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Chapter 1 
The Party
[image: ]


It would’ve been different if I had courage, even an ounce of it. But I was a coward from the day I met you, Ryan Crowley. I still am. In the end it doesn’t matter. The bottom line is the same. It’s my fault.
After walking past the ringlets of cigarette smoke outside and into the house, the smell of alcohol hit me hard, like someone used a spray can to scent the air. I needed a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the dim lighting. The beat of the music came alive inside me, like a second heartbeat. 
The house teemed with people, laughing, dancing, and hooking up. Red cups filled with beer, and other alcoholic drinks, were in every hand. 
"I'm going to go blend," Marianne shouted in my ear. I looked behind me to find her already on the prowl, lost in the ocean of people. 
My eyes zeroed in on you. Out of everyone there, you were the first person I spotted. My heart raced in response. Seeing you there unnerved me more than I'd care to admit. As usual, I pulled my eyes away so you wouldn’t catch me staring. 
Seeing you shouldn't have surprised me. Of course you were there. Everyone from Woodbridge High School was at Will’s party. He wanted it to be epic, the exclamation point on our high school career; four long, fabulous years.  
*
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We met on the first day of high school. I entered homeroom, hoping to find a familiar face, but as I walked through the door, I saw only one face, yours. Laughing like you ruled the world, you sat backwards on top of your desk facing the entrance to the room rather than the board, your dirty blonde hair fell into your eyes. You launched a paper airplane that fell at my feet. 
I would have bet my dog you threw it at me on purpose. Taking a deep breath I looked up, ready to lecture you about how lame and immature you were. Our eyes met and I froze. My heart skipped to beat in rhythm with yours. It’s been pulsating on that frequency ever since.
"Sorry," you said, a slight smirk playing at the corners of your mouth as you hopped off the desk and sauntered over. I watched you bend down in front of me, your eyes never leaving mine, to retrieve your awe-inspiring creation. “I saw my buddy in the hall. I thought he was coming in,” you explained.
I nodded, unable to find my voice. 
You smiled, your blue eyes twinkling. And I was hooked.
*
[image: ]


“Hey beautiful,” Will said, sliding an arm around my waist, pulling my attention from you to him. I only hoped he didn't follow my gaze. “You’re late.”
“Just a little," I smiled hoping to ease the tension I felt oozing off his body. "Marianne drove. You know her,” I rolled my eyes. “It’s all about appearances. I had no choice but to be fashionably late.” 
“There’s fashionably late, and then there’s this," he sounded annoyed. "I thought you weren’t going to show.” He pressed his lips hard against mine. I tasted remnants of the alcohol he’d already consumed. 
"I wouldn't miss it."
"Good," he smiled, his eyes falling from my face to my chest. "You staying over tonight?"
"I don't know . . ." 
With a roll of his eyes he shoved a bottle of vodka at me. “Catch up.” He ordered then headed back in the direction of the bar.
I placed my lips around the bottle’s rim, brought my head back, and chugged. I took too much into my mouth. My first instinct, was to spit it out on the floor. I fought the urge and swallowed hard. I hated the taste, the burning sensation as it travelled from my mouth, down my throat, and into my stomach. It was a trade-off, feel like I’m drinking poison in exchange for the light headed, carefree buzz the alcohol promised.
The last major party of the school year, it was supposed to last all night. Will’s parents were across the country. His father owned a chain of clothing stores, Langdon’s Clothiers, and traveled two weeks out of every month. In an attempt to save their marriage from what looked like an inevitable divorce, Will’s mother decided to go with him. We had the house to ourselves to party hard. 
“So, you’re still with Mr. Wonderful.”  
I couldn’t believe my ears. I felt a burst of adrenaline shoot through my body. I spun around and stared speechless for a nanosecond as I looked into your deep, blue eyes. I'd never seen eyes like yours, so striking and intense. Like a deer caught in headlights, I couldn’t fight the power you held over me. 
