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This book is dedicated to my mom, Veronica Lee, and my husband, Andrew Eisenhauer, my biggest cheerleaders!
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​Preface
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Most people like to paint a perfect picture of their life, I am not most people. I am one of a kind. 

Try to keep up with this whirlwind adventure, as I bring you into my world. 

It all started on a rainy day in August, in a small quaint town in Georgia, that has been left behind as time passed. 

This town that I speak of, is Savannah. Savannah is hidden by massive Oak trees, on which sea moss dangles.

For most visitors, Savannah is a beautiful, and enchanted place; or so I thought, when I first arrived a year ago. 

But underneath all its southern charm, and sea moss covered trees, my life began to unravel before my eyes. 

It was not instantly dismantled, it was slowly dismantled in phases.

It all started so innocently, with a school dance. 

That is the first time I saw him, that is the first time I felt that magnetic pull tugging at my heart. 

This is the gateway into my world, hold on tight. And whatever you do, do not look away. 
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​Preparations

[image: ]


I am not looking forward to going to a new High School. 

I wish I could have finished school back home in Boston. I enjoyed being familiar with all my teachers, and loved knowing what to expect for the most part.

I was not exactly “miss popular” by any means, however, at least I had a few friends. I will miss hanging out with Mona, April, Alvina, and Iris during lunch. 

I’ll miss going to Dudley Station, and getting a subby from Spinelli’s before school for lunch. I never cared much for traditional school lunches. 

Mona, April, Alvina, Iris, and I would go Downtown Boston, or hang out at the Franklin Park Zoo, on the weekends. 

Sometimes, my mom would take us to Houghton’s Pond, and we would have snacks, and play in the water for hours.

And don’t get me started on Carnival during the last week of August! The music, the floats, the amazing steel bands. I have no idea if, or when I’ll get back home to see Carnival again. 

Now, here I am, at the beginning of my sophomore year, starting a new school, in a new City, with no friends, and no social life. 

The kicker is that they have an introductory school dance, at the beginning of the school year. It’s held the Saturday before the first day of school. 

It’s supposed to get everyone together, and make them feel like part of the team, before that awkward first day of school. 

The idea behind it is to make the first day feel a little less awkward.

But really, what could be more awkward, than showing up at a dance without a date, or a friend?

Somehow, I don’t think my mom will let me escape this event, no matter how much I beg, and plead with her. 

She’s going to say “Symone, you need to give this a chance.” 

Then she will proceed to give me a long lecture, about when she was in High School. I have heard that story a few times too many, and it’s sophomore year.

My mom bought me an emerald-green, sleeveless dress, with an open V-shaped back, and slender waistline, that transitions into a flair design, below the waistline, for the dance. 

The dress is a bit much, but my mom has convinced me that everyone will have a dress like mine. 

She’s trying her best, to appeal to my feminine side. 

I have been an adventurous child, my entire life. 

Back home, I used to ride my bike, climb rocks, and lift weights. 

My mom thinks that being adventurous will not go over well, in old-time Savannah. 

All this newness at once, is a lot to deal with. I just don't want to totally lose myself in this transition. 

I want to be able to recognize myself when I look in the mirror a year from now. 

We went from living in the city of Boston, known as the “concrete jungle” with a beautiful skyline of lights, honking horns, and vibrant city energy.  To live in a house that is positioned at the edge of beautiful Forsythe Park, in a quaint small town, filled with tourists.

The house is so big that I thought it was a mansion. But, it’s just a big house.

It has a wrap-around porch, and it’s two stories high. It’s dark grey, with black shutters on the windows. It has a huge kitchen, with an Island in the middle. A large living room, and a big dining room with a fancy chandelier. There are four bedrooms, located on the second floor. And a huge bathroom, in my parents’ bedroom.

I have to share my bathroom with any guests that come to visit, because the third bathroom is a half bathroom.

I absolutely adore my bedroom! 

My parents let me pick out my bedroom suit. It’s a black wrought iron bedroom suit, with a canopy.

Back home my room was blue. I thought I’d try something different from my usual color scheme.

