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It was an unseasonably warm spring day in Terre Haute, Indiana. 

A young woman named Jade Harris power-walked through the jammed-packed parking lot of Indiana State University. Once she cleared the lot, she maintained a steady pace as she made her way across the freshly cut grass, her mind and heart racing as she headed towards her first class of the day. After giving a quick glance at her watch and seeing the time, she was suddenly motivated to speed her power-walk up into a full-blown sprint, her ponytail bouncing with each stride.  

Beads of sweat trickled down her brow as she rushed across the sleepy college campus. It would’ve probably seemed odd on any other day to see a university parking lot filled to capacity with student vehicles, but not see a single student anywhere. But there was a simple explanation for that. For this particular day just so happened to be the day of final exams.

It took Jade two minutes and fourteen seconds to make it from the far end of the parking lot to the door of her U.S. History class; an impressive feat given the two locations were on opposite ends of campus.

Regardless of her valiant effort, Jade was still one minute late for class and the door to the classroom had already been closed. She was aware that when the door was closed it usually meant anyone caught on the outside of it wasn’t allowed to enter the classroom during that particular session. She took a moment to weigh her choices, ultimately deciding her only option was to at least try and take the biggest test of the semester and risk possible embarrassment as opposed to not trying at all.

She calmed her breathing and proceeded to delicately pull the door open and took just as much care as she closed it behind herself. She figured by showing regard for her classmates’ concentration, maybe the teacher would show her some leniency and allow her to stay. At least, that’s what she hoped would happen.  

She headed to the nearest vacant desk and took a seat before the teacher had a chance to tell her to leave. A gradual calm reigned over her when she finally came to rest at the desk. Unfortunately, it was a feeling that dissipated quicker than it came. It dawned on her that all of the test papers were on the teacher’s desk. She released a disheartened sigh before she got up and headed to the front of the classroom.

Her teacher was a short, frail man named Dr. Ian Martin. Dr. Martin was a cranky old bastard who should’ve retired from teaching years ago, but his love for dishing out as much homework as possible and giving more tests than any other teacher on campus kept him active.  

Jade’s nervousness on obtaining the crabby old teacher’s sympathy wasn’t without merit. It was no secret that over the years the only thing that had diminished more than Dr. Martin’s patience was his hair. Nonetheless, Jade took a stab at appealing to his charitable side and politely asked him for a test sheet.

“Sorry I’m late, Dr. Martin,” she said softly. “I was up all-night studying. I fell asleep in the middle of reading before I had a chance to set my alarm. May I please have an exam?”

The old man gave Jade a sour glare before reaching across his desk and pulling a single test sheet from a large stack. “You’re lucky this is the only time I can recall you ever coming to my class late, Ms. Harris,” said Dr. Martin, handing her the exam.  

Relieved she’d be able to take the test, Jade made her way back to her seat and jotted away. Despite starting the exam close to three minutes after everyone else, she still somehow managed to finish her test first.  

She slipped her arms through her backpack straps and pulled them up over her shoulders. She proudly marched her exam sheet up to Dr. Martin’s desk and set it face down on its surface. The grumpy instructor was shocked to see that of all his students, she was the first to complete his infamous test, even after arriving late.  

Jade walked out of the classroom that had been far and above the hardest for her that semester brimming with confidence. She had no doubt that she passed Dr. Martin’s notorious final exam. It was refreshing to know that she’d never have to see the old man’s surly face or hear his boring lectures ever again.

Following a few other exams from other classes, the end of the school day had finally arrived. Jade was now heading back to her car with her hopes set high on enjoying the rest of a beautiful day.  

By now, the campus was no longer a ghost town. The number of students now visible in and around the school grounds had greatly increased, resulting in the campus buzzing with life.  Accompanying Jade on her walk to the parking lot was her best friend, Marie Owens. The two originally met at the beginning of the school year during freshman orientation and had been inseparable ever since.

Marie’s energetic and outgoing personality was a perfect fit with Jade’s more focused, goal-oriented way of thinking. Marie was a highly attractive blonde, who used her looks to fuel her dreams of becoming a bigtime Instagram model. Jade, on the other hand, was a lot less flamboyant and far more reserved with how she presented herself. That’s not to say Jade wasn’t a beautiful young woman in her own right though. With dark flowing hair, a soft glowing complexion and charcoal-gray eyes, Jade was undoubtedly a hottie to behold.