It had been months since we’d spoken and here you stood in front of me, looking as good as ever, like nothing ever happened. You smiled, showing off your deep dimples and softening the look of your strong square jaw. I swallowed hard before throwing my arms around you. 
Being that close to you, feeling the warmth of your body, inhaling the spicy cedar scent that hung on your clothes; there wasn't anything better. Maybe I could think of a few things, but they all involved you and me, flesh pressed against flesh, and I wanted to keep my thoughts G rated. I lingered in the embrace a moment too long, enjoying the warmth and feel of your body. I hoped no one noticed.
“What are you doing here?” I asked, over the loud music. “I thought you hate Will.” 
“I do,” you smirked, “But Lanie wanted to come." I followed the trail of your eyes back toward a small group in the corner from where you came, all the way to Lanie Millano, captain of the cheerleading squad. She embodied everything from All American good looks with her blonde hair and perfect body, to school spirit. 
Every time I thought of her I felt a twinge of envy. I couldn’t find one flaw in Lanie, hard as I tried, and boy did I try. I hated her. I especially hated how perfect she looked with you. You made the perfect couple. 
“And I knew I'd get to see you." Your voice was heavy with emotion, your eyes burned into mine.
I forgot about Lanie. Forgot all about Will. Forgot everything, but you.  
When I didn’t respond, unable to utter a word, you filled the empty space, “I just wanted to say hi. Unless he has a problem with that.”  
It had been a long time since we spoke. Much too long. I'd given up hope that you'd want to talk to me again. And finally, there you were, in front of me. I had a golden opportunity. But first, I had to think of something to say.
“So, you and Lanie huh? You guys looked amazing at the prom.”
“Thanks," you looked away, uncomfortable. “She's probably too good for me.” You smiled, flashing your dimples, “Like you and what’s his face.”
“What do you have against Will anyway?” I knew I shouldn’t have asked, the words flittered passed my lips as if I didn’t have a filter on my brain, but I said it, and I could do nothing about it. Maybe subconsciously I just wanted to hear one last time you still had a lingering interest in me.
Your lips drew up into a resigned smile, “You chose him over me.”
I dropped my eyes to the ground feeling awful, like the Grinch, when he realized what a horrible thing he did stealing Christmas.  
“Hey,” you attempted to lighten the mood, “It’s all good. We’re both happy, right?”
Something in the way you asked didn't have me totally convinced you were happy.
I felt I needed to say something in my defense. “It’s not like you were sitting around waiting for me.”  
“Because that would’ve made a difference,” I caught a trace of bitterness in your voice and it put me on the defensive.
“Maybe.” 
I don’t know why I said it, what did I expect you to do? Even as you stood there in silence I couldn't help but wonder, did it spark a light of hope for you, for us, or was anger still the main emotion you felt toward me? These thoughts raced through my mind as I took another long swig of vodka.
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Chapter 2 
New Year’s Eve 
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“What are your plans for New Year’s?” you asked as I gathered my books.
I looked up at you, leaning against the locker next to mine, getting lost in the depths of your eyes. They were deep and endless, like a bottomless pool that you long to dive in, finding once you've entered, there's no way back to the surface.  
I had no plans for New Years. Most likely I’d be sitting at home watching hoards of people freezing their asses off in Times Square. But I couldn’t let you know that, I couldn't appear too eager. You might get the wrong idea, that I was desperate not to ring in the New Year alone, when in truth, I was just desperate for you. 
I shrugged, “I’m not sure.” 
“I’ll be back from the ski trip the night before New Year’s Eve,” you looked down at me in that way you have that makes my mind go blank, and stopped speaking until I met your stare. When I did, I felt tiny bumps cover my skin even though I wasn’t cold. Just a look from you could make me shiver. “And I was thinking, maybe we can go to Dave's party together?”  