So, I went all out with pink bedding, and everything that I could find in pink down to the throw pillows, comforter, and picture frames.

My parents decided that they were tired of life in the big city, and thought that slowing down the pace in a family oriented small town was just what our family needed. 

My Dad got a transfer, and my Mom started her own business, working from home as a psychologist. 

I’m secretly a little excited about the move, even though a part of me feels a little guilty about leaving behind the only friends I have ever known. 

I figure this is my opportunity to reinvent myself, not in a superficial way, just a little personality touch up. 

I want to see who I have the potential of becoming, without the pressure of what my friends may think of the “new me.”

Perhaps, I will be a little friendlier, a little more outgoing. 

The cool thing is, the possibilities are endless.

Mid-thought, I hear my mom calling me.

“Symone, Symone.... Come down here, so I can see what needs to be done to your hair.” She said, in a hurried tone. 

She then added, “you know it is not going to do itself.” Sounding a little impatient.

“I’m coming mom.” I shout, as I make a quick detour to the bathroom to grab a few things.

I grab my hair products, and several headbands, and other hair trinkets, and immediately have a flashback of being a little girl, and getting everything for my mom to do my hair. 

This is the first time in a long time, my mom is doing my hair. 

“Hey Mom, I think this is everything you should need.” I say, out of breath from racing down the winding staircase. 

“Let’s see what we have here.” She said, with more concentration than necessary for the task at hand. 

Then she says, “Yep, it appears that you have gotten everything I need, to turn you into a princess.” She says, with a smile playing on her lips. 

I can only blush, no words come to mind. She hasn’t said that in a long time either. 

It gives me wonderful flashes of my childhood back home. 

When I was younger, she used to decorate my hair with blue, and white ribbons and bows, because blue is my favorite color. 

On my sixth birthday, she made me a beautiful blue velvet dress, with a white eyelet apron. 

She did my hair up with the cutest blue, and white ribbons. 

I used to wish she would hurry up with getting my hair done, so I could go outside and play with my friends. Those memories feel like a lifetime ago.

I think she may be enjoying this moment a little too much. 

She says, “So sweetie, are you looking forward to your big night?” in a reminiscent tone. 

I reply, honestly, “Well, truthfully, I’m a little nervous. I feel like it’s going to be super weird, to be at a dance with a bunch of kids that I don’t know.” I say, with a sigh. 

“Sweetheart, that’s part of the fun of this type of event. It gives you a chance to mingle, and get to know your classmates before you get to school.” She says, in an encouraging, and supportive tone.

She then continues, “Surely you will make a few friends at the dance. You cannot be the only new girl this school year.” She said, with confidence. 

I pause for a moment, then reply, “I sure hope not, that would be like the worst thing ever.” 

She gently reminds me, “Sweetie, you have to remember, this is a military community, there are always families coming, and going.” 

“Okay, that takes off some of the pressure.” I reply, despite still feeling butterflies floating anxiously in my stomach. 

She continues trying to put my mind at ease, “Just be yourself, and everything else will fall into place.” She offered, in a loving tone, accompanied by a genuine smile.

I love the way my Mom always knows the right things to say, to help me regain focus, and confidence in myself. She’s great like that. 

Once she’s satisfied that my hair is perfect, she releases me to get dressed. 

I race back upstairs, to check out what she has done to my hair. 

To my amazement, I look like a young-lady, suitable to attend a dance. 

I have ringlet curls dangling from both sides, and the back is put up in this funky French braid, wrapped into a mini bun. It’s finished off, with a clear stylish comb, with stones in the shape of a half-moon. 

I cannot imagine how I will look once she applies the makeup, and final touches. 

Yep, my Mom also must do my makeup. I’m not joking, when I say I’m not exactly a girly girl.

This will only be the second time I have ever worn makeup.

The first time being my eighth-grade graduation. 

I’ve never had an occasion to wear makeup after that. 

I hope all of this is going to be worth it. 

I’ll consider the night a success, if I make one friend. 

Yep, that’s my goal. 

The friend can be male, or female, I’m not that picky.

