

    
        
          I Think He Might Be The One

        

        
        
          Famous Last Words, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Cece Jacobs

        

        
          Published by Cece Jacobs, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      I THINK HE MIGHT BE THE ONE

    

    
      First edition. September 27, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Cece Jacobs.

    

    
    
      Written by Cece Jacobs.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Thirteen

Fourteen

Fifteen

Sixteen

Seventeen

Eighteen

Nineteen

Twenty

Twenty-One

Twenty-Two

Twenty-Three

Twenty-Four

Twenty-Five

Twenty-Six

Twenty-Seven

Twenty-Eight

Twenty-Nine

Thirty

Thirty-One

Thirty-Two

Thirty-Three

Thirty-Four

Thirty-Five

Thirty-Six

Thirty-Seven

Thirty-Eight

Thirty-Nine

Forty

Forty-One

Forty-Two

Forty-Three

Forty-Four

Forty-Five

Sign up for Cece Jacobs's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

One

[image: ]


Trenton carefully ties the black apron around his waist. He’s in a pair of black slacks, a black button-up shirt, and a black tie — the required uniform that’s way nicer than some of the ones he’s had to wear before. It’s only his third week at one of the many upscale sushi places in town. Max, his new roommate, had recommended him for the job, and the manager had blindly agreed without really looking at Trenton’s resume. The manager said they needed the help since school was going to be back in session soon, and they expected an increase in foot traffic. That worked perfectly for Trenton. While the hourly wage left little to be desired, as countless waiting jobs did, the tips were good here, and he didn’t mind eating sushi every day on his break. 

This wasn’t Trenton’s first waiting job, so he didn’t need a manager to tell him what to do when he arrived for his shift. On his first day, he’d had exactly two hours of training before the shift leader said he didn’t need it. He found out which section he’d be waiting on tonight, and when the hostess led a couple to one of his tables, he was right behind them. 

With a practiced smile, he greeted them. “Good evening, I’m Trenton, and I’ll be taking care of you tonight. Have you been here before?”

The woman smiles and looks to the man she’s with. He shakes his head, an easy grin on his face. Trenton tells them about the specials and points out some popular items on the menu before taking their drink orders.

The thing is, the woman has definitely been here — just not with the man she’s with tonight. In fact, she was here last week and the week before with another man. He glances at them curiously while he waits for the bartender to fix their drinks. The man is handsome with dark skin, hair buzzed short, and clearly spends a lot of time in the gym. And the woman is beautiful, model-like even, with a thousand-watt smile and blonde hair curled perfectly. 

Maybe they’re just friends, he thinks. Pretty people like that tend to flock together. Then he sees them reach out to hold hands across the table. They look like the picture-perfect couple. Just like she did with the man last week, too.

Max approaches the bar in a matching uniform and apron, giving his table’s drink orders to the bartender. Then he follows Trenton’s eyes. Trenton is surprised when his roommate chuckles.

“Do you know them?”

Max shakes his head. “Not personally. I’d prefer to keep it that way. They go to school with us.”

Trenton hums. Classes haven’t started yet, so he wouldn’t know that. He’s a transfer student who knows next to nothing about his potential classmates or campus, yet, for that matter, beyond his dorm and the student union. He’s hoping Max will give him a tour in the coming days so he doesn’t look like a total freshman with a printed map from the Admissions Office.

“They’re cute together. Have they been dating long?” Trenton doesn’t mean anything by the question. He’s just curious and making small talk. Max is nice enough, but they don’t know each other well yet. He’s surprised at how amused Max looks at the question, though.

“Uh, no. And it won’t last, either.”

Trenton gives him a perplexed look. “How do you know that?”

“Sunny Shaw doesn’t stay with anyone for long. She even likes to see a few at once sometimes, from what I hear, not that the poor bastards ever know it until it’s too late. I doubt that even Damien Arnold will keep her attention for longer than a few weeks.”

Trenton shrugs, gathering the drinks that the bartender slides to him. As long as they were paying the bill at the end of the dinner, he didn’t care too much who she came to dinner with. He delivers the drinks with the same practiced smile and takes their orders. He checks on them a couple of times while they eat, and when the time comes, he swipes Damien Arnold’s card for the bill, and they leave. The bus boy swoops in to clean up, and Trenton moves on with his night. 

