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            Chapter 1

         
         I thought I knew what heartbreak was. I’d experienced the hurt and betrayal of a relationship ending in disaster once before,
            so I was familiar with the empty feeling that came from my chest being torn open and my heart ripped out. Somehow though,
            this time felt worse. I’d foolishly trusted Noah with my slowly healing heart only for him to take a hammer to the cracks,
            shattering the fragile pieces until they were nothing more than specks of dust.
         

         
         I let out a long sigh as I stared up at the night sky. It was dark and completely clear tonight, and the stars were so bright
            it almost felt like they were mocking me from above. Why couldn’t I be a star? They were perfect and untouchable, and they
            never had to deal with pain or sorrow.
         

         
         A low chuckle came from beside me, and I glanced over to find Wes had turned his head and was watching me rather than the
            sky. It was just the two of us. We were resting on the hood of his car in the middle of a field. He had found me crying alone
            in the courtyard after Noah broke up with me and had whisked me away. He hadn’t pressured me to explain why I was so upset.
            He just listened to me when I said I wanted to leave the ball and get as far away from the school as possible.
         

         
         I’d had no idea where Wes was planning to take me. I hadn’t really cared. I would have happily gone anywhere to get away from the school, but the quiet field he had chosen was the perfect place. The long grasses rustled pleasantly in the breeze, and though we were only a ten-minute trip from Weybridge Academy, it felt like we were a million miles from civilization. It was peaceful out here and, until now, Wes had stayed silent, giving me space to work through whatever it was he thought I was going through. 

         
         “Is something funny?” I asked, tugging his suit jacket in closer around me as the evening air danced across my skin. Wes had
            to be cold without his jacket, but he had refused to take it back when I’d offered it to him. I didn’t have the energy to
            argue.
         

         
         “You’re scowling at the stars like they’ve done something to piss you off.”

         
         “Yeah, well, maybe they have.” I threw another scowl up at the sky. “It feels like they are rubbing their happy, sparkling
            butts in my face.”
         

         
         “I didn’t know stars had butts.”

         
         “Oh, they do,” I replied, rolling to my side so I could look directly at Wes. “They’re big balls of gas, after all. And we
            all know where gas comes from . . .”
         

         
         Wes laughed, and I somehow managed a small grin in response. It quickly fell from my lips though. How could I smile after
            everything that had happened tonight?
         

         
         “So, Matthew LaFleur is your father,” Wes said.

         
         Now that we’d broken the silence, Wes was probably eager to start asking questions. I wasn’t surprised this was the first
            one he ventured, having seen the stunned look on his face when Matthew had introduced himself at the ball earlier.
         

         
         I slowly nodded in reply. “He is.” I hoped my short response was enough to deter Wes from digging any deeper. I wasn’t particularly interested in talking about my father, but I had to admit it was damn sight better than lying here thinking about Noah. 

         
         “Why didn’t you tell anyone?” Wes’s voice was soft, and I knew he wasn’t annoyed about being kept in the dark. It seemed he
            was just trying to understand.
         

         
         “It’s not like I was keeping it a secret. It’s just that I barely know the man, and I never thought to bring it up. He doesn’t
            feel like my dad, so why would I say anything?”
         

         
         “That makes sense,” Wes said, but his head was tilted as though he was still considering my response.

         
         “What?”

         
         “I was just thinking a lot of people at school will be surprised. You’ll probably find them all clambering to be your friend
            now that you’re a LaFleur.”
         

         
         “I’m not a LaFleur.” My response was immediate, and my defensive tone caught me off guard. I took a quick, calming breath
            before I tried to explain. “Just because Matthew LaFleur is my father, it doesn’t mean I’m a LaFleur,” I said more gently.
            “Surely the kids at school won’t care who he is?”
         

         
         “A lot of them might. Your father has a lot of success and influence in our world.”

         
         That was just it. This was Wes’s world, not mine. And I didn’t care one bit how much influence someone’s parents had. In my
            view, a person’s worth came from their actions, not their DNA. Apparently, I was in the minority when it came to that opinion
            though. At least, around here I was.
         

         
         “This isn’t my world,” I muttered.

