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Dedication

 


To my wonderful Mom, Judy

 


Without her never-ending love and
support,

this journey would have been impossible.


Chapter One

 


“Ladies and gentlemen, it is my honor and
privilege to present to you the graduating class of two thousand
twelve!”

The crowd in front of us cheered and
screamed as my classmates and I threw our graduation caps up toward
the sky. I glanced back at Brian, my twin brother who was a few
rows behind me, and smiled, sharing the moment with him. Diploma in
hand, I started to head in his direction when my principal stopped
me.

“Miss Armstrong. I just wanted to
congratulate you for your achievements. Your academic excellence
has been greatly appreciated here.”

“Thank you Mr. Short.”

“I hear you intend to attend the University
of Pacific.”

“I do.”

“Well congratulations.”

“Thank you. If you would just excuse me, I
need to go find my family.”

“Oh, of course. Congratulations again, and
good luck at college.”

I thanked him again and made my way through
the crowd.

“Well, look who it is, Miss Smarty Pants,
sitting all the way up front,” Brian said, coming up behind me.

“Oh hush,” I told him, trying to ignore my
academic achievements.

“Your speech was really good,” he praised
me.

“You sound surprised.”

“I’m always surprised when you’re smarter
than I am,” he joked, wrapping his arm around my shoulder. We made
our way to find our stepsister Sarah before going to look for our
parents. Of course, even in the throng of people, we didn’t make it
far before I was tackled by my best friend, Cara.

“Ohmigod! I can’t believe it’s all over! Can
you?!”

Cara was very exuberant. She had been my
best friend since the second grade, when she transferred in and
everyone was put off by her eccentricities. I befriended her and we
became inseparable. We’d practically grown up together.

“Are you guys going to the party tonight?”
she asked us.

“Yeah, we are. Sarah’s coming along too,” I
answered.

“Okay cool!” She gave us both another hug.
“I’ll see you guys later!”

Thankfully, we made our way through the rest
of the crowd with nothing more than a few people saying hi, or
congrats, or asking if we would be at the party. Sarah found us
before we found her, and we made our way over to our parents and my
oldest brother, Mitch.

“Oh, my babies are all grown up!” my mom
exclaimed, close to tears. “I’m so proud of you!”

“Thanks Mom,” we all said, almost in
unison.

“I’m surprised my kid siblings made it
through high school alive,” Mitch mocked us, hitting Brian and me
in the shoulders playfully. Mitch went to college out of town; he’d
made a trip home specifically for this occasion.

“Mitch, be nice,” my mom scolded him. “They
were great. And honey, your speech was just beautiful.”

“Thanks Mom.”

My mom turned away from us to hug and
congratulate Sarah. Charles, my stepfather, looked up from his
phone to us.

“Congratulations,” he said dully. I resisted
the urge to roll my eyes at him. Charles married my mother when
Brian and I were five, but he was never much of a father figure to
us, and lately, he was more concerned with his “work” than he was
with anything related to his family.

“Thanks Dad,” we both replied
apathetically.

“Okay! Picture time!” my mom called out
enthusiastically. We all groaned at her and she hushed us.

“I have to take this phone call.” Charles
excused himself, lifting the phone to his ear and walking away.
Annoyance crossed my mom’s face for a fraction of a second before
she turned back to us.

“Mitch, take a picture of me with the
graduates, please.” She handed him the camera and we smiled,
waiting for the flash.

***

We survived the ridiculous amount of picture
taking and the dinner with our parents. Two hours later, we were
sitting in Cara’s driveway waiting for her to come out.

“Honk again,” I told Sarah. After we honked
three times, Cara came stumbling out of the house. Pausing at the
top of the driveway, she waved at us and Sarah pressed down on the
horn again until Cara got into the car.

“That was unnecessary,” she scolded,
buckling her seatbelt.

“You taking forever was unnecessary,” Sarah
retorted, pulling out of the driveway and making her way towards
the house party.