Mom interrupts my inner banter, “Princess, it’s time to get on your dress, we have to make sure it fits properly.” She says, sounding a little too enthusiastic. 

She puts her hands on my shoulders, and spins me around like we’re dancing, and says, “Here we go, there’s no turning back now.” With a huge smile plastered on her face, exposing all her teeth.

I close my eyes, and think silently to myself, “my life at my new High School is about to begin, and there’s nothing I can do to stall, or slow it down.” 

As she is telling me to lift this, and bend that, to get my dress on, I keep going over all the possibilities of who I might meet, or if I will meet anyone at all. 

Will I be doomed to a night of standing alone in a corner watching everyone else talking and laughing?

I’m praying that it will not be the latter.

Mom says gleefully, “All done, turn around, so I can get a full view of that beautiful dress.” With an exaggerated emphasis on the word “beautiful.” 

She then says, “Oh sweetie, you look so beautiful. I am sure tonight will be a night to remember. This is the beginning of a new chapter in your life.” She says, holding her hands over her heart, and grinning widely, from ear to ear.

Those words float around in my mind, and make butterflies dance in my stomach. 

I have heard the expression a few times, but this is the first time I’m experiencing it firsthand. 

She notices the distant look on my face, and asks, “Are you okay sweetie?”

I just nod my head “yes” and continue letting the possibilities swim through my head. 

Once she is pleased with the fit of my beautiful emerald-green dress, I slip my feet into my black shoes, with silver buckles. Now, I look like I’m ready to make my first appearance at my new High School. 
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​School Dance
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As I get out of the car, and grab my umbrella, to shield myself from the misty rain, my heart starts racing again. 

I pray that I will not trip on the stairs, or God forbid fall on them. 

I’m walking so carefully, that I could be mistaken for a mannequin, when standing still between movements. 

Once I clear the stairs, I finally feel myself breathe. I had been holding my breath the entire time, and had not realized it. 

I’m careful not to relax too much. I do not want to let my guard down. 

If I remain cautious, I’m less likely to trip, or fall. 

I make my way to the first vacant corner of the room, to appear less conspicuous. 

I don’t want to stand out with my puffy green dress. 

I’m praying that I will not be overdressed for the dance.

My Mom tends to go for the extravagant, instead of the understated. 

The room is empty for the moment. I like being on time, which usually leads to me being one of the first people to arrive, at every event, or party. 

Not that there have been that many. I just try to avoid being the last one to enter the room, I can do without all eyes being on me. 

I’m surprised by the amount of effort that has been put into the decorations for the dance. 

There are blue and gold streamers everywhere, and the tables have matching center pieces, with elaborate designs, that remind me of artifacts from the Roman era.

The stage area is covered with blue and gold flowers, trimmed in silver. 

It feels more like Prom, than a beginning of school dance. 

It doesn’t take long for the room to fill up. 

The dresses that are strolling past me, are quite beautiful to say the least. An array of purples, pinks, oranges, and even a few olive-colored dresses float past me. 

For once, I’m thankful for my Mom’s extravagant taste. 

I find myself running my hands over my poofy, frilly green dress, and growing fond of it. 

I search the room for a friendly face, but I come upon a mysterious face instead. In the corner across from mine, stands a boy who appears not much older than myself. 

But there’s something about the way he’s just standing there, that makes him seem older. 

He seems confident, not in a negative way, just in a self-assured way. 

He has beautiful black, wavy hair, and blue eyes that look like the ocean during a storm. 

He also looks like he works out. 

But not so much that he looks like he is about to tip over from muscles. He has a nice lean muscular build. 

From across the room, he looks like he may be at least five-foot, eleven, give or take an inch or so.

I must be staring too long. 

He just turned in my direction, and I quickly turned my head and pretended that I’m searching the room for someone. 

When my eyes reach his corner of the room again, he is no longer looking in my direction. 

He is preoccupied with checking out the growing crowd. I wonder if he’s looking for someone. 

I secretly hope he isn’t looking for his girlfriend. 

I’m careful not to stare for too long this time, I don’t want him to catch me staring at him again. I’d be beyond humiliated, if he catches me staring at him. 