         
         Wes frowned and nodded, as though he was thinking of a different way to get his point across.

         
         “All I’m saying is that The LaFleur Corporation is just as big and well-known as Hastings Laboratories. And look at how people
            around here treat Noah. The fact that Matthew LaFleur is involved with Weybridge Academy now won’t go unnoticed by the kids
            or the parents.”
         

         
         “As long as I can go back to being unnoticed, then I don’t care.”
         

         
         Wes smiled at me but shook his head slightly. I guess that meant I was out of luck.

         
         “Most people at Weybridge would have been shouting from the rooftops on their first day if they had a parent as rich and influential
            as your dad,” he continued. “I mean, Veronica never would have targeted you the way she did or teased you about your mom’s
            business if she’d known who your dad was.”
         

         
         The fact it was normal, expected even, to brag about how rich and influential your parents were in order to make friends at
            Weybridge only made me more certain I would never really belong there. A wave of guilt washed over me at Wes’s words though.
            While I never had any intention of publicly promoting my messy family history and newly discovered father, I shouldn’t have
            hidden the truth about my mom and my life back in Rapid Bay. She’s the parent I should have been proudly bragging about on
            my first day at school.
         

         
         “I doubt it would have made a difference to Veronica,”I said. “She’s been trying to take me down one way or another since
            the moment Noah first looked my way. If she wasn’t teasing me about being a charity case, she would have done something else.”
         

         
         “Yeah, maybe.”

         
         “I guess I won’t have to worry about her so much now. She’s got what she wanted.” The empty cavity in my chest seemed to ache
            as I uttered the words. I could only imagine how happy Veronica would be when she heard the news about Noah and me.
         

         
         Wes hesitated but, sensing I might be getting closer to revealing the source of my tears, he continued. “Do you want to talk
            about what happened tonight?”
         

         
         “Not really.” I glanced away from him, struggling to stop the tears from welling in my eyes again. Just the thought of Noah
            had me turning into a pathetic mess, and I didn’t want Wes to see me that way. But as the silence between us grew once more,
            I wondered if it would really be so bad to talk to Wes about what happened. He was going to find out eventually, and I hated
            trying to keep these feelings all bottled up inside of me. If there was one thing my first heartbreak with Levi had taught
            me, it was that sometimes sharing the burden with someone else lessened the load. My mom wasn’t here to help me this time,
            so maybe it would be good to open up to Wes.
         

         
         I let out a breath and the words tumbled from my lips. “Noah broke up with me.”

         
         “What?” From the shock lighting Wes’s eyes, it was clear this wasn’t what he expected. “Why?”

         
         “Because his grandfather asked him to.”

         
         Wes’s mouth dropped open, and it took him a moment to recover from his surprise. “You’re kidding.”

         
         “I wish I was.”

         
         He was quiet for a moment before he continued. “Do you have any idea why his grandfather would want that?”

         
         “I think it’s because of Matthew. There was definitely some hostility between my father and Noah’s grandfather, and I got
            the feeling this wasn’t the first time they’d clashed. William Hastings told Noah to end things with me, so he did.”
         

         
         Wes shook his head. “I get that they run competing companies, but that’s ridiculous. Why do you think they don’t get along?”

         
         I hesitated. Noah had been seething when he discovered Matthew was my father. He was convinced Matthew was the reason behind
            his family’s ruin—whatever that meant. He had stormed off without giving me a proper explanation. All I knew was that, whatever
            the rift, it was enough for Noah to break up with me, no questions asked.
         

         
         “I’m not sure,” I said. “Our breakup was hardly a discussion.”

         
         “I’m sorry, that really sucks.”

         
         “Tell me about it.”

         
         Wes shook his head again and sat up, bracing his arms against his legs. “I kind of want to pummel Noah’s face right now.”

         
         “Easy there, tiger.” I gave him a soft smile and sat up beside him. I felt somewhat better sitting upright so I didn’t have
            to keep looking up at the mocking night sky.
         

         
         “I’m serious. Who breaks up with a girl because his grandfather asked him to?”

         
         “Noah, apparently.” The more I thought about it, the more heated I began to feel. Noah had dumped me and not even given me a good reason why. Did he really think he could just walk away from our relationship, leaving me heartbroken, and expect me to just accept that? I deserved better. I deserved answers. 