“So how do you think you did this semester?” Marie asked.

“If I can avoid getting anything lower than a C on any of my finals, I’ll finish the semester with an A average.”

“Again? This’ll be the second semester in a row you finished with an A average.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.” 

“Oh, shut up, Jade.” Marie played. “You have any idea what I had to resort to this semester just to keep my GPA from slipping even further down the toilet? I had to kiss some serious ass to avoid failing most of my classes. I even had to flirt with my biology teacher. Do you know how hard it is to flirt with someone who eats sardines for breakfast and lunch every day and still keep a straight face when you talk to them?”

“Afraid not.”

“Well, it ain’t easy,” Marie asserted. “I had to do all that crap just to keep a C average so my parents wouldn’t cut me off. So, if you think I’m about to stand here and listen to you talk about how you don’t want to break your Dean’s List streak, you’ve got me all messed up.”

“Alright, alright, calm down,” Jade laughed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to throw it in your face. I know you worked hard for that C.”

“Damn right I did.”

The chatty friends continued to joke and laugh with one another as they made their final approach to the student parking lot. Marie hooked an arm around her best friend’s shoulders. “God, we’re gonna be sophomores. We’re getting old, Jade. Can you believe we’re going to be twenty in a few months?”

“I know, but technically you’ll be hitting your twentieth b-day months before me.”

Before Marie had a chance to respond to Jade’s comedic observation, her concentration was broken by the powerful roar of an incoming engine.  

A torch-red Corvette Grand Sport swerved into the student parking lot, recklessly speeding through the crammed lot until it came to a screeching halt just as it passed an empty space. The rear tires spun rapidly, creating a cloud of smoke as the sleek car backed into the slot.

Marie removed her arm from Jade’s shoulders and jokingly said, “You know, Jade...I’m reminded how much I dislike you every time we hangout.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You have everything. You got the good grades. You can eat whatever you want and still keep a flat stomach. And most of all, you have him,” Marie set her eyes back on the Grand Sport.  

Jade also turned her sights on the convertible, trying hard to refrain from smiling.  

The Chevy’s engine revved one last time before the car was shut off and the driver’s door swung open. Marie and Jade already knew who the Vette belonged to, yet they continued to stare with anticipation of seeing its owner anyway.   

Out of the vehicle emerged a tall, dark, and exceptionally good-looking young fella known by nearly all the students at ISU as Drake Anderson. Without question, Drake was the campus rock star and everybody who attended Indiana State knew it.

Drake stood near his car, glancing around the crowded lot, the sun’s rays reflecting off his designer frames. As always, every female eye within range had become fixated on him. During his time at ISU, Drake had amassed a persona for himself as a rich kid, bad boy, which left little question as to why he was the object of affection for nearly every woman on campus.  

Despite all of the flirtatious attention he received, Drake ignored the gawking women and maintained his focus as he made his way towards Jade and Marie. A breeze picked up, pressing his white tee-shirt flush against his torso, teasingly revealing his firm, chiseled physique.  

Marie cleared her throat. “I better get going,” she said, forcing herself to look away from Jade’s hypnotic beau. “I got a hair appointment in an hour.”

Jade said, “Call me when you get home from your date so I’ll know you got in safe.”

“Okay. Talk to you later, girl.”

Jade and Marie hugged each other goodbye, then Marie headed for her car. Seconds after Marie’s departure, Drake walked up behind Jade and wrapped one of his ripped arms around her shoulders, the other around her waist.  

“Guess who?”

Jade spun around and cuddled him affectionately. He attempted to kiss her, but she turned her head away, preventing their lips from meeting. She promptly loosened her embrace.  

Drake picked up on the snub. “I do something wrong?”

“No, I’m just tired. I was up all night getting ready for today.”

“Oh, okay.” Switching to another topic, Drake asked, “So what’d you think of my parking job? I could be in one of them Fast and Furious movies, huh?”

Jade smiled and shook her head. She was well aware of Drake’s fondness for blurring that fine line that separated arrogance from self-confidence. “Whatever you say,” she replied. “Aren’t you late for English?”

