heart is racing and my nerves threaten to get the best of me for a split second. But then my lips touch his and everything in the world is right. I know exactly what he meant about his world being in black in white, because I didn’t realize until just now how bland my world was before I met him—before I met them all.

These boys are my everything.

How can that be so? How can I feel so strongly about three different guys?

Before coming here, I wouldn’t have thought it would be possible. I would think surely the feelings for one would outweigh feelings for another, but that’s not the case at all. Now I know that this is normal. Maybe it’s not normal everywhere in the world, but it is here. And even if it wasn’t normal, I wouldn’t care. These boys are mine and I’m not giving them up for anything.

Kade lifts me at my waist and deposits me onto his lap, our lips never breaking contact. I love that he did that because I was seconds away from crawling into his lap. It’s like he knew what I wanted before I did.

His kisses are so soft and so aggressive at the same time. He kisses me like… like he might not ever get the chance to kiss me again. I kiss him back, trying to show him everything that I am feeling for him through our kiss. There are words I’m too scared to admit out loud, but while I’m kissing him, I am brave.

Eventually, we do pull apart. I’m not even sure how much time has passed. All I know is that we’re both breathing heavy. His lips are swollen, and his hair is messed up. Neither of us say a word. Kade just holds onto me and I hold him back, wishing that time really would stop so I could stay here in his arms forever.




Slow kisses.




Kade doesn’t take me home until about ten o’clock that night.

After we made out in his room for a long time, his dad eventually knocked on the door to tell us dinner was ready. At dinner, I got to meet his other dad, Stanley, who was just as nice as Pierce and Michael. Thalia was also there, and she made me feel right at home.

After dinner, we went into the theater where we watched a movie on their huge projection screen. His whole family was with us, which was nice. I actually think his dads are really funny, and I could see myself being friends with his mom. She and I made plans to go shopping one day, which makes me really happy.

I’m not ready to go home, but I also know I can’t stay the night with Kade. I mean, I want to, but I doubt Victoria would let me. Plus, I really want his parents to like me, and I don’t think me staying the night there would leave a good first impression.

“You look sad,” Kade says, as we drive towards my house.

He holds onto my hand, gently caressing my thumb with his.

“I am sad,” I admit. “I wasn’t ready for the night to be over. I’m not ready to say goodbye yet.”

“I’m never ready to say goodbye to you.” He squeezes my hand. “You make it hard to leave you.”

The car comes to a stop at the front of my house.

“Someday, I won’t have to ever say goodbye to you,” Kade says. “Until then, we should enjoy these moments of longing. We should enjoy the slow kisses. We’ll look back at this with fondness someday and tell our kids about it.”

I grin.

That does sound nice.

“How do you always know what to say?”

“I don’t,” he says, then sighs. “I will walk you to the door.”

My heart sinks, but I take his words to heart—we should enjoy these moments. He’s right.

Kade opens the car door for me and holds my hand as he walks me to the front door.

“I had fun tonight,” I tell him. “Your family is awesome. Thank you for inviting me to hang out.”

“You’re welcome any time.” He leans forward and kisses me on the cheek. “Go inside. Cuddle with Damon tonight.”

I grin. “I wish I could cuddle with you too.”

“Soon,” he promises. “Goodnight, Reign.”

“Goodnight, Kade.”

Once I walk inside, he turns and walks to his car.

I put my hand to my heart, feeling just how fast and hard it’s beating.

This boy doesn’t even realize that he completely owns my heart.

He turns around and waves at me before getting in his car, and I realize, I own his heart too.

I wouldn’t want it any other way.


Friday, August 30

Three day party?




When I wake up on Friday, I can’t help but be surprised at how quickly the week went. In St. Louis, I felt like my days dragged by slowly, but here there is always so much happening.

I actually have friends now. Gemma, Courtney, and Piper are all turning out to be great friends. They don’t act jealous around me like girls always seem to. We even hung out on Wednesday after school at Piper’s house.

Piper’s house was a little bit crazy. She has five dads and three younger siblings—triplets, actually. Two-year-old little boys. And they are so active. Piper told me that the triplets were a complete surprise. I guess they couldn’t conceive after Piper and they had accepted that they wouldn’t have more, and when her mom got pregnant, everybody was shocked. And excited.

Aside from the girls, I also have Ty, Damon, and Kade, but I’m not exactly sure where I stand with the three of them. I’ve kissed them all now, and I’ve admitted to myself that I like them all and that I don’t want to choose, at least not yet.

I try to imagine a life where I end up with all three guys. My heart likes that idea—a lot.

I guess we will see what happens.

There is a knock on my door at seven, right on the dot. I already know it’s Damon.

“Come in,” I yell. I’m sitting on my bed putting my shoes on.

“Hey,” Damon says, as he walks through. “You look beautiful today.”

He tells me every single morning that I look beautiful and I never get tired of hearing it. Every time he says it, I feel the words deep inside. I know that he truly means the words and I’m really starting to feel beautiful.

“By the way, you need to pack a bag.” He tucks his hands in his pocket as he watches me.

“What for?” I ask.

Before he can answer, there is a knock on my already open door. I look up to see Ty.

“Hey,” I say, raising an eyebrow.

Why is Ty in my house?

“We’re going on a trip,” Ty explains “That’s why you need to pack a bag.”

“And where are we going?”

“Every year for Labor Day Weekend, we fly to Laguna Beach.” Ty leans against the wall as he speaks, a smile playing on his lips. “Kind of a goodbye to summer party. My dad has a house on the beach there and it’s always fun to go there.”