I don’t want to be known as a stalker, before I can make a friend. 

When I’m brave enough to scan the room again, and take a sneak peek into the corner where he was standing, he’s no longer there. 

I feel a ping of disappointment at this realization.

The corner is now empty, and I cannot find him, no matter how hard I try to scan the room. 

And believe me, I am not being casual with my search effort.

It should be easy to find him, considering he is the only person I have seen so far that is wearing black clothing from head to toe. A black collared dress shirt, with the top buttons undone, black slacks, and what I would describe as fashionable black dress shoes.

All the other guys are wearing festive colored shirts, with their black, and grey tuxedos. 

They all look like they’re at a summer, or spring wedding. 

Mystery man looks like he is at a party on a Saturday night, or something. There's nothing festive about his choice of clothing.

I do not want to look like a crazy person scanning the room every five seconds; but I cannot resist the temptation, so I continue scanning the room. 

I check every corner, but he is still nowhere to be found. 

Just when I’m about to give up, I spot him leaning up against the wall, near the DJ booth looking right at me. 

I freeze where I’m standing, our eyes meet, and time stands still. 

It’s like I’m in a trance. I cannot move, or breathe. 

I get scared, for a moment. I feel like I’m paralyzed. 

My mind is telling my body to move. My brain is telling my eyes to look away. 

But none of my motor skills are working. My body will not take the direction given by my mind. 

Is he controlling me? 

Or, am I mesmerized by the look in his eyes?

He starts walking towards me, and no matter how hard I try, I cannot take my eyes off him. 

We are like two magnets being drawn toward each other, there is no turning back now. 

Before I can blink my eyes, he is standing in front of me.

Without one word, he holds out his hand. I place my hand in his, and he leads me to the dance floor. 

He is holding me so close, that I am afraid to breathe. “This cannot be real, I must be dreaming.” I say to myself, in utter disbelief. 

And yet, I feel more awake, and more alive than ever before. 

My mind, and body feel at peace being next to him.

Our bodies sway to the music, as one. 

Even though the room is crowded, it feels like we were the only ones here. 

Time is standing still.

I don’t want the music to stop. 

I don’t want this moment to end, as he holds me in his arms, and I breathe in his scent. 

He smells like lavender, wood, and another spicy scent that I don’t recognize, off the top of my head. 

But, it’s also a scent that I will never forget.

I am afraid this is just a dream, and I will find myself in the same corner that I have been standing in since the moment I walked in the room. 

Even though this is too good to be true, I want it to be true. 

I want it to be as real as the air that I am breathing. 

Then just like that the music stops, but to my surprise we are still standing here holding each other. 

It turns out I had not been dreaming after all.

I want to ask him his name, but I do not want to be the first one to speak. 

So, I am just going to be standing here smiling. 

Thankfully, he smiled back at me, and then he spoke.

“Good evening, Miss, it was a pleasure dancing with you. I am Arius, and you are?” He says in the sincerest tone of voice. 

I struggle to find my words, then reply, “My name is Symone. It was nice dancing with you also. Are you from around here?” I say, feeling as though I am talking too much, and asking too many questions.

He kindly replies, “Well, I have been here long enough to consider myself to be from here, however, I’m not from here originally.” In a mysterious voice, then stops speaking. It’s as if he would like me to ask more questions, so, I do.

I ask with a curious tone, “Where are you from originally?”

He smiles, then with a mysterious look in his eyes, he says, “It is a rather long story, better saved for another day.” 

Then quickly changing the subject he asks, “Are you new to the area?” Appearing genuinely interested in my reply.

I decided not to press him for more information, and answer his question, “Yes, my family just moved here from Boston.” Which instantly makes me start missing home again.

He then says, “You are quite a long way from home. What brings you way down south to Savannah?” Appearing more curious about me, than I would expect from a total stranger.

I hesitate for a moment, wondering if I should divulge so much about my life, and my family to a total stranger. Yet, I feel compelled to do so, so, I continue sharing. 