“Only by a few minutes.” Drake hooked an arm around Jade’s shoulders and led her back towards the school. “You know I have to make a grand entrance.”

After taking several steps alongside her confident boyfriend, Jade stopped and pulled his arm from around her. “I don’t see how you pass any of your courses. I can count on one hand how many times you’ve actually gone to class on time.”  

“You know exactly how I pass. I pass because all of my teachers love me. The guy teachers envy me and the women teachers are entranced by my charm,” he boastfully grinned.

Not feeling the same level of tolerance for his cockiness that she normally kept, Jade ended their discussion by turning her back on Drake and heading for her car. “That’s it for me,” she joked, dramatically throwing her hands in the air. “Goodbye, Drake. Talk to you later.”

Laughing at Jade’s reaction, Drake raised his hands and said, “Jade, I was just playing! You know how I am! We still on for tonight though, right?! Right?!”

Jade turned to face Drake, now backpedaling. She answered his question with a nod and a smirk. Drake smiled upon receipt of her answer and pressed on to his class. Jade spun back around and kept moving until she arrived at her car. 

She tossed her backpack into the backseat of her white Ford Fusion and set herself down in the driver’s seat. She started the engine and rolled down the windows, allowing the built-up heat to be replaced by a cool breeze. Jade took a second to enjoy the fresh air before shifting into gear and driving off.  

As she accelerated down the street, she unknowingly drove pass someone who had been trying to locate her for the last two days. The unusual stranger was wearing a hood over their head that extended out far enough to conceal their face, keeping their identity a mystery. Worn over the hooded-sweatshirt was a filthy black trench coat, long and thick, and extremely out of place in the near ninety-degree weather.  

It was unclear who this person was or what they wanted, but one thing was for sure. After days of searching for Jade, she was now finally within their grasp.
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Jade arrived at the shopping mall where she worked moments after leaving school. Upon reaching her store, she was immediately greeted by her co-worker and friend, Shana Smith. Older than Jade by six years, the two were the youngest employees of the shop, and it was because of that shared trait that they were able to bond with each other more so than with the other older women they worked with.

Folding clothes and neatly placing them in a bargain bin, Shana greeted Jade with a curious stare. “Girl, what you doing here? I thought you was off today.”

“I am. I saw this cute shirt yesterday and I figured I’d get it while it’s still on sale.”

Shana raised an eyebrow. “Please tell me you’re not buying a shirt from here.”

“Girl, you know better than that.” Jade replied. “The shirt I saw was a few stores down. I knew you were working today so I just stopped by to check on you, see how you’re holding up.”

“I’m cool. It’s been a slow day as usual. There were a few people that came in, but they weren’t looking for clothes. As a matter of fact, they were looking for you,” Shana finished slyly, giving Jade a suspicious gaze.

“Me?” 

“Yep. I see someone’s becoming a social butterfly their first year away from home.”

Jade’s interest was on the rise. “Who were they? What did they want?”

“I don’t know for sure,” said Shana, folding the remaining clothes. “It seemed they mainly wanted to know if you were on the schedule today. When I told them you were off for the next couple days they started asking if I knew the exact time and day you were supposed to come back. You’ve been holding out on me, girl. The guys that came in here asking about you were some of the finest men I’ve ever seen around here. Even the females were flawless.”

“Wait. Exactly how many people came asking about me?”

“Let’s see,” Shana said, glancing at the ceiling. “First, there were the two guys in business suits. The one that asked about you was really smooth and sweet. The other guy with him seemed like an asshole—a sexy asshole—but an asshole all the same.”

Baffled, Jade tried to learn more about her mysterious visitors. “They leave any names, phone numbers or business cards? Anything to contact them?”

“Nope. I asked for their names and if they wanted me to relay any messages to you, but they said no. They all pretty much said they’d be getting in contact with you soon enough.”

“I guess.” Jade responded, mulling over the strange occurrence.

“That’s not all. There were four more people that stopped by after the two guys in suits left. I only mentioned them first because they were the finest. An hour after those two walked out the door, two women came in. And after they left, two more guys stopped by. They all came in separately, though. The two women were gorgeous. I’d kill to have their features. The third guy to come in was the youngest. He was probably a year or two under you, but he was a sexy little thing. That boy had me feeling like a cougar on the prowl,” Shana added.