When we pulled up, it was obvious that the
party was just beginning. There weren’t very many cars and the
music was barely audible from outside.

“There are more people showing up, aren’t
there?” I asked Cara.

“Yeah, of course. It’s supposed to be, like,
the party of the summer.”

“I hope so.”

We headed inside and discovered it was more
crowded than we’d thought. The only sounds that could be heard were
the chattering voices, a little too loud from the shots of vodka
and cans of beer. People were everywhere. Many were drinking, but a
lot were standing near the walls, just looking awkward. Neither of
those was my goal for the night though. I just wanted to have
fun.

We headed into the kitchen. Once we had our
drinks in hand, we scoped out the scene. As I was looking around, I
noticed that a lot of the party-goers were not two thousand twelve
graduates. A lot of people were crashing this party.

“Cara, do you realize that there are
sophomores at this party?”

“Really? Like who?”

“Like that one girl, the one who’s been all
over Blake since football season. Rebecca something.”

“Rebecca Myers?”

“Yeah. And that must mean that Blake is
somewhere around here too. Watch out for that mess.”

Blake was an ex of mine. He was a mistake
that I chose not to think about. Ever.

“Speaking of party crashers, look who just
walked through the door.”

Hearing the tone of disbelief in her voice,
I glanced up in the direction Cara indicated and dropped my drink
in shock.

“PARTY FOUL!” someone screamed from behind
me. Cara looked down at the drink, then back up at me before
remarking on the situation.

“Thank God those are tile floors.”

***

Sean Williams was the first person I ever
liked, and in all honesty, the only person I had ever really
liked. We had been childhood sweethearts. The summer before he went
to high school, we were inseparable. During a torturous game of
Truth or Dare, the beans got spilled that we both liked each other,
and my brother sadistically dared us to kiss each other.

Once Sean went to high school though,
everything changed. It was like I hadn’t even existed. I hadn’t
held a real conversation with him since I was a freshman, and
hadn’t even seen him in almost a year. After he graduated, he went
out of state to the University of Pacific. Never in a million years
had I thought that he, of all people, would be crashing this
party.

I stared at him standing in the doorway
smiling at someone until he caught me. I looked away quickly and
tugged on Cara’s arm.

“Cara come on, let’s go dance.”

“But no one’s dancing.”

As I walked over to the stereo system,
everyone watched me like I was crazy. The music was turned down way
too low though, so I ignored them and acted like I owned the place.
After I turned up the stereo so it was blaring, I turned to
Cara.

“They will be now.”

We went into the middle of the living room
and started dancing. Everyone stared for a minute and then slowly,
people started joining us. After that, the party was really in full
swing. People were dancing, playing beer pong, and some were
fooling around in corners and secluded areas. Cara and I were
headed back toward the kitchen to get another drink when everything
went quiet.

“Everyone remain calm! This party is
over.”

Someone had called the cops. I swore and
headed quickly towards the door, tugging Cara behind me. We were
almost out of the house when a cop stopped us.

“You two…stop where you’re going.”

Cara and I stopped in our tracks. I looked
back at Cara, who was still holding her drink in her hands. I
glared at her, then down at the cup. Following my gaze, she
realized her mistake.

“What’s the problem, officer?”

I watched in shock as Sean walked up to the
officer.

“Sean? Sean Williams?”

“James? No way. When did you become a
cop?”

“About a year ago.”

“You liking it?”

“Yeah, I guess. They put me on a lot of
these menial busts.”

“Man, that must suck.”

“It does,” he agreed. “How’s college
life?”

“Really good. I’m enjoying the change of
pace.”

“That’s good. Are these friends of
yours?”

“They are. Is there any way you think you
can…?”

“Of course, although technically you
shouldn’t be here either,” James laughed, turning to address us.
“You girls understand that I am letting you off with a warning, and
if you repeat the crime, I will be forced to take action?”

“Yes sir,” Cara and I said in unison.