“My Dad was recently transferred to the Savannah Branch of the Company that he works for. My parents thought it would be a good idea to move to a safer place.  They wanted to get away from the big city life, and thought I needed a safer place to experience life.” I say, a little irritated with myself that I have given so much information about myself, and my family in one breath!

When I said the word safe, Arius smiled. It was more like a grin than an actual smile. 

I cannot tell if he is being sarcastic, or if he is being genuine. 

His expressions are hard to read.

After a moment of silence between us, Arius says, “Well, I’m not sure Savannah is exactly the safest place around, but I suppose it will suit your family’s needs.” He then pauses for a moment, and places his hand on his temple as if he is debating about speaking any further. 

He then continues, “It would do you well to remember there’s no place that’s completely safe. Every place has their ‘demons’ so to speak.” He put an emphasis on the word demons, which gives me a wicked chill from my shoulders, to my feet, and makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up straight!

I try to downplay my uneasiness of the subject, and retort “Well, demon is a pretty strong word to use.” I say, while thinking to myself, “I certainly hope he’s talking about them figuratively.” 

However, I know there are no such things as demons. I think he’s just trying to get a rise out of me. 

A few laughs at the expense of the new girl.

Arius replies with a crooked smile playing on his lips, “Only time will tell.” With a tone a little too serious for my taste. 

But I decided to let it go, and not ask any more questions on the subject. 

I figure no need to feed deeper into whatever game he’s playing.

I had not realized it, but we have been standing in the same spot, and the music is still playing. 

And everyone around us is still laughing, and dancing.

Only somehow, the music seemed to have faded into the background, and I could hear him as if no music were playing, when we were talking. 

It is strange, then again, this entire night thus far has been strange.

Arius notices my preoccupation with the music, and detects that I’m thinking about what is going on. 

To distract me from my thoughts, he starts asking me more questions. 

He asks, “What were your expectations of Savannah, before you arrived?” 

I think for a moment, then reply honestly, “I really didn’t know what to expect when I got to Savannah. My parents have come here on vacation, and business trips, but this is my first time here. I don’t have any expectations, because Savannah is not exactly on the map.”  

I then add, “On the other hand, I have heard tons about Atlanta.” Feeling like I have sufficiently answered his question. 

Arius smiles a little and says, “Yes, I see. Well, my dear, you will be in for quite a treat. Savannah has a lot more to it than meets the eye.” In that oddly, mysterious tone again. 

However, I decided not to go back to my earlier impulse to press him for more information than he is willing to give.

I feel the urge to further get my point across, by continuing my earlier thoughts about what I may have expected from Savannah saying, “I really don’t have any expectations. I figured that was the best route to take, that way no matter what happens, I won’t be disappointed.” I say with a sigh. 

He replies, “I guess that’s certainly one way to look at things. Meeting new people is always refreshing. New people bring innovative ideas, and new perspectives.” 

He inhales as if he is sucking in fresh clean air; only it's more for demonstration of his emotional connection, than physically breathing in fresh air, as we are currently in doors. 

Arius does this odd low chuckle then says, “You’ll be drawn in like the others at first, by the moss-covered trees, and tree lined streets. You will even be fond of the cobblestone roads on River Street; until you trip, and fall on them a few times.” 

He openly laughs after stating this fact, in a dry, and complicated manner, not in the ha, ha so funny type of laughter one would expect. 

He goes on in the same dry, but comical tone, “You’ll run to Tybee Beach, until you get tired of the drive, and all the traffic trying to get on, and off the Island. Then you will be left with tedious trips to the Malls, to watch people, and occasionally shop.” 

He shakes his head, as though trying to shake off the memories of his earlier days here in Savannah. 

I cannot help but reply, “Jeez, you make me want to hop back in the car, and head back home. I thought this was supposed to be a welcome to the school party.” I say, with a sour tone. Feeling a little irritated, he is making me wish I were back home, when I am already missing home. 

Arius shrugs his shoulders, and says, “Sorry for the dreary outlook. I’m just really into what is.... not the possibilities of what could be. I guess I have been here a little too long, and have become cynical.” He seems genuinely apologetic, about ruining my hope of Savannah being the place where I can reinvent myself.