Whatever Sunny Shaw did was really none of his business, though he felt bad for Damien Arnold. The guy looked like he was half in love already, and from the sounds of it, he was destined for a let-down. 
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“Are you out to ruin my life?”

Sunny raises an eyebrow at Sterling in amusement. “Yes, literally, since we were evicted from the womb.”

Her twin brother drops his backpack into a chair and slams the tray of food on the table across from her, plopping down. “First of all, you have to stop saying that. You’re a biology major, you know there’s a more appropriate way to say that.”

“I’m just calling it what Mom does! She reminds us every August,” Sunny says innocently. Their mother had even given them a cake with ‘Happy Eviction Day’ written on it in icing a couple of weeks ago. It was their twenty-first birthday, and they were away for most of the year for school. She wasn’t kicking them out now because she’d already done that in the ‘most important’ way twenty-one years ago.

Sterling is not impressed. “Second of all,” he says forcefully, “I’m trying to run a basketball team here! I’ve told you that you cannot mess with my players.”

Sunny rolls her eyes. Damien Arnold had not taken her turning down another date very well. He’d taken her out a handful of times, and he checked plenty of boxes, or she wouldn’t have gone out with him in the first place. He was handsome, had a nice body, was intelligent, and was good in bed. But she didn’t really feel a spark, so Sunny had declined to see him again this week.

“Is going on a few dates messing with your players now? You didn’t complain before.”

“That’s because he was a freshman. I wasn’t giving him any playing time anyway,” Sterling seethes, but Sunny knew there was something exaggerated about it. Call it twin telepathy. “Damien Arnold, on the other hand, is one of my starters, and he’s been sucking ass all week. Air balls every time, no defense to speak of, tripping over his own two feet. You’ve ruined yet another one.”

“Ruined is such a strong word,” Sunny said lightly, picking at her lunch. It was spaghetti day at the Student Union, and it wasn’t her favorite, but she didn’t have an opportunity to run back to the sorority house for anything between classes and office hours for her Teaching Assistant position.

“Ruined what?” Jay says, sliding into the seat next to Sunny with his tray.

“She’s out to ruin my team again!” Sterling cries, emphasizing ‘again’, but he should have known he wouldn’t get any sympathy here.

Jay laughs, pushing his tray to touch Sunny’s. He plops two pieces of garlic bread on her tray before stealing half of her spaghetti. Sunny doesn’t try to stop him because this is such an old habit that there would be no point. They’ve been splitting meals since they started eating solid foods as toddlers. Sterling had never been much of a sharer, but Sunny was enough of a sharer for both of them. Plus, she really wanted the garlic bread, and Jay knows it. He can sweet-talk the lunch lady better than she can to get an extra piece now and then. “Damien didn’t take it well, huh?”

“He did not,” Sunny answers in a sing-song voice.

“I’m surrounded by monsters.” Sterling laments loudly now, but Sunny and Jay have known him too long for it to have an effect.

“Eat your food, Sterling,” Sunny insists. He probably only listens because he’s hungry, but Sunny would like to think it’s because she’s a few minutes older.

“What are you guys doing this Friday?” Jay asks them. “I was thinking about going to see that new horror movie.”

“I’m free, but does it have to be a horror movie? Can it be literally anything else?” Sterling asks, swatting Sunny’s hand away when she reached across the table to pinch his cheek. Among them, Sunny and Jay were the horror fans, and Sterling was a fan of hiding behind his hands the whole time. He had for years.

“Yes, it has to be a horror movie. You picked that stupid romcom last time. It’s my turn,” Jay teases, before turning to Sunny. “Are you free?”

Between bites of garlic bread, Sunny shakes her head. “No, I have a date. I’ll have to catch it another day.”

Jay shrugs. “Suit yourself. We’re still talking about it after we both see it, though.”

“Who’s the next victim?” Sterling chortles. Sunny isn’t surprised that he’s already over his pouting.

“You and these strong words,” Sunny admonishes. “Dating me doesn’t make someone a victim. Would you say the same thing about the girls Jay dates?”

