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PROLOGUE




*JENNA*

 


Sunday August 1, 1999

 


 


 


Sporting a red-and-white candy-cane-striped bathing
suit, with my favorite mermaid towel wrapped around my neck as my
cape, I ran into the living room of our two-bedroom apartment in
Kissimmee, Florida.

“Super Jenna!” My mom, dad, and older brother
Robby, who was seven, cheered in front of our new thirty-two-inch
cube television. I stopped in front of them, cried out one last
victorious roar and planted my hands to my waist, posing like a
superhero would have.

“You did it again, princess!” Dad picked me up
in one quick swoop, swinging me in his arms. “The big winner in the
Little Mini Relay. Bringing home the gold as the fasted freestyler
in the entire race. Jenna ‘The Wave Crasher Rocket Swimmer’
Sabini!”

“I did it again, Daddy!” I squealed and turned
in his arms, facing Mom, who had picked up Robby. “I did it, Mommy.
I did it, Robby!”

Later that night, after I was put to bed, I heard my
parents talking in the living room.

“We got the house, Tony?” Mom gasped, all of a
sudden.

“Yeah,” Dad answered excitedly. “Greg just
called me, the other relator just called him about the homeowners
accepting our offer.”

I squealed in my pillow. We were going to move to a
big place, with a backyard where I could play with Robby all day
long. Today was the best day of my life.

 


One month later, a day after moving into our new
house….

 


“Jenna, baby?” Mom turned from the front seat
of our red minivan. “You excited for your first day of
school?”

I nodded, staring at my pink and white polka dot
dress, wishing I could have worn my candy-cane-striped swimsuit to
my first day of preschool instead. “I’m going to a big girls’
school today, right?”

“That’s right.” Dad chuckled, maneuvering the
car into a parking spot. I stepped out of the car with my mermaid
backpack on. Robby had on his robot backpack.

I looked at Dad, grinning at how tall he was. My dad
was practically a giant and I bet if he wanted to, he could touch
the sky. “I’m a princess, Daddy?”

He grinned down at me. “Princess, Champion
Swimmer.”

My jaw dropped for a second before it slowly snapped
into a bewildered smile. “I’m a Princess, Champion Swimmer?”

“Faster than a rocket.” Dad added.

“Faster than a rocket!” I squealed, looking at
Robby.

Robby scowled, squeezing his bag straps. “Yeah, well
I’m stronger.”

He could have that; faster was better than stronger,
any day.

Any.

Day.

We climbed up the stairs towards the Royal Heights
Elementary School sign.

“Wow,” I whispered as we crossed the terrace to
the entrance. “A big girls’ school.”

Mom had mascara dripping down her face from crying as
we dropped off Robby at his grade one classroom. Dad asked me to
help drag her away from Robby’s classroom. But she wouldn’t leave,
and kept saying she was scared. I told her not to worry.

“I’ll protect him, Mommy.” I assured her,
giving her a curt nod while pointing my thumb at myself. “I got the
Sabini blood in me.”

“That’s right,” Dad rejoiced.

Mom kissed me on the cheek. “You got that right,
sweetheart.”

Smiling and not crying anymore, Mom let Dad and me
push her down the hallway. It was my turn next, and we entered the
preschool hallway. There were paintings and drawings, and craft
cutouts everywhere. It was beautiful, like… straight out of a dream
beautiful.

“What do we have here?” a loud voice
asked.

With a racing heartbeat, I glanced up at a giant
woman. She was almost as tall as Dad, but I bet she couldn’t touch
the sky like he could. She had long black hair, just like me. And
her eyes were brown, also like me. She was scary looking.

“This is Jenna,” Mom answered as I hid behind
Dad’s tree long legs. I was safe there.

The scary woman grinned down at me. “Hello,
Jenna.”

“Don’t be scared.” Dad crouched down beside me.
“Remember who you are.”

I took a breath before answering. “I’m a Princess,
Champion Swimmer,” I said in a small voice.

“Wow, you’re a princess and a champion swimmer;
that’s amazing,” the not-so-scary lady said. Her smile was like a
rainbow now. She held out her hand to me. “Come inside, we’re
coloring now. Do you like to color?”

