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      Papa, this one is for you. Your love of music lives on… even if I never learned to play the guitar.
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      Dustin’s fingers slid up the guitar’s strings, eliciting a shriek from the amplifier. He grinned wildly at Koryn, who scrunched up her nose in response. He was trying to make her laugh, to break through the jitters coursing through her. Her voice shook as she sang her heart out into the microphone, eyes closed, hands clenched together. The haunting melody spilled from her lungs, even as Dustin’s guitar screamed in dismay.

      In a few days it would be Thanksgiving, which meant there were only four weeks until their battle of the bands, where agents would be there to judge. For three years, this is what they’d been working so hard for. It was how Koryn had met Dustin, back before his pierced lip and eyebrow, long before deciding to dye his growing hair blue. Dustin, being Dustin, had posted in the school’s forum requesting a talented, self-motivated singer and guitarist. Koryn hadn’t taken the leap of faith. Her friend Caitlin took it for her, posting under her name and giving Dustin her number in private.

      After that, Koryn had no choice but to meet him. It was awkward at first, but talking with him was easy. So was being around him.

      Koryn fell in love with the gangly guitarist with a voice as smooth as silk and fingers as quick as lightning. 

      It was a mutual tumbling down the musical scale. At least that’s what he’d said. She was weird, and he liked weird things. Koryn was his “all things strange and beautiful” kind of girl.

      “Kor, stop that.” Dustin crossed the distance, booping her nose. “Get out of your head and into my arms.”

      Every time anxiety threatened to devour her, Dustin pulled her away from the darkness. She laughed at him, swatting his hand away. He caught her, pulling her to him so his lips could place a soft kiss against the corner of her mouth.

      “I didn’t say ‘hit me.’” He laughed, slipping the guitar strap over his head. “I said, into my arms, girl.” Dustin tightened his grip on her, squeezing, then moved his hand to her sides. Before Koryn knew it, he was tickling her, assaulting her sides with quick pokes and strokes.

      “Dus–ty!” she gasped, tumbling back onto her bed with him on top of her. His fingers jabbed, moved, danced all over her torso. Breathless and thrashing, Koryn’s worries drifted away until Dustin was the only thing she could think of.

      He must have sensed it because his tickling relented.

      “There she is,” he murmured, hovering over her. “My beautiful babe.” Dipping his head down, he placed soft kisses along Koryn’s lips, like he was savoring each one.

      “Careful, dummy, I can’t breathe still,” Koryn panted, staring up at him through orange and red bangs. 

      “Now is my chance. You’re defenseless!” Winking, Dustin lowered his head for another kiss.

      Koryn had other ideas. She pushed against his chest, and he willingly tumbled to the side, allowing her to climb on top of him and pin his arms down. “I don’t think so!”

      He smirked at her, teasing his lip ring with his teeth. “Oh, dear… What ever shall I do.” His long lashes fluttered shut, fanning against his olive cheeks. 

      How could Koryn love someone this much? So much her heart twisted in place. She wanted to cling to him, to this very moment, and never let go.

      “I love you.” She looked down at him, committing every inch of his face to memory. When his eyes opened, the light hit them in such a way that it made the amber tones in the hazel-green pop. 

      “I love you too.” Dustin’s brows furrowed, his gaze flicking toward her window. “Which is why you need to get off me now. I think your mom is home.”

      Sure enough, the front door shut with a telltale groaning thud, and keys clattered onto the counter. 

      Koryn stole a kiss, letting her tongue graze Dustin’s, then she leaped off the bed and fiddled with the amp.

      “Koryn, that door better be open!” Mom’s voice carried upstairs. “Hi Dustin! It’d be nice to see you. Why don’t you come downstairs?”

      It was her way of making sure they were abstaining. Truth be told, it was too late for that, and they didn’t need a room for it. Just Dustin’s pickup truck, some stargazing at the lighthouse, and sinfully delicious tacos. That’s all it took to woo Koryn—and, of course, Dustin’s crooked smile.

      Koryn rolled her eyes. “Guess we’re done practicing for today.”

      “Like we’d be practicing anyway.” He waggled his brows and rolled off the bed. “You’d just take advantage of me.”

      She grinned. Shutting the amp off, she twisted on her heels and walked up behind him. She spanked his butt, grabbing a handful. “I would, because this is mine.”

      “Oof…” His hand darted out, returning the gesture.

      Heat flooded her instantly, but Koryn’s mother was waiting for them, no doubt timing how long it took them to hurry down. Luckily, neither one of them appeared disheveled or had kiss-swollen lips.

      “Hey, Mom. What are we having for dinner?”

      “I had a great day, Koryn, how about you?”

      Dustin chuckled, sitting down at the island in the kitchen. “How are you, Mrs. T?”