“Good; you guys can get on home then. It was
good seeing you, Sean.”

“You too, James. Tell your brother I said
hi.”

And with that, we made our departure. I was
still staring at Sean in shock.

“Thank you,” I said gratefully.

“You’re welcome. I was friends with his
brother; he owed me a favor,” he said, answering my unspoken
question. “You guys have a ride?”

“Yeah. Sarah’s driving,” I answered. I
nodded towards where Sarah was standing talking to a few
friends.

“Alright. I’ll see you around then.”

And with that, he retreated in the opposite
direction. I glanced up at Cara, coming to an undeniable
conclusion.

“Well, this is going to be an interesting
summer.”


Chapter Two

 


“Samantha Renee Armstrong! If I have to call
your name one more time, you’ll be grounded so long, it’ll make
your head spin!”

“I’m coming,” I screamed down the
hallway.

I walked out of my room and made my way down
the hall. When I saw him, I stopped dead in my tracks. Sean was
sitting in my brother’s room with Brian and Mitch. Why that took me
by such surprise was beyond me…he and Brian were best friends. I
still couldn’t believe that he had just come in and saved the day
the previous night.

Sean was undoubtedly gorgeous, with shaggy,
light brown hair and deep hazel eyes, and was taller than Brian’s
six feet one inch. He looked troubled about something.

“Sam, Charles’s calling you,” Mitch said,
interrupting my thoughts.

“I know. Do you know what he wants?” I
paused and turned to Sean. “Hey Sean.”

“Nope, not a clue,” he lied as Sean nodded
at me. Mitch was such a terrible liar.

“I guess I should go find out,” I
sighed.

Thinking about Sean, I jogged down the
stairs and saw Charles and Mr. W sitting on the couch,
laughing.

“Hello, Samantha,” Mr. W greeted me.

“Hi, Mr. W. How are you?”

“I’m fine Sam. How about yourself?”

“I’m good. What’s going on?” I asked,
turning to Charles.

“We’re going to be staying at the cabin for
the next few weeks; Mr. W and his family are going to be joining us
as well.”

“Okay. What does that have to do with
me?”

“You’re going too, Sam.”

“What?! Why?!” I exclaimed.

“Because it’s been five years since you’ve
gone.”

“And you know exactly why that is,” I
bit off.

“Well, we’re going as a family this summer.
It’s about time you suck it up.”

“And if I don’t want to?”

“You’re going to. End of discussion.”

“This isn’t fair,” I declared, close to
tears.

“Life isn’t fair Samantha. Grow up.”

I groaned in frustration and left the living
room, storming up the stairs as tears starting to form in my angry
eyes. Barging into my room, I slammed the door shut as loud as I
could and twisted the lock. How could he do this? He knew that I
absolutely hated the lake and the stupid cabin where we stayed. I
wanted nothing to do with it, or the woods, or anything involving
our trips to Lake Tahoe! I plopped onto my bed. I didn’t think that
there was going to be any way out of it.

I was lying on my bed pouting when I heard a
soft knock on my door.

“Go away,” I snapped.

“It’s me,” said a voice that I rather wished
I didn’t recognize.

“Come in,” I grumbled.

“It’s locked,” Sean said from behind the
door.

“Oh!” I jumped up and headed toward the
door.

As I bumped into something, my heart skipped
a beat. I had the curtains—that my mother’s interior designer had
picked out—drawn, so the room was dark and I couldn’t see. I
stumbled into my desk and swore, but I finally got to my door and
unlocked it.

“Hey,” Sean whispered.

“Hi,” I replied. Flicking on the light in my
room, I noticed that he was holding my duffel bags.

“They sent me to come help you get your
stuffed packed,” he quickly told me before I could get angry. He
had always been good at calming me down without really doing
anything. “I’m really sorry they’re making you go. It’s not fair to
you. Look at the upside; you get to hang out with me for like,
almost a month.” His grin was cocky.

“Yeah, I guess.” I paused and under my
breath added, “I’ve missed you Sean.”

