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I

“There’s a hunk walking into my house,”
Lilly gushed into the phone. “He’s got dark hair, an amazing
smile, and he’s melting the asphalt in my driveway.”

“You can see him that well? It’s dark!”

“Hello! Porch lights and
binoculars!”

I laughed. “That’s Andre LeBlanc!” I
tightened my grip on the phone and sprawled across my comforter.
“What’s he wearing?”

“Clothes,” she said, disheartened.

“What kind of clothes?”

“A red sleeveless shirt and denim
shorts.”

“Hmm, I’ve only ever seen him in a tux.”

“Oh, yeah? That’s too bad.”

“Luke’s hotter.”

“Yuck!” I could practically see her
grimace.

“Luke didn’t tell you Andre’s staying with
you?” He’d known about it for nearly two months.

“He said something about it. But I didn’t
catch his name, and I’ve never even seen a picture.”

How ironic.

“You’re friends with Nikki on Facebook. You
didn’t see her million pictures of them together?!” I demanded.

“No, I don’t use Facebook much. I haven’t
looked through Nikki’s pictures. Although I was stalking
that stud she’s dating.”

I grinned. “So? Is Andre hotter than
Troy?”

“He is definitely swoon-worthy, but
Troy is way hotter. We can’t wait to move out!”

“Gee, I wonder why!” I teased.

“Mmm-hmm. I wonder why you and my
brother can’t wait to move out.”

Has she met my parents?

“Can you believe it’s Wednesday night? We
graduate on Friday, and we’ll be out of here the next day!” I
practically squealed.

“I know, I can’t wait! We’ll be free in
under seventy-two hours!”

My heart fluttered. In seventy-two hours,
I’ll no longer sleep alone.

Ever. Again.

“Is your stuff packed?” she asked, after
yelling at someone in the background.

“Like, weeks ago! Yours…?”

“Yeah. I already shipped most of it.”

I only shipped two large boxes—containing
clothes, movies, photo albums, books, and whatever stuffed animals
I had as a kid that I couldn’t part with. All the rest would be
carry-on at the airport. It was kind of depressing, seeing how much
my parents never got me. But, I’d survived without it.

Somehow.

Lilly yawned. “Well, it’s after ten and I’m
going to bed. I’m not exactly made up, so I guess I’ll meet this
Andre guy tomorrow.”

I wonder if she knows that—even when
she isn’t “made up”—she still looks about a hundred times
better than me.

The next thing I heard was, “I’ll see you at
school tomorrow?”

“Of course. Our last day!”

I was so giddy about it, I knew I’d be
getting less and less sleep as the week progressed.

