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THE MOMENT CLASS was over, Aubrey Shannon raced out of the history building and scanned the entire quad, while hundreds of students spilled out onto the grassy areas. She felt like she’d been doing just this the entire day: searching, seeking, but never finding. Her entire body hummed with anticipation.

She just couldn’t figure out what it was she was waiting for. The way her body was reacting, something big and deep and amazing seemed inevitable. It felt like the way she’d been when she’d met the Shannon girls. 

The difference this time seemed to be that she didn’t know what would be on the other end of her nervousness, whereas she’d known, then, that she’d be meeting people who would possibly become her friends.

At least with the Shannon girls, the nerves had felt good. Even a little euphoric. This just felt like she’d been waiting a very long time for something to come. Whatever it was, she felt like it would be here in a while, only she hadn’t known about it until today.

This very minute, in fact.

Still studying the yard, Aubrey dialed home, letting out a breath of relief when the line was answered. 

“Hi, sweetheart, what’s going on?” Emily Shannon, one of her adopted moms, asked. Her voice was like honey, a balm on every bad thing that could ever happen. 

“I…don’t really know,” Aubrey said, her voice trembling. 

She caught the light clatter of housework in the background. She could already see her mom, roaming around the enormous kitchen of their house, putting the dishes away and getting ready to host a meeting with her sewing ladies, or her book group.

As soon as Aubrey spoke, though, the clattering stopped. “Sweetheart, what’s wrong? You sound so upset,” Emily said.

Immediately. Aubrey hated that she’d worried the woman. “It’s just… All day, I’ve been feeling like something big is going to happen, but I can’t figure out what. It’s been bothering me since this morning,” she said, tapping her toe now to get the nervous energy out.

“Big how? Like the time you met us?” Emily asked.

Aubrey made a face. “Kind of? This just feels more… inevitable,” she said.

“Okay, sweetheart. Do you know what I’m going to say?” Emily asked, sounding like a therapist Aubrey had once had.

With a wry smile, Aubrey nodded to herself. “Breathe through it. Don’t hyper-focus on what’s to come.”

“Exactly. Does it seem bad to you? I remember you telling me it’d seemed euphoric the time you met us. Is that the case now?”

Dread tainted the tightness in Aubrey’s chest. Her toe tapped harder. “Not really. It’s not dread. More like…I don’t know. Like it was meant to happen, and it’s on its way, but also that I’ve been waiting for this all along?”

“Hmm…” Aubrey caught the sound Emily’s nails also tapping on the other end of the line. She could picture Emily leaning against the counter, her circle skirt flaring out around her knees, one manicured hand stretched out beside her. 

“Okay,” Emily said at last, her voice resolute. “Stay alert, but keep calm. Remember what I said about worrying: it feels like you’re getting something done, but nothing’s really happening. When you worry about things you cannot control, you’ll only ruin your day. Go do something fun for a while instead, and keep me posted.”

Aubrey nodded fast, a little of the pressure in her chest finally releasing. It felt good to have someone to not only talk to her about it, but give her advice. “I will. I love you. Thanks,” she said, and slipped the phone back into her patchwork pocket. 

Making her way down the rest of the steps to the building, she hurried across the lawn, and slipped inside the library. Despite how much she still wanted to worry about what was to come, she forced herself to focus on her adopted sister, Eda, and where the girl might’ve gone to.

It took her half a minute to locate Eda at the far end of the stacks. She’d tucked herself away at an empty table, where a pile of books on wildlife had been stacked up beside her. Against the quiet, old-fashioned, domed ceiling of the Kenstone Grove library, the glossy covers of bears and wolves seemed like shocks of modernity sent straight to the past from the future. 

Grabbing a book of her own off of a shelf in the doorway, some romance thing with a girl in a ballgown, Aubrey ventured further into the quiet.

The deeper she went, though, the less her nerves would settle. Worse, as more and more silence surrounded her, she felt like her anxious thoughts had become presences, pressing in on her from every corner. Clinging to the book, Aubrey picked up her pace on her way to the table where Eda was sitting.

Then the front door opened, and something inside her screamed at her to look. Opening the story to a random page, she held the book up to her face and glanced over. 

Her heart dropped into her stomach. Her body went very hot. A giggle even tried to escape her throat.

Her absolute and total crush, Jason, had just walked into the room, looking completely amazing in all black, his chiseled jaw softening as he smiled and waved hi to a friend in passing.
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IN THAT MOMENT, more than anything, Aubrey she wanted to go talk to him. Everything in her screamed to go over there, to strike up a conversation and see what would happen. It wanted her to lead him to a seat, get him settled down, and then stay there for hours, just shooting the breeze. 

In fairness, it had been doing that since she first saw him on campus. She could still remember that day exactly: 

Her nervousness had started, warning her of something to come. She hadn’t quite understood it then. To her, it had just felt like nerves.

Only, she hadn’t known what she was nervous for. Usually, she already knew. So she’d ignored it.

She’d gone to a track meeting in the afternoon. Jason had been there, in the back of the group, talking to one of his buddies. They hadn’t said anything to each other, but she hadn’t been able to stop looking at him.

He’d caught her eye a couple times. He’d smiled a couple more times than that. Then they’d been off, racing around Kenstone Grove as they trained for smaller marathons. 

Just like that, she’d known something was going on with her, and that it had something to do with him.

Ever since that moment, her heart felt like exploding whenever she saw him, and not just because he reminded her of all those grueling workouts. 

But now, standing in the middle of the library, she couldn’t bear the thought of inviting him over. In fact, she held the book up higher, right in front of her face, as he wandered around the main room, focused on nothing in particular, that she could see.

He’s looking for you, too! Go over there, her gut said, while her nerves twitched upwards into her hands.

The book rattled in her fingers. Aubrey took a step back. She kept backing up, until she was hiding behind a display of animal bones related to the encyclopedias on the shelves below them. 

No, not yet, I’m not ready. I…no, she told herself, struggling to breathe deep. There’s no way I can possibly know what’s going through his head right now. He might just be meeting somebody. Besides, gut feelings aren’t always right. I get gut feelings about pizza, and that’s always a mistake for me.

But not when it comes to people… something in the very back of her mind whispered. Maybe he doesn’t know that he’s looking for you, but he is looking. Clearly. Let him see you, if that makes it easier.

It sounded simple enough. Only, the thought of letting him see her just made everything worse. There was a lack of control to that type of system. 

She couldn’t just come onto him. He’d have to set the pace. 

And then what if he wanted to talk? What if him being here meant he had something bad to say? Or that he was actually a bad omen, and that something worse would happen if they ever had the chance to hang out?

Then why do I only get good chills when I’m with him?

The possibilities left her with too many questions. Aubrey’s head started to swim. The floor was about to go out under her, if she wasn’t careful. 

Breathing deep, she stopped focusing entirely on Jason, and turned her attention to Eda, instead.

Holding tight to the book, Aubrey raced across the open room. She darted between the tables, and skidded to a stop between the shelves when she finally reached her sister’s seat. When she realized it was out of sight of Jason, she almost cried with relief. 

Eda jumped at the sight of her, but Aubrey couldn’t help herself. She dropped her book onto the table, knelt down, and whispered, “I need advice.”
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