      She hummed in response, flicking through the mail pile. “I was thinking about ordering from Wicked Soups. I could go for some of their soup and bread.”

      Koryn’s stomach rumbled in agreement. “Um, yes. Their garlic and herb bread is the cure to any ailment. It’s also the perfect day for clam chowder.” It was gray out, and while it wasn’t the kind of cold that sunk into her bones, it was definitely sweater weather.

      “How’s practice coming along for you two? You guys must be getting pretty excited.” Koryn’s mother looked between them, lifting her eyebrows in question. Like her daughter, her eyes were crystal blue, and her hair a glossy, dark brown—which was why Koryn dyed her hair frequently. She didn’t want to look like anyone except herself.

      “Good.” 

      Dustin drummed his fingers on the countertop and shook his head. “What she means is, good, but…” He paused dramatically, propping his chin up with his fist. “Koryn doesn’t want to use the song she wrote, and I think she should. Everyone does covers; few write and sing their own songs.” Dustin shifted on the barstool, grimacing as Koryn huffed in exasperation.

      “Hm. I see. I think it’d be unique if you went with your own. The both of you, you’re a team.”

      Dustin glanced in Koryn’s direction, lifting an eyebrow as if to say, See? Told you so.

      “Koryn! You should use your song. But I know you won’t listen to me.” She sighed, picking up her cellphone. “I’ll just be a minute, I’m going to order dinner. Are you staying, Dustin?”

      “Oh yeah. I’m not missing dinner, not with Koryn in the hot seat and squirming.” He waggled his eyebrows at Koryn, who promptly sighed.

      “Mmkay. I’m going to order the usual then. Dad should be home by the time I get back from picking it up.”

       Koryn’s mother ducked out of the kitchen, leaving her alone with Dustin again. She scrunched her nose and reached over, squeezing his upper thigh. “Thanks for throwing me under the bus.”

      He shifted at the contact, lowering his eyes to her hand, and grinned devilishly. “I didn’t. I just got a second opinion, that’s all. And you can keep your hand there if you please, just go a little higher.” 

      “Dustin…” Koryn’s voice lowered, but even she felt a familiar tension rippling between them. She wanted him, just as much as he wanted her, and they wouldn’t even have time to fool around before her mother got home from Wicked Soups. 

      His phone dinged, breaking the moment. 

      When he pulled it out, Koryn waited for him to meet her eyes. “It’s Tyler.” He shook his head and quickly texted back. “His excuse for ditching practice is girlfriend troubles. I guess I should thank you for being a pretty easy girlfriend.”

      “Easy? I’ll show you easy.”

      The moment dissolved as her mother walked back into the kitchen, cutting off any other teasing touches or words that might have occurred.

      “Want us to grab the food instead, Mom?” 

      “Actually, that would be perfect. Drive safely, okay Dustin? Seatbelts.”

      Dustin saluted. “You have my word. I’ll strap her in myself if I have to.”
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      It was snowing by the time they got to Wicked Soups. White flakes peppered the ground, clinging to Koryn’s vibrant hair. Ocean-effect snow at its finest, but it was scenic, and it made the historic district of town look like something out of a Hallmark movie.

      Dustin spun her around, dipping her before he moved in for a kiss that was fit for the silver screen.

      She melted in his arms, flinging an arm back as she gazed up at him through lidded eyes. Several snowflakes settled in his thick lashes, melting quickly. “You’re kinda cheesy. I love it.” Koryn held her lips against his, lifting her hands to pull on the collar of his jacket. 

      Dustin sighed, loosening his hold on her as if he were going to let her fall. “Soup calls.” At the last minute, he tightened his arms, pulling her upright. 

      “Dummy.”

      “Forever your dummy.”

      Koryn hoped so.

      Sometimes her mother worried they were getting too serious too soon, but what could she say when she’d married her high school sweetheart? 

      “Typical,” Koryn groused as he pulled away, leaving her cold and wanting more of the kiss.

      Dustin waved his hand like a conductor, signaling an invisible orchestra that Koryn only assumed was her whining. “Soup,” he repeated.

      “Say it one more time.”

      “Soouuuppp.”

      She leaned down, scooped up a handful of slush, and lobbed it at him; he quickly took refuge inside the soup shop. Koryn stuck her tongue out at him, then followed him inside.

      Warmth rushed at her face, while cold air tickled her neck from the door shutting. An array of scents hung in the air: garlic, fresh bread, and a handful of spices she wasn’t able to

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/musicpng.jpg





OEBPS/images/guitar-pick-rock-sunburst.jpg
NN
_ S

——

—

—





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/spiritofyoutitlepage.jpg
The Spirit of You

L

Elle Beaumont






OEBPS/images/the-spirit-of-you-ebook.jpg





OEBPS/images/mtptran.jpg
Micight Tide

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/musicpng-2.jpg