And I was totally fine with that!

~~~

It was the last day of school. The last time
Luke, Gino, and Troy made their grand entrance through the school
doors. The last time the girls would be swooning in the hall. The
last time they’d throw pens at our boyfriends’ feet.

The last time I’d get dirty looks from every
girl in the place, as Luke pulled me in and kissed me.

I’m really going to miss that last part.

The guys wore blue shirts, denim shorts,
various sneakers, and shiny black sunglasses that made them look
like movie stars. It really fit how they were treated.

And this time, Monsieur Andre LeBlanc walked
in with them.

“And who might you be!” gushed one
girl.

“I want!” swooned another.

“Gino’s single, but I want one that’s
taken!” cried yet another—whose hours on this earth were
numbered, may I add.

Lilly sneered by her locker. “Stupid
slut.”

“I know,” I said. “This school’s full of
them.”

And, unsurprisingly, most of them were in
Jenna’s little clique.

“Hey, Beautiful,” Luke breathed as he
gripped me. His embrace was soothing, and his touch was
electrifying. It felt like I’d died and gone to heaven.

Only I knew I couldn’t have, ‘cause I’ve
still got a curfew.

I didn’t waste any time getting my kiss.
Even with his friends there, staring at us. Well, except for
Troy—he was too preoccupied with Lilly. And Gino still
didn’t look happy about it.

“Mademoiselle,” Andre said when my lips
parted Luke’s. He took my hand, pressed his lips against it, and
gazed at me with those mesmerizing blue eyes.

“Hi, Andre,” I said casually. “It’s nice to
see you in street clothes.”

“You too.” He eyed my form-fitting gray
shirt and flare jeans.

His gaze moved beyond me, and rested on
Luke. “Is that your sister?” he queried, motioning to Lilly with
his nose. “The girl with her tongue down Troy’s throat…?”

Luke grimaced. “That’s her.”

“She’s gorgeous! Her name’s Lilly,
right?”

“Yeah,” Luke said, smacking Andre’s
shoulder. “But you can just call her Rapunzel. It annoys her, and
it’s kind of cute.”

Andre rubbed his chin. “She looks like
Nikki.”

Oddly enough, I didn’t see the resemblance
when it was kind of important.

Andre’s eyes fell upon me. “Not that you
aren’t gorgeous, mademoiselle.”

I grinned and tightened my grip on Luke’s
waist. “She’s hotter than me, I’ve come to terms with it.”

Luke laughed. “No she’s not!”

I rolled my eyes. I knew Luke was biased;
but still, I kind of liked hearing it.

“You haven’t meet Lilly yet?” I asked
Andre.

“No. She was asleep when we got to Luke’s
from the airport last night, and we left early to get breakfast and
coffee.”

“Where are you going after this?” They were
very lax with the rules the last week of school, so I wondered if
he’d hang around.

“Actually, I’m going to hang out with
Troy.”

He looked at Luke. “You’re a high school
boy, you can’t come.”

Luke laughed. “You never change.”

They exchanged a high five.

Andre raised an eyebrow at me. “Until next
time?”

“Right,” I said with a chuckle.

And before he could leave, I heard his phone
emit a notification sound.

He removed it from his pocket, looked at the
screen, pursed his lips, and showed it to Luke. “Look at this guy!
Posting digital chocolates on Nikki’s wall. That’s just
stupid.”

Luke glanced at the screen. “What’s wrong
with that?”

Andre shook his head. “Chocolates on
Facebook? If he weren’t such a loser, he’d send them in
person. You know, so she could taste them.”

Luke’s eyebrows pinched. “It’s a long
distance relationship; where’s he live?”

Andre scrolled through the site for a
minute. “It doesn’t say.”

“Will it say if you friend him?” Luke
tightened his grip on me and rested his chin on my shoulder.

Andre smirked. “I’m not friending him. He’s
not that important.”

“Then why are you so pissed about it?”

Andre hesitated. “I’m not. I’m just saying,
that’s a cheesy thing to do—give a girl fake chocolate.”

Luke let go of me and nabbed Andre’s phone.
“So, it makes a sound when someone posts something on her page?
How?”

“Actually, I was notified of an update she
posted. Saw the fake chocolate when I looked at her wall.

“Facebook gives you notifications when a
certain friend posts something,” he added.

Luke scrolled down Andre’s news feed. “So,
you’re stalking her?”

Andre set his hands in his pockets. “Pretty
much.”

“Why?”

“‘Cause Facebook lets me.”

Luke gave the phone back. “Well, she’ll be
in Prince George when we get there. Get her some chocolates, so she
can taste them.”

“And why would I do that?”

“You tell me—you’re the one bitching about
her not being able to taste this guy’s.”

“Maybe I will,” Andre said eventually. “As a
friend.”

Andre looked to Troy. “Hey, Romeo!” He
tapped his watch. “We should go! You can French the
mademoiselle later, can’t you?”

Troy glanced at him and kissed Lilly one
more time.

Gino shook his head, gave Andre a high five,
and headed for class. “See you later, man.”

“Yup! Enjoy your schoolwork!”

“I’m gonna be a doctor!” Gino said, flashing
him a thumbs up.

“Working with bodily fluids.” Andre crinkled
his nose. “Sounds pleasant!”

“Scared of bodily fluids?” I asked with a
grin.

Andre shrugged a shoulder. “That depends. Is
whomever they belong to… hot?”

I burst out laughing.

Andre beamed and glanced at Gino. “Monsieur
Barone seems like an awesome guy. I wonder why Troy doesn’t like
him?”

Luke rolled his eyes. “I told you—my
sister’s drama.”

Andre patted Luke’s back. “See you, Lukasz.
Call me when you get out of prison!”

“I’ll be out after third period,” Luke
said.

“Great.”

Troy joined him and they walked toward the
exits.

“Are you single?” Jenna cooed. She gripped
Andre’s arm, and batted her mascara-drenched lashes at him.

He eyed her hand, and swiftly brushed it
away. “Depends on who’s asking. For you? No.”

Her face fell, and he moved out the
door.

I giggled and looked to Luke. “Is he
single?”

“Something’s definitely up.” He raised an
eyebrow. “Why, Beautiful? Are you interested?”

I pulled him close and inhaled his cologne.
“No. I just thought I’d ask…”…for Nikki.

She’s been messaging me like mad, trying to
figure out what Andre changing his relationship status to “it’s
complicated” means.

Even as her mega-hot boyfriend, Blake,
flirted with her on there. Daily.

