

    
        
          The Wounded Heart

        

        
        
          F. A. Witte

        

        
          Published by F.A. Witte, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE WOUNDED HEART

    

    
      First edition. December 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 F. A. Witte.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232842017

    

    
    
      Written by F. A. Witte.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Kendra

Josiah

Kendra

Kendra

Kendra

Josiah

Kendra

Josiah

Kendra

Kendra

Josiah

Kendra

Josiah

Josiah

Kendra

Josiah

Kendra

Josiah

Kendra

Kendra

Acknowledgements

Sign up for F. A. Witte's Mailing List

Further Reading: Deadly Night

Also By F. A. Witte

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the ones who dared to dream alongside me, who believed in the power of possibility when the road was uncertain and the outcome unknown. This is for you. 

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
 
If you never heal from what hurt you, you'll bleed on people who didn't cut you.
 
Tamara Kulish
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“Are you just going to stand there and eye-fuck Josiah, or are you going to pour your drink?” Jaime asked me impatiently. I stood there, frozen for a moment, feeling a flush creep up my cheeks. Jaime always had a way of calling me out, and tonight was no exception. I could feel the weight of her words pressing down on me, mingled with the undeniable tension in the air.

Jaime's observation may have caught me off guard, but she was right. I looked away from him quickly as if I wasn’t even staring at him. “What are you talking about?” I asked, embarrassed. “I wasn't even looking at him,” I lied. I turned, looking behind me. There was a line of impatient people waiting for their turn with the keg. Some were giving me dirty looks and mumbling under their breath. My thoughts raced as I fumbled with the tap, trying to fill my cup without making a fool of myself more than I already have. Beer sloshed and spilled all over my hand as I hurried out of the way.

“I'm your best friend, Kendra. You can't lie to me,” she said as she walked away.

“He is just so damn sexy,” I admitted, staring at him one last time before I turned, following behind Jaime. 

“He likes you too, you know,” she said, moving through the crowd of people dancing in the living room. What did she mean by that? How does she even know he likes me? Was she playing with me right now? I had questions, but was afraid to ask them. I knew how high school that sounded, but I couldn’t help it, at least not in a crowded room where someone could overhear. The music was so much louder in the living room. We walked up to the mantle where our mutual friend April was standing alone. By the looks of it, her sexy catholic school uniform surprisingly didn’t catch any suitors for her.

"Hello," Jaime greeted her. "Did you come alone?"

“No, I didn't, but I think I got ditched,” she said as she looked around the crowded room for a familiar face. “Oh well, they were lame.” 

"That's unfortunate," I said, also looking as if I knew who she was searching for.

“How are you all enjoying the party so far?” she asked us.

“Would be a lot more fun if Kendra could stop lusting over Josiah and enjoy herself,” Jaime said. They both looked at me and laughed.

“I am not lusting over him!” I exclaimed, slapping her arm playfully.

“Oh, girl, you and half of the girls at this party.” April was still laughing. “He is a major hunk.”

“I don't think he is all that everyone makes him out to be,” Jaime sighed before taking a sip from her cup.

April’s face lit up. “Did you all hear that he and Peyton split up?” She was way too excited about the news. She always seemed to know all the gossip around campus. She was the go-to girl if you wanted information on anyone. And if she didn’t know, she would by the end of the day.

“Oh no, why?” I asked, trying to sound concerned, but deep down my inner woman was doing cartwheels. I always thought Peyton was too self-centered for him. I didn’t know her personally, but everyone on campus talked about her, and from what I've heard, I knew I was a better match than she was. Now that he’s single, I finally have a chance. Who am I kidding? I would never be brave enough to talk to Josiah.

“Word on campus is that she cheated on him,” she explained.

“You mean the most popular guy at this campus got cheated on?” Jaime snarled. “That must mean he's not all he's cut out to be. Like I said earlier,” she laughed.

“Or it just means Peyton is a whore,” I defended him. No way was I going to let her put him down like that.

“Calm down, tiger,” she replied, rolling her eyes. “I was just kidding. Put the claws away!”

“You should ask him out,” April suggested. “You two would make a really cute couple.”

“As much as I hate hearing about Josiah now... Dating him would make it ten times worse,” Jaime started, “But I do agree with April on this one. You would look better on his arm than any other girl here.”

Jaime and April continued to chatter excitedly about the breakup news, while I found myself drifting into a daydream, imagining what it would be like to talk to Josiah without stumbling over my words. I had convinced myself a thousand times that he was out of my league, but every time I saw him, I couldn’t help but wonder if, just maybe, he liked me too.

“Kendra!” April snapped her fingers in front of my face, jolting me back to reality. “You zoned out there for a second.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling my cheeks flush. “I was just thinking about what you said.”

Jaime grinned mischievously. “About how you should ask Josiah out?”

I nodded, biting my lower lip. “Do you really think I should?”

“Yes!” April and Jaime said in unison, their enthusiasm was infectious.