Jade asked Shana, “And they were all asking for me? Any of them look familiar?”

“I never saw any of them before,” Shana said, placing the last folded shirt in the bin.  “Trust me, I’d remember if I did. You don’t forget people who look like that. Maybe now that you’re here you can tell me what’s going on. Are you networking exclusively with models now or what? Don’t let me find out you set yourself up an OnlyFans page somewhere.”

Jade was befuddled. She didn’t have any feasible explanation as to why she was so popular all of a sudden. “Thanks for the heads up, sweetie. If any of them come back call my cell, okay?” 

“Hold on, Jade, I didn’t tell you the craziest part. The last guy that came in asking about you...I think he was homeless.”

“Homeless?”

“Yeah. He was wearing this dirty trench coat and had a hood pulled over his head. At first, I thought he was gonna rob the place. I mean, who wears a hood over their head inside a mall? It’s like an oven outside, right? He’s probably out there right now laying on the side of the road somewhere suffering from heat stroke.”

“That is weird,” Jade confessed. “Thanks again, Shana. I’ll talk to you later.”

As Shana reorganized a rack of jeans, she said to Jade, “Alright, honey, take care.”

Jade said goodbye to Shana and left the shop. With her curiosity soaring high, various questions arose in her mind. Who were those people? Why were they asking about me? How do they know me? How the hell do they know where I work?  

Those were just a few questions that bounced around her head. The more she thought about it, the more concerned she became. Her worry only escalated when she thought about what other things the strangers might know. If they knew her name and where she worked, how long would it be before they found out more personal information? Like where she lived.

Throughout the course of the day, the thoughts that had once weighed heavily on her brain were now beginning to subside. She busied herself by straightening up her apartment before Drake arrived for their date. She still had a couple hours to kill before he was supposed to get there and she didn’t want to take that time for granted. She rushed through the cleaning process by gathering up all her clothes, books and other miscellaneous items and tossing them into her bedroom closet.  

It took two round trips before she noticed any improvement. It was on the third trip that she returned to her closet carrying two thick text books that she had picked up off her dining room table. She lifted the books above her head and slid them onto the overhead shelving that lined the closet. She had the books halfway on the shelf when she encountered a snag. Using a little extra force, she managed to break the books free from the snag and get them all the way onto the shelf, but in doing so she knocked several other items off.

Jade sighed in frustration. Her initial impulse was to leave the items on the floor and continue cleaning up. However, that option was quickly discarded when she noticed one of the items that fell was a plain black shoebox. When the shoebox hit the floor, its top fell off which allowed its contents to spill out. She remembered that shoebox and the items it held all too well.  

Jade sat down on the floor right beside the overturned box. She’d made valiant efforts in the past to stay clear of the black box, and for the last seven months, she’d done precisely that.  

The reason she forced herself to stay away from the ordinary shoebox was because it was where she kept the most agonizing memories of her past. Inside the box were photos that reminded her of one of the most painful losses she’d ever endured. Ironically, the photos that caused her so much pain and misery were actually pictures that were taken during some of the happiest times of her young life.

Jade picked up the photos and browsed through them, taking time to reflect on each picture, recounting the place, time and thoughts that were associated with each image. In nearly every single picture was her previous boyfriend and first true love, Alex Henley.  

There were over fifty pictures of Alex and Jade that spanned through different times and places, but in every last picture, the one thing that remained a constant was the love and affection they had for one another. It was undeniable.

Each picture depicted Jade and Alex smiling vivaciously into the camera while they held each other tight. Slowly flipping through the photographs, Jade came across the one picture that didn’t have Alex posing beside her. It was a picture she and her father took the night she was supposed to go with Alex to his senior prom. It was the night that shook her world to its core.  

Jade held on to that specific picture, placing all the others aside. She curled up on the floor as she recalled the life altering event that occurred no more than twenty minutes after that picture had been taken two years ago. It was a heartbreaking incident that played in her mind with the clarity of a UHD stream on a 4K screen.
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Two Years Ago.