“What do you mean?”

I had had feelings for Sean since we were
kids; he knew that. Everyone knew that.

I’d known Natasha since elementary school.
She was a spoiled rotten brat. Whatever she wanted she got, and
that was how she landed Sean. She started chasing him when he was a
freshman. At first, he didn’t want anything to do with her. Then,
as time progressed, he started liking the attention. Rumor had it
that one night they were at a party, and she took him
upstairs…well, the rest was history. A few days later, they were
the hottest couple in school, and I was left in the dust.

“We never hang out anymore. Ever since you
started going out with—”

“Don’t you dare start on her, Samantha! You
don’t know anything about her,” he cut me off.

Rarely did anyone ever called me by my full
name unless I was in big trouble. I had never seen him so angry in
his life. He was usually an easygoing person. His face went pale
and he tightened his grip on the bags. It was the first time he had
ever yelled at me. My face flushed and I looked down.

“You don’t have to help me,” I whispered.
“Just leave my bags. I’ll do it myself.”

“Sammy....”

He had started calling me Sammy in
elementary school. That seemed so long ago.

“I’m sorry, Sammy,” he whispered, breaking
my concentration. “It’s just that it’s been a very long day. My
parents were yelling at me about her earlier, and then Tasha and I
got into an argument.”

“Whatever; just forget about it,” I replied.
My heart was beating faster now. Did he just say that they got into
a fight?

“No, I shouldn’t have taken it out on you.
You’ve always been there for me. I’m sorry,” he apologized.

“It’s okay. I’m serious. Let’s just get my
crap packed before we both get yelled at,” I said, laughing
uneasily.

I knew it shouldn’t have, but knowing that
he and Tasha had gotten into a fight put me in a better mood. So,
we started packing up my stuff. I hadn’t realized how many things I
would need; I hadn’t gone in forever. Halfway through packing my
stuff, we decided that we needed to keep our energy up and go eat
something.

“You have a lot of stuff, Sam,” Sean tried
to say through a mouthful of pizza.

“I know. I’m not sure how it’s all going to
fit in there.”

“Neither am I. We might as well try to get
it to work,” he proposed.

“Alright, I guess,” I reluctantly agreed,
getting up from my chair.

It took us another half hour to track down
the rest of my things and finish packing. By the time we were done,
I had to squish the bags to get the zippers closed. I glanced down
at my phone and the time display read 7:45.

“Hey, what are you doing tonight?” Sean
asked me.

“Nothing. Why?”

“I don’t know. Want to go to the movies or
something?” he said.

I was stunned. Sean Williams, the boy I had
been in love with forever, just asked me to the movies!

“I don’t mean like a date or anything. It’s
just I don’t want to go home, and I’m not going to call Tasha.”

“Why not?” I blurted out. Weren’t boyfriends
supposed to want to be with their girlfriends? Maybe they’re
worse off than I thought. My heart started to pump faster at
that thought. I really needed to calm down.

“She always says that I want to go out too
much, which isn’t true; she just wants to do what she
wants.” he explained. “So, I probably won’t see her for a while.
That’s usually how it goes. It’s probably what she wants
anyway.”

He sounded bitter.

“Okay then. So, what do you want to do?” I
asked him.

“Movies?” he grinned.


Chapter Three

 


He just asked me to the movies! Oh my
God! I couldn’t believe it! I had waited for this day all my
life. I never thought it would happen…if I could only keep my
cool.

“Sure,” I managed to stammer out—so much for
my cool. “Just let me get ready.”

“Okay, I’ll just check the movie times,” he
told me as he walked into Brian’s room.

I stumbled into the garage and started
looking through the clean clothes. I knew they had to be there
somewhere. Finally, I found my black skinny jeans and my pink
cotton tank top at the back of my second rack of clothes, then ran
up the stairs…living in a mansion could be a big hassle sometimes.
Taking the marble stairs two at a time, I rushed into my bathroom
to change.