“Basically, it’s a three day party,” Damon says.

“We’re ditching school too,” Ty adds.

“Wait. School has barely been back a week and you guys want to ditch already?” 

“Our teachers don’t care,” Ty lifts one shoulder in a shrug.

I look at Damon. “Are you sure I can go? Do I need to talk to Victoria?”

“She already knows,” Damon says.

“Okay.” I blink a few times, trying to process. “I guess we’re going to Laguna Beach.”

The first thing I do is change my clothes. Since we’re going to be spending three days on the beach, I put on clothes that are more appropriate for that. I slip on a bikini and throw a sundress over it. And in my duffel bag, I pack mostly all bikinis, dresses, and some cute pajamas.

For the past few days, Damon has been sleeping in my room a lot. All we do is sleep, but I’m also very aware of what I wear to bed. I don’t know if he will still sleep in the same room as me this weekend, but it’s best to be prepared.

“Is Kade coming?” I ask, as I zip up my bag.

“He’s going to meet us at the airport. His dad is the one letting us use his private jet,” Ty says.

Private jet.

Right.

Because it’s completely normal to own your own private jet.

What are these people’s jobs that they can afford such luxuries?

“I’ll put our stuff in the car and pull it around front,” Damon moves toward me as he speaks.

“Okay,” I say.

He grabs my bag and leaves the room.

I’m just feeling…

Out of place.

Once again, I am reminded why I don’t fit in with these people. Here I was making friends, but if they knew the real me—the me in St. Louis—they wouldn’t look twice.

“What’s wrong?” Ty asks, grabbing my hand.

I look at him and shake my head. “I’m just feeling overwhelmed. I’m not used to all this.”

“I heard that your mom gave all this up.” Ty runs his thumb in circles on my hand. “That she was raising you as a human. I can imagine all this is overwhelming.”

“What do you mean raising me as a human?”

“I mean…” he pauses, like he’s trying to think of something to say. “Never mind. I just mean your mom left this life and she left Vegas to raise you in a different kind of life. I know that it’s overwhelming to come here and see all of this, but you belong here, Reign. This is the life you were always meant to live.”

I nod.

Maybe he’s right.

I still don’t understand why my mom left this. What was her purpose? Did she have to leave? I have so many questions, but I don’t know that they will ever be answered now.

Ty leans down and kisses me on the lips—just a peck, but my heart still races.

“Will you always cause me to react like this?” I ask, putting a hand over my heart.

He grins. “I hope so.”

I do too.

“Let’s go. Damon is probably waiting for us out front.” Ty tugs my hand and I follow.




Posse of females?




Damon holds my hand as we walk onto the private jet and take a seat. I can’t help but feel like I’m in some kind of alternate reality, or at the very least, a reality show.

I’ve seen shows just like this one—a show with rich teenagers doing whatever they want. Money is never a problem and there are no limits. But I always say that is fictitious. Nobody lives like that. Yet, here I am, getting on a private jet about to go to a party on the beach that is apparently going to last all weekend.

I wouldn’t be going if it weren’t for Ty, Damon, and Kade. I’m definitely not into parties. But then again, before I came here, I didn’t have friends to hang out with at a party. Parties would’ve meant a lot of guys flirting with me and a lot of girls glaring at me. At least this weekend I’ll have the guys to look after me. I guarantee that they won’t let other guys come flirt with me.

“Are you a nervous flyer?” Damon asks.

I buckle my seatbelt and look at him. “No. I’ve always enjoyed flying, actually. When I was a kid, I used to dream that I could fly. I know it’s silly, but I miss those dreams. I wish I could fly for real.”

His smile widens.

“What?” I ask.

“Nothing, you’re just perfect.” He shakes his head, almost like he can’t believe I’m real.

“What would you have said if I was afraid? Like, if I was scared of heights or something?” 

“I’d just say I would help you not be afraid.”

“How?”

“Just by holding your hand.” His tone is gentle, his answer a simple statement, and both have my heart melting.

I clear my throat. “Well, now that you mention it, I am a little scared.”

He laughs. “You don’t have to act afraid. If you want to hold my hand, all you have to do is hold it.”

So I do.

Because I like holding hands with Damon.

Ty and Kade come and sit in the seats in front of us. The chairs are facing us, which is seriously awesome.

“Is anybody else riding with us?” I ask.

“Nah,” Ty says as he buckles in. “I provide the house, they have to find their own way to get there.”

“Then I guess I should feel honored that I get to ride with you.” I grin widely. “So how many girls have you had on this jet?”

Ty’s face turns red. “None.”

“Only because we wouldn’t let him,” Kade says, grinning.

“It’s true,” Damon pipes in. “We don’t like to put up with his posse of females.”

Posse of females? As in a lot of them?

“That was before I met you,” Ty says.

I shrug, trying to look indifferent. “It doesn’t matter to me what you did before I met you.”

And that is true.

“More like who,” Damon mumbles.

“I wasn’t patient,” Ty says. “I thought… well, most of our kind don’t meet their mate as young as we are. It’s super rare. I thought I’d have a few hundred years, and then you show up one day and everything changes. I should’ve waited. Even if it was hundreds of years, I know now you’re worth the wait.”

“Hundreds of years?” I ask, then laugh. “It’s a little dramatic of an answer, but I think it’s cute. I don’t care that you dated before me. I’m dating two other guys and you’re cool with it, so why do you think I’d have a problem with you having girlfriends before me.”

“Never girlfriends.” He scratches his head as he makes his denial. “Just… dates. One-night stands. Never commitments, though. I was waiting for you.”