         
         My phone lit up, the screen almost blinding in the darkness of the field. It was another message from Cress asking where I
            was. The ball had finished an hour ago, and everyone had moved on to the after-party at Luther’s house.
         

         
         Wes’s phone brightened at almost the same time, and he let out a deep sigh. “Sawyer’s hounding me.”

         
         “Yeah, I’ve got Cress harassing me too.” I bit my lip as I considered her text. “Do you think we should go to Luther’s party?”

         
         “We don’t have to,” Wes said. “I’ll happily stay here all night if that’s what you want.”

         
         I took a moment to think it over. I was so glad Wes had brought me here. It was exactly the escape I’d needed after everything
            that had happened at the ball. I don’t know what I would have done if he hadn’t shown up. I’d probably have still been crying
            in a heap outside the ballroom doors as the guests started to trickle out at the end of the evening.
         

         
         I didn’t know if I could face the party, especially if Noah was there. I felt like I’d only just managed to get control of
            my emotions amid the soothing calm that currently surrounded us. I was worried seeing Noah again so soon would only bring
            the pain, shock, and anger rushing back to the surface.
         

         
         But, lying here staring up at the stars only had my mind replaying the events of the evening, recalling Noah’s shock when he found out who my father was. The anger in his grandfather’s eyes when he glared at Matthew and then at me. Most of all, I couldn’t stop picturing the look of resigned certainty on Noah’s face as he told me we could never be together. 

         
         No matter how many times I went over his words and his reasons in my head, I couldn’t understand or believe what had happened.
            Gazing up at the stars certainly wasn’t going to give me the clarity or closure I needed. As much as it terrified me to admit,
            Noah was the only person who could provide that.
         

         
         “We should go,” I said.

         
         “Really?”

         
         “Yeah.” I slid from the hood of the car and landed lightly on the ground. The grass was cool and wet beneath my bare feet.
            I was probably getting mud along the hem of my white dress, but I didn’t really care.
         

         
         “You’re sure?”

         
         “Not really, but at the very least, it might distract me.” I did my best to sound convincing, but even I wasn’t sure I meant
            what I said.
         

         
         “Okay. After-party it is then.” Wes jumped off the car and went to open the door for me.

         
         I paused before I climbed into the passenger seat and reached out to lightly touch his hand. “Thanks for rescuing me tonight,
            Wes. I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t been there.”
         

         
         “You didn’t need rescuing. You just needed a getaway driver, and I was happy to help.” He smiled. “If anything, you kind of
            rescued me tonight too.”
         

         
         I frowned as I tried to understand why he’d think that. Then I remembered his girlfriend had ditched him at the last minute.
            “I’m not sure being your date to the ball counts as rescuing you,” I said. “But I am sorry Sarah didn’t come tonight.”
         

         
         Wes shrugged. “Things haven’t been all that great between us. I guess she didn’t see the point in coming if she had something better to do.” 

         
         I put my arms around Wes and gave him a tight hug. “It’s her loss.” He slowly wrapped his arms around me in response. He didn’t
            hug me too tightly, but I felt secure and warm, all the same. Wes gave really good hugs, and I felt like perhaps he needed
            one as much as I did right now.
         

         
         The hug went on for a few seconds too long, and the two of us seemed to realize it at the same time. We awkwardly stepped
            back, refusing to meet each other’s gaze.
         

         
         “So, after-party?” he said.

         
         “After-party,” I quickly agreed.

         
         I still didn’t sound convincing, but I jumped in the car before Wes could point that out. My heart couldn’t take another beating,
            and it felt dangerous to leave the safety of this random field where I felt somewhat protected. But, how much worse could
            this night really get? How much more of my heart was there left to break? Maybe if I stopped staring up at the stars and went
            looking for the answers I so desperately needed, I might be able to start putting it back together again.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         The after-party was well and truly underway by the time Wes and I arrived. It was in the same clearing in the woods where
            Luther had held his last party, and tonight there were huge white lanterns strung between the trees that surrounded the wide-open
            space, and a live band was blasting out a tune on the other side of the dancing crowd.
         