I nodded and turned to my parents to bid them
good-bye now that I knew I was going to be coloring. Mom cried,
hugging me tightly. After I pulled away, Dad hugged me quickly.

I took my new teacher’s hand, whose name was Miss
Jane. She led me inside a colorful room to a table where there were
two boys and two girls sitting. “You can sit at this table with
Annabelle, Matthew, Dana, and Roy.”

I sat down next to Annabelle, who gave me a smile,
which I returned right back to her.

“Everyone, say hello to Jenna. She’s new,” Miss Jane told
them.

They all said hello and then Miss Jane left. I grabbed a blue crayon and began
drawing a swimming pool on white paper. Halfway done, Annabelle
began to cry.

“Stop, I grabbed the green crayon first,” she
cried, trying to wrestle the green crayon away from
Matthew.

Matthew scowled, holding the green crayon away from
Annabelle’s flailing arms. “I need it. I’m coloring a tree. A tree
is green and brown.”

Annabelle wiped the tears from her face. “But I’m
coloring a green dress.”

Matthew stuck his tongue out. “That’s stupid. Girls
don’t wear green dresses. They only wear red, pink, and white.
That’s what my older brother says.”

I’d had enough of this. I got up and went to the
empty table behind me. There was a package of crayons there and I
took the green crayon, then I sat back in my seat.

“Here.” I held the green crayon to Annabelle as
she wiped her nose. She slowly took the crayon out of my hand and
stared at it.

“Thank you.” She sniffed, smiling.

I glanced at Matthew and stuck my tongue out to him.
“I think green dresses are pretty.”

Before he could say anything back, Miss Jane spoke.
“Everybody, come to the magic circle please.”

Dana, Roy and Matthew dropped their crayons and ran
to the circular carpet across the room with the rest of the kids. I
got up from my seat at the same time as Annabelle. She was wearing
a purple dress with pretty black sparkly shoes. My shoes were
pink.

She looked at me and her cheeks were pink. “You want
to be my best friend?”

I thought about it for a second and then nodded.

“Okay. I’m a Princess, Champion Swimmer, and
I’m faster than a rocket,” I told her as we crossed the room in
unison.

“I’m… a… banana,” she whispered
secretly.

My jaw dropped. “Really?”

She nodded. “Yep! I’m not lying, honest.”

My new best friend was a banana… wow!

 


 


*~*~*

 


 


*JENNA*

 


 


 


Thirteen years later…

 


Jenna: Earth to Annabelle! Answer me biotch before I come to your
house blazing with fire.

 


 


I stared at the screen of my cellphone for five
minutes with no response. My stomach felt queasy from
disappointment. Being ignored by Annabelle had become a recurring
theme this past year, and it sucked beyond annoyance and anger,
leaving me in a constant state of sadness.

“What’s got you angry, champ?”

I looked up from my cellphone and smiled at my
grandpa taking a seat beside me. He had a plate of salad and three
cheesy garlic sausages I knew he wasn’t allowed to eat.

I eyed the fatty sausages. “Grandma won’t like
that.”

Grandpa put a finger to his mouth and shushed me
playfully. “She doesn’t need to know.”

I grinned. “Oh, you want me to lie now, do you?”

He gasped mockingly with a hand to his wounded self.
“I would never want such a thing.” He winked and forked a sausage
to his mouth for a bite. The patio doors slid open behind him and
out came Grandma, looking angry.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Grandma
screeched. “Don’t you dare eat that, Michael!”

“Let me live, Lily!” Grandpa dropped his fork
and glanced over his shoulder as Grandma dived around him. She
grabbed a paper plate off the table and began taking the sausages
off his plate.

Bringing in a platter of burgers and chicken and
sausages from the grill, my dad and Uncle Frank laughed out
loud.

“Let poor old Dad live a little, Ma.” Uncle
Frank grinned at his scowling mother.

Dad placed the platter onto the table. “Barbeque
Wednesday’s in the house! Dig in!”