My heart picked up speed and my mouth went dry. I could think of nothing better than being with you as the ball dropped. I could see the scene play out in my head, you'd look at me, and I’d get lost in your eyes. As the countdown came down to the final seconds, you'd inch closer, moving so slow I wouldn't be sure you were doing it. And then I'd notice your lips only inches away from mine. I'd lean forward and at the exact moment of the New Year we’d kiss. 
I didn’t want you to know that just thinking about it made my temperature rise, and I used every ounce of self-control not to jump at your invitation the moment it came out of your mouth. I tried to play it cool, keep it together. “We’ll see, give me a call,” I turned away. I could focus, lie, speak, whatever, so much better when I wasn’t looking in your eyes.
“Hey,” You said, your voice deep and seductive, as you inched closer to me, the right side of your chest against the left side of my back, your hand on my waist. You leaned forward, and whispered, your breath tickling my ear, “I really, really want to spend New Year’s Eve together.” 
Back to that state of pleasure paralysis where my brain temporarily shut down, I didn’t move. Instead I let out a long exaggerated exhale. You pressed your lips against my cheek, I thought I might never wash my face again as I watched you walk away. 
I didn’t know then, as school was letting out for winter recess, that my parents made plans for New Year’s Eve. I had no clue those plans included me accompanying them to a party at one of my father’s biggest client’s homes. I tried to bargain and argue, I’d make a deal with the devil to spend New Year’s with you, but even he wasn’t biting. I had no way out.
I heard the disappointment in your voice when I told you I couldn't see you. You were quiet and lacked your normal enthusiasm. But you said you understood.
My parents made me change three times because I didn’t look festive enough. I ended up wearing a black sweater dress and high heeled boots that came up past the knee. The very outfit I bought to wear on my first date with you. 
On the fifteen minute drive over, my parents lectured me about how important this account was to my father’s advertising business, and how we all needed to make a good impression on the Langdons. My mother made sure to mention at least three times, that Mr. Langdon’s son William also had to sacrifice a night of partying with his friends to entertain me.   
I recognized Will right away. I’d seen him around school. I didn’t know him by name since we never had a class together, but I knew he was okay. He wasn’t a trouble maker, didn’t get into a lot of fights, like you. Fighting seemed to be your Friday night special. But guys didn’t feel they had to best him like they did with you. Mostly what I knew about Will Langdon was that he was more of a loner than anything else. 
We spoke a little after we were introduced, about school and teachers while our mothers got acquainted. I noticed through dinner he’d interject a witty one-liner here and there, otherwise he was quite. Except when he took the time to make bored faces or roll his eyes to make me laugh as our parents droned on telling stories they thought we should be interested in.
I found myself having fun. It wasn’t quite the Chinese water torture I anticipated, but still I wished I was with you. The closer it got to midnight the more space in my mind you occupied. 
At eleven fifty-six, while the adults refilled their champagne glasses one last time before the ball dropped, I disappeared into the kitchen. I planned to text you at midnight. Not even a minute passed when Will came in after me, hugging three empty champagne bottles
"There you are!" Will’s eyes lit as he smiled. 
“I didn’t know you were looking for me.” Back in my bag went my phone. I wonder how different things would have been if I texted you as planned.
Will placed the bottles on the granite counter top. With speed and agility he reached into a cabinet and pulled from it two champagne flutes. One bottle still had enough champagne to fill both glasses. 
“So I’ve noticed you hanging around school with Ryan Crowley." His comment caught me off guard. I didn't expect he'd been watching me. "You guys dating?”
My pulse raced at the mention of your name, but I shook my head and dropped my gaze. I didn’t want to get into the whole dance we'd been doing for the last few years, you flirting incessantly, me running off scared, both of us dating other people. Timing was always an issue, until now. This was supposed to be our time, starting with this night.
“No. We’re not.” 
“Good.” 
With a devilish grin, he handed one glass to me, keeping his fingers gripped tight around the other.  