~~~

Luke was already seated in writer’s
workshop. His eyes trailed me as I walked in, and that crooked grin
appeared as I sat beside him.

“Hey,” he breathed. He got his final project
back from Mr. Tweezer, and I’d picked mine up before being
seated.

“Hi,” I whispered, checking my grade. I got
a solid A.

His eyes shifted to the board, where the
writing prompt was. Then they rolled back over to me.

Though when I looked at him, he looked
away.

This flirtatious game he plays…
really turns me on. And I wondered if he knew it.

His leg brushed mine, and he kept it there;
with the side of his foot flat against mine.

I reached under the desk and held his hand
discreetly. “What’d you get on your book?”

He showed me the bottom of the first page,
which was actually blank. “An A.”

“I’m proud of you.”

Our eyes met. “Yeah…? Do I get a
reward?”

I grinned. “You might have to wait a day or
two.”

He sucked his teeth. “I never was the
patient type.”

“I like driving you crazy,” I
purred.

He looked away. “Yeah.”

When his eyes next fixed on me, he breathed,
“But you don’t have to deny me anything to do that.”

I squeezed his hand. “I love you,” I said
under my breath. Though I doubt he heard it.

Since it was the last day of school, nearly
everyone cut. Only a handful of people even showed up. Mr. Tweezer
didn’t seem bothered by it—in fact, he looked beat himself. Like
the school year wore him out, and he was glad to be done with
it.

Weren’t we all?

Tweezer sat back in his seat, and put his
feet up on his desk. “Let me start off by saying there is no right
or wrong answer to the question on the board. I would like to hear
your take on it, though. What is the purpose of life?
What does life mean to you? Since this is a senior class, and
you’re all out of here tomorrow—being released into the world, so
to speak—I thought this would be a good time to reflect on that. So
take a few minutes, write, and I’ll take volunteers to read
theirs.”

Volunteers—code for test
subjects.

There I was, Miss Future Hotshot Writer—or
so I hoped—and I had no idea what to write. Luke looked
busier than I did.

Everything about him was remarkable. From
the way he smelled, to the way his icy blues fixed on the paper.
It’s like everything around him phased out as he searched that
piece of college-ruled paper for the meaning of life.

His hand scribbled leisurely across the
sheet. It seemed to come to him so easily.

Is it simpler for hot people?

My eyes rolled down his bulky arms. The arms
that would be holding me—nonstop—once Saturday came around. Because
Saturday was the first day of the rest of our lives. And there was
nothing I wanted to do more than—

“Adonia!” Tweezer pulled me back to
reality.

“I wasn’t thinking about sex!” I
blurted.

Pens dropped. Followed by obnoxious
laughing.

My breaths had stopped, my face was hot, and
my heart galloped.

“I mean,” I attempted, my face burning. “Sex
is not the meaning of life! I was just thinking about what the
meaning could be, and I realized that it can’t be that. There are
much more important things.” I heaved a painful breath.

Tweezer stared at me. “Like what?”

I glanced at Luke, and swallowed hard. He
wore that seductive grin.

My eyes fell to his leather journal.
“Reading?” I breathed, my voice quaking. “I’m pretty sure it’s
reading.”

Tweezer still stared at me. The laughing
calmed.

I heaved a sigh. “I didn’t catch what you
said,” I admitted.