One-night stands?

My chest hurts a little at the thought of Ty sleeping with other girls, but I know it’s silly to be jealous over something that happened before he met me. It really doesn’t matter who he was with in the past. It’s in the past and he is my future.

Though, now I worry—when Ty and I get to that stage in our relationship, is he going to think I’m not good? I mean, I’m not the kind of girl who has slept around. I have no experience.

I’ll worry about that another time though.

The pilot comes on the speaker to tell us that we’re about to take off, so Ty and Kade turn their chairs around, facing forward for take-off. I can tell Ty wasn’t ready to turn around. I think he’s bothered by the fact that I know about his past escapades. I make a note to make sure he understands that it doesn’t matter. And it truly doesn’t. Whatever Ty did… whoever he did… it doesn’t matter.

Once we’re in the air, Ty and Kade turn back around. Ty doesn’t seem as happy. I know that I can’t really talk to him on the plane though. I’ll let him know as soon as we’re alone that all of that doesn’t matter. I just don’t want to bring it up again in front of the rest of the guys.

I know that I was Damon’s first kiss, but I don’t know about Kade. We never talked about that. I wonder if he’s dated girls previously.

“Are Gemma, Courtney, and Piper coming this weekend?” I ask.

“I think Gemma and Piper are,” Ty says. “Courtney has some kind of family thing going on. She always does for Labor Day weekend.”

“Ah, okay.”  I’m glad I will have some friends there so I have people to hang out with outside of the guys. I hate the idea of being a clingy girlfriend.

Not that I’m their girlfriend.

I still don’t know what I am. I’ve heard them call me their ‘mate,’ which I don’t quite understand. I think that would make me their girlfriend, right? But I’m not sure. Do we really have to label it? I kind of want to, but I’ll ask them about it later. It’s probably too soon to talk about any kind of commitment.

We’ve also talked about the fact that there are three of them. I know they said I don’t have to choose, but I need to know how long until they are going to want me to choose or even if they’re going to want me to choose. Just because their parents are in polygamous relationships, doesn’t mean they will want to be too. But I promised myself I wasn’t going to worry about that, so I don’t.

“Jacqueline won’t be there, right?” I ask, just to make sure.

If that girl is going to be there, I need to mentally prepare myself. Though, to be fair, she hasn’t said a word to me since I told her not to that day in the cafeteria. I’m surprised it was that way.

“No. We’ve banned her from coming to any of our parties,” Ty says. “Even before the whole drink throwing incident.”

“Why?” I ask. “Wait… if you banned her, why was she at the black and white party?”

“It was for charity,” he explains. “Everybody was welcome, though I regret that now. Sorry your dress got ruined.”

“It was a pretty dress.”

“I’ll buy you a new one.”

“Don’t be silly,” I huff. “I have plenty of dresses. Victoria doesn’t like when I wear pants, so she made sure my closet is full of skirts and dresses.”

“She’s old fashioned,” Damon says. “Actually, your entire species is. Ours too, now that I think about it.”

“Entire… species? As in… human?”

He doesn’t say anything, so I look between him, Ty and Kade. They’re all three looking at each other.

Kade clears his throat. “I like the way dresses look on you. But you look good in anything.”

Clearly, he’s changing the subject.

Okay…

“Thanks,” I say.

I have to admit, I do like wearing dresses. They make me feel cute and girly. Part of me just wants to rebel and wear jeans because I know it annoys Victoria, but I don’t do it. I want my aunt to like me.

Someday, I am going to figure out what all their cryptic comments mean.




Waiting for something bigger.




When we get to Ty’s parents’ beach house at Laguna Beach, I am blown away. It’s not just some small beach house. It’s a mansion. A huge mansion on the water, and it’s beautiful.

I’ve never seen the Pacific Ocean. Sure, I’ve seen the Atlantic Ocean many times, but I’ve never been to the west side of the United States before. So, today is my first time in California too. It’s kind of cool that I’m doing a lot of firsts with the guys.

“Here’s the thing,” Ty says, as he gives me a tour of the house. “There isn’t a lot of room with all the people we have coming, so I hope you don’t mind sharing a room.”

“That’s fine.” I shrug. “With who?”

“Um… Damon, Kade, and me.”

All three of them?

“That’s fine,” I repeat, my heart racing at the thought of being in the room with all of them.

Damon and Kade take all the stuff to our room and Ty and I walk outside to the beach. I want to talk to Ty alone and somehow, Kade and Damon seemed to catch onto that. Or maybe Ty wanted to talk to me too and told them. I don’t know.

“You live an insane life,” I tell him, as I look at the houses that line the beach front. The neighbors’ houses are equally huge, and I feel extremely insignificant. “Before I moved here, I lived in a two-bedroom house with my mom. We shared her car, but mostly I walked everywhere. We weren’t hurting for money or anything, but we definitely weren’t like this.”

“This is just stuff,” he says.

It’s easy for somebody with lots of stuff to say it’s ‘just’ stuff.

“I want to talk to you.” Ty rubs his hand along the scruff on his jaw.

I look at him when I hear the serious tone in his voice.

“What was said on the plane…” his voice trails off.

“Don’t worry about that.” I reach out and touch his arm gently. “What you did before you met me really isn’t any of my business.”