“I don’t think I should, my parents will freak if I drink.” 
Will snickered, “They won’t notice. They’re having too much fun. Besides, that’s why I cleared the bottles for them. This way no one has a reason to come in here. C’mon, don’t let me drink alone.” 
I put the glass to my lips and took a tiny sip. At the same time, Will threw his head back and downed the glass in one shot. Thinking I’d be less likely to get caught, I followed his lead.
Voices from the other room, along with the television, came carrying into the kitchen, “Ten, nine, eight . . .”
“I’m really glad you’re here.” He stepped closer to me. I couldn’t move. My back was against the edge of the counter. I had nowhere to go. 
“Seven, six, five . . .” 
Will stood right up against me. I could feel his breath on my face.
“Four, three, two . . .”
His arms were on either side of me holding the counter top. I couldn’t do anything, couldn’t go anywhere, the whole scene happened so fast I had no time even to think.
“One. Happy New Year.” The instant I heard the cheers from the other room, was the same instant Will brought his lips down on mine and kissed me.
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Chapter 3 
I Can Explain 
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Will appeared next to me again. He draped his arm over my shoulder, “Hey Crowley,” he sneered, “trying to steal my girl?”
My face filled with color. I was mortified. 
“Wouldn’t think of it.” 
Your words were an ice pick to my heart. Only you and I knew how deep the truth of those words lie.
*
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I knew you spent New Year’s Eve at your friend Dave's. He invited a bunch of people over, including me, but I would have felt funny going without you. We were supposed to be there together. 
I spoke to you briefly on New Year’s Day, omitting the kiss I shared with Will. I didn't want you to get the wrong idea. Instead I planned to tell you when we were face to face. Afraid you found someone else to celebrate the New Year with, I didn't want to hear details about Dave's party either; not until I could look into your eyes and make sure nothing changed in the way you looked at me. 
The next day at school I found you waiting at my locker. I felt my stomach tumble and swirl, a normal reaction when I saw you. You leaned against the locker next to mine with the same air of confidence you always carried. 
My mouth went dry. 
My nerves had me trembling. It wasn't the kind of fun nervous feeling I was used to when I was around you, I was afraid. I didn't know how to tell you, how to start that conversation. You bent down to kiss my cheek, and then I heard him. You did too. You straightened to your full height, and your head shot in his direction.
Will came scurrying over. 
"Hey Crowley," he said friendly enough, giving you a pat on the back, then he turned his attention to me. Will bent down and kissed me on the lips. "Hey beautiful, I haven't stopped thinking about kissing you. I couldn't wait to do it again."
My face was so hot I thought it would blister. I couldn't believe he would do such a thing, be so presumptuous. I turned to you. Your eyes narrowed and blazed with anger. Your face looked as red as mine felt. You turned and stormed off. I called after you, but you didn't hesitate. I figured I'd give you time to cool off and talk to you later in calculus. 
I sat in the back and waited for you to take the empty seat next to me, the way you had all semester. Instead you sat in the front row and didn't even glance in my direction. I knew you were still mad. I followed you after class, walking beside you, matching each of your long strides with two of my own. 
"Ryan, please, let me explain."
Finally you stopped. You spun around to look at me, and ever so clearly, with eyes cold as the arctic snow said, "Go. To. Hell."
Your words, your tone, they hurt me. Cut through my skin and bones, slicing right through my heart like the sickle of the Grim Reaper. Tears stung my eyes, and I knew I couldn't control them, not for more than a few seconds anyway. I ran to the bathroom so I could let the tears flow, and rinse my face. I'd set you straight at lunch and make you listen.
After a few long minutes I made my way down the hall to the cafeteria. Just before the entrance, I spotted you behind the open door with Brianna. No one on the inside could see you, but I had a perfect view. Your body pressed up against hers. You were kissing her. Her hands moved over your back, your hands explored the curve of her bottom. 
I wanted to throw up.