Grandma twitched, hesitating with the hijacked
sausages. “You know he has to watch his cholesterol, Frankie.”

“It’s one day, Lily. One day!” Grandpa cried
playfully, reaching for the plate of sausages. Grandma relented and
handed over the plate.

“All right, but if you get gas, don’t come
crying to me later.” She stormed back inside the house.

Grandpa took yummy bites of his sausage and eyed his
sons lovingly. “My boys, always there for their old man. Sabini men
stay together through thick and thin. Three cheers for conquering
sausage-gate, here, here!”

“Here, here!” Dad and Uncle Frank cheered along
with him.

Mom, Grandma, and Uncle Frank’s second ex-wife,
Winnie, who he was trying to work things out with again, came
barging out of the house with a bowl of salad, a pitcher of iced
tea with lemons, and a plastic bag full of hamburger buns.

Mom placed the bowl of salad in the middle of the
table, took a seat next to Dad, and eyed his plate of grilled
chicken, sausage, and a cheeseburger. “Really, Tony?”

“Barbeque Wednesday, woman,” Dad stated slowly in a
playful way. Everyone laughed.

Mom rolled her eyes and poured salad onto her plate.
“Don’t come crying to me later then, ’cause you know you have the
same gas problems as your daddy.”

Dad’s jaw dropped, looking ridiculous as he
exaggerated the dramatics, thus making everyone laugh harder.
Especially moi. No,
seriously…. my stomach squirmed in that laughing-too-much pain kind
of way.

“Oh, my stomach… the pain… but… too funny…
can’t stop.” Rubbing my belly, I exhaled a rough breath, trying to
stop the intensity of the laugh.

“Treason at its finest. Tsk, tsk, tsk. From my
own daughter… and especially from my own wife. This means war,” Dad
muttered, and brought the cheeseburger to his mouth. As he growled
in the midst of chewing like a savage, Mom scoffed and munched on
her salad, careless.

Just another day with the Sabini clan.

Hours later, our family get-together took the party
inside to Uncle Frank’s rec room to watch some sports game that had
nothing to do with swimming. So naturally, I had no desire to stay
and watch.

After deciding what to do with the rest of my
evening, I entered the kitchen, which was in the process of being
cleaned. “Hey, Winnie?”

Winnie stopped washing a plate and smiled at me.
“Yeah, Jenna?”

I cleared my throat. “I know Uncle Frank wants to eat
the last cheeseburger later, but… can I have it?” I eyed the last
cheeseburger on a paper plate on the counter next to the stove.

“Sure, it’s no problem.” Winnie winked and
dried her hands with the dishtowel hanging off the side of her
jeans. “No problem at all. He ate too much earlier
anyways.”

“Yeah, he did.” I smirked.

Winnie placed the cheeseburger into a plastic bag and
handed it to me. I grabbed my mini tote and stuffed it carefully
inside.

“You gonna eat it at home? You want a ketchup
packet?” Winnie asked, bending down to the last drawer and pulling
it open. Inside was a bowl of ketchup packets from
Brucey’s.

Hilarious… yet heartwarming.

“Okay, I’ll take one. Thanks.” I shook my head
and smirked at the bowl. “That’s a lot of ketchup.”

“Yeah.” Winnie sighed and grabbed one. “That’s
your Uncle Frank for you.”

Mom entered the kitchen with an empty chip bowl as I
took the ketchup packet from Winnie.

“What’s going on? You’re leaving?” Mom smiled
at me and placed the chip bowl on the counter.

“Yeah, gonna head off. Maybe go to a friend’s
house for a bit.” I unzipped my tote and dropped the packet inside.
Mom noticed the burger.

“Still hungry?” she asked, looking surprised
because I had made my fullness known to everyone after I scarfed
down the last bite of my cheeseburger earlier.

“I’m going to Annabelle’s house right now.” I
mentioned with a timid smile.

“Oh,” Mom mouthed with a look in her eyes
telling me she understood. “All right, well don’t be out too late
and call me if you need anything. Anything, you
understand?”

Mom knew the Annabelle situation. Going on strong for
the last eight months, every time Annabelle would come over and
cry, Mom noticed. She never intervened though, letting me handle
it.

