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I already felt homesick, but I tried to absorb some of the excitement of the other students.  Embracing my independence should have been as thrilling for me as it was for all the other freshmen here.  We were free from parental rules and restrictions, and we had been let loose with thousands of other people our age to roam this huge campus.   

Boston University was everything that I had imagined college would be.  I had moved into my dorm last week, so I had been able to acclimate myself before school began.  My roommate seemed like a nice, considerate person, and I knew that made me lucky.  I could have been placed with someone who wasn’t so easy to live with.

Logan was also going to college nearby, and that helped a lot to lessen my loneliness.  My roommate, Katie, had stared at him like he was an actual movie star.  She had assumed that he was my boyfriend, and she couldn’t believe that I wasn’t madly in love with him when I told her that we were just friends.

“What are you looking for in a boyfriend?” she questioned incredulously.  “He goes to Harvard, and he looks like that.  What more could you want?”

My mouth compressed in bitter remembrance of my last boyfriend, but I kept my voice even when I spoke.  “I’m not looking for a boyfriend.  I enjoy being single.”

“Aah,” she responded.  “You’re more into playing the field.”

I didn’t correct her misconception.  “Yeah, so many guys, so little time,” I commented blithely.

She laughed in delight.  “I’m gonna live vicariously through you.  I’ve been with my boyfriend since middle school, so I missed out on dating other guys.”

“Middle school?” I repeated incredulously.  “Wow, that’s...”  I trailed off, at a loss to describe it.  “I’ve never known anyone who’s been together that long,” I added with envy.  “My friend has been with her boyfriend for two years, and they’re still in high school, but they didn’t get together until sophomore year.”

My mind drifted back to Morgan’s crazy plan to use Blaine in her quest to get with Logan.  She had been blindsided by the feelings she hadn’t wanted to admit she had for Blaine.  Sex had changed everything between them.  She hadn’t been able to walk away indifferently from him afterwards the way she had planned.

They had been together ever since, and Morgan had found the happiness with him that she had hoped for with Logan.  I was relieved that things had worked out for her after I had expected it all to end in disaster.  She had become such a romantic optimist though, and I was glad to get away from her matchmaking attempts.  I knew that she just wanted me to be as happy as she was, but I had refused to date anyone after my break up with Cade.

“I’m focusing on me,” I had insisted, using the one argument that she would have to agree with.

“That’s good,” she had acknowledged.  “You deserve to pamper yourself after everything you’ve been through, but you eventually—“

“Do you want to go to the spa again this weekend?” I had cut in.  “Or is Blaine giving you a massage?” I teased, making her blush while distracting her from my nonexistent love life.

I had embraced all the luxury that Cade had accused me of coveting.  The first time I saw him again after he moved out of his dad’s house had been on the family vacation Robert had promised us before he caught us together in Cade’s bedroom.  Robert took the precaution of sharing a room with him, but he needn’t have bothered.  There was no way I would be sneaking into Cade’s room after the things he had said to me the last time I had seen him.

I made a point of flaunting my expensive wardrobe and jewelry in his face, even going so far as to wear the Tahitian pearls his dad had bought me.  It soured the sweet memory of the day I had received that necklace, but I wanted to ruin all my good memories of Cade so that I wouldn’t yearn for him to be like that again.

I could tell that seeing the necklace got to him, and I felt the satisfaction of taking a long overdue jab at him.  He recovered too quickly though as his lips curled into a sneer.  “Did Logan buy out the jewelry store?  I can’t even tell which one is your engagement ring,” he said, gesturing toward the rings on my hands.

“You got engaged?” Mom exclaimed.

“No,” I answered with the annoyance I was feeling toward Cade.  “I bought these myself.”

“Oh?” Cade enquired.  “With your own money?”

I smirked at him.  “With your dad’s money,” I rubbed it in.

“It’s good to see you showing your true colors,” he remarked with disdain.  “I always knew you were a gold-digger.”