I sat at lunch with Will that day and each day since, while you and I battled in this silent war. How many nights I’d lain in bed wondering how you could ignore me totally and pretend I don’t exist. Why didn't you ever confront me or yell at me? Why didn’t you ever ask me to leave Will for you? 
I would have. In the beginning. 
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“Good,” Will stared you down, “I’d hate to have to embarrass you in front of all these people.”
“Omigod, Will! Shut up.” I scolded. I could see the anger burning in your eyes and you weren't known for being calm and tolerant. My heart raced franticly. I couldn’t help but wonder how much Will drank to bring out such an ugly side of him. “Ryan, I’m so sorry.”
Your eyes locked on Will for what seemed like eternity before turning back to me. “For you, I’m going to go find Lanie and leave.” Your long piercing stare held me captive once again. “It was really good to see you.” You leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek close to my lips, sending shock waves throughout my body. I wondered if you do it to remind me of what I didn't have or to try and incite Will?  
Forcing myself to exhale, I managed to speak in little more than a whisper. “Yeah, you too.”
You walked away and Will ran his hand under my long hair, gripping it tight around his fingers close to the scalp. He pulled me to him, and bent his mouth down to my ear. 
“What the fuck, Carly?” He whispered with malevolence. I shuddered at the jealousy in his voice. My blood went cold. To anyone looking at us, it would’ve appeared an intimate moment. But his grip around my hair tightened and he twisted. Tears stung my eyes. “First, you show up late, and now your hanging all over Crowley like a little slut!”
I placed my hands against his chest, but I didn’t dare push, knowing if I did I’d only end up hurting myself more. “No.” My heart pounded in fear, I could feel sweat bead on my forehead and neck. “We were just talking, that’s all.” My voice was weak. I hated that I sounded so pathetic.
“Lying whore!” He spat out at me. "You think I don’t see how you look at him, like you want to jump him.”
“Will, please stop. Let’s go someplace quiet and talk, just the two of us.”
“There’s nothing I want to hear from your lying lips right now other than an apology. Do you understand?”
“Apology? I didn’t do anything.” I felt my head jerk hard to the side, making me wince.
“For humiliating me.” He released my hair and shoved me back, away from him. 
I stumbled a moment as I looked around and noticed a crowd staring, not saying a word, not making a move. I wished I could’ve melted into the carpet, made myself small enough that I could crawl under the couch and hide forever.
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Chapter 4
Another Side of Will
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Will's jealousy reached new heights. On more than one occasion over the last two months he accused me of flirting with other guys. And not just flirting. Once, he accused me of cheating.
If he saw me alone in the hall at school talking to another guy, he’d go off into a blind fury, yelling and screaming. And hurting me. He never hit me, nothing like that, but he’d yank my hair, or twist my wrist; nothing that ever left a physical mark.  
After he’d come down from his psychotic mania, he’d apologize and swear it would never happened again.
“I swear Carly, it’s my parents, this whole divorce thing, not knowing where I’ll end up and what’s going to happen, it’s got me on edge. But I swear it won’t happen again.”
That’s what he said the first time. And then again the next two. I didn’t believe him, and I didn’t trust him. 
“Whatever, Will. I feel like I don’t know you anymore, and I think it would be best if we just try to be friends.” I had a knot in my stomach when I suggested it, but knew I couldn’t stay in a relationship like this. I couldn't stay with him.
“Friends? You think I could just be friends with you? I love you, Carly.” He sounded like he was speaking from the heart. But so was I. 
“I love you, too, but it’s just not working.”  
“Because you won’t have sex with me,” he snapped. “That’s all it is.”
Of course it was my fault. He could never be to blame. I looked away as he went on to try and convince me. 
“You don’t understand what it’s like for a guy. It’s a physical thing, we need it. If you'd just give in, you’ll see, everything will go back to normal.”