         
         Most of the students had changed out of their formal wear, but Wes and I were still dressed in our outfits from the ball.
            Wes was in his shiny black tuxedo, and I was in my flowing white dress. I hesitated at the edge of the clearing as I watched
            everyone dancing and having fun. I didn’t know ifI could pretend I was okay when I so clearly was not. It felt like everyone
            here would be able to see my heartbreak as plainly as if it were written in permanent marker across my face.
         

         
         Wes gave my hand a tight squeeze. “Let’s go get some drinks.”

         
         “Uh, sure.” I still wasn’t certain if I wanted to stay at the party, but if I was, a little liquid courage was probably going
            to be necessary.
         

         
         His hand dropped from mine as he started into the party, but I didn’t move to follow him right away. Instead, I paused as I watched him disappear into the crowd. The small amount of confidence I’d had in my reasons for coming here was slipping away. I’d thought it might offer a brief distraction and maybe I’d be able to talk to Noah and ask him why all this had happened. The latter was enough to make me shrink back into the safety of the trees. Now that I was here, Noah was the last person I wanted to see. 

         
         I lurched forward as someone knocked their shoulder into mine, and I stumbled as I tried to stay on my feet. Thankfully, I
            managed to avoid falling to the ground and making my dress any dirtier than it already was.
         

         
         “Oops, I didn’t see you there, Charity.” I recognized Veronica’s high-pitched voice immediately. Her words were met with cackling
            laughter from her friends. “Although, I guess we can’t call you that now we know you’re actually Isobel LaFleur.”
         

         
         How did she know already? Maybe she’d seen us dancing together. If Matthew was as well-known as Wes had suggested, our dance
            might have been enough to alert the entire school.
         

         
         As I righted myself, I turned to face Veronica. The scrap of clothing she was wearing was barely long enough to cover her
            underwear. She had to be freezing. Not many girls would have been brave enough to wear a dress like that, but she had the
            build of a model and could pretty much wear anything. Even now I could see several guys drooling as they watched her. It didn’t
            matter how hot she was though; her looks could never wipe away the viciousness that was always present in her eyes. They were
            a little hazy tonight. Probably from one too many drinks.
         

         
         “Imagine my shock when your father introduced himself to my parents tonight and I overheard him talking about you,” she continued. “But don’t think that changes anything. Just because your daddy happens to have money doesn’t mean you’re one of us. Once a charity case, always a charity case. We all know you don’t belong in this school.” 

         
         It was hard to argue with that. Ever since I’d arrived at Weybridge Academy, I’d felt out of place. I’d never be one of them,
            and I didn’t want to be. Certainly not if it meant becoming anything like Veronica. It seemed Wes had underestimated her.
            Finding out who my father was hadn’t dampened her vendetta against me. It seemed to have reignited it.
         

         
         “This only serves to prove what a fraud you really are,” she continued. “First you lie about your mother because you’re embarrassed
            by her. Next you lie about your father.”
         

         
         She lifted her hand and tapped her fingers on her cheek, an exaggerated look of thoughtfulness covering her face. “But why
            would you lie about such a thing?” she wondered out loud. “Perhaps you were trying to keep Noah from finding out. Understandable,
            given the history between your two families. Still, I don’t think he’ll be very happy to hear he was being manipulated again.”
         

         
         My breath caught in my throat. Was Veronica talking about the feud Noah had mentioned? What did she know about it all? I felt
            the desperate urge to ask her, but Veronica was the last person I wanted answers from, and I refused to admit my ignorance
            to her. Instead, I gritted my teeth. “I didn’t manipulate anyone.”
         

         
         She glanced down at her nails, ignoring my response as she inspected her manicure like she was suddenly bored by the whole
            conversation. “Anyway, I’m sure it won’t be long before Noah learns the truth and breaks up with you. Then everything will
            return to the way it should be.”
         

         
         My eyes widened with surprise. She didn’t already know Noah had broken up with me? How was that even possible? She had to have seen him when he’d returned to the ball. If she didn’t know the truth, I was hardly about to enlighten her. I couldn’t bear to witness the satisfaction I knew would light up her cruel features. 