At her parent’s home in Crown Point, Indiana, Jade was retouching her hair in front of a vanity mirror located inside of her pink and white-themed bedroom. While posing with her dad for a memorable photo to capture the essence of the night, he accidently nudged her hair when he put his arm around her, creating a hair emergency that she rushed to her room to remedy.  

Once she was done fixing her hair, she turned to her nightstand to view the clock. It was a quarter after eight. Alex was supposed to pick her up at eight on the dot. It struck her as unusual that he was fifteen minutes late, especially since he prided himself on his punctuality.

Alex was only a year older than her, but Jade saw a level of maturity and integrity in him that made him seem much older than he was. Alex had promised Jade that he would do everything in his power to ensure that their prom night was the most magical night of her life, and it was that promise that carried Jade through the concern of his uncharacteristic tardiness.  Alex’s word was his bond. Aside from her parents, he was the most reliable person she knew.

Jade’s train of thought was cut short when the doorbell rang. There was only one person who should’ve been at their front door at that time of night. A sense of relief came over her. She got up, checked her hair, dress and makeup one last time before making her way through the upstairs hallway to the top of the stairs.  

Standing atop the stairwell, Jade paused when she heard the muffled voices of who she assumed to be her parents and Alex. Feeling the time had come for her to make her grand entrance, she elegantly descended the steps.

She lifted the front of her beautiful powder-blue dress to prevent stepping on it. After making it more than halfway down the staircase, the faces of her parents came into view.  

Jade’s graceful saunter came to an end only a few steps away from the bottom. That was where she became aware of the police officer standing at their front door. Jade glanced over at her parents, noticing the disturbed looks on their faces.

Jade walked down the remaining steps. “What’s going on? Somebody in trouble or something?” No one responded. She looked at her mom and asked, “Everything okay?”  

Her mom, Sharon Harris, attempted to answer her, but couldn’t. Sharon turned to her husband, Jade’s father, David Harris. She hoped he would take up the difficult task of informing their daughter of the devastating news that they themselves had just been made aware of.  

David advanced towards his daughter. “Jade, this is an old friend of mine from school,” said her father, gesturing to the officer. “This is Deputy William Taylor.”

Jade greeted the deputy with a smile. “Hello.”  

The deputy scrunched his lips and gave Jade a reserved nod.

“Jade,” her father went on, “Sheriff Taylor is here on business.”

Still optimistic, Jade joked, “What happened? One of mom’s clients get arrested again?”

Her father didn’t reply. He glanced at Deputy Taylor, then at Sharon before turning back to Jade. David took a second to gather the best words needed to delicately break the news to her. “It’s about Alex, baby.” 

Jade’s smile partially diminished. “What about him? What, he’s gonna be late?”

“Honey, Alex isn’t coming,” said David regretfully, his tone filled with sorrow.  

Sharon rushed to Jade’s side to console her, but Jade declined her attempt. She pulled free from her mother’s grasp, stepping back to create distance between her and the three adults.

“What’s the matter with y’all?” Jade defensively asked. “Can someone please tell me what’s going on? Why isn’t Alex coming?”

David decided to quit sugar-coating the matter and opted to tell Jade the blunt truth. “Jade, Alex was in a car accident about twelve blocks from here. Deputy Taylor already informed his parents of what happened. William is also a good friend of Alex’s father, so he knew about the relationship between you two. That’s why he came here.”

Jade’s smile was no longer visible. “Accident? Is he okay?” she asked worriedly. The room remained silent. “Is he?!” she repeated, her concern mounting.

Her father moved in closer. With an unbearable hurt burning deep in his heart, he dejectedly disclosed the details of the unpleasant incident. “Alex was in a head-on collision with a drunk driver who swerved into his lane. By the time the paramedics got to the scene it was already too late. He was gone before they could get to him. I’m so sorry, baby.”

“What?!” said Jade. “What’re you talking about?! Alex isn’t dead! He promised me he’d be here! He promised! Alex wouldn’t lie to me! He’d never lie to me!” she frantically shouted.

The Harris’ witnessed a hysteria build up in their daughter that they’d never seen before. Even Deputy Taylor was growing alarmed by her erratic behavior.  

“Jade, sweetie, it’s gonna be okay,” her mom said. “Your dad and I are here for you.”