“Yes,” Sterling deadpans. Sunny and Jay both show no reaction to the insult. “Now, who is it? Please tell me it’s not another one of my players. I already have to rethink my starters.”

“Reese Ingram,” Sunny gives a dreamy smile and sigh.

“Let me guess, he’s the one this time,” Jay teases.

“Just like everyone else before him,” Sterling tacks on with a chuckle. “Where’d you meet the poor guy?”

Sunny is unfazed by their teasing. “Creative writing class. He’s so sweet, and funny, and have you seen his arms?”

They haven’t, but this sort of comment doesn’t surprise them. Sunny had always been a bit of a hopeless romantic. She believed in love at first sight and seemed to feel it frequently, but she also seemed to fall out of love just as fast. But that pattern didn’t seem to matter because just about any straight man would wait their turn patiently. Even some women would ask her out every so often. Sterling and Jay both knew it. All she had to do was bat her eyes and smile sweetly, and people were falling at her feet. She just had that sort of effect on people without even realizing it.

“Be gentle,” Sterling reminds her, like he knows where this is going to go. 

“No, I feel good about this one!” Sunny insists animatedly. “What’s not to like?”

“Whatever you say, Sunshine,” Jay placates. “I hope it goes well.”

Later that night, it did go well. Really well, in fact. Reese was a total gentleman as much as he was a total goofball. It looked like the waiter really wanted to kick them out with how disruptive they were during dinner, so they cut dinner short and went for a walk through the park. He held her hand and offered her his jacket when she got cold. When they arrive at the front door of the sorority house, he presses a kiss to the back of her hand and doesn’t move until she’s inside and has locked the door behind her. Perfect. Gentleman. 

Sunny collapses into her bed that night with a dreamy sigh. When her phone vibrates with a text from Reese, she immediately agrees to go out with him again. She dreams of a lovely spring wedding, a house with a white picket fence, and at least four kids.
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Reese Ingram is riding on a high. Things are good. Classes only started a couple of weeks ago, but they seem like they will be a breeze. This gives him plenty of time to prepare for his upcoming audition in the fall play that the Theater department is putting on. He thinks he might actually have a shot at the lead role this time. His friend, Brooke, thinks so too after running lines with him.

And then there’s Sunny. Reese sighs dreamily. She’s pretty, funny, and smart — the full package. They share a Creative Writing class this semester, and when they were paired up to peer-review their first assignments, he’s not sure what possessed him, but he just went for it. Amazingly, she said yes. And their date had gone so well that he didn’t hesitate long to ask for another one. And she’d said yes to that, too!

He’s unable to wipe the dopey smile off his face as he walks into the library and finds his group members already there. They were asked to pair up for a semester-long project in their Psychology course, and it was simple to look around and find the two guys sitting closest to him in the back of the class. Neither of them seemed to care who they were partnered with, either, so they exchanged numbers and agreed to meet this afternoon. 

He knew of Damien Arnold, the star basketball player. He didn’t know Edgar Hernandez until this class. He was apparently a Music major and spent a lot of time in the Fine Arts building. Both guys greet him as he sits down. They’d both been friendly, but not overly so, which makes sense because they’d never had a conversation before last week. “You seem far too happy to be here,” Edgar comments lightly, though Reese is not entirely sure that he really cares for a response.

“Just in a good mood,” Reese chirps.

Damien is not nice — not today anyway. He sighs grumpily, opening his laptop. “I have some things to do in a bit. Can we get started?”

They have to propose an experiment or case study in a couple of weeks, which they will turn in by the end of the semester. It could be on any psychology topic, which offers an overwhelming number of options as they flip through the class textbook. After a few internet searches, they start offering suggestions. Edgar suggests that they do something with music — maybe how someone’s music taste correlates with their personality. He says there are already so many personality tests out there that they can use, and they’d just have to build a simple survey for music tastes. 

Damien recommends something to do with short-term memory, like a brain game of some sort, which they can just recruit their friends for. Something easy to set up, time their activity, and pop the results into a graph.