         
         “Are you done, Veronica?” I asked.

         
         She lifted her eyes to meet mine, slowly lowering her hand back to her side. “It depends. Are you done lying to everyone?”

         
         The girls surrounding her all shared knowing smiles. They were all looking at me like they’d won. And I had to wonder if they
            had. Would everyone else at school share their opinion? Was I about to be outcast yet again simply because I hadn’t shared
            private details about my family?
         

         
         “There you are!” Anna gasped, looping her arm through mine. I hadn’t seen her coming, but I couldn’t have been happier she
            was here. I didn’t tend to shy away from confrontations with Veronica, but I was feeling too broken to handle her right now.
            “We’ve been waiting for you to get here.”
         

         
         Anna was grinning at me, but when she turned and saw Veronica standing across from us, her nose scrunched like she’d just
            been hit by a foul smell. “Geez, Veronica, did your dress shrink in the wash or something? Seriously, you’ve got to leave
            some mystery for the guys.”
         

         
         Veronica didn’t look even slightly bothered by Anna’s comment. “At least my clothes are clean.” Her eyes dipped to the mud
            staining the bottom of my white dress. “I guess you can take a peasant out of the village, but you can’t turn her into a princess.”
         

         
         She didn’t give us an opportunity to respond as she turned on her heel and disappeared into the crowd with her friends trailing
            behind her. Anna growled and started after her, but I grabbed her arm, pulling her back.
         

         
         “She’s not worth it.”

         
         Anna let out a slow breath and nodded. “You’re right. We’ll go get drinks and let karma deal with Veronica.” She lifted her
            head to the sky. “Karma, if you’re listening, I’m pretty sureI saw some poison ivy on the path here tonight. If you could
            help Veronica trip into it, I’d really appreciate that.” She grinned as she turned to me. “Just think, she’s got all that
            exposed skin . . .”
         

         
         I shook my head at my friend. “That’s brutal, even for you.”

         
         “Eh, she deserves it.”

         
         Anna took my hand and pulled me into the party. We wound our way through the crowd of dancing students to the other side of
            the forest clearing. There was a long drinks table set up near the makeshift dance floor, where Cress and Sawyer laughed as
            they drank shots.
         

         
         Wes was there too, holding two bottles of beer. He turned as we approached and smiled as he offered me one of the bottles.
            “I was just coming back to find you. You like beer, right?”
         

         
         “This is great, thanks.” I took the beer, but I didn’t take a sip. My stomach was swirling uneasily and I wasn’t sure if beer
            was going to help. Ever since my run-in with Veronica, a wave of nerves had hit me, and I felt kind of sick.
         

         
         “You’re here!” Cress squealed, gathering me in a hug as she found me standing behind her. She was smiling so brightly, but
            the smile fell from her lips when she took a good look at me. “You look upset. Why do you look upset?”
         

         
         I swallowed the lump that formed in my throat. I thought I was holding myself together quite well, considering. But Cress somehow seemed to sense something was off. I didn’t know what to say, and it felt especially hard when my friends were all looking at me, waiting expectantly. I didn’t think I could utter the words without breaking down, and that was the last thing I needed right now. All I wanted was to forget. So, I stole the shot glass out of Cress’s hand and knocked it back. 

         
         The liquor burned as it made its way down my throat, and I scrunched my eyes as I shuddered. I wasn’t a big fan of tequila,
            and I chased the shot with a sip of my beer.
         

         
         When I opened my eyes again, I caught Cress wincing. “That bad, huh?” she asked.

         
         “It must be something terrible,” Sawyer added. “She didn’t even have salt or lime with her shot.”

         
         “I don’t want to talk about it,” I said. “At least, not right now. Let’s just focus on having fun.”

         
         Nobody pushed me to explain, and Sawyer happily handed me another shot. “Well, if you want fun, you’re going to need another
            one of these.”
         

         
         I took the drink without complaint before dragging the girls onto the dance floor. If they had been worried about me before,
            they would only be more concerned now. I was absolutely terrible at dancing and normally did anything I could to avoid being
            dragged onto the dance floor. But tonight, dancing was the perfect escape. All I cared about was numbing the pain that radiated
            through me and fogging my brain so I could stop thinking about the boy who broke my heart.
         