It was my job.

I nodded. “Got it. See you later.”

After saying good-bye to the rest of my family, who
were busy watching a boxing match on HBO, I headed to Annabelle’s.
Uncle Frank lived two blocks away from her house, so it took no
time to get there.

In front of her door, I hesitated to ring the
doorbell. The cheeseburger in my bag felt like a drug, and
Annabelle’s house like the airport, with her mom as the TSA. My
nerves were going crazy anticipating being caught.

Just do it, scaredy cat! There’s a best friend in
crisis in there!

Despite the high probability of getting banned from
Annabelle’s house for life, I pressed the doorbell anyway.

Here goes nothing.

After a few seconds of waiting, Mr. Simms answered
the door. “Hey Jenna. What brings you by?”

“Here to see my old buddy, you know, take
advantage of the last days of summer before our lives are over
forever.” I smiled in ‘my good old innocent, not here to cause any
trouble or break any rules’ kind of way.

Worked like a charm.

“She’s upstairs; come on in.” Mr. Simms stepped
out of the way and I entered the house. He closed the front door
and I glanced into their family room where Charles, Annabelle’s
younger brother, was playing video games.

“Hey Jenna, what a surprise.” I glanced away
from the family room as Mrs. Simms came walking out of the
kitchen.

“Hey, Mrs. Simms. Just came by to surprise
Annabelle with a little pre-high school, pre-senior year girl
session.”

“That’s wonderful.” She smiled, but there was
something off about her expression. Like she was forcing herself to
smile. “Well, go on up. If you need anything… actually, wait a
second.”

Mrs. Simms rushed back into the kitchen and opened
the refrigerator door. She came back with two small bottles of
green juice.

“I just bought this juice from a farmer’s
market downtown. Sworn testimony from over fifty nutritionists that
it’ll change your life. I couldn’t believe it until I’d tried it
for myself. Couldn’t say wow enough times. It has wheatgrass, kiwi,
Swiss chard, kale, and a tiny bit of honey. Sounds yummy,
right!”

And now it’s my turn to fake it. “Yeah… yummy.”

She handed me both bottles with the biggest smile on
her face. “Don’t drink it all too quickly.”

“I won’t.” I grinned, then double-stepped my
way up the stairs.

Lately Annabelle’s mom was a sandwich short of a
lunchbox. Totally off her rocker, and this green juice just tipped
the insanity scale. Who would ever drink this stuff? It looked
rank, like toxic slime. If Annabelle and I drank this we’d turn
mutant. An extra arm, another leg, maybe another ear too. What
a great way to
look for the first day of senior year.

Thinking of having all those extra body parts on the
first day of school had me chuckling, followed by a slight shiver.
Not that I should care or anything if I did. There were people in
the world who suffered from extra body parts and they were going
about their lives the best they could.

Moron alert! Insensitive much, Jenna?

Great, now I felt bad.

I’m an idiot!

Shaking it off, I passed Katherine, Annabelle’s
younger sister’s room. Her little-girl laugh spilled out despite
her door being closed.

“Ugh, my sister. She’s always in her room
talking to herself. You don’t think I’ll become like that right?
I’m not crazy like her right?”

Where is the freaking loyalty? Don’t mess
with my best friend! I
wanted to yell, but I didn’t.

Enraged at the lack of sisterly love Katherine
displayed, I carried on to Annabelle’s room before I did something
I would regret, for which I’d really get banned.

Annabelle’s room was also closed to the hallway. I
took a moment before intruding and heard nothing, so I knocked.

“Yeah?” Annabelle’s voice rang
though.

I cracked open her door. “Surprise!” I rejoiced, as
my best buddy lay still on her bed. She smiled, like it was the
first one of the day.

“Close the door,” she whispered and sat up. I
did and joined her on her bed with the duo of green juices in my
grasp. I placed them down between us. Annabelle stared at them in
disgust.

“Surprised to see me, long-lost friend?” I
faked a growl, grabbing her pillow and “delicately” hitting the
side of her face with it. “Totally been flaking on me this past
week. What gives, Anna?”