“Cade!” Robert reprimanded him sharply.  “Apologize to Lexie.”

“Why should I?” he retorted.  “It’s true.”

“You will not speak to her that way!” Robert exploded.  “Apologize or you’re going back to—“

“No,” I pleaded urgently.  “Just let it go, Robert, please!  Don’t let him ruin our vacation.  I’ve never been on vacation before.  Please let me enjoy it.”

“But he doesn’t have to be—“

I interrupted Robert with a plea that overrode common sense.  “Don’t send him away because of me.  I don’t care what he says about me.  I just want to enjoy our vacation.”

“One more comment like that,” Robert warned Cade, “and you’ll be on the next plane to California.”

It seemed that Cade didn’t want to miss out on this family vacation, because he didn’t make any more disparaging remarks to me within earshot of our parents.  He probably missed spending time with his dad.  I attributed my own contrary desire to have him on this trip with us to my wish to aggravate him while I had the chance.  There was nothing more to it than that.  I had no other reason for wanting to see him. 

All that remained of our brief relationship was antagonism toward each other, but it didn’t detract from my excitement over this trip to Florida.  Robert had let me choose the location, and I had decided on something closer to home rather than a tropical island in deference to Mom’s condition.  Her morning sickness had abated, but she was four months pregnant.  Her doctor had assured her that she was fine to travel wherever she wanted, but I didn’t want to take any chances.

Robert had been surprised that I chose Florida over Hawaii or the Caribbean.  I had reminded him that I had never been anywhere, so Florida was paradise to me.  It turned out not to be an exaggeration.  The hotel we were staying at was insanely luxurious.  We had a three bedroom suite that was two levels with stairs like in a house.  Not a grand staircase like in Robert’s house, but we had an upstairs in our hotel room!

We also had a real kitchen that we weren’t using, because we were eating at exclusive restaurants where I had spotted a celebrity.  Our opulent bathroom had a Jacuzzi tub, a separate shower, and dual vanities.  The suite had three big screen TV’s, floor to ceiling windows in the living room overlooking the beach, and a dining table that could seat eight people.

Having become accustomed to living in a huge mansion, this hotel shouldn’t have impressed me as much as it did, but I gaped in astonishment when we first entered the suite.  I blinked at Robert when I realized that he was calling my name. 

“Lexie,” he repeated again, “your mom wants you to decide which room you want.”

“Oh,” I responded as I came out of my daze, “okay.”

As Robert turned in expectation that I would follow him, I noticed Cade watching me with an unreadable expression.  In that instant, I forgot everything else as I got lost in his dark gaze.  I stared back at him until his dad’s voice snapped me out of it.

“I’m coming,” I called back.

When my attention turned back to Cade, he had an angry look on his face.  “Don’t try any of your tricks,” he warned.  “You better not make my dad get pissed off at me again,” he said as he crossed the distance between us.

“I didn’t plan any of that,” I retorted, “so—“

“I’m coming,” he interjected in an imitation of someone about to reach sexual climax.

My face flamed at the sound of the moan in his voice.  “I didn’t say it that way,” I argued.

“Lexie.”

I jumped at hearing Robert’s voice sounding closer and hurried to him so that he wouldn’t catch me with Cade.  Not that we were doing anything besides talking, but I still hadn’t completely recovered from the shame of Robert seeing me topless in Cade’s bed.  Only the light of the TV screen had illuminated us, and Cade had quickly blocked me from view, but it was mortifying to be seen like that by my stepfather.

He had blamed the entire thing on Cade and never said another word to me about it.  Robert had continued to treat me like a daughter, and it was only my own embarrassment that had made me feel awkward around him for a while.  I didn’t see him that much anyway since he spent so much time at work.  

At first I thought that he was avoiding me after what happened, but his cook, Lauren, had made a comment to Mom about Robert returning to his workaholic ways.  Mom had lamented about him being late for dinner again.