         
         I danced with the girls for song after song. And for a little while, I was able to forget why I was so damn miserable. But the pain never totally went away. My body grew tired, and my blood started to cool. The alcohol no longer ran hot through my veins, and the ache in my heart returned with a vengeance. 

         
         When it grew too much to bear, I left the girls on the dance floor in search of another drink. I wandered through the dancing
            crowd to the drinks table but hesitated when I reached it. As much as I wanted to numb the pain once more, I wasn’t sure alcohol
            was the answer.
         

         
         “You okay there, newbie?” I looked up at Luther standing beside me. My body stiffened. Where Luther was, Noah wasn’t usually
            too far behind.
         

         
         “I’m fine. Just searching for a drink.” I gave him a tight smile, trying to hide the tension I was feeling.

         
         “You don’t look like you’re fine,” he said. “Then again, neither does Noah.”

         
         I tried to ignore the way my heart leaped and then plummeted at his mention of Noah. “Oh, I didn’t realize he was here.”

         
         Despite the resolve I’d felt when I’d told Wes we should come to the party, I’d been doing my best not to look for Noah tonight.
            It wasn’t easy, and I still found myself glancing at people on the dance floor or by the drinks table. My heart would skip
            a beat when I thought I saw him, but so far, there was no real sign of him.
         

         
         “He’s not here,” Luther replied. “He refused to come tonight and went back to his room after the ball finished.”

         
         I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved by this or not. I’d been feeling sick to my stomach all night at the thought of seeing Noah, but there was still a desire to confront him growing inside me. Another part of me just desperately missed him. 

         
         “What happened between you two tonight?” he asked. “Because Noah was like a zombie all evening. You should have seen the way
            he flinched when I mentioned you. He refused to talk to me at the ball. He said it wasn’t the time, but I know something happened.”
         

         
         I reached down and plucked the first drink my hand came across out of the ice bucket. I didn’t intend on drinking it. I just
            wanted a reason to leave. “I’ve got to go. I’m sure you can talk to him about it.”
         

         
         I turned away, but Luther reached out and lightly grabbed my arm, stopping me. “Noah really likes you, Isobel. I’ve never
            seen him like this about anyone, or anything. I know it was probably a lot to see Veronica on his arm tonight, but he really
            wanted to be there with you.”
         

         
         I spun back to face Luther. “Veronica is the least of our problems,” I replied. “You should talk to your friend.”

         
         His eyes widened with surprise, and he opened his mouth to question me, but then he stopped, a look of confusion and concern
            crossing his features. Like Veronica, Luther didn’t seem to know Noah had broken up with me. I was also assuming he didn’t
            yet know about Matthew. Perhaps I had a few more hours to savor before the whole school knew about both.
         

         
         “Enjoy your party, Luther.” I shook his arm off and walked away.

         
         I briefly considered opening the drink in my hand but then placed it down on the nearest table. I was tired, and the party wasn’t helping to distract me from Noah anymore. Now that I knew he wasn’t here, the small part of me that had considered confronting him was also done with the party. All I wanted was to go to bed, so I hunted down the girls to let them know I was leaving. 

         
         They were coming off the dance floor when I found them with Sawyer and Wes following closely behind. I wondered if Cress could
            sense the pain I’d endured tonight because, as soon as I said I was planning to leave, she wrapped an arm around my shoulder.
         

         
         “Okay, let’s get you home then,” she said.

         
         I gave her a sad smile and nodded. Anna wrapped her arm around the other side of me, and the boys led the way as we headed
            back through the crowd and started down the track back to the house.
         

         
         The twins quickly pulled ahead of us as we followed the lanterns that dimly lit the way. I suspected the guys were giving
            me some privacy to talk with the girls. As Wes gripped his brother in a playful headlock, I had to wonder where they found
            the energy after a night on the dance floor. Then again, simply breathing felt like hard work to me right now.
         

         
         “Do you feel up to telling us what happened tonight?” Cress asked, as the noise of the party turned to a muffled beat. She
            said it gently, and I knew she’d leave me alone if I didn’t feel ready to talk about it.
         