“It really is, though.” He sighs. “I knew someday that I would meet you. I knew it. My whole life my parents have told me. My dads tell me the story of how they met my mom all the time. They tell me how special it is to find your mate. And I would roll my eyes at their stories. I thought it was all exaggerated and stupid. I thought that what I did wouldn’t matter. I almost resented the fact that I would someday meet somebody and my choice would be taken away. But I see now that it’s not like that. Even if I had a choice, I would still choose you. Every time.”

“Why wouldn’t you have a choice?” I blink at him, wondering what he means.

He sighs. “It doesn’t matter. I just… I need you to know that I am sorry for what I did before I met you. I wish that I could take it all back.”

“I don’t care what you did before we met.” My voice softens, and I speak quietly. “All that matters, is that we’re together now.”

“Do you mean that?”

“Maybe I’m a little jealous of those other girls.”

“You shouldn’t be jealous of them,” Ty says, his tone urgent. “Because the day I met you, those other girls ceased to exist for me. My thoughts are consumed by you and my heart is full of love for you. You’re everything to me, Reign. I hate the thought of hurting you. It’s why I’m so mad at myself. I know I should’ve told you. I hate the way you found out. But I thought you would be mad at me if you knew the truth.”

“I’m not mad. Would you be mad if I had been with other guys?”

“No,” he says. “I actually assumed you had been for a long time… until I found out you hadn’t even been kissed. I mean, why haven’t you? I’m sure a lot of guys have tried.”

I shrug. “It just never felt right. I had this feeling that I was waiting for something bigger.”

“You were right.” Ty heaves out a sigh. “Which makes me feel even worse because I’ve known my whole life what I was waiting for. I’ve been told since I was a kid. And I still messed everything up. You didn’t even know and still waited.”

“You didn’t mess everything up,” I tell him. “You’re perfect to me. Just the way you are.”

“Thank you, Reign. You’re far better than what I deserve.”

I shake my head. “If anything, you deserve better.”

“Not even,” he says, then grins. “Let’s go inside. I bet the guys are hungry.”

“I’m starving too.”

Ty grabs my hand and we walk inside together.

I can’t believe he thought I would be mad.

As if I could ever be mad at him.




Mate?




The house is packed, but I’m currently in the master bedroom with Ty, Kade, and Damon. I pulled out my laptop and turned on one of my favorite movies while we eat the pizza Ty ordered earlier. None of us are really paying attention to the movie though. We’re just hanging out.

“We can hang out with everybody else,” I offer, once we’re done eating. “We don’t have to stay in here all night.”

“I’d rather hang out with you,” Kade says.

“Same,” Ty pipes up. “I kind of wish I had told everybody else that the weekend was canceled.”

My heart warms.

They’d rather hang out with me than with all their friends. Not that I want them to give up their friends, I don’t. I just… I like that they want to hang out with me tonight. I want to hang out with them too. We have all weekend to spend time with all our friends.

Well, not that my friends will be here. Earlier Gemma texted me and told me that her and Piper are going with Courtney to visit with her family this weekend. They invited me to come with them, but I told them I was already here. I’m a little bummed about that, but I probably wouldn’t have gone with them anyway. The thought of being too far from the guys makes me a little nervous.

“Are we all going to sleep on this bed?” I ask.

The bed in a king size. It’s big enough for the four of us, but just barely.

“Yeah,” Damon says.

Ty and Kade both nod.

“Do you think the other kids will think it’s weird?” I ask. “I mean, that I’m in here with three guys?”

“Who cares what they think?” Ty shrugs, like it’s no big deal.

I shouldn’t care, but I admit I do care a little bit. I don’t want people to talk bad about me.

“Soon, everybody will know you’re our mate so it won’t matter,” Kade points out.

“What exactly does mate mean?” I ask. “You guys keep using that word.”

“It’s kind of like… a spouse. Except it means more,” Damon explains. “A mate is more than just a vow that can be easily broken.”

“I thought you were going to say girlfriend or something,” I say. “A spouse… isn’t that intense? We’re teenagers. And even if we weren’t young, we met a month ago. Isn’t it too soon to think things like that?”

“I wish your aunt would have that talk with you,” Kade grumbles. “She was supposed to a long time ago.”

“What talk?”

“We can’t explain,” Damon says.

“Not yet,” Ty adds.

“But soon, you will know everything.” Damon grins, gazing off. “Until then, nothing will really make sense. Just know that… what is going on between us means everything. And soon we will announce it to the world.”

“I wish we could tell everybody now,” Kade says.

“It’s killing us all to wait.” Ty sighs.

Yeah, that clears things up…

“Does this mean I have three boyfriends?” I ask.

The three of them start laughing.

“Reign, we are so much more than just your boyfriends,” Damon says. “But for now, I guess you could say, yeah, you have three boyfriends.”

I grin at his words, but then frown. “Wait, what if you guys get jealous?”

“We won’t,” Ty assures me. “The three of us have known since we were kids that we would be sharing a mate one day. That’s what this symbol means.”

Ty pulls up his shirt a little and shows me a… tattoo? There is a gold circle with a black dragon on the inside. The black dragon has brown eyes and there are flames coming out of its mouth. In the gold, there are tiny patterns.

“That tattoo must’ve taken forever to get.” I reach out my hand and graze my fingers over it before I realize what I’m doing. I yank my hand back.

“It’s not a tattoo.” He grins, pulling his shirt back down.

“We all have them,” Kade explains.

“Can I see them all?” I ask.

“You just want us to take our shirts off,” Damon teases.

My face grows warm.

I mean… I wouldn’t complain if they all took their shirts off, but that is not why I said it.

Kade shows me his tattoo first, then Damon. They are both identical to Ty’s.

Well… I guess it’s not a tattoo.