Tweezer rubbed his forehead. After a moment,
he looked at me. “I said, is the meaning of life written on Luke’s
bicep?”

I actually looked.

And people giggled.

“No,” I said, my cheeks flushing again.

Tweezer held his head. “Never mind.”

I shrunk in my seat a bit, because people
were watching. People were talking. People were laughing.

People were wondering what the hell was
wrong with me—and what would become of me.

“Pens down,” Tweezer announced, just as I
picked mine up.

Yeah, class was not going
well.

“Jenna?” Tweezer motioned for the front of
the room.

She headed there, in her black miniskirt,
purple shirt and heels. “I think hot guys are the meaning of life.
Because I have difficulty, like, picking just one. It is always a
challenge for me, to pick one, and like stay with one, so that has
to be it! And once I find the one for me, like, oh my God, it will
all be clear!”

Everyone stared at her.

Intently.

Tweezer opened his grade book. “I shouldn’t
have asked.”

Jenna sat at her desk, pulled out her
compact mirror, and checked her lipstick.

“Mr. Pawlak.”

Luke walked to the front. His eyes skimmed
the room, and brushed mine for a moment. When they fixed on his
paper, he cleared his throat, and said,

“The meaning of life. To appreciate the
fragility of life, to cherish what you have, to reach for your
dreams, and pursue happiness—because happiness is not an
entitlement, but something you work for.

“Be faithful to the one who entrusts you
with their heart—because that’s the most valuable thing anyone can
give. Love unconditionally, like there is no tomorrow, because you
don’t know if there will be.

“I think we’re all here by chance—or maybe
it’s fate,” he said, glancing at me. “And we need to make the most
of it while here. Because when we’re gone, nothing matters more
than how we’ve made others feel. That’s all that’s left of
us—memories. So make them good ones.”

My eyes welled with tears.

Because while he sat there writing that
mind-blowing summary of life, I was thinking about… uh…
sex.

Would he mind?

Tweezer took a few moments to absorb all
that. “That’s very thoughtful, Luke, thank you. And it’s good
advice.”

Luke’s eyes circled the room. I tried to
hold onto my tears.

“Have a seat,” Tweezer said with a hand
gesture, and called on Jake.

Luke sat, again with his leg tight against
mine. He breathed heavy, and his eyes were impassioned. He kept
peeking at me, like he wanted to say something; but instead, he put
his paper down and continued writing.

“The meaning of life is to have fun,” Jake
said simply. “That’s why I got into a party school!”

The class laughed.

Tweezer waited, like he expected more.

After a lengthy silence, Jake pointed to his
seat. “May I sit down?”

Tweezer sighed and gestured to it.

“Well, out of three, at least I got one
level-headed answer,” Tweezer said, glancing at Luke. “I give up.
You’re all dismissed.”


 


II

“Hi, sweetie!”

I should’ve known better than to answer my
phone after third period! “Hey, Dad.”

Luke leaned against the locker beside mine
and flashed me a smile, just as Troy and Andre walked through the
school doors.

I pulled items from my locker singlehandedly
and dumped them in my book bag, which was sure to weigh about a
hundred pounds by the time my locker had been emptied out.

“I know you’re on your off-period, and I
wanted to see if you need a ride home, or if you want to hang
around there until school’s out.”

I groaned.

Luke strayed a few feet to high-five and
talk to his clan of male models.

“I have a ride, Dad. Luke’s driving me, he’s
here with his friends.”

“Troy…?” Dad prodded.

“Yes, Dad. Troy and another guy.”

I could practically see Dad clutch
his phone. I could practically see the fear on his face. I
could practically see the paranoia building in his head.

“Another guy? Is he
behaving?”

I checked on Andre. To my surprise—and
absolute delight—all the guys were grinning at me. “Yes,
Dad. He’s behaving, too.”

“Let me know if he misbehaves!”

I rolled my eyes. I wanted to ask what he
plans to do when I’m out of the house in forty-eight hours, and how
he’s going to enforce the rules from all the way in Alaska when
they’re not behaving.

But I didn’t want to even suggest
that they may misbehave…

And give him a heart attack.

“What’s the other guy’s name?”