I blurt out without thinking, “That’s like the understatement of the century. I feel like I just took a trip to doomsday.” I put my hand over my mouth in an “oops” after thought kind of expression, after the words have escaped, but not really feeling all that guilty, because I’m telling him how I really feel. 

Then to my surprise, Arius says, “Hopefully, you will give me the honor of showing you around our little town one day, in the near future.” And smiles. 

I’m sure the smile is meant to make me feel comfortable enough to consider his offer. 

It only takes me two seconds to take his request into consideration, before informing him, “That’s going to depend on the narration of the tour guide. You are going to have to add a little more life into the presentation.” I say, playfully, but really mean what I am saying. 

Afterall, he did just give me the doom, and gloom speech about Savannah. 

Arius smiles, genuinely this time, and says, “A little more life is always doable. I will jazz up the tour, to ensure you have an enjoyable time. I am looking forward to getting to know you. That is assuming you would like to get to know me better as well.” 

He held his gaze, eye to eye with me, as he made his plea.

I want to say yes immediately, but know better than that. So, I respond honestly. 

“To be honest, my parents will have to weigh in on how well I get to know you. They are very protective. Remember, that is the reason they moved me down south to Savannah, Georgia. I am not sure how well they will deal with my new friend being a boy. But I’m sure they will be glad I made a friend nonetheless.” 

I state this with confidence, as I know what I say is true, at least for the most part. 

Arius then proposes, “Perhaps, I can take you home after the dance, and have an opportunity to meet them this evening. The sooner they meet me, the sooner I can gain their trust, and take you on that awesome tour of Savannah.” 

I’m thinking to myself, “Is he for real? What guy really wants to meet a girl’s parents?” 

But instead, I settle on, “Let’s slow down, one step at a time Arius. First, there is no way my parents would let me ride home in a car with a boy they never met. Second, my Dad is coming to pick me up from the dance. You’re welcome to walk me to the car, and meet my Dad. That is, if you are brave enough to venture there tonight.” 

I do not believe he will be brave enough to go through with this little stunt, as I try to imagine the meeting.

With more confidence than I expect, Arius replies, “My dear, it has nothing to do with bravery, parents tend to love me at first sight.” And ends his statement with a “wink.” 

I thought to myself in my head, “aren’t you a bit on the cocky side” but, I decided to keep my comment to myself, and just shook my head “okay” and smiled instead. 

Arius looks at me and says, “You have quite an amazing smile, Symone. I am sure you have turned many heads, since your arrival in our quaint town. I am fortunate that you have allowed me to keep your company.” 

He then pulls my hand to his lips, and kisses it like we are in some 1920’s movie, or something. 

I let out a little giggle, then ask out of curiosity, “Do all of the guys in Savannah speak the way you speak?”

Sounding slightly offended, Arius asks, “What do you mean?”  

I reply cautiously, in an effort not to offend him any further, “Let’s just say your choices of words are not the words I’m used to hearing. I don’t know anyone that uses the words that you use. 

“My parents don’t even use the words that you use, and they're way old.” 

Catching my last choice of words, I feel a tiny bit bad for calling him “old.” 

Not appearing the least bit offended, Arius replies, “I guess you could say I have been around for what seems like forever, and have picked up some interesting lingo that stuck with me over time. Does it bother you?” He asks, patiently waiting for my reply.

I think for a split second, and say, “Not really, it just seems really different for lack of a better word.” 

Hoping I have cleaned up my previous blunder. 

Arius says, “Well, where I come from, different is good. So, I guess I should take that as a compliment? Or, am I getting ahead of myself?” He asks, with his chin resting in his hand.

I reply, “Nope, it’s a compliment, the way you speak suits your personality, in a good way.”

Sounding relieved, he says, “Well, I am certainly glad that you approve of the way I speak. I suppose it would have been difficult for us to be friends, if you did not like my voice. We would have tons of one-sided conversations.”  

As he spoke, his lips curled into a half smile.

I reply, “Indeed, that is a true statement. So, we both agree, friends it is.” I say, more as a question than a statement as I await his agreement with my statement. 