“Okay, maybe I will,” I said, feeling a surge of determination. “But not tonight. I need to work up the courage first.”

“You’re overthinking it,” Jaime said with a wave of her hand. “Just go up to him and say hi. It’s that simple.”

Simple for her to say. Jaime had always been confident and outgoing, never hesitating to go after what she wanted. I, on the other hand, had always been more reserved, preferring to admire from a distance rather than risk rejection. But maybe, just this once, I could take a page out of Jaime's book and be bold. After all, what did I have to lose? Well, besides my dignity.

I was lost in my thoughts again when Jaime suddenly gasped and grabbed my arm. “Oh, shit!” she said, her eyes wide with excitement. “Look who's walking over here.”

I glanced in the direction she was looking and noticed Josiah was walking towards us with his entourage, Lucas and Kaleb. He had an undercut taper that was slicked back on top. Loose jeans, with a half button-up collared shirt and a white tank top underneath. To compliment his attire a silver cross hung around his neck on a silver chain. The music thumped loudly in the background, but all I could hear was the rapid beating of my own heart. 

I blushed and smiled, not knowing what to say. I took a sip of my drink and looked around the room, trying to make it seem like I hadn’t noticed him walking in my direction. People were still dancing and enjoying themselves. We’d been coming to these parties every weekend for almost two months now. Josiah never seemed to miss any of them either. I didn't know much about Josiah besides him being super cute, and he was the first guy I’d had a crush on since my ex, Marco, and I separated. I wasn't exactly sure what drew me to him. He wasn't my type. I never told Jaime this, but I would catch him staring at me as well. Once our eyes locked on each other, the butterflies kicked up a storm in my stomach. He would smile at me, and I would get nervous and quickly look away. Jaime hated it when I constantly talked about him. I couldn’t blame her. She had to hear his name for two months straight. No way could I tell her about our secret eye contact. She would lose it with laughter. She would never let me live it down and would tell me I was just imagining things. “Put your tongue back in your mouth Kendra,” April joked. Jaime thought that was hilarious. I kept quiet as I locked eyes with him trying not to look embarrassed by my friends. 

“Hey ladies, I'm Josiah,” he said without breaking eye contact with me.

"Kendra," I stated. Despite my efforts to keep composure, I felt my cheeks get hot as Jaime and April watched me, predicting a potential lapse in decorum.

“I'm Jaime and this is April,” Jaime finally interrupted. Saving me from complete embarrassment of the awkward silence. What would I have done if she wasn’t here right now?
We broke eye contact as he looked at Jaime and April who were leaning against the mantle, both with big cheesy smiles on their faces. I tried to act calmly like it wasn’t a big deal that he was standing in front of me but, inside, I was screaming. 
He looked back at me. “I wanted to know if I could get you a drink.”

Jaime snatched the cup out of my hands spilling some of it on the floor. I instantly turned red again. What was she doing? “She would love a drink,” she answered for me. I looked at her in disbelief. The entourage was giggling along with Jaime and April. They knew the game she was playing.

“I would love a drink,” I finally said. Jaime pushed me towards him, and he grabbed my hand, pulling me with him. 

I was still in shock that Josiah talked to me and now he has my hand leading me across the crowded dance floor and to the kitchen where the keg was. Wiping the smile off my face was nearly impossible. I noticed several people staring at us and whispering but I didn't care. The hottest guy I've ever seen had my hand and was getting me a drink. Please tell me that this wasn’t a dream!

“I've noticed you staring at me for quite a while now,” he said while filling me a new cup from the keg.

Shit! He probably thinks I’m a stalker or something. “I'm sorry,” I said nervously. “That's very rude of me.” 

“No,” he said while handing me the cup and grabbing another for himself. “I'm flattered.”

“Really?” I was surprised. The cutest guy here flattered because I have a staring problem. Who would have known?

“I'll be honest with you,” he said before taking a sip from his cup. “I noticed you before you ever noticed me.”

“Is that right?” I asked, blushing with excitement. Not sure if he was being honest or just saying that. Either way the butterflies in my belly were dancing like their life depended on it.

“I wasn't single at the time, so I couldn’t really do anything about it,” he admitted. “Otherwise, it wouldn’t have taken me so long to talk to you.”

Did I hear him right? He would’ve talked to me sooner. I glanced around the room to see if anyone was filming us. Was this some kind of prank? Did someone put him up to it? This couldn’t be real.

“And you're single now?” I asked once I didn’t notice anything suspicious. I already knew the answer, but I wanted to hear it from his own mouth. The last thing I needed was drama with Peyton.

"That's right," he answered. 

“Is it a mutual decision, or do I need to worry that you’re talking to me right now?”

“You have nothing to worry about I promise.” He smirked at me and made me blush. He then raised his cup in the air, so I did the same. We both took a drink from our cups after we clashed them together. "Want to step outside with me?"

“Sure,” the shyness was wearing off. I wasn’t sure yet if that was a good thing or bad. I didn’t want to mess this up. He was the hottest guy here, and he chose to talk to me out of every female
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