But I don’t understand what that means.

I don’t understand what anything means.

One thing is certain… the second I get back home, Victoria and I are going to have a talk.

I’m tired of all the secrecy.


Saturday, August 31

Cute.




I wake up with my head on somebody’s chest and more than one set of arms around me. As my mind starts to clear a little more, I realize that my head is on Kade’s chest and Ty and Kade both have their arms around me. Damon is on the other side of Ty, stretched out. He’s taking up way too much of the bed. No wonder Ty, Kade, and I are basically lying on top of one another.

I honestly don’t even remember falling asleep last night. We all stayed up pretty late talking. I must’ve passed out. Light streams in from the window, and I look at the clock and see that it’s after ten in the morning. Wow, I never sleep this late. I slept really, really good.

Kade’s hand moves on my back, so I glance over at him and see that he’s awake.

“How are you this pretty even when you first wake up in the morning?” he murmurs.

I hadn’t even thought of that.

My hair is probably a mess.

“You’re sweet.” I snuggle in closer to him and just enjoy the way they make me feel.

How do I feel so beautiful, even this early in the morning? Even before I’ve taken a shower or fixed my hair. But that’s exactly how I feel.

“I can’t believe we all fit in the bed,” I say, laughing. “Damon is hogging up half of the bed himself.”

Kade grins.

“Some of us are trying to sleep,” I hear Ty mumble.

I turn over to look at him and see that he’s smiling at me. I’m glad he wasn’t being serious.

“Damon, you’re a bed hog,” Ty grumbles, pushing Damon over a little.

It doesn’t faze Damon though. He just rolls over and goes right back to sleep.

“Do you want to go get breakfast this morning?” Ty asks.

I nod. “I wanna get a shower first.”

To get out of the bed, I either have to crawl over Ty and Damon, I have to crawl over Kade, or I can just crawl off the end. I get on my knees and scoot over to the end of the bed, but somehow my foot ends up tangled in the blanket and I go face first off the end of the bed.

“Ow.”

I hear all three guys laughing at me.

“A little help,” I call out.

They laugh harder, but I feel somebody pull my foot free of the blanket and somebody grabs me around my waist and puts me up right.

“Thanks.” I look sternly at all three guys. “And don’t laugh at me.”

“You’re unbelievably adorable,” Ty says.

I don’t respond, I just turn and walk into the bathroom. Then I walk back out when I realize I forgot to bring clothes.

I go to my duffle bag and then turn around. “What all are we doing today?”

“Breakfast and beach,” Kade answers.

Cool.

So a chill day.

I turn back around a grab a bikini and a cute coverup.

When I walk into the bathroom, I take a second to just breathe.

I have three boyfriends.

Three.

What did I do to be so lucky?




I will always protect you.




The four of us get breakfast at a small diner about half a mile away from the beach house. When we get back, it seems that everybody in the house is awake, but we head down to the beach. There are a ton of people in the pool and wading in the ocean. A few people are even trying to surf. Everybody is having fun and doing their own thing. It’s kind of cool.

I take my coverup off and wade into the ocean. Kade, Ty, and Damon all take their shirts off and follow. I can’t help but notice their matching tattoos. Or… not tattoos? I’m not sure. It looks like a tattoo, but they told me it’s not. They said it’s how they knew that they were all destined for the same mate.

I think about the dragon tattoo and the dragon poster that Kade had on his wall.

What if dragons are real?

Even the thought seems too absurd, so I push it from my thoughts. But I still wonder…

Water splash up on me, and I let out a gasp at the coldness. Ty and Damon are both splashing each other.

“You’re getting me wet.” I raise my voice slightly so they can hear me, wiping water from my face.

They both turn to me with a mischievous smile on their faces. They nod at each other before stalking toward me. I dash behind Kade, but he’s of no help. Ty grabs my ankles and Damon grabs my wrists. Together, they swing me back and forth a couple of times before letting me go. I squeal as I fly through the air for only a split second before going under the water. When I come up, they’re both laughing.

“Kade!”

“What?” Kade grins. “I had nothing to do with that.”

“You were supposed to protect me,” I pout.

“I will always protect you,” he says.

My heart swells.

“But not from your own mates.”

I shake my head. “Is it always going to be three against one?”

They laugh, but nobody answers.

Honestly, the thought of spending the rest of my life with these guys while they tease me like this makes me really excited.

After about an hour of swimming, we head back to the beach and sit on the huge blanket we spread onto the sand earlier. Kade goes to pick up some food for lunch, just some sandwiches. We’re going to have a picnic on the beach, which is another first for me.

While we’re waiting for Kade to come back, I notice a girl walking our way. I’m nervous when I see her coming over, but I try to stay calm. I mean, I’ve made friends with girls now, so maybe I can make more friends. But the closer she gets, the more I realize she’s not looking at me. She’s looking at Ty. Ty isn’t paying attention though. Not even when she walks up right in front of us.

“Hey, Ty,” the girl says.

Ty looks up, now noticing her.

“Hi,” he says, then turns his attention back to me.

“Do you want to hang out for a while?” the girl asks. “I feel like we haven’t talked in forever.”

Ty sighs, looking back up at the girl. “I’m with my girlfriend. Sorry.”

“Oh. Okay.”  She looks so sad as she walks away, which makes me feel a little bit guilty, but…

He’s my mate.

And he called me his girlfriend, so my stomach is fluttering with excitement.

“Sorry about that,” Ty says in a quiet tone, grabbing my hand.

“About what?” I cant my head to the side as I study him.