         
         I blew out a breath as I considered my friends. My heart actually contracted in pain when I thought about Noah and the things he’d said to me. It seemed silly because I’d only known him a few weeks, but somehow, he’d managed to embed himself deeply into my heart in that short time. His rejection hurt far more than it should have. 

         
         As I looked at the two girls, I remembered Cress was Noah’s cousin. What if she rejected me because of who my dad was too?
            The thought was enough to steal the breath from my chest, and I struggled to get it back.
         

         
         Cress’s eyes widened, and she rubbed a hand down my back as I started to hyperventilate. I couldn’t lose both Cress and Noah
            in the same night. And what if I lost Anna as a friend too? There was no way I could survive another day at this school without
            my friends by my side.
         

         
         “Isobel, it’s okay,” Cress said.

         
         “Take deep breaths,” Anna added.

         
         They shared a concerned look as I tried to calm myself down. I was freaking out, but I did as Anna suggested and took some
            deep breaths in and slowly blew them out. I really didn’t think the drinks I’d had were helping the situation. I’d been blissfully
            numb for a while there, but now every emotion felt darker and so much worse. Tequila was not a good friend. She was all false
            promises and bailed on you when you needed her the most. Tequila was a bit of a bitch.
         

         
         “You don’t have to tell us if you don’t want,” Cress said as I started breathing calmly again.

         
         “No, I want to tell you guys.” I knew they’d find out one way or another, and I’d never meant to keep my father’s identity
            a secret. I exhaled before I began. “Noah broke things off with me tonight.”
         

         
         The two girls gasped.

         
         “Why on earth would Noah break up with you?” Cress asked. “He’s crazy about you.”

         
         “My father was at the ball tonight. When Noah’s grandfather found out who he was, he demanded Noah break up with me.”

         
         “What?” Anna scoffed. “Why does it matter who your father is?”

         
         “Apparently there’s a feud between our families . . .”

         
         “Well, that’s just ridiculous,” Anna replied. “What kind of medieval shit is he trying to pull? Who even says feud these days?”

         
         I shrugged. I was as dumbfounded as she was.

         
         Cress had stayed quiet. There was a look of confusion in her eyes, and I could see she was trying to piece it all together.

         
         “You’ve never really spoken about your father,” she finally said. “Never told us who he is.”

         
         “Only because I don’t have a relationship with the guy,” I explained. “He left my mom before I was born. Even I didn’t know who he was until a few weeks ago. I wasn’t intentionally keeping it from anyone. I just don’t particularly like
            him or want anything to do with him.” Although, after everything he’d revealed to me tonight, I had to wonder if my feelings
            toward him were starting to shift.
         

         
         Cress nodded, and I could see she believed me. At least she hadn’t jumped to the conclusion I’d been deliberately lying like
            Noah had.
         

         
         “Isobel, I’m just trying to understand . . . Who is your father?” Cress continued.

         
         My body tensed at her question. This was the moment of truth. The time when I would find out if I was about to lose both Noah
            and my friends all in one night.
         

         
         “My father is Matthew LaFleur.”

         
         After Noah’s reaction, I expected some kind of explosion from the two of them. To see looks of disgust or to see them shying away. Cress appeared thoughtful though, and Anna gave me a completely blank look. 

         
         “Who?” Anna shrugged. She seemed so blasé about the whole thing I might have laughed with relief if I wasn’t still terrified
            to hear Cress’s response.
         

         
         Cress didn’t immediately react and took her time as she considered my revelation. “Matthew LaFleur as in The LaFleur Corporation?”
            she asked.
         

         
         “That’s the one.”

         
         She bit her lower lip and glanced at Anna who still looked clueless.

         
         “What?” I asked. “What am I missing?”

         
         “Don’t look at me,” Anna said. “Never heard of the guy.”

         
         Cress slowly returned to meet my anxious gaze. “The LaFleur and the Hastings families are business rivals,” she said. “I remember
            my parents used to talk about it a lot when I was younger. There was always some new drama between the companies as one tried
            to one-up, or screw over, the other. From what I understand, they’ve been at each other’s throats for decades.”
         

         
         “This seemed like more than just a business rivalry,” I said.