She stared at the juices for a moment. “Did my mom
give you those?”

I grunted out a laugh. “What gave it away?”

“I think your mom would drop dead before
bringing that stuff into your house. I know your dad would never,
ever drink it.” Annabelle smirked, poking the bottle like it was a
disgusting concoction of garbage.

It could have been.

“He wouldn’t. In fact, if my mom brought this
stuff into our house, I think he’d divorce her.” I grabbed a bottle
and opened it anyway, taking a whiff and cringing away in disgust.
“Man, that’s gnarly!”

Annabelle’s face contorted in disgust. “You have more
guts than I do for smelling that stuff.”

I stretched over and held the opened bottle just
underneath her nose. “Your turn, bestie. Take a whiff, it’ll wake
you up a bit. Looking a bit comatose.”

Annabelle went for the plunge, smelling the juice for
a millisecond before yanking her face away as fast as humanly
possible. “Yuck. I can’t believe she sent you up here with
those.”

“And the kicker”—I grinned, recapping the
bottle—“she said not to drink them ‘too’ quickly.”

Annabelle rolled her eyes. “She would say that.”

With the bottles placed on her nightstand, Annabelle
and I lay down on our backs and stared at her ceiling. After a few
seconds of silence, I voiced what had been on my mind for the last
few days. “What’s wrong now?”

She sighed. “What makes you think there’s something
wrong?”

I nudged her shoulder. “Girl, don’t even start with
me.”

She nudged my shoulder back. “Then don’t start with
me. I’m not in the mood.”

Her tone told me what I wanted to know, so I left it
at that. “Are you hungry?”

She sat up and leaned against her headboard. “Why
would you ask that?”

I was walking a fine line. I didn’t want to say
something stupid or insensitive, so I shrugged. “Don’t know, just
thought, maybe you’d want a burger or something to rebel with.”

“Or something,” Annabelle sighed. “I’m fine.
The Simms household just had dinner thirty minutes ago, which
included a gourmet meal of steamed asparagus and Brussels sprouts
with a palm-sized portion of steamed salmon for me, while the rest
of my family got pizza and breadsticks.”

My blood boiled. How dare they do that to her!

There was nothing wrong with steamed salmon and
vegetables, but there was something definitely wrong when the rest of her family got to eat pizza
and breadsticks, aka the fun food, without her. Her family was
always separating themselves from her. My family never did that
crap to me. My mom or dad would have strangled each other if they
ever made me feel like that.

A tear fell from her eyes, but she quickly wiped it
away. “I’m not crying over stupid breadsticks and pizza. It’s just…
you know.”

“Yeah, I know.” I sat up next to her against
the headboard and nudged her shoulder delicately. “I’m sorry they
made you feel like that.”

She exhaled and stared at her feet. After a minute
she glanced up at me with a smile on her face. “Barbeque Wednesday
at your Uncle Frank’s house today?”

“But of course. It’s a Sabini clan summertime
ritual. By the way, I’ve come bearing gifts.” I wagged my eyebrows
slyly and reached for my tote bag. “Close your eyes.”

“Oh, I’m excited now.” Annabelle held her hands
out, palms up.

Unzipping my bag, I pulled out the cold cheeseburger
and ketchup packet and placed them in her hands. “Open your
eyes.”

Her eyes opened and for the first time since I’d
arrived, she looked happy. Giving me a huge grin, Annabelle placed
both items to her chest. “A cold cheeseburger with a packet of
ketchup from Brucey’s. We really are best friends, Jenna.”


CHAPTER 1


*JENNA*

 


Wednesday October 31, 2012

 


 


 


“And, I was mad at you, but I just wanted you
to know that I forgive you for taking sides,” Tina slurred with her
fang retainer thing on. The rest of her costume was a bright pink
halter-top and tiny jean shorts.

Beach Vampire?

How… creative (insert mental eye roll).

I nodded, adjusting the strap of my Xena costume.
“All right, Tina, is that it?”

She grabbed my shoulder and leaned forward. Her
breath reeked of alcohol. I pulled back right away.