He finally replies, “Indeed Miss, indeed. Friends it is.”

Arius then asks, “Can you talk and dance at the same time?” 

I thought to myself before replying, “I never knew talking could be so much fun, especially with a boy.” 

I then reply, “I think I can manage that.” 

He reached for my hand, and our fingers intertwined. Then he placed his hand on the lower part of my waist, and we began swaying to the music.

Arius asks, “Do you have a lot of friends back home?” 

I reply truthfully, “I only had four close friends back home. We used to do everything together. I really miss being able to hang out with them.”

I figured this is as good a time as any, to get more information about him. 

I ask very casually, “What about you, do you have a lot of friends? I noticed you scanning the room when you came in.”

Arius looks down at me, eye to eye and asks, “How long have you been waiting to ask that question?” with a friendly tone.

I swallow, and take a breath, never breaking eye contact with him and say, “I have been wanting to ask that question since you approached me. I just couldn't work up the nerve until now.” I watch him closely, as each word leaves my lips, waiting to see his reaction. 

Arius’ mouth turns up in a sly grin, as he says, “Oh, I see, you have been checking me out. In all fairness, I have also had my eye on you, ever since I came in, and saw you standing in the corner alone.” And then he winks as if to say, “I saw you watching me too.”

Ordinarily, I would have been flustered, and at a loss for words if someone had called me out for checking them out. However, in this case, I decided to take this opportunity to do something very unlike me. I figured, why not begin reinventing myself, as I have been toying with in the back of my mind. 

I reply, “You are kind of hard to miss considering you are the only guy in here wearing all black from head to toe.” And I wink at him, to show him, I can play this game too.

Arius finally decides to answer my question, “I have been here a while, and have made a few friends along the way. But if what you are really asking is if I have a girlfriend, the answer is no.” still maintaining direct eye contact. 

Now, he’s waiting for my reaction to his statement.

I’m cautious with my next words, as not to appear to seem desperate, or appear uncaring, so, I settle with, “That’s nice to know, otherwise there would be one super jealous girl running me down at school on my first day.” I say, with a little chuckle to lighten the mood. 

A little humor goes a long way, in an uncomfortable situation.

When the lights come on, to signify the end of the dance, I feel my stomach ball up. 

I don’t want this night to end. 

I’m afraid that once it’s over, I may never see him again. 

I can feel a sad expression creeping onto my face. 

I try to hold it back. 

I try to keep my emotions in check. 

I don’t want to come off as needy, and clingy after only knowing him for a couple of hours. 

But, I feel a sense of loss deep down in my heart. 

It is a feeling that is unfamiliar to me; one that I don’t like.

I take a deep breath, to try and lift my mood, and lift the heavy burden from deep within my heart. 

As I exhale, I can feel tears forming in my eyes. I quickly wipe them away, and pretend to yawn, to explain my teary eyes.

Arius pulls me from what has become constant inner chatter, saying, “It seems our evening has come to an end, but the real fun is just beginning.” 

“We should get out front to meet your Dad, I wouldn’t want him to worry.” He says, way too cheerful, for someone who’s about to meet a girl’s father, for the first time. 

I say again, to emphasize the reality of the situation, “So, you really do want to meet my Dad? I thought you were joking.” 

Partly for my own selfish reason, of not wanting to have to explain why the only friend I have made this evening is a boy. 

Confidently, Arius replies, “Nope, I’m serious. I don’t say things that I don’t mean. I am a firm believer in the direct approach.”

I sigh, and say, “Okay, don’t say I didn’t warn you. My Dad isn’t going to go easy on you.”

Arius says, very confidently, “Miss, I wouldn’t expect anything less. Believe me, I’m up to the challenge.” 

Arius holds out his arm, and I loop my arm into his, and he gives me a sideways glance, and a little crooked smile. 

We proceeded to the front door. 

As we walk through the front door, and on to the sidewalk, I keep thinking “Dad is going to flip.” 

Arius’s arms stiffen around mine, as we approach my Dad’s car. 

I begin thinking, this may not have been a good idea after all. 