I wondered how he could be so full of himself to even suggest I should ‘Just give in.’ I didn’t want my first time to be about giving in or settling. I wanted it to be something special, that I’d look back on with nostalgia when I was older. I told him that more than once. 
“No, Will. I’m not ready for sex. Maybe I’m just not ready to be in a serious relationship.” There, I was putting it on me. It was my fault. I figured he’d have a field day with that one, but anger flared in his eyes, those cold brown eyes. They looked dark and dangerous.  
“You should’ve thought about that a few months ago, before I fell in love with you.”
I didn’t know what a jealous bastard you’d turn out to be a few months ago. I tried to project my thoughts while biting my lip to keep silent.
“And I promise you Carly, if you insist on breaking up with me, fine, but I’ll tell my father. I’ll convince him to move his business to another advertising firm, and you can be sure he’ll take all his high profile friends with him.”
He knew he had me on the ropes. I couldn’t take the risk.  I knew with the current state of the economy, my father’s business would fold. And so did Will. 
*
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My stomach churned in a nervous, frightened way. I couldn’t steady my hands. If I ran out of the house crying, everyone would be talking about me and no one would forget. If I could find a way to compose myself, I might have a chance to walk out the front door with my head held high. 
I decided to go upstairs and rinse my face with cold water. It would give me a jolt so I’d have enough courage to break up with Will. If I did it here and now, in the presence of a crowd, there was less chance of him getting his hands on me. 
I had to be creative climbing the steps to be sure I didn’t step on anyone. I noticed Will’s friend Travis and his girlfriend involved in some heavy kissing and grinding on the lower half of the landing. At the top was another couple I couldn’t make out, mostly because I couldn’t tell where either person began or where the other ended. Their limbs were twisted and entwined. 
More people were hot and heavy in the hall. I felt very out of place, and for some reason, even more insecure. Thinking no one would be brazen enough to occupy the master bedroom, I headed in there to use the private bath and regroup. 
I gripped the door handle and turned the knob, my head swam with fear. Somewhere deep in my heart, I knew I should never have come upstairs. I should’ve darted out of the house when Will walked away. The deeper into the house I got, the more panic stricken I felt.
When I looked through the open door into the darkness, I was oblivious for a moment to the couple on the bed. I flicked on the light switch so I wouldn’t stumble and continued in. I don’t know who was more embarrassed; me, or the girl on the bed. She gasped loudly and pulled the comforter over to cover herself.  
“I’m sorry, I just . . .” I stopped dead. Will was on the bed with another girl.  
He wore a confounded look, stunned for the instant. I stared motionless soaking in what my eyes were seeing. Although I wanted to break up with him, wanted to walk away and not look back, it still stung to find him with another girl. 
“You lying piece of shit! That’s why you keep accusing me of cheating.” 
Will flew off the bed and leapt toward me.
“Get the hell away from me, Will!”
He quickly cut me off and blocked my path. I was so angry I forgot to be frightened.   “Carly, no! I’m sorry!” Will took hold of my arm and gently turned me around.  
“Get off me!” I yanked my arm free from his grip. I didn’t want his hands on any part of me. Ever again.
Focused on breaking free from him, I didn’t notice the flight of the girl he’d been fooling around with. All I could discern from her was a cloud of blonde hair, and the smell of bubble gum.
Once she left, Will slammed the bedroom door with his full weight, at the same time fumbling with his pants, desperate to get me to listen. “We have to talk.”
“I have nothing to say to you!” 
I tried as hard as I could to pull the door open, in spite of the fact Will was leaning against it.
Seeing he was getting nowhere, Will growled, “You’re not going anywhere, Carly.” He slipped his arms around my waist and pulled me against his body. 
“Fuck you!” I tried to push him away.
“You think you get to make a fool of me, practically screwing Crowley in the middle of the living room and I should just take it? Huh?” 
“You don’t have to worry about that anymore, Will, we’re over.”