“That girl.” He nods his head toward the girl walking away. “If a guy came up to ask you to hang out, I’d probably beat him up for even looking at you.”

“I’d help,” Damon calls out.

I roll my eyes. “I highly doubt that. Besides, I’m quite capable of turning down the attention of a guy. I’ve been doing it my whole life. Or, at least since puberty.”

“That doesn’t make me feel better,” Ty says.

“I’m just saying that I’m committed to you. To all of you.” I squeeze his hand and look him directly in the eyes. “And I trust you all. Even if you wanted to talk to that girl, I wouldn’t care. I’m sure she’s your friend and has been for a long time. I mean, I might care a little and be a little jealous. But I know nothing would happen.”

Ty grins. “Why would I want to hang out with some other girl when I could hang out with you? You’re everything to me.”

Oh, my word.

These boys.

How do they always know exactly what to say?

I turn and see Damon and I worry.

Should I be concerned about jealousy? I know they said not to, but we’ve also kept our dating separate. What will happen when I kiss one in front of the others?

“What’s wrong?” Damon asks.

“I’m just worried,” I answer honestly. “What if I flirt with Ty in front of you, or Kade in front of Ty?”

“We’ve already told you, we’re not jealous,” Ty says.

“Yeah, but it’s one thing to not be jealous in theory. What if I kissed Damon right now? Would you be jealous?” I ask.

“No. As long as you also kiss me too and make time for me, why would I be jealous?”

Damon seems genuinely baffled by my question.

I keep forgetting—this is normal to them. I’m the one being weird about it.

I lean over and kiss Damon on the cheek, thinking that there is nobody as lucky as me.




Why is she here?




Our day on the beach was perfect.

This entire weekend has been incredible. The only thing that would make it better is if my friends were here too.

Tonight, we’re going to hang out with everybody else in the house. I don’t even know who all is here—I recognize them all from school, but kids at school don’t really talk to me. The look at me. They stare. Sometimes they point. But they never come up and try to speak with me. Though, to be fair, I don’t try to talk to them either. Maybe tonight I’ll try. Maybe I have been judging these kids all wrong. Maybe they’ll get me, like Gemma and my other new friends have.

When we walk into the house, Ty is holding one hand and Kade is holding the other. Damon walks in front of me, which I like. I can hide behind him if I’m feeling scared. But right now, I need to be brave. Whenever Damon does step out of the way, I catch sight of a few girls glaring at me. Well, more specifically, they’re staring at my hands.

“You guys can go hang out with your friends,” I offer.

“We’ll stay with you,” Damon says.

I look at Ty. “This is your party. Shouldn’t you talk to people?”

“If anybody wants to talk to me, they can come talk to me.” He shrugs.

I think of the girl who tried to talk to him earlier but decide not to bring that up.

Of course, that girl came up cause she wanted to flirt with Ty. It makes me a little angry to think about, but I’m sure she was a nice girl.

“Seriously, guys,” I say. “I’m fine. Go hang out with your friends. I’ll try to find somebody to talk to.”

I want to be brave, and I definitely don’t want to use them as a crutch.

Eventually, they all agree, but I notice none of them walk off too far. I try to ignore them as I make my way through the house. I’m oddly comforted by the fact that they want to make sure I’m okay.

As I’m walking onto the back patio, I hear a girl talking to her friend very loudly.

“I don’t know why they invited Reign. Everybody knows she’s a demon.”

A demon?

I mean, I’m a little cranky first thing in the mornings, but I’m a pretty nice person. I try to treat others the way I want them to treat me, just like my mom always taught me to do. Hearing her call me a demon hurts, but I ignore it and keep my head held high.

Then I hear another name.

Temptress.

Whore.

When I hear that, I turn around and walk back into the house. I try to hold in my tears because these people don’t deserve the satisfaction of knowing that they’ve hurt me. Nope, I will wait until I’m in the room and then I will cry.

Part of me wants to look around and find Damon. Or Ty. Or Kade. I want to tell them, and I want to make it go away. But they deserve to have fun. I’m not going to ruin their weekend just because I got my feelings hurt by a few mean girls.

“Why is she here?” I hear somebody ask.

I know without looking that they’re talking about me.

I just keep walking until I get upstairs and I make my way into the master bedroom, shutting the door behind me. It isn’t until I’m alone that I finally allow myself to break down.

I hate that I’m letting myself cry. I hate that I’m weak.

I’ve had people be mean to me my whole life. I know the horrible things girls whisper about me—it’s nothing new. I just got my hopes up, thinking maybe it would be different this time. I was wrong and I won’t make that mistake again.

Maybe I’m just not meant to have a lot of friends. Gemma, Courtney, and Piper are enough. The guys… they’re more than enough.

I lie down on the bed and climb under the covers. I allow myself to cry.

Allow…

I say that like I have a choice. I wish I wasn’t crying, but I can’t stop now that I’ve started. It feels a bit like somebody had kicked me in the chest.

The door opens, but I don’t look up. I already know it’s the guys. I knew they would come after me, I just hoped it would take them a little longer to notice that I came upstairs. I really don’t want them to see me crying. Still, nothing I do can stop the tears.

Kade immediately comes over and hugs me. Damon, after seeing Kade, comes over too. But Ty stands in the doorway. I look over at him out of curiosity to see what he’s doing.

“Who do I have to murder?” Ty’s fists are clenched, and his face seems set in stone.

“It’s nothing,” I sniffle. “It was stupid.”

“Let me be the judge of that,” he says, walking closer to the bed.

