
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_3cbb846cadabb83c2a1337187ea453e4_z0eqG3_html_45b08c41.jpg]


CARLA’S ONE-SIDED CRUSH

Short story published by Susanne Marie Knight at
Smashwords

 


This book is a work of fiction.
Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the
author’s imagination or are used ficititiously. Any resemblance to
actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 


Copyright 2007 Susanne Marie Knight

 


Cover Art copyright 2011 S. M. Knight and its
licensors. All rights reserved. 

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


Discover other titles by Susanne Marie Knight,
http://www.susanneknight.com,
and at Smashwords.com http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/SusanneKnight
and http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/SusanneMarieKnight

 


What reviewers are saying about "Carla's One-Sided
Crush":

“This is fabulous! It gave me goose bumps.”--All
Romance eBooks

 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

 


CARLA’S ONE-SIDED CRUSH

 


“Yuck! I hate
school!”

At her sister’s outburst, Carla Lowery
glanced up from her developmental psychology textbook. Gabriella
Lowery had just returned home from Mavis High and sported a fake
tattoo on her cheek.

Carla sighed. At least she hoped it was
fake. “Tell me something I don’t know, Gabe.” Her sister always had
a tantrum on the first day back at school. Evidently this year was
to be no different.

Gabriella folded matchstick arms across her
artificially padded chest and wrinkled her nose--not that anything
smelled foul in the kitchen. “You think you’re so smart, Carly.
Don’t you? Just because you’re in college.” She wagged her
nail-bitten index finger in the air. “Well, I can tell you
something you don’t know. You don’t know about Newton.”

Newton? Carla slammed her book shut. There
could only be one Newton. Newton Philips, to be precise. The Newton
Philips she’d had a crush on since second grade. It had been a
one-sided crush, of course. He was four years older, interested in
girls his own age. Still, with the Philips family just down the
street, she’d managed to “run” into Newton every chance she
could.

Until the Philips family moved away five
years ago.

“What about Newton?” Carla
asked casually as she tossed her long hair over her shoulder. It
went without saying that she no longer had a crush on him. Five
years was too long a time to hold onto an infatuation. And there
certainly wasn’t a shortage of dreamy guys to think about--guys
like Bill, Ray, and Kyle to name only a few of her
dates.

But old loves did die hard--not that Newton
would consider her an old love. Or even remember her. She’d been
the annoying little kid from up the block.

Gabriella wasn’t fooled; she knew she had
Carla’s attention. A wide smirk distorted the dragon tattoo on her
left cheek. “Oh, I don’t know if I want to tell you.”

Carla re-opened her book. “Fine. Don’t.”

Her indifference paid off.

“Okay. You’ll never guess.”
Gabriella’s kohl-ringed eyes widened with her excitement. “Newton
Philips is my biology teacher!”

He’s here? Back in town? At the high school?
Omigosh!

Even though it was close to five in the
afternoon, Carla poured herself a cup of coffee to steady her
nerves. It didn’t work, though. The way her insides shook, it was a
wonder she didn’t spill the drink all over the counter.

“Small world.” She
concentrated to keep her voice on an even kneel. “Did he, um,
recognize you?”

Gabriella opened the refrigerator and
squinted inside. She never wore her eyeglasses if she could help
it. “I dunno. I was just a pipsqueak when he left. Only ten.” She
gnawed on a leftover chicken bone. “He’s still so hot! Do you
remember? You used to drool his name at night. And what about the
time when you hid in the backseat of his car? He was halfway to
D.C. before he noticed you. Mom and Dad were so mad--I thought
they’d bust a gut.”

Although that was an embarrassing memory,
Carla had to laugh. “Shows you how silly girls can be, doesn’t it?
I hope you never pull anything as lame as that.”

“Of course not. I’m more
mature.” Gabriella threw the bone in the garbage, then licked her
fingers clean. “Say.” She fluttered her lashes at Carla. “Do you
want me to tell him hi for you?”