Maybe the punch was spiked?

A taste test was next on the agenda after she was
done with her little drunken speech.

“And, I also want you to know that I’m still
dedicated to the team,” she blubbered some more, her eyes going
wonky.

I laughed. “Okay. Is that it?”

She shook her head, grinning like a drunken idiot.
“And, I just wanted you to know that there are no hard feelings.”
She giggled and then stopped abruptly to gulp down… something. I
wasn’t even going to guess.

I held her shoulders, stopping her from moving.
“Tina, maybe you should chill out on the punch and go sit… or maybe
even lie down. Or how about you just don’t move… like at all. This
is not the right time or place to barf.”

She brought her finger to her lips and shushed me
until I broke out laughing. Drunk as a skunk Tina was
hilarious.

“I’m in love with Gabe,” she whispered, like it
was top secret.

I raised an eyebrow and searched the crowded gym for
Gabe, our fellow swim team member. “Oh really… didn’t know you had
a thing for him.”

Her eyes closed and she slouched in my embrace,
holding me for support. “Oh, it’s more than that.” She leaned
closer and whispered, “We do stuff, now.”

Huh? My jaw dropped. When did this happen?

And as if she heard me, she answered with another
giggle/hiccup combo. “After practice, he picks me up and takes me
back to his place and we… and we… do stuff.”

“Stuff,” I repeated, horrified.

“Stuff,” she repeated seriously.

Having sex?

Oh, my god!

The old Jenna would have wanted answers. She would
have wanted to make sure that her fellow swim team member was not
being taken advantage of.

The new Jenna… well… she wanted to make sure her
fellow swim team member was not being taken advantage of. “Well, that’s wonderful.
Where is Mr. Charming, by the way? I’d like a word.”

“I don’t know. I haven’t seen him for an hour.”
She hiccupped, looking pitiful.

I gripped her shoulder tighter. “Tina, listen to me.
I think it’s time you revaluated your relationship with Gabe. I
mean, what kind of a guy fools around with you and then ditches
you? In my books, that’s strike three. You hear me?”

The world according to Jenna wasn’t as complicated as
you might think. There were three things I believed in—holding up
three fingers here—:

Loyalty.

Friendship.

Swimming.

Respect those three things, and you and I will have
no problems. Mess with even one and we will.

Done.

Tina’s face crumbled into a crying mess. “Jenna, I
love him. Don’t do that thing you do.”

“What thing?” I asked, confused.

“That Jenna thing, where all the boys go
running away, screaming and scared,” Tina screeched.

That Jenna thing?

I was a thing now?

Like the plague?

“Just forget what I said, okay… you don’t need
to talk to anyone. I’m good.” Tina slowly backed away, bumping into
our classmates and then turning around, disappearing through the
crowd.

Well, that went well.

I chuckled and made my way to the refreshment table,
grabbing some punch. One sip, and the cat was out of the bag: the
punch was spiked.

I eyed the gym, knowing now that the chaos had
nothing to do with Florida weather. Hot as hell, but it’s the burn
of alcohol that’s turning us crazy and loud. I laughed at random
people trying to dance without stumbling.

My laughter stopped when I noticed a group of guys
from the team. They were in a circle and surprise, surprise, Gabe
was front and center, displaying one of his many talents.

And not surprisingly, Tina found her way to the
circle, screaming at her “man,” “Oh, my God, Gabe, you’re
like… so talented.”

Gabe did this chopping thing with his arms and
pointed to her. I knew it was called “the Sprinkler,” because my
dad did it at a party at my uncle Frank’s house awhile back. It was
so embarrassing.

“Hey, Warrior Princess, you want to dance?” a
deep voice said from behind me. I turned around and it was Tom
Colleto, or Big Tom, a six-foot-three member of the baseball team,
one of the popular guys, and tonight, Count Dracula. His light
brown hair was gelled back, creating a sleek look. His blue eyes
sparkled, staring down at me with a serious look, despite the
fangs.

“Why would you want to dance with me?” I asked
while trying to hide myself behind the cup.