Damon and Kade both hold onto my hands and I sit up so I can talk to Ty.

“Nobody said anything to me specifically,” I explain. “Somebody called me a demon. And one person called me a temptress.” Ty is getting more tense with everything I say, so I wonder if I should tell him the last part or not, but I decide to not keep anything from him. “And somebody called me a whore.”

Ty’s face is red with anger, and I swear his hazel eyes darken.

“I’ll be right back,” he says, but his voice is calm.

Too calm.

He turns and walks out of the room, so I turn to Damon and Kade. “Somebody should go with him.”

“I’m on it,” Kade jumps up from the bed and follows Ty.

Damon stays with me.

“What do you think he’s going to do?” I ask Damon, as Kade shuts the door behind him.

“Probably murder some teenagers,” Damon answers.

“Damon, I’m being serious.”

“I don’t know, but part of me wants to murder them too. Those things they said… you know they’re not true, right?”

I nod my head.

I do know they’re not true, but it doesn’t stop the words from hurting just the same.

“I’ve been called these things my entire life.” I drop my gaze to my lap. “Ever since I was about thirteen-years-old. I once had this sixty-year-old lady in a grocery store throw a ham at me. I don’t know what it is about me, but there is something that makes women hate me. I don’t understand. I wish I could change. I want to be liked and accepted.”

“It’s not your fault. You don’t deserve to be treated like that by anybody,” he says, then pulls me into his arms.

His touch is comforting. It’s exactly what I need.

These guys always know exactly what to do. It’s almost like they were hand selected for me, which sounds crazy. Rather it be fate or luck, I’m glad that they’re mine.




Protected.




Everybody is gone.

Ty kicked them out.

I feel a little guilty about it. I mean, he made everybody leave at, like, nine o’clock at night. I hope they all have somewhere else to go, but none of the guys seem concerned with that.

Ty is current packing everybody’s bag. He’s still fuming. I think keeping busy helps him.

“Is everybody okay?” I ask.

Kade looks at me with an eyebrow raised.

“I mean… everybody he kicked out. Do they all have a place to go or stay?”

He grins, shaking his head. “You’re worried about the kids who said all those awful things about you?”

“It’s not their fault,” I protest. “There must be something about me that makes them hate me.”

“You’re too sweet for your own good. Those kids are fine. They’ll go get a hotel for the night or they’ll head back. Either way, they won’t be sleeping on the streets or anything like that. I promise.”

I nod.

Good.

I know the guys don’t get it, but it truly isn’t their fault.

Ty zips up the last bag and takes a deep breath before looking at me.

“The jet is waiting for us,” Ty says. “We’re going home tonight. I don’t want to be in this house right now.”

I stand up and walk over to him. “Ty, it’s not a big deal. What happened, I mean. What those people said doesn’t matter. I’m used to it. I’ve been told these things my whole life by people. It just hit me the wrong way tonight. I guess… I thought that I could fit in here. I thought maybe I could make friends. I was wrong. But it’s not like I need more friends. I have you guys. And I have my friends at school.”

“I feel like I need to be mad for you.” His eyes darken. “You’re too nice to people. You have no idea how hard it was not to figure out who said those things about you, but I knew that if I found out who, it would be bad.”

“I love that you’re willing to stand up for me. That is the best trait I could ask for in a mate,” I say, using their term. It feels right. “But I’m okay. I’m sorry that I cried. My feelings were hurt, but I feel better now. Thanks to you.”

I wrap my arms around Ty and burry my face in his chest. He wraps his arms around me and squeezes me tight, pressing his lips to the top of my head.

“Reign, you are everything to me,” he says, his voice low.

My heart warms at his words.

“Let’s go home.” He squeezes me once more before letting go of me.

I’m ready to go home.

“Can you stay the night at my house?” I ask Ty, then look at Kade. “You too. I’m not ready to say goodbye to you guys yet.”

Ty nods. “We’ll stay.”

I address at Damon. “Do you think Victoria will mind?”

“I’m certain she won’t,” he answers.

Good.

Because I’m not even sure I care if she got mad. I need my mates tonight. They make me feel protected, like nothing could ever hurt me as long as they’re around.


Sunday, September 1

It changes everything.




There is nothing better than waking up surrounded by my mates. I don’t know how I’ll go back to having them not in my bed after this.

Can they just move in?

Probably not. We are still in high school.

Damon was right. Victoria was completely cool with the guys staying over. She didn’t say a word when Damon told her they were staying. Though, I wonder if she knew they were all staying in my room.

After taking a shower and getting ready for the day, I meet everybody in the dining room for breakfast. Victoria ordered out, of course. She doesn’t cook—I’m not sure if she can cook as long as her fake nails are. But I’m not complaining because I don’t know how to cook either. My mom and I ate out a lot. Fast food was our favorite. And when we did eat at home, it was usually stuff like cereal and pop tarts. We were healthy.

Today, I have to talk to Victoria.

I need answers.

I don’t know why, but I’m nervous to speak with her. I’m not even sure where to start. Maybe I can ask her why everybody hates me. Well, not everybody. Just women, which is half the population.

I want to know what the term ‘mate’ means.

I want to know where my mom is, though I’m not sure if Victoria knows the answer to that.

While eating breakfast, everybody is talking about plans for the rest of the weekend, but I’m lost in my own thoughts. A sound outside captures my attention.

“What was that?” I ask.

“What was what?” Victoria asks.

Then I hear the sound of glass breaking. Everybody gets up to see what’s happening. Kade, Ty, and Damon all make sure that I am close to them as we go to investigate. What I see outside has me completely speechless.