I was trying to keep my emotions under
control as I did my make-up. Slowly and carefully, I applied the
smooth eye shadow and eyeliner. My hands were shaking as I put on
my mascara. I took a deep breath.

As I put the finishing touches on my eyes, I
started to calm down. I took one last look at myself before I
walked out of the bathroom. Everything seemed to look right. Every
long black hair on my head seemed to be in place, which was unusual
since it was really curly. My eye shadow made my eyes look my
favorite shade of gray. I shook my head and took a deep breath,
walked down the hall, and opened the door to Brian’s room.

“Ready?” I asked Sean.

“Yeah, the movie starts at nine,” he replied
with an awed look on his face.

We almost got out of the door before my
parents called us.

“Samantha, we need to talk to you,” my dad
said.

I looked at Sean. “This will only take a
second, hopefully. Yeah, what’s up?” I said as I walked into the
dining room.

“Where are you going?”

“Sean and I are going to the movies,” I
sighed at him, rolling my eyes.

“He has a girlfriend, Samantha,” my mom
said.

“I know. We’re just going to the movies,” I
started to raise my voice, getting defensive. Was I not allowed to
go out with a friend?

“Okay, okay, just don’t wake up anyone when
you come in,” she warned me.

I turned and walked up to Sean. My
expression must have said, “Let’s get out of here before I
explode!” because he just turned and headed out of the house. We
walked out to his lifted navy blue Tacoma. For my five-foot-three
body, getting into it was a lot harder than he made it look. My
uneasy balance didn’t help a whole lot either. So, when I tried to
get into the truck, I ended up falling on my butt. Before I even
realized what had happened, Sean was right in front of me, laughing
like a hyena.

“I guess I should have warned you about how
high up it is,” he snickered.

“Yeah, you should have,” I mumbled, dusting
myself off.

“Let me help you up,” he offered, stretching
his hand out to help me up. Grudgingly, I took it.

Before I could protest, he picked me up and
put me in the truck. I just sat there in silence as he walked
around to his side and opened his door. I stared at him
incredulously as he hopped up with no trouble at all. He started
the truck and turned to me.

“You need to put your seatbelt on, Sam.”

I put my seatbelt on without a word. The
radio was off and an awkward silence washed over us. We were almost
to the theater when I realized I didn’t even know what we were
going to go see.

“The Gravedigger,” Sean said in response to
my question.

I looked at him without a sound. I hated
scary movies and he knew that. I figured he was doing this to get
back at me for having to help me for the last hour and a half.

“Um...you know, I heard about this one movie
that’s supposed to be really good. It’s about….” I rambled on.

“Don’t worry Sam. I won’t let the zombies
get you.”

Hopelessly, I stared at him. He wasn’t going
to let up. I liked the way he said he’d protect me though. I liked
it more than I should…way more than I should.

“What?” Sean interrupted me.

“Oh, I was—well, umm—”

“Never mind…I can tell it’s too complicated.
Don’t hurt yourself trying to explain,” he laughed, pulling into
the parking lot.

“It’s crowded for a Wednesday,” I
commented.

“Sammy, it’s summer. It doesn’t matter what
day it is anymore.” His lips were in a tight line as he tried to
hold back his laugh.

“Just do it. You look stupid when you
don’t,” I told him. With that, he burst out laughing. I wondered
whether he was laughing more at my comment or at my giving him
permission to laugh at it.

He parked the truck and got out. I unbuckled
my seatbelt and tried to calm my embarrassment. By the time I
reached for my door handle, the door was already open and Sean had
his hand outstretched to me. My heart gave a wild thump.

“So you don’t fall this time,” he told me,
smiling brilliantly. I grabbed his hand and jumped down. Somehow, I
still managed to almost fall. He grabbed my arms to steady me and
we looked into each other’s eyes. After a few seconds, we both
looked away, embarrassed. This was going to be a long, awkward
night.