Tom took the cup from my hands and stepped into my
space. “Because I like you, that’s why.”

“All right, everyone, grab that special
someone, this song’s a special one,” the DJ announced, playing a
slow song about finding love.

I gulped, staring into Tom’s blue eyes. This was the
first time in my entire life that… “Um… I… I… I have cramps!”

 


 


*~*~*

 


 


*TOM*

 


 


 


“Stay the fuck away from my girl,
Morris.”

Johnny Reinhart thought he was that guy, the big man on campus just because he was
co-captain of the soccer team. They had groupies too, which shocked
the baseball team because the soccer team were nothing but weak
douchebags with no game.

Those girls could do way better, especially Reinhart’s ex, Becky. He
did that girl dirty in front of everyone in the cafeteria a couple
of weeks ago. Staying in a three-year “unofficial” relationship,
I’d never get. It made no sense and it was stupid. So, why did
Becky stay with him for that long?

The guy wasn’t worth it.

Speaking of being worth it, my best bud, Peter
Morris would never treat her like that. Dude’s been mad crushing on
her for the last month. When Becky showed up in a tiny French Maid
costume at the Halloween Dance, every guy turned into a horn-dog,
including her douchebag ex who looked like he made the biggest
mistake of his life. He kept trying to talk to her, but she was
busy dancing with Peter or hanging out with Annabelle.

If he really loved her, then he should have claimed her in front of
everyone. And now it was too late, because there was competition
now.

“You touch her again, I’ll fuck you up.” Johnny
growled, a few inches taller than Peter. Not that height would ever
scare Peter. That guy, my bro, took no shit from nobody. Johnny
would learn soon enough, and if his douchebag brigade decided to
back him up, then they’d better pray to God for two
reasons.

1: The dance finished fifteen minutes ago and most
of the baseball team were on their way home, leaving only a few of
us verses eight of them in the parking lot. And by a few, I meant
me, Peter, James and Roy.

2: I was already pissed off.

Jenna Sabini, what have you done to me?

I shook my head, snapping back to reality. Any
moment, Reinhart might snap and actually hit Peter, or chest-bump him. Soccer players
and their chest bumps, somebody ought to teach them how to really
fight.

Weak: Level 10. Embarrassing.

I stood behind Peter, letting him mouth off to Johnny
while I chuckled at the stuff he came up with on the spot. Peter
Morris was a literary genius, a poet, and a philosopher.

Peter smirked and tightened his black bandana,
looking like the ultimate badass biker with a leather jacket and
black jeans on. “Get it, bro. She doesn’t want you anymore. You
screwed up. You lost. She hates you, told me so while we touched
souls, grinding our bodies to soft sweet music in front of the
entire school. I’ll never forget what it felt like to hold her. So
soft, so fucking nice_”

Johnny exploded into hulk-mode and charged like a
juicehead malfunctioning on roids. Peter blocked the gorilla attack
easily and dodged a few steps away. Johnny growled and went for him
again, this time his best bud, douchebag Numero deuce – Matthew
Fields – grabbed him.

“Bro, chill.” Matthew urged, eying the school. We all followed
his gaze and instantly calmed down. Heading our way, looking pissed
off was the shop teacher, Mr. Nolan.

Just great…. I don’t have time for this shit. I’m
already pissed off!

Not surprisingly, we get off with another warning
and were kicked off school grounds for the night.
Roy left with Latisha, and I
drove past James and Peter who were waiting in their cars on the
road for Annabelle and Becky who were using the bathroom inside the
school.

Solo again, what a shocker, not!

At the light, I switched radio stations, settling on
one that played old school music from the fifties. It was chill,
and just what I needed to calm my nerves, kind of.

Rejected Tom was not okay right now. But with the
right tunes, the right
vibes, he might just get back some mojo. But damn it if a girl
didn’t have the power to completely screw with my mood.

Not just any girl though….

My A/C was still busted, so I lowered my window and smelled humidity,
predicting it would rain within the hour. I glanced over to the
passenger seat and wished things had gone differently tonight,
wishing I wasn’t alone, wishing the girl I’ve been crushing on was
sitting there, smirking at how goofy my costume was and loving
it.