“Don’t wait for him,” Lauren advised.  “Cade never did, and you’re pregnant, so you shouldn’t wait so long between meals.”

Her words made me imagine Cade eating dinner by himself every day, but that wasn’t so different from me when my mom was working two jobs.  Her shifts as a waitress varied, but I often ate dinner alone.  I wasn’t going to make excuses for Cade’s behavior, although I did wonder why he was so heartless sometimes.

If only that cold heart wasn’t encased in such a beautiful body.  If only I didn’t still fantasize about alternate scenarios in which Cade hadn’t been such an asshole to me.  Even during that vacation, my mind was playing out scenes in which we were still a happy couple enjoying the gorgeous, white sand beach together.  I imagined holding hands like the young couple I had seen walking barefoot along the shore.

After stealing glances at Cade in his swim trunks on the beach and at the pool during the day, my fantasies about him became much more erotic when I was alone at night.  I had caught him looking at me too, his eyes skimming down my bikini clad body, and that also played out in my fantasy.

Robert was sharing the master bedroom with Cade in order to keep tabs on him at night, but I wouldn’t welcome him into my room anyway after the things he had said to me when he had been forced to move to his mom’s house.  My mom wasn’t sharing a room with me, because Robert wanted her to be comfortable in the queen size bed in her room since she was pregnant.

I would rather have died than be caught in a compromising situation with Cade again, but that didn’t prevent me from imagining making out with him.  When I saw him again for the first time after our angry parting, I had been dismayed to realize that there was still an attraction between us.  I had always been attracted to him even when I had hated him, but now I knew that his antagonism toward me masked his own unwanted physical attraction to me.

My plan to be cold and indifferent toward him had immediately proved impossible for me to pull off.  Yet he also hadn’t ignored me either.  By the last day of our vacation, the tension between us was so thick that my awareness of him was stronger than it had ever been.  Nothing could distract me from his presence in my vicinity, even when I wasn’t looking at him.

“So, how’s school?” he asked in an unexpectedly polite tone.

I glanced at him in surprise.  “Uh, it’s good.  How’s, how’s school for you?” I stammered.  “Uh, in, um, California.”

“It’s okay,” he replied.  “We’ve got a good team, but I’m not on it,” he added with the beginning of a scowl. 

“You’ll be on it next year,” Robert assured him confidently.  

“You made me let down my team,” Cade retorted angrily.  “If they don’t win the championship—“

“You let down your family,” his dad told him.

“Robert!” Mom exclaimed while I reeled in shock from his harshness toward his son.

“That’s a terrible thing to say,” she continued in outrage.  “It’s not true,” she spoke kindly to Cade.  “You and Lexie just made a mistake.  We’ve gotten past it, and everything will be fine.”

“Yes,” he agreed, adopting that polite tone again.  “You’ve gotten me out of the way so that Lexie can marry Logan, and you can all live happily ever after.”

“You’re an idiot!” I exploded as I stood up out of my chair in my agitation.  “I told you we’re just friends.  He doesn’t even want to ever get married, but if he did he would marry Julia, because she’s his Marion, and even Morgan finally realized it, but you’re too stubborn to listen to anybody, and I don’t even care what you think anyway!”

The murmurs around me made me remember that we were in a fancy restaurant, and I had just made a scene.  I slowly sat back down as heat flared in my cheeks while Cade smirked at me.

“His Mary Ann?” he enquired.  “What does that mean exactly?”

“Marion,” I corrected him.  “It’s from Indiana Jones.”

“Aah,” he responded in comprehension.   

“Who is Julia?” Mom questioned.

“A girl in my grade,” I replied.  “She’s really popular, and she’s a musical prodigy.  Logan is in love with her.”

“He told you that?” Cade asked skeptically.

“He implied it,” I said.

“Which means you assumed it,” he stated with a wry smile.

“It’s true,” I insisted.  “I know he’s in love with her.”