As my Dad gets out of the car, a chill runs through my body, and for a moment, my voice is trapped in my throat. 

I open my mouth, and no sound comes out. 

I quickly clear my throat, and just in time, Dad is practically standing toe, to toe with Arius.

I begin speaking before Dad can start asking questions, “Dad, this is Arius.” 

My Dad has a stern look on his face, that begins to melt the moment his eyes meet Arius’s eyes. 

It’s weird to watch. 

The frown on my Dad’s face instantly turns into a smile, and the next thing I know, he's shaking hands with Arius. Then he leans over, and gives Arius a side-hug, and pat on the back, then says, “Nice to meet you Arius. Are you looking forward to starting the new school year?” with a genuine interest, in his reply.

Arius replies, “Yes, indeed Sir. It is off to a wonderful start so far. Your daughter is a highly intelligent, and respectful young lady.” 

He says, so genuinely, that even I believe the words coming out of his mouth.

Arius continues, “She tells me that your family is new to the area. I would like to show Symone Savannah, with your permission of course, Sir.”

I am standing here with my mouth gaping open, totally at a loss for words.

I decide to break up this awkward, and confusing moment that he and Arius are sharing. 

I shift the conversation by saying, “Well, I’m glad that you got a chance to meet my Dad Arius. I’ll see you at school tomorrow.” I say, not wanting to press our luck, lingering any longer. 

Taking the hint, my Dad quickly says, “Well, Arius, it was a pleasure meeting you. Please be sure to look out for my daughter at school. I’m glad she has made friends with someone who can show her the ropes.”  

Arius replies, “It’s my pleasure, Sir, I will be sure to look after Symone at school.” 

Then to my utter shock, manages to slip in, “If it is okay with you Sir, I would like to show Symone around Savannah, this weekend.” He says with a million-dollar smile. 

Dad thought for a moment, then said, “I think that would be a great idea Arius. Thank you.” 

I’m thinking to myself, “You have got to be kidding, has my Dad been body knapped.” All the while smiling on the outside. 

With a final thank you, Dad manages to get in the car, and close the door.

I turn to face Arius, and say, “Well, I see you weren’t kidding when you said you have “a way” with parents. You’ll have to teach me that trick. I sure could use it when I want to get out of trouble with my parents.” I say, laughing quietly to myself. 

Arius grins, and says, “Oh, Symone, there are plenty of things for me to teach you, in time. I bid thee a good night. I shall see you tomorrow.” 

Then as if his statement were not ancient enough, he takes a bow, like a true gentleman. 

Since he decided to be all eighteenth century with me, I decided to be a smart ass, and bowed, and curtsied.

Arius opens the passenger door, and I slide in, and fasten my seatbelt. 

He closes the door, and gives me one of his fabulous grins, and half smile. 

I smile back, and Dad begins pulling away from the curb. 

As we pull away from the curb, Arius stands there watching us disappear into the night. 

All I can think about is seeing him at school on Monday.
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​The Ride Home
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Dad breaks my deep thoughts of tomorrow, “Well Symone, I must say, Arius appears to be a true gentleman. He seems sincere about wanting to show you around town. If you all decide to hang out for a little while next weekend, your Mom and I won’t mind.” 

I’m still in awe of how relaxed he is about this situation.

Hesitantly, I reply, “Ah, thanks Dad. Arius hasn’t said exactly when he intends to give me the grand tour of Savannah. Besides, I’m not really holding him to his word. I don’t know him well enough to hold him to his word.” I say, more trying to convince myself of Arius’ intentions. 

I then add, “I figure I will just take everything one day at a time. For all I know, he could have just been trying to be nice, since no one else was talking to me. Let’s see how nice he is, once we get to school on Monday.” I say, with a sigh. 

He looks as though he is taking my words into consideration, then says, “Fair enough, I’m just trying to give the young man the benefit of the doubt.” He says, more sincere than necessary, for someone he just met. 

I expected the ride home to be quiet. He isn’t big on talking. He typically leaves that up to Mom. So, I’m a bit surprised by his observations, and statements. 

The remainder of the ride home
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