Choosing tonight to lay it all out had been an
epic failure. I kept
replaying the scene, remembering each detail like a punch to the
gut. The last five seconds might scar me for life.

“Damn, I made her run. I. Made. Her. Run?”
I shook my head and exhaled a monster long breath, feeling
sick to my
stomach.

It started raining after I parked my car in my driveway. I ran inside
my house, but my cape got soaked anyways. The dim light of the
television softly lit the living room where an L shaped brown couch
was. It was a dream to sleep on and it’s where I found my uncle
Rodney snoring. I shut the front door and he woke up.

He got off the couch and grinned. “So, how was
it?”

I hung my cape up and kicked off my shoes. “Dracula
pulled a big fat zero.” I looked how I sounded: Moody.

My uncle shook his head in disbelief and sat back
down on the couch. “Okay, wow. Get your seventeen year old ass over
here and let’s talk it through.”

I joined him on the couch and told him a little
about Jenna first. “She’s cute, an amazing swimmer, smart, and
she’s not scared of nobody, and she stands up for her friends.
She’s loyal.”

“She sounds awesome,” my uncle nodded. “What
happened at the dance, you tell her you like her?”

“Went up to her at the dance, asked her to dance
and she wanted to know why and I told her…. because I liked her.
She ran away after. I think I scared her or something. Harshest
moment ever, and I didn’t see it coming. I’m a genius. Loser mode.”
I let out a tiny groan, feeling that pain of rejection burn. It was
brutal.

Uncle Rodney cleared his throat and took a second
before responding. “Did it ever occur to you that_”

“Jenna.” I inserted.

“Did it ever occur to you that a girl
like Jenna might need
a bit more groundwork? Buddy, let me tell you something, the good
ones never make it easy.” He picked up a throw pillow and smacked
my face with it.

I stuttered a nervous laugh and got up. “I’ve never
had this problem before.”

My uncle turned off the television and joined me
going up the stairs, patting my back. “How long have you really
liked her for?”

“Over a year.” I answered. We stopped in front
of my room.

“What were you doing for a year? Sewing your
wild oats with the ladies? The baseball team groupie girls?” My
uncle grinned, nodding and wagging his eyebrows slyly.

I shook my head, wanting to change the
subject. “Not so much
now, but yeah, something like that. Anyways, thanks for the talk.
Good night.”

“Ha, no problem. Good night, and remember,
there’s always tomorrow.” Uncle Rodney sighed and headed to his
room, and I entered mine. Not having a dad sucked, but having my
uncle made up for most of the loss.

I changed into sleep clothes and got into bed with
my phone. There were three missed calls from my mom, and as per
usual a voicemail per missed call. They were usually about the same
thing and I wasn’t in the mood to hear her drunken speeches about
missing her old life or how selfish I was for not answering her
calls. So I deleted them all and then a text popped up.

 


 


Peter: She ditched me, bro. Her aunt picked her up. I don’t know
how much more my ego can take. You think she’s playing me to get
back at her ex?

 


 


Tom: Maybe. I got problems too. Remember my horror show, Jenna
running after I spilled about liking her. What the hell is going
on? Girls are running away from us??? Crazy.

 


 


Peter: I have no idea. It doesn’t make any sense. But are you sure
about Jenna Sabini though?

 


 


Tom: Why?

 


 


Peter: Bro, that girl is ice cold.

 


 


*~*~*

 


 


*JENNA*

 


Thursday November 1, 2012

 


My eyes fluttered open to birds chirping outside
my open window. Sunlight glared through breaks in my blinds,
highlighting my face with a message that spoke silent
volumes: wake
up, it’s time to face the day, Jenna!

My lower back hurt like hell and I had no idea why. I
looked down at what was supposed to be my sleep clothes, random
shirt, random shorts, but no, that wasn’t what I was wearing. Yep,
that’s right, I’d slept in my Xena costume. Genius, that’s my
middle name. The material was made out of an insanely durable kind
of plastic that would have taken a truck to squash, and it’s what I
slept on, sticking in
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