I shifted the phone so I could hold my face.
“Andre LeBlanc.”

“Birthday…?”

I didn’t know how to ask so I don’t look
ridiculous. The guys were a few feet away, watching me. “I dunno,”
I said hesitantly.

“He just turned nineteen,” Luke said with a
grin. “On May first.”

My face flushed. I couldn’t believe Luke’s
grown accustomed to this ridiculousness! “He’s nineteen, Dad. May
first.”

I heard typing, and waited for Dad’s
criminal background check to complete. In the meantime, I
really hoped Andre didn’t jaywalk, too.

“There are two on here,” Dad said. “Where
was he born?”

I looked to Luke. “Birthplace?”

“Vancouver,” Luke breathed.

I raised my eyebrows. “He’s Canadian?”

Andre nodded. “My mom is. I have dual
citizenship.”

“Vancouver,” I told Dad.

“He’s clean,” Dad said after some lag.

I sighed in relief that Andre is not a
criminal.

“Let me do a new one on Troy,” Dad said,
typing again.

It’s like if he didn’t find something on
someone, he couldn’t live with himself.

I peeked back at the guys, who talked
quietly. Probably about how insane my father is.

“Now he has three run-ins with the
law?!” Dad hollered in a breathless panic.

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, Dad, he crossed the
street again!”

The guys burst out laughing, and Luke
gripped my waist from behind. “I love you,” he breathed in my free
ear.

I swung around and kissed him. My arms
wrapped tightly around his neck. “I love you, too,” I said in a
faint whisper.

“Adonia!”

I returned the phone to my ear. “Dad?”

“We’re having a peaceful family dinner with
the Jacobsons at five. Sullivan is bringing his friend. I need to
pick them up from school; so if you get home and I’m not here,
that’s why.”

Whenever I think of dinner with the
Jacobsons, I think of Dad, unconscious, sprawled across their
dining room floor. And I wasn’t looking forward to that
again.

“Dad?” I said in awe. “Sullivan has a
friend?”

He ignored me. “See you at five, sweetie!
Let me know if anyone misbehaves!”

“Sure, Dad.”

“I love you, sweetie!”

“I love you too, Dad…”

“Be careful! Bye now.” He hung up.

I set the phone down to zip my bag. It was
stuffed; but after some struggle, I got it to work.

After four years, my locker was bare.
Without all the decor, it was simple and ugly. And the thought of
never seeing it again made me a bit sad.

Luke grabbed my bag, before I could attempt
to carry it. “Ready, Beautiful?”

I looked into my locker one last time,
finding myself short of breath. “Yeah,” I uttered, and slammed it
shut.

~~~

The Jacobsons’ dining room was packed.
Counting Gino, Andre, and Sullivan’s friend, Zach, there were
twelve of us in there.

Zach’s thirteen, with rich auburn hair and
green eyes. He moved to Alaska from Montana in March, and since
then, he and Sullivan were practically inseparable. So inseparable,
in fact, that Zach is sleeping over at our house all summer.
Apparently, sleeping on my brother’s floor like some kind of
animal beats sleeping in his own bed.

Yeah. There’s something wrong with him.

As it turns out, Zach enjoys video games,
crappy movies, procrastination, and heavy sarcasm, too.

They sat to Mom’s left, and chewed with
their mouths open.

I know I should’ve sat by my parents, but I
sat next to Luke anyway. Because in forty-eight hours, we were
going to be joined at the hip—and Dad couldn’t do a thing about
it.

I couldn’t wait!

“What time is the graduation ceremony
tomorrow?” Mom ate some Caesar salad.

“It starts at six,” Luke said.

“And your flight is at nine Saturday
morning?” Mom‘s eyes darted from Luke to me.

“Yes.” Luke glanced at Dad, who was
unbuttoning his top collar button. He looked about as anxious as
was expected.

“How will you get your Jeep to Canada,
Luke?” Mom pried.

“We are driving it down, and taking a plane
back up,” Burke said, gripping Mrs. Jacobson’s hand. He ran his
hand through his mocha hair. “We love sightseeing, and jumped at
the opportunity to help.”

“So let me get this straight
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