“We’re gonna be late if we don’t hurry up,”
he said as he tried to hide his guarded face.

As we approached the box office, I pulled my
wallet out of my purse to pay, when I was abruptly stopped.

“You don’t think you’re going to pay for
yourself, do you?” he asked me.

“Well, as a matter of fact, I do. You have
no need to pay for me.”

“Think of it as an early birthday
present.”

“Fine, but I’m getting popcorn so I can
throw it at you,” I murmured. He didn’t hear the last part, but
laughed anyway. I wasn’t looking forward to my birthday. Everyone
thought I was absolutely crazy, but rarely did anything go well on
my birthday.

“Come on. If we don’t hurry, we’re gonna
miss the previews.” He pulled my arm and we walked through the
doors.

Thankfully, the concession stand line was
short and we got our popcorn and drinks quickly. We were very
lucky. When we got inside the theater, there were only about ten
seats left, and two were directly in the middle. As we slid into
our seats, the previews came on and I prepared myself for what I
was about to face.

I wouldn’t sleep for weeks. It was
undoubtedly the scariest movie I had ever seen. Never, ever
would I go to a graveyard again! A cult of gravediggers had to feed
on human flesh…but dead people weren’t enough for them. No, they
just had to start feeding on live humans. I gave an
involuntary shudder and Sean looked down at me. Having already
shrieked twice, I was almost positive that it would happen a few
more times. My face must certainly have showed the utmost
horror.

***

“Adrian, quit it! I’m already freaked out
enough. This is creepy. We shouldn’t be here, especially tonight.
Why did you have to pick the thirteenth?”

“Relax Rachel! We’re going to be fine. The
whole story is just a myth anyway.”

“Really? So that’s why this town is starting
to disappear?”

“Rachel! Just drop that. You’re going crazy
over nothing.”

There was a crackle behind the grave and
their flashlights flickered out.

“Adrian...what was that? Where are you? I
can’t see anything.”

“I’m right here. Grab my hand.”

“Let’s get out of here!”

“Okay, come on.”

They started to walk, but tripped on a tree
root. The Gravedigger jumped out from behind the tree and started
to pursue Adrian.

“Rachel! Run! Save yourself!”

“No! I’m not leaving you!”

“Go now!”

The Gravedigger attacked Adrian. Rachel
started to scream.

***

“Oh my God.” I turned into Sean’s shoulder.
He put his hand on my head and told me it was almost over.

***

Rachel turned and started to sprint,
screaming for help as she did. The Gravedigger was faster though.
He soon caught up to her and attacked her as well. The scene cut to
the townspeople coming across their dead carcasses. Then, the
screen faded to black and the credits started to roll.

***

As the lights came up, I realized that I
still had my head buried in Sean’s chest. He seemed to have also
become aware of it. There was a sudden tension in both of our
bodies and I glanced up.

“You okay there, Sam?” he asked, half
amused.

“Oh, shut up,” I said as I lightly slapped
his shoulder, stood up, and stalked off as far as I could.

“Hey! Wait up. I was only kidding,” he said,
catching up to me.

“Yeah, and now I won’t be able to sleep for
weeks.”

“I’m sure you will,” he disagreed.

We walked to his truck and once again he
helped me up. The drive to my house was silent, but it wasn’t
awkward this time as we both seemed to be lost in our own
thoughts.

There seemed to be something between us,
something that neither of us wanted to admit…well, something that
one of us didn’t want to admit. What if this whole night was
just two friends hanging out and I just got it mixed up? What if
all the messages that I read as him liking me were really just
nothing? I wanted to know how he really felt about me, but I was
too afraid to ask.

He pulled into my driveway, got out of the
truck, and came over to my door. He opened it and held out his hand
for me to get out of his truck. For the second time, I fell into
his arms, but this time, he didn’t let me go. I looked up at the
stars just in time to see a shooting star blaze across the sky.

“Make a wish, Sammy,” Sean whispered.

“Only if you do.”