“I don’t need you to be here for me. I’m fine. Everything is fine. Deputy Taylor made a mistake, that’s all. Alex is fine,” she declared without a shred of doubt. It became obvious to the adults standing before her that Jade was having some sort of breakdown.  

“I know you don’t want to believe it, Jade, but Alex is gone,” her father asserted. “We’ll get through this, baby. I promise you we will.”

“You’re not listening to me, Dad. There’s nothing to get through. Alex will be here any second and you’ll see that this whole thing is just a crazy mix up. Look, I’ll show you.” Jade bolted out of the front door before anyone could stop her.  

Jade’s parents and Deputy Taylor were caught off guard by Jade’s surprising action. They hurried after her, desperately trying to catch up to her. It was clear she wasn’t in her right frame of mind and they were all fearful that she may pose a threat to herself.  

Proving their initial instincts true, Jade’s conduct had become dangerously unstable. She darted out into the busy avenue in front of her house and ran down the center of the street, hoping to spot Alex’s Grand Prix. She ignored the honking horns and irritated drivers and maintained her disillusioned persistence that Alex would arrive at any minute.  

“JADE!” her mother screamed in fright.  

Mr. Harris and Deputy Taylor ran after her. Jade was aimlessly rushing up the street through the oncoming traffic, leering into each car as it passed her by, hoping to see Alex in one.  

Jade’s dad and the sheriff were trying their best to get to her, but they were unable to throw caution to the wind as Jade was doing. Their natural survival instincts forced them to be vigilant and alert towards the speeding cars in order to avoid being hit themselves. It was that setback that kept them from closing the distance between themselves and Jade.

Jade’s shoe unexpectedly snapped at the heel, causing her to stumble to the pavement. Their cause for alarm rose to a new zenith. Jade twisted her ankle, leaving her immobile and vulnerable in the center of the busy street with speeding cars passing her by on both sides. Due to the darkness of night, the drivers didn’t notice Jade in the middle of the road until they were right up on her. A number of cars veered off, barely missing her.

Jade eventually broke out of her hysterical state, eventually resettling into a more rational mindset. She had no clue as to how she got in the middle of the street and she was utterly petrified by all the vehicles whizzing by.  

The incoming blare of a deafening horn sounded from behind her. She turned around and was literally frozen like a deer in headlights as the high-beam headlamps from a fast-approaching semitruck blinded her. The earsplitting horn disoriented her and the blazing lights thwarted her from finding a safe means to get out of the truck’s path.   

The driver slammed on his brakes, but because of the rate of speed in which the truck was traveling, the driver had a great deal of difficulty stopping. The truck’s massive tires seized, resulting in the vehicle sliding over the pavement as it continued to barrel towards Jade. With its horn still blowing, the truck was only yards away from hitting her when suddenly...
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ZZZTTT! ZZZTTT! 

Jade awakened to the sound of her apartment buzzer. She was out of breath and panicked as a result of the frightening dream. But after reliving that horrible night, she found a degree of solace in the fact that that disturbing incident was a lengthy two years behind her.  

The buzzer rang out again. ZZZTTT! ZZZTTT! 

Jade got up from the closet floor and placed the black shoebox back on the shelf. She was nearly out of the closet when she spotted a single photo of her and Alex on the floor. She picked the picture up with the intention of putting it back in the box, but when the buzzer sounded again, she decided to answer the door instead.  

When she made it to the intercom, she pressed the Talk button.  

“Who is it?” She pressed Listen to hear the response, but nothing came through. Jade tried again. “Who is it?” No response. She shrugged the occurrence off. Guess they buzzed the wrong apartment by mistake, she thought.

But then another thought suddenly floated through her mind. She remembered the people who came to her job. That was a notion she cast out as quickly as it arrived. She knew that type of thinking would only lead to her blowing something insignificant into something substantial, causing her needless worry. It’d be much easier to brush the incident off as a mishap. 

Jade didn’t get a full two feet away from the intercom before someone began knocking on her door. She was startled by the heavy thuds. The idea she previously cast out was now the only thing she could think of.  

She slowly moved towards the door and slid the chain lock into place. She tentatively looked through the peep-hole and was thankful to see Drake standing on the other side.

She unlatched the chain, unlocked the two heavy-duty deadbolts and pulled the door open. Standing across the threshold was Mr. Badboy himself, leaning against the outer doorframe with an extremely seductive look on his flawless face. 