“Just like you knew that he liked Morgan,” he commented drily.

“He does like her.  Just not in the way I thought,” I admitted.

“Yeah, people can get the wrong idea sometimes,” he agreed, his gaze dropping down to his plate.

“Have you made friends at your new school?” Mom asked him in concern. 

He lifted his eyes to study her.  “A few,” he answered vaguely.

She appeared to be unsure if he was just saying that, or if he really had made friends.  “Oh, uh, what are they like?”

“They’re fake and shallow.  But, you know, money talks, so they pretend to like me.”

I bristled at his underhanded dig at me, but Mom looked genuinely troubled by his answer.  “You’ll find real friends once you get to know more people,” she told him.  “Try talking to people who aren’t in that clique.”

He was watching her so closely that I could tell he was trying to read her.  It should have been easy for him, because my mom was an open book.  But he didn’t trust her, so he didn’t believe that she was genuine.

“You’re an athlete,” Robert commented.  “You’ll have no trouble making friends.”

“Common interests can help,” Mom agreed, “but it’s not always easy to make close friends you can confide in.”

“What does he have to confide?” Robert asked dismissively.  “He’s a normal kid.  He doesn’t have anything to hide from anyone.”

“I’m talking about his feelings,” Mom said.  “Adolescent angst.”

“That’s what girls talk about,” Robert said.  “Guys talk about sports and...girls.”

“Guys have feelings too,” Mom argued.  “Everyone needs someone to confide in.”

“Who do you confide in?” Cade asked her.

She looked distinctly uncomfortable as her gaze slid away from him while she speared a piece of asparagus with her fork.  “Well, friends,” she replied uncertainly.  “And your father, of course.  And...I’ve always had a diary too.”

Cade appeared to be startled by that.  “A diary,” he stated with a bewildered expression.

Mom blushed in embarrassment.  “I know it sounds silly for someone my age to keep a diary, but I find it helps me to organize my thoughts.  And you can write down wonderful memories too,” she rushed on.

“Do you have your diary from when you met Dad?” I asked excitedly.

Now I was suddenly the one making her uncomfortable as her gaze slid away from me.  “I’m not sure.  It’s been so long since I looked at my old diaries.  I might have lost some of them when we moved.”

“Do you have a diary, Lexie?” Cade questioned me.

“No,” I answered distractedly, my focus still on Mom.  “See if you can find it when we get back.  I can’t believe you never told me about this before.  You know how much I love to hear about Dad.”

“I’ll look for it,” she promised, still seeming uncomfortable talking about it.

I guessed that she probably didn’t want to talk about my dad too much in front of Robert, so I dropped the subject.  Well, Cade changed the subject.

“Who do you confide in, Lexie?” he asked me.

“Morgan,” I replied.  You, I added silently as I looked at him.  Until you turned on me for no reason.

“Morgan is a nice girl,” Robert said.  “As I recall, Cade dated her sister.  Whatever happened with that?” he asked Cade.

“She turned out to be selfish and shallow,” he replied.

“Sounds like you’re perfect for each other,” I remarked.

“Lexie, please,” Mom pleaded, but Robert laughed.

“I told she’d bounce back,” he told her.  “Cade, you need to follow Lexie’s example and stop moping.”

“Yeah, but she wasn’t kicked out of her house,” he retorted.

“I could have sent you to military school,” Robert reminded him.  “You were lucky to be able to move in with your mother.”

“You don’t like living with her?” Mom asked anxiously.  

“Mom’s not the problem,” Cade answered.  “I just didn’t think it was fair for me to take all the blame.”

“He’s right,” Mom told Robert.  “Lexie was just as much at fault as—“

“Lexie is an innocent girl,” Robert said obstinately.  “You said yourself that you never had any problems with her, whereas Cade—“

“She’s not that innocent,” Cade cut in.

Robert’s eyes narrowed at him.  His voice was tight with anger.  “Did you...”  He couldn’t seem
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