“Alright.” We both closed our eyes and made
a wish. I made the same wish that I always made…that he would come
to his senses and go out with me. When I opened my eyes, he was
looking at me with uncertainty in his eyes. I tried to make my
departure smoothly.

“I had a good—”

Suddenly, his lips were on mine. My body was
going against my better judgment, but the line had been crossed and
there was no going back. We moved up against his truck as my hands
slid up to his face. Our lips glided together like waves washing up
on the beach. The world seemed to disappear. All of my worries just
vanished and I was lost in the moment…we were both lost in the
moment. Then, as suddenly as it started, we both realized what we
were doing, and he pulled back from our embrace.

I stared at my feet and mumbled, “Thanks for
taking me to the movies. I’ll see you tomorrow.” I turned and ran
into my house, shutting the door behind me. The movie isn’t
going to be the thing keeping me up tonight.

***

I made sure everything was locked and drug
my feet up the stairs. My head was buzzing. What did this mean?
What was he going to do about Tasha? How could I have been
so stupid? I opened the door to Sarah’s and my room to find
Sarah lying on her bed—awake, of course, typing away at her laptop.
Why does she have to be awake tonight, of all nights? We had
plenty of space in our house for us to have our own rooms. Sarah
and I shared more out of habit than anything else, but at times
like this I wished I had my own room.

She looked up and stopped typing as I softly
shut the door behind me.

“Holy crap, Sam. What happened to you?”

“I did something terrible,” I told her as I
dropped my bag to the ground and sank into my bed. I began to tell
her everything, from the first awkward embrace, to my head in his
shoulder during the movie, to our parting kiss.

“Wow,” she paused, unsure of what to say.
“How was it?” she finally asked with a grin.

“Amazing,” I answered with a brief smile.
“It sent chills through my entire body.”

“Those are the best,” she laughed.

“Yeah, but that’s not the point.”

“Then, what is the point?” she asked,
confused. She didn’t understand why I was feeling the way I
did.

“The point is that I’m a terrible person. He
has a girlfriend!” I explained to her, exasperated.

“No, Sam, you’re not. You just had a minor
lapse in judgment. It happens to everyone. I’m sure it will all be
okay.”

“And if it’s not?”

“Then, we’ll take it from there. Relax, get
some sleep. Tomorrow is a new day.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. ‘Night
Sarah.”

“Goodnight Sam.”

I pulled off my jeans and climbed into my
bed. The sheets and blankets didn’t give me the comfort that I
hoped they would. I tried to convince myself that Sarah was right,
but I couldn’t. I felt awful. How could I have done such a thing?
But I couldn’t keep torturing myself with thoughts of the night’s
events. My exhaustion soon overwhelmed me, and I fell asleep to the
sound of Sarah’s typing.


Chapter Four

 


The snap of the curtains being pulled woke
me up with a start. Shining onto my pillow, the sunlight hurt my
eyes. I pulled the blankets up over my head to try to get some more
sleep. The bedroom door slammed shut as my mom stormed out. I
groaned as I realized that I wasn’t going to get anywhere near
sleep again this morning.

“Someone’s not in a pleasant mood this
morning,” Sarah sighed as she kicked off her blankets and got
up.

“She’s not the only one,” I muttered darkly.
Lying there, I tried not to think about the day ahead of me. As I
tried to move around that thought, thoughts of last night came
rolling upon me with a wave of nausea. Tossing back my sheets, I
ran out of our room and into the bathroom. When Brian walked in, I
was tossing out anything that was in my stomach.

“What did you do last night?” he silently
chuckled. Usually, I would have some smart remark to shoot back at
him, but under the circumstances, I just shot him a murderous
glance, chucked a plunger at him, and turned back for another round
of sickening punishment.

“Not cool, Sam. Not cool.” He shook his head
as he walked out of the bathroom and shut the door behind him. I
wondered what his problem was. He usually would’ve sat there and
held back my hair. We were a set of those twins that was
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