Reese is intrigued by the idea of people’s perceptions of beauty and how facial symmetry impacts it. It’s admittedly less thought out than the other ideas because he doesn’t have any idea how to experiment with that — but give him a break! He’s a Theater major, for fuck’s sake. He wouldn’t be in this class if it weren’t a requirement.

“Do you have a model with perfect facial symmetry that we can borrow for that experiment if we choose it?” Edgar asks, and Reese knows he’s not asking seriously.

Still, Reese says, “yes!” Then, he hums. “Well, I don’t know if she’s ever modeled, but I think she’d fit the bill. It’s the girl I’ve been seeing.”

Edgar and Damien don’t look totally displeased with the idea. “Oh? Let me see,” Damien insists. Reese feels really proud to show off Sunny’s latest social media post. That is, until Damien takes one look at Reese’s phone and nearly spits, “Oh, fuck no!”

Edgar grabs the phone, and Reese is hoping for a better reaction. He doesn’t get it. Edgar scoffs, rolling his eyes so hard his head rolls back. 

“What? You guys don’t think she’s pretty?!” Reese nearly cries out, almost forgetting they’re in a library. It’s such a crazy concept to him because she’s not the campus it girl for nothing. He’s known her name for two years now for a reason, despite never having a class with her before now.

“Yeah, she’s pretty, but she’s a raging bitch,” Damien says heatedly. Reese is taken aback. Sunny seemed so sweet. Damien must have the wrong idea. 

Edgar snorts. “Yeah, something like that.”

Reese locks his phone, confused. “Have you guys met her or something?”

“Who hasn’t?” Damien rolls his eyes, tone bleeding with sarcasm.

Edgar shakes his head, looking at Reese with pity. “Man, take my word for it. That’s going nowhere fast.”

“No? She seems so sweet.” Reese sounds like he’s trying to convince himself.

“Mhm,” Edgar hums. “Tell me, where did she want to go for your first date?”

Reese frowns. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“Let me guess,” Damien looks at Reese pointedly. “That sushi place on the north side of campus? Near the hospital?”

Reese frowns deeper, voice turning small. “How did you know that?”

“That’s where she and I went a few weeks ago, before she dumped me. I got exactly three dates with her,” Damien snaps. Reese couldn’t tell if this anger was directed at her or maybe directed at him for being the next guy she dated.

Edgar laughs coldly. “Same, except it was over the summer.”

Reese huffs defensively. “There’s nothing wrong with dating around. Besides, things are going well. We really clicked!”

“How many dates have you had?” Damien asks, and Reese responds meekly. Damien nods, pursing his lips. “Then you have two more at the most. Enjoy it while it lasts.”

“Needless to say, we can do your idea, but we won’t be using her as a model,” Edgar tacks on.

Now, Reese isn’t one to be deterred. He really likes Sunny, so he agrees with Edgar’s experiment idea, if only to move on with the day. He’s sure that Damien and Edgar have it all wrong. They’re just bitter that it didn’t work out with someone just as perfect as her. Reese had forgotten to ask because he was so overwhelmed by their animosity, but he’s sure they must have done something to run her off.

The next night, he picks Sunny up from the sorority house, and they have a great time going to see a musical at the community theater. She seems tired by the time they get back to the sorority house, so he kisses her on the cheek and lets her go in. After all, she said she had cheer practice earlier that afternoon. He keeps that in mind for scheduling future dates.

For their third date, Reese finds himself at the movie theater watching the latest horror movie. He is not a horror fan by a long shot, but he’s not brave enough to tell her that when she suggests it with an excited twinkle in her eye. She seems totally unfazed by every single gory shot and jump scare, while Reese is doing everything possible to keep it together. Not his best night. 

But she’s sweet and holds his hand throughout the movie. He shyly apologizes when they stop in front of the sorority house and says that horror is not his typical choice. She shrugs and kisses his cheek before going inside.

A few days later, Reese sends Sunny a message asking if he can take her out again. He’s walking to the library to meet his Psych group members when the fateful text comes through. 

Hi, Reese! Thank you for the offer. You’re so sweet, but I don’t think I’m interested in pursuing anything further with you. I’m sorry and I hope you understand!