Aside from his powerful shoulders, chiseled build and above average handsomeness, there was another indescribable quality that drew people in to Drake. It was an unseen aura of magnetism that radiated off of him. His presence created a lure that made anyone susceptible to his charm. There wasn’t a woman he couldn’t have, but for the last four months, Drake only had eyes for Jade, and the same went for her.  

Drake skimmed over Jade’s wrinkled clothes and then observed her ruffled hair. “I take it you’re not ready yet,” he said with a smirk. 

“I’m sorry. I was cleaning up and dozed off. Next thing I know, I’m waking up to the buzzer going off.” Jade opened the door wider, inviting him inside.

Drake entered. “Don’t worry about it, J. With the way you stretch yourself between school and work, it’s amazing you’re not in a coma. That’s why I knocked so hard. I figured you might’ve been sleep.”

“I’m sure you don’t wanna wait for me to get ready. If you want to reschedule for another night I’d understand,” said Jade, standing near the open door.

“I wouldn’t say all that. I don’t mind waiting. The restaurant’s not going anywhere, and I’m sure there’ll be a later showing of the movie. Take all the time you need.”

“That’s sweet, but I don’t want to make you wait for me. It’ll take me at least a half hour to make myself decent.”

Drake walked up to Jade and gently slid a finger from the top of her cheek, down to her chin, all the while staring deep into her eyes. “I’ll always wait for you,” he declared with the upmost sincerity. “Don’t ever forget that, okay?”

The heartfelt confession made Jade blush. She gave Drake an affectionate kiss before heading into the bathroom to take a shower. Left alone in the living room, Drake sat on the couch and flipped through the pages of a magazine that had been set on the coffee table. Growing bored after only a few minutes, he took his phone out to check his Instagram and Snapchat, but his battery was dead. With nothing else left to do, he decided to walk around the living room, looking for anything that might capture his interest.  

Drake spotted a single photo resting on the table by the front door. Curious, he walked over to the table and picked it up for a closer inspection.  

At first glimpse, an onset of jealousy surged through him. It was obvious to him that the photo hadn’t been taken recently, but what he couldn’t figure out was why Jade still had it. His jealous mind went into overdrive. He wondered who the mysterious guy in the picture was and what was so special about him that made her keep a photo of him? 

Drake began snooping though Jade’s entire apartment, looking for any clues that may shed light on the identity of the mystery man in the picture and the nature of their relationship. He searched through everything, but remained careful not to leave anything out of place. After going over the majority of the apartment with a fine-tooth comb, Drake was left with the only area he hadn’t searched, aside from the bathroom; Jade’s bedroom.  

He looked under the bed and perused the nightstand. When that didn’t produce anything useful, he turned his attention to the closet and scanned it thoroughly, not really knowing what he was looking for or where he should even start. After minutes of scrutiny, he eventually noticed a subtle inconsistency. All of Jade’s shoes were neatly lined up on the floor against the closet’s wall; none of which were in boxes. In fact, there weren’t any shoeboxes in her closet at all, except for the lone black box set atop the shelf. He pulled the box down and opened it and became infuriated when he discovered it was filled with pictures of Jade and the very same guy.

Glaring at each picture from first to last, Drake’s rage mounted. When his frustration reached critical levels he erupted, throwing the pictures and the shoebox across the closet, then punching a hole through the closet wall, burying his fist wrist-deep behind its plaster.  

His anger seemed to quickly dissipate as he removed his hand from the grapefruit-sized hole he created. He appeared to be surprised by what he’d done. He peeked out of the closet, checking to see if Jade heard the ruckus he caused. All he heard was the splattering of water hitting the tub’s base. Apparently, she didn’t hear the noise over the shower.

Regretting what he’d done, Drake picked up all the pictures and placed them back into the box. While doing so, he spotted writing on the back of one of the photos. It read, “Jade and Alex 4ever”. After a brief tightening of his jaw, Drake placed the photo in the box and set the box back on the shelf. To hide the hole he made, he slid several items of clothing in front of it. He left the closet and returned to the living room, where he pretended to wait patiently. 

After twenty or so minutes, Jade emerged from her
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