This can’t be real.

I look at something I thought was only real in fairytales.

A dark gray dragon is flying through the sky, blowing fire from its open mouth. Its red eyes are trained on… me. It swoops down, coming right at me. It’s then that I realize just how massive the dragon really is. It’s probably about thirty feet across and its wings almost look like bat wings. It’s different than the dragon painting I saw in Kade’s bedroom.

The painting.

That looked like a real photograph.

Oh, my gosh. It was real.

But… dragons? Really?

Maybe this is all some kind of dream.

As the dragon swoops down, there is another spot in the sky. I see a black dragon with bright blue eyes fly toward the dark gray dragon.

I recognize the black dragon from the photo in Kade’s house.

I can’t look away as the black dragon crashes into the side of the gray dragon. There are two more black dragons joining the blue eyed one.

Somebody grabs my hand and I look away for a second, surprised that my guys aren’t there. It’s just Victoria. She is pulling me inside, away from the fight. I want to stay and watch this magnificent fight take place, but I know it’s not safe for me out here. I allow her to pull me inside, but I wonder just how safe we are in here. There is glass all over the floor. I have a feeling that nothing could keep that dragon out if it really wanted in.

Well…

Maybe those other three dragons could.

“Where are the guys?” I ask Victoria, now realizing how strange it is that they’re not here with me. They wouldn’t leave me for anything.

Unless…

But it couldn’t be.

I mean, sure that dragon had the same blue eyes as Kade, but that’s merely a coincidence, right?

But the longer I stand there looking at Victoria, the more I realize that it’s the only explanation. She doesn’t say anything at all, she just lets me figure it out on my own.

My guys…

My mates…

They’re not human.

They’re so much more.

“They’re dragons,” I breathe, awe spilling from my lips.

Maybe I should feel insane for saying the words out loud, but the words feel right. They feel like… something I’ve known for a very long time but just haven’t wanted to admit it to myself.

“Dragon shifters,” she corrects.

“And me?”

“We’ll talk when they get back. The boys need to hear this too.”

I swallow hard.

My whole life changed when I moved to Vegas, and I’m finally about to know exactly what it means.

I’ve always felt different from others.

Always.

I don’t know if I’m a dragon, but I’m definitely not human. I know this without a doubt.

Whatever Victoria is going to tell me…

It’s going to change everything.




Succubus?




Victoria, Esteban, Ty, Damon, Kade, and I all sit in the living room. Victoria stands up suddenly, walking toward me. She sits on the coffee table, directly in front of me. She doesn’t look me in the eye as she talks.

“Reign, I have to tell you something,” Victoria begins. “Something that your mother should’ve told you years ago.”

Kade squeezes my hand and I’m thankful for the encouragement.

Kade is holding one hand, Damon is holding the other, and Ty is playing with a strand of my hair. It’s like they all can’t stand to not touch me right now and I’m glad. I feel like I would be falling apart right now if it weren’t for them. They make me stronger.

“The Evermore women are succubi,” she says.

“I’m a… succubus?” I ask.

She nods.

“It’s why men are so drawn to me?” I raise my voice at the end. It’s a question, but I already know the answer.

“Yes.”

“Wait… aren’t succubi demons?”

Which is why the other students had called me a demon.

It makes so much sense.

“No. We are not demons,” she says. “We don’t feed on the souls of men. That’s ridiculous. We do, however, feed off sexual energy.”

“Sexual energy?”

She nods. “Have you ever noticed that you get a kind of… high… after…” she looks at the Damon, then back at me. “Well… after you have sex.”

My face grows warm. “I have never done that.”

“You’re a virgin?” she asks.

I nod.

Her eyebrows crease while she looks at me. “Huh. Well, maybe when you kiss a boy you feel really good? Kissing used to be a high for me when I was young. Before I had sexual relations.”

I shrug. “Yeah, I guess I do. I just thought it was normal though.”

She clears her throat, clearly uncomfortable with the subject.

“There is something else,” she says. “Something about you.”

The boys all stiffen at her words.

Oh, goodness. What is she about to tell me?

“Your mother had a mate. A soulmate,” she explains. “Succubi usually don’t. Like me, I never had a mate. I married Esteban because I was tired of feeding off strangers. I wanted to have a real family.”

It’s sweet, but also gross. Because she’s now telling me that she feeds off Esteban’s sexual energy, which is just too much information.

“Sorry,” she says, as if she just realized what she said.

“It’s okay,” I assure her, because I need her to continue. “Who is my father?”

“Your father is Regius Basilicus.”

The name means nothing to me, but I can tell by the reaction of everybody else in the room that it means something. Even Esteban let’s out a surprised grunt.

“Who is Regius?” I ask.

“He’s the king,” Ty answers.

“The king?”

“Of the dragons,” Damon pipes in. “He’s… the ruler of all of the dragon world. But I didn’t even know he had a mate, much less a daughter.”

“It was kept a secret because there are people after him. People who want to take the crown.” Victoria paces back and forth. “He put his mate and daughter into hiding for their own safety.”

“Wait… he’s alive?” I raise my voice. “My mom told me he was dead.”

“Yes, he’s alive,” Victoria says.

My dad is alive.

“Wait… if my dad is a dragon, what does that mean?” I stare at my aunt, trying to process all that I’ve been told.

“It means that you are not just a succubus. You are also half dragon,” Victoria says. “And you are the princess.”




The end.

Book 2, Dragon Elite, is coming April 2019!










Letter from Scarlett
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