“Nope.” Crushes were
undignified for twenty-year-olds. And Carla had lived long enough
to know that sometimes the memory of love was better than the real
thing. Besides, why should she even think about it? Their paths
would never cross.

* * *

This day was not destined to be a good one.
Carla’s morning ritual had been ruined by oversleeping, stubbing
her big toe while hopping into her jeans, and eating a spoonful of
rancid yogurt. To use Gabriella’s favorite word: yuck!

And then the phone rang. “Carly,”
Gabriella’s whiny voice blasted into Carla’s ear. “Could you do me
a really big favor? I forgot my glasses and I can’t see the
markerboard. Please?”

Carla sighed. She was already late for her
psych study group, so what was another half hour? “You owe me,
Gabe. Where are you?”

“I’ll be in Room 305.
Thanks!”

By the time Carla jogged up the stairs to
Room 305, forty-five minutes had already past. Traffic had been
horrendous, parking spaces were virtually nil, and security at
Mavis High School rivaled that of the Pentagon. As she approached
the worn exterior of Room 305’s door; it hit her: which subject was
Gabriella in? Was it biology? Would she see Newton Philips?

Carla’s stomach dropped to the soles of her
feet.

Get a grip,
she chided herself. Even if it was his classroom,
she wasn’t a wimpy little kid anymore.

Inhaling deeply, she peered through the
glass window into the classroom. She exhaled relief. A female
teacher stood by the markerboard.

Still outside, Carla searched the students,
then spotted her sister. Fortunately, Gabriella saw her too. After
raising her hand, Gabriella must’ve gotten permission to go to the
door.

The door opened and Carla handed over the
eyeglass case. It was the quickest pass off in history. The door
closed, and Carla heaved a heavy sigh of relief.

Thank God Newton hadn’t been in the room.
That could’ve been a close call. Now she could get on with the rest
of her day.

Or not. A male voice--one she
recognized--spoke to her from behind. “May I help you?”

She took another deep breath, for courage,
then turned around to face Newton Philips.

He hadn’t changed. Still tall, linebacker
strong, and heart-stoppingly handsome, Newton stood with a
no-nonsense glare to his emerald eyes and a frown on his sensuous
lips. He didn’t recognize her.

Why should he?
Her inner critic bristled. You were only fifteen the last time he saw you--pudgy,
pimply, and under the yoke of an unrequited crush. 

For a second, she visibly
deflated. But then her inner cheerleader took over.
Carla, you’re not that girl anymore. Far from
it. 

Right. No false modesty there. She wasn’t
voted homecoming queen for nothing. “No, thank you,” she calmly
replied. “I was just leaving.”

A puzzled expression entered those green
eyes as he stared at her. Then he tilted his head. “Wait. I know
you. Aren’t you Carla? Carla Lowery?”

An indescribable thrill wiggled through her.
As though Love’s robust wings had lifted her off her feet. She
tempered her feelings though, and only allowed a small smile to
show on her face. “Yes, I am. You must be Newton.” As if she didn’t
know! “Newton Philips.”

He gave her the once-over and grinned back
at her. “Carla Lowery! My, how you have grown--in all the right
places, too.” Newton continued to stare, then he blinked as if
coming to. “What are the odds of running into you here?”

A warm flush spread over her cheeks. She
prayed he didn’t remember how she used to run into him like she was
his second shadow.

It wouldn’t do to remind him. She adjusted
the shoulder strap of her handbag. “My sister, Gabe, is a Mavis
sophomore.”

“Sure. Gabriella Lowery. I
didn’t make the connection. She’s in my next period
class.”

When the five-minute warning bell sounded,
Carla jumped. Newton curved his hand around her upper arm, headed
for the stairway, and pulled her with him. His touch was firm...
powerful... heavenly.

“C’mon. I’ll escort you out,
Carla. Soon
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