

    
        
          In Chills

        

        
        
          Holiday Together, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Emily Bourne

        

        
          Published by Emily Bourne, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      IN CHILLS

    

    
      First edition. October 19, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Emily Bourne.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1925990140

    

    
    
      Written by Emily Bourne.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

THANK YOU FOR READING

FREE BOOK
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Why do I keep doing this to myself? Constantly unlocking my phone. Continually refreshing my messages. Just hoping. Waiting. Pleading for him to respond. 

Ok, it’s been awhile since I texted him, but can’t he just send me a random message? A “hey” or a “how’s it going?”

Man. Why does love have to be so hard? At least I think it’s love... Do I love him? I thought I loved him. He was such a big part of my high school life. He saved me from myself and let me know it’s ok to be me. Yeah, ok, I was gonna come out, regardless. But it was nice having someone by my side. Who had my back. Who might love me?

“What are you doing?” Madi asks, walking across the music room. 

I drop the phone to my lap and sigh. “Nothing.”

“You’re not still moping about Mr Anti-Social, are you?” Madi asks, sliding onto the couch beside me with her trademark sarcasm. 

“Lay off, would ya?”

“Hey, guys?” Hugh says, hopping off the stool behind the drumset. “I have to take off.”

“Wait,” Madi says, lifting her hands up. “Can we have another run through?”

I frown. “We’ve been here all night.”

“And we still haven’t finished the song,” Madi says. She pats my head and adds, “And you’ve been glued to your phone for way too long.”

I shrug. “Because I’m done.”

“Just because you wrote the song and can play it blind-folded,” Madi replies, “doesn’t mean you can ditch us.”

I lethargically stand up. “Only one more time,” I say flatly. “I wanna go home.”

“You sound so bored,” Hugh says with a laugh, as he returns to his stool.

I slip my guitar strap over my head and rest the guitar against me as I turn on the keyboard. Our other group member for this class assignment went home this morning to visit her parents. So I have to fill both our parts for the song. It doesn’t bother me. I’m not bored like Hugh says. I’m distracted and verging on cranky. I just want to see Reece again.

We take another run-through of the song. I set up the keyboard on a loop and wait out the beats for the guitar riff. I don’t know why Madi is doubting herself. She’s nailing the bass part. I mean, once you have the beat, can you really mess up on bass? 

...I’d never say it to her face.

“That melody is killer,” Hugh says, moving towards his gym bag as we pack up. “I love your voice, Nick.”

I smile. Warm tingles slither through me from the compliment. “Thank you.”

“I’ll see you guys at the party tonight?” Hugh asks, packing up.

“What party?” Madi says, perking up like a meerkat.

“It’s off campus. Somewhere around Newtown.” Hugh flicks through his phone and says, “I’ll send you the address.”

“Who’s throwing it?” Madi asks.

“I don’t know if it’s a third year or a second year,” Hugh replies. “But it’s for anyone in the music program.”

Hugh’s text message pops up over my empty text chain with Reece. I flick it off the screen, and say, “I’ll pass.”

“No,” Madi says, skidding in front of me. She takes my hands and stares deep into my eyes. “We are going. You need to get out more before all the fun is sucked out of you.”

I wince. “Thanks.”

She kisses my cheek and orders, “You’re going.” She turns to Hugh, smiling. “We’ll see you there.”

She plucks my phone and clutches it to her chest with a smirk. “You’re coming to the party tonight. No arguments.”

“I’m not in the mood,” I say, less than enthused. 

“Stop being such a drag,” Madi complains. 

I roll my eyes and snatch my phone back. “If I can convince Reece to come, I’ll go.”

“That’s a horrible deal. You know he won’t come.”

“If I say it’s important to me, he will.”

Madi’s shoulders slouch and her smirk falls into a frown. “Don’t do that to yourself. When he doesn’t respond or he rejects the offer, you’ll get really down. You know he’s not into parties. Why do you keep trying with him?”

“We had fun together at the graduation party.”

And after that party. Why doesn’t Reece want to recreate that night? I want it so badly. We had fun together. We can always have fun together. Was it not fun for him? Is that what he’s trying to tell me? That he’s really not that into me? Maybe that night wasn’t as good as I thought.

I lock my phone and say to Madi, “Maybe you’re right.”

She squeals and squeezes her arms around me. “We are gonna have a killer time tonight.” She kisses my cheek, and adds, “I promise.”

I blush, letting the warmth float around my heart. She is a good friend. She always means well, even when she’s a massive pain in the arse. 

Maybe it’ll distract me from the silent text chain. Dammit. Why is it so hard to stop thinking about Reece?

Because he’s gorgeous.

That’s why.

I text him to say we are going to a party. A small white lie when I add it’s a house party, so it should be chill. I already know it won’t be chill. But a hectic party is not what you advertise to Reece Watkins. I tell him the address and what time we should get there. And I make sure it’s clear I’d love to see him.

My heart throbs and my stomach wobbles.

With a deep inhale, I hit send.
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On the walk from the taxi to the terrace house, we hear the undercurrent of techno. My stomach flips as we walk into the party. My hand hovers over the outline of my phone in my skinny jeans. 

Hoping. 

Waiting. 

Wishing my mindful pleading will manifest a reply from Reece. 

A few vodkas could boost my confidence to text him again. Or call him... That could be a terrible idea. Or would it fix everything? Get everything out in the open. Finally ask him how he really feels.

If I called, would he answer?

My stomach flips again. 

What if he didn’t answer? That would be murder.

“Where’s the freakin alcohol?” I shout to Madi over the music.

She clasps my hand and leads me through the crowded party. This girl is like a bloodhound for alcohol. She sniffs it out even if it’s her first time at a place.

After Madi finds a carton of pineapple vodka, she hands me a bottle and her eyes meet mine with sympathy. “Please try to have fun. Stop torturing yourself over Reece. He’s not here, and you deserve to let loose.”

I nod and take a swig. The pineapple fizzes on my tongue, and the vodka is a welcomed relief. “I’ll try,” I tell her with a smile.

Madi pushes up on her heels and her lips push on to mine. “That’s my boy,” she whispers.

As I slide back, I quickly guzzle more from the bottle. If she’s kissing me this early in the night, I need as much vodka as I can manage.

When Madi sneaks another bottle from the carton before finishing her first, I suggest we take a loop of the party. She links an arm with mine and calls out to some of her friends. I leave her with them and search for people I know from class. 

As I move to the back of the room, the chatter is louder. Laughter bounces off the walls and energetic dance moves take centre stage. Like most terrace homes, the rooms are narrow and long-stretched. My eyes search the centre of the crowd, and land on a boy with bleached blonde hair. He’s tall and skinny and I can’t help smiling at the sight of his gigantic grin.

He throws an arm around another guy’s neck and seems to say the punchline of a joke, because everyone laughs at what he says. His gestures have an eccentric, flamboyant quality to them, and I can’t take my eyes off him. He’s unapologetically over-the-top. Without knowing him, he seems more authentic than anyone else in the room. It’s like I’m gravitationally pulled towards him. 

Like a bee to honey. I need to know him.

He moves through the crowd with the same guy, who he wrapped his arm around. His dark blue eyes flick my way. My stomach flips, and I gulp as my cheeks burn. 

He
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