Reese hates how smug Damien Arnold looks when Reese slumps in his chair with none of the cheerfulness he had last time they met. “We were right, weren’t we?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Reese mumbles. The flash of embarrassment makes his eyes prick, so he busies himself with his laptop.

Edgar pats his back a couple of times. “That’s tough, man,” he starts, sounding like he means it. “I wish we hadn’t been right, but you know...”

“No, I don’t know,” Reese explodes, barely mindful of their surroundings. A library assistant rolls a cart past their table, giving them a side eye, so Reese drops his voice. “I have no clue what I did wrong.”

“That’s just what she does,” Damien shrugs. He’s not so angry now, maybe because misery loves company. The guy after him also got dumped, which must be a relief.

Edgar curses. “Speak of the devil.”

Damien and Reese follow Edgar’s eyes, and Reese really thinks he might cry. Sunny is standing with Travis Hoffman near the History section, halfway across the second-floor balcony, but they aren’t really looking at the books. He’s leaning far too close to whisper in her ear, and Sunny’s hand lands on his chest. Reese hopes it’s to push him away, but it’s not. She gives him the same sweet smile he’d seen just a few days ago when Travis pulls away from her ear.

“Damn, she moves so fast,” Edgar mutters. “When did she break it off with you?”

Reese drops his head in his hands. “She sent me a message on the way here.” He doesn’t have to look up because he hears the hiss of sympathy from both of them. They must have had a little longer to breathe before they found out she’d already moved on to someone else.

“Come on,” Damien says, standing up to pack his bag. “We can do this over drinks, right? You look like you need one.”

Reese doesn’t have much to say, even when a glass of liquor is put in front of him, along with a plate of greasy food. Damien and Edgar have plenty to say, though.

Edgar got together with Sunny over the summer. One of his childhood friends is her sorority sister, and he’d met Sunny on many occasions, but she showed particular interest in him at one party at the lake. He said he’d been trying to get over someone, and she presented the perfect opportunity with her larger-than-life personality and charming smile. 

However, after three dates, she said he was sweet, but she just wasn’t interested in pursuing anything further with him. 

Damien knew her through his captain from the basketball team — she’s his twin. He had always been enamored with her, but he saw the revolving door of men around her all the time and was just waiting for the right moment. That opportunity presented itself at the twins’ birthday party in early August. He gave her a little gift, and she gave him a heart-stopping smile. They hooked up that night and then went on three subsequent dates.

But just like Edgar, she said he was sweet, but she just wasn’t interested in pursuing anything further with him. 

Reese could openly weep now with how obviously he’d been played because she’d used that exact phrase in her text earlier. Damien and Edgar seem genuinely sympathetic now. “Don’t take it personally. We’re far from the first victims,” Edgar insists. “If it makes you feel any better, Travis Hoffman is just next in line for the slaughter.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong, I’m sure of it,” Damien adds. “Maybe one day she’ll get a taste of her own medicine.” At this point, they’ve all abandoned the idea of working on their project, backpacks sitting on the grimy bar floor under the table, still zipped up tight. It appears that this little therapy session is more important to them. 

“Wouldn’t that be nice? Someone to reel her in only to toss her out?” Edgar chortled. It seems unlikely, given everything that Reese has seen and heard now. She seems to do most of the reeling in and tossing out.

Reese isn’t sure that would make him feel any better anyway. He finishes his dinner and drink, agreeing to meet them again in a couple of days to actually do some work on their proposal. Reese goes to bed early that night with a queasy stomach and an actual ache in his chest. 
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“Travis Hoffman, huh?” Jay raises an eyebrow at Sunny as they eat a late lunch. They’re sitting in the courtyard today to get some sun. Sterling is in class, so it’s just the two of them.

Sunny gives him a big smile. “Yeah. He asked me out earlier this week. Isn’t he cute?”

“So cute,” Jay snorts. She knows he doesn’t give a shit about how cute Travis is. “What happened to Reese Ingram? Or are you doubling up again?” He doesn’t mean it unkindly, just curiously. It would be hypocritical of him to give her a hard time about it anyway because he’s been known to do the same thing occasionally. 

Sunny’s smile dims a little. “He took me to a musical, and he doesn’t like horror movies.”