I never saw his hand before it made contact with my face. The stinging pain, the surprise of the attack, made me stagger to the side. One hand came up to my face as the other reached for something to keep me upright. I stared at him in disbelief, shocked and terrified. 
With cat like stealth, Will pounced at me. I tried to move to get out of his reach, but only succeeded in losing my balance. Will had his arms around me before I could land on the floor. He steadied me then seized my hands pulling them behind my back so he could hold them both with one of his.  
I tried to scream, but my voice caught in my throat. 
“Stop fighting me!” He warned. “You’re going to stay here, so we can make up and forget all about this.”  
“Like hell I am.”
He released my hands and grabbed my shirt, I tried to pry his fingers loose, but it was no use. He pulled hard and tore my shirt down the middle with his bare hands. His lips curled up into a nasty sneer, as if he just proved something to me. 
“Go ahead. Go downstairs looking like that. Then everyone will know what a slut you really are.” 
All out panic clouded my mind. I knew he would hurt me. I stepped backward, away from him, but deeper into the room. 
Wrong direction. 
“That’s what I thought.” He seemed quieter, his voice almost normal. His eyes though, they were still wild and mean. “Now, we’re going to sit on the bed and talk.” 
His eyes fell from mine and dropped to my chest. I crossed my arms in front of me, trying to keep myself covered. 
“I’m sorry, Carly. I really am, but you weren’t being rational.” 
Every time he took a step toward me, I’d take one back.  
“I just love you so much, I get jealous. And the thought of you with Crowley, it brought out the worst in me.” 
He reached out his hand to touch the side of my face. The idea of feeling his skin against mine was revolting. With my entire body shuddering I saw an opportunity and thought it might be my only chance, I spat in his face and ran as fast as I could toward the door. 
I stretched my hand out in front of me, reaching for it. My fingers grazed the knob. Safety was in my reach. I squeezed my fingers, pressed my palm against the knob and turned, cracking the door open. And then sharp burning pain. 
My head snapped back. Will had hold of my hair, and yanked it to stop me. He threw himself against me, slamming the door shut, along with my hopes for escape. The right side of my face throbbed from being crushed against the door.
I couldn’t keep in control any longer. My body raked with sobs. My heart pounded like a hammer against my chest. I could barely breathe, and the pain in my face immobilized me. I knew by the hot, wet sensation dripping down the side of my face, he’d drawn blood. And then Will’s hands were on me and he shoved hard, sending me flying toward the floor.
“See what you made me do! I don‘t want to hurt you, but you give me no choice!” He raved like a lunatic, his eyes those of a stranger. 
I curled up into the fetal position, my arms covering my head and face, hoping to somehow protect myself from him. And then I found my voice. I screamed as loud as I could. “Help me, someone please help!”
“This is what I mean,” he came close and kicked me in the ribs, shocking me with pain once again, knocking the wind from me, so it would hurt to yell. Or speak. Or breathe.
“Now just be a good girl and we can end all of this.” Will bent down. He rolled me onto my back, holding my hands above my head so I couldn’t fight. “Isn’t that better?” he asked climbing on top of me, resting his weight against me. The adrenaline had been pumping so hard through my veins I didn’t yet feel how bruised my body was. 
“Get off me,” I managed to say. I heard my mother’s voice in my head. If a boy ever gets too fresh with you, give him a good, swift kick between his legs. I tried, but he was too heavy, I couldn’t get my knees in position to strike.
Feeling me continue to struggle enraged him, I could see it in his eyes, the anger kept growing, and they filled with more and more hate. Will reached his hands up and placed them around my throat. I continued to ask, to beg him to stop, my voice fading, getting raspy as he continued to squeeze the life out of me. 
With my hands free, I punched at him. I made contact with his arms and chest, but it did no good. He was killing me. There was a throbbing pain behind my eyes, as if they were going to pop out of the sockets. My lips were going numb and my head felt like it was going to explode.
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