“Ah,” Jay laughs at her misfortune. “Did you tell him that you hate musicals? And that liking horror movies is kind of a requirement?”

Sunny sighs. “I was hoping the musical would be tolerable. He’s such a sweet guy and seemed excited about it. And he didn’t say anything when I suggested the horror movie, but then he nearly broke my hand. It wasn’t even that scary, right?” This last part is a plea for understanding.

Jay agrees instantly, though he doesn’t really need to. They’d already dissected the movie from every angle and decided that it was approaching the category of ‘disgrace to the entire franchise’s name.’ “No, it was very lame and incredibly predictable. Three out of ten at best.”

“Right?” Sunny scoffs. “Anyway, I’m going out with Travis on Friday. Don’t tell Sterling.”

“I’m sure I don’t have to... Travis has been bragging nonstop about it, and you know how locker room talk gets around, particularly with the basketball team,” Jay grimaces. After a beat, he adds, “Maybe you should be careful with this one. Don’t put out right away, at least. Make him work for it a little.”

Sunny hums. “Maybe. You know it’s never really about that, though. Plus, you know I'm not concerned about the locker room talk. It’s all an act to make you sound cooler than you are.”

Jay pats her hand comfortingly. “I know, Sunshine.” He hesitates. The last thing he wants is to offend her. “I know that’s not what it’s about, but you tend to get swept up in the romance and always get let down in the end. But the locker room talk will never stop, and I worry about the day that it really starts to get to you.”

Sunny squeezes his hand. “I know. And I know you run interference on it sometimes. I’ll be fine. Maybe Travis is the one?”

Jay tries to stifle his sigh, giving her his best smile. “Maybe.”

Across the courtyard, Reese joins Edgar and Damien for their scheduled meeting. Fall was fast approaching, and they decided to get some fresh air and soak up some sun. Come late October, they’d be in the dark, stuffy library across campus. Edgar and Damien pin him with a look before he’s fully seated. 

“Do you want to move?” Edgar asks, pointing across the courtyard. “We were debating on finding somewhere else to meet.”

Reese sees Sunny a few tables away, but her back is turned to him. With a huff, he decides he has to get over her sooner rather than later. Ruminating over her and whoever the guy sitting with her is won’t help. He shares a class with her — one that he needs for his degree, so he can’t drop it.

Marshaling what he hopes is his best poker face, Reese shrugs, beginning to unpack his bag. “No, we can stay here if you guys are okay with it. New victim?” The question comes out totally neutral, a numbness setting in.

Damien shakes his head. “No, that’s Jay Choi. She and Sterling have been friends with him since they were in diapers, apparently. Jay is basically the male version of Sunny, from what I hear.”

“A match made in hell,” Edgar chuckles darkly. 

Even with all of their laptops and textbooks out, very little gets done. They quietly bounce some ideas off each other, but it becomes clear that not a single one of them cares much for this class. It’s starting to feel like pulling teeth as Damien’s phone buzzes loudly across the table. He isn’t the only one. Several buzzes and dings are heard across the courtyard. Someone at nearly every table picks up their phones. 

Except, while others start whispering excitedly, Damien sighs. “Forgot to turn those notifications off,” he mumbles, opening an app.

“You good?” Reese asks, glancing around the courtyard. Clearly, both he and Edgar were missing something, phones dark at the moment. 

“The university gossip account. I had notifications on, which aren’t necessary anymore.” He clicks a few things and scrolls, then he slides the phone to Edgar and Reese. “That’s why.”

It’s a picture of Sunny and Travis in the library, the exact sight the three of them had seen the other day, just from another angle. The caption reads, ’How does Cap feel about this?’

Edgar chuckles. “That’s pretty tasteless. Not like she has any shame anyway,” he says, pointing a few tables over. Sunny and Jay are giggling at something on his phone, likely the same thing they’re looking at.

“Yeah, to say she’s a popular topic on here is an understatement. Sometimes I think this is more of a fan page than a university-wide gossip page. Look at the comments.” As Edgar scrolls, Damien continues. “Everyone seems to love them together already. They always do. They liked you with her, too, Reese.”

Edgar finds a post from a couple of weeks ago. There’s no image, just a simple text post that says, ‘Sunny
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