         
         “You might be right,” she agreed. “You know my family doesn’t have much to do with the Hastings family anymore, so I don’t
            know much about it. But I do remember overhearing one conversation . . .”
         

         
         “What?” I felt myself edging slightly closer to Cress as she hesitated. She wasn’t scowling at me like her cousin had, and there wasn’t anger in her eyes. If anything, she just seemed thoughtful. 

         
         “Well, it was years ago, but I remember once when I heard my mom and dad talking about it all. My dad said that Mr. LaFleur
            would do anything he could to destroy William Hastings. Something about the way he said anything stuck with me, I guess.” She paused again when she saw the look of concern in my eyes. “They were just gossiping though.
            And it was so long ago. I’m sure your father isn’t like that.”
         

         
         She was trying to reassure me, but my stomach plunged. If her parents were gossiping about my family wanting to destroy Noah’s,
            then surely there had to be some element of truth to that. I felt like I was going to be sick. Was my father the villain in
            all of this? And what did that make me?
         

         
         “Seriously,” Cress emphasized. “William Hastings is not a nice man. Even if your dad did want to destroy him, I don’t think
            anyone would blame him . . .”
         

         
         It still wasn’t what I needed to hear, and it left me terrified my friends would want nothing to do with me. Even if they
            didn’t hold a personal grudge against Matthew, maybe they would worry that I was just like him. That this apple hadn’t fallen
            far from the proverbial tree.
         

         
         It took me a moment to build up the courage before I asked, “Does this change anything for you guys?” My heart was in my throat
            as I looked at my friends. “Now that you know who my father is?”
         

         
         Cress gathered me in a hug straightaway. “I would never think differently about you because of who your father is. Never.”

         
         Anna quickly joined in on the huddle. “Your dad could be the devil, and I’d still have no doubt about the fact you’re the
            sweetest person ever. None of us are like our parents, and Noah’s an idiot if he thinks different.”
         

         
         Tears gathered in my eyes as the two girls held me tight. I didn’t know how much I needed this reassurance until now. I loved
            these girls so much.
         

         
         “Uh, is this hug a girl-only thing, or are boys welcome to join the sandwich?” one of the twins called out to us from up ahead.
            Given the cheeky tone in his voice, it definitely had to be Sawyer. I’d thought he was too busy messing around with his brother
            to notice us, but the boy seemed to have a sixth sense that alerted him whenever there was an emotional moment that needed
            ruining.
         

         
         Anna and Cress laughed as they drew back from the hug.

         
         “Sawyer, learn to read the room!” Anna shouted at him.

         
         He simply shrugged, his face lighting in a cheeky smile in reply. “Hey, you don’t get what you want in life unless you ask.”

         
         “Oh, well, in that case. Sawyer, can you disappear?” Anna fired back.

         
         Even I couldn’t hold in my laughter.

         
         Tonight might have been a disaster for my love life, but it only made me appreciate my friends more than ever. And I had a
            feeling I was going to need them if I wanted to survive the rest of the school year.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         “Wake up!”

         
         I groaned as Anna chirped the words into my ear. My head was throbbing, my mouth felt furry and dry, and my stomach turned
            uneasily. I’d never had a hangover before, but I was pretty sure I was experiencing one now. It was enough to put me off alcohol
            for life.
         

         
         As much as my body hurt though, the most visceral pain was the one in my heart. I didn’t want to be that girl. You know the
            one—the girl that fell hard and fast and then struggled to get over a guy. That was exactly how I felt right now. Like I would
            never fill the void Noah had left in my chest when he broke up with me.
         

         
         I wasn’t ready to face reality just yet, and the thought of opening my eyes made me bury my head under my pillow.

         
         Before I could smother myself, the pillow was unceremoniously ripped away from me.

         
         “Anna,” I groaned.

         
         “Isobel,” she replied, mimicking my tone.

         
         I slowly blinked my eyes open so I could scowl up at her. She was already dressed for the day but not in her normal casual
            Sunday attire. Instead, she was wearing a floral summer dress. It wasn’t low-cut, and it actually fell below her knees, so
            I had to wonder if I was still dreaming.
         

         
         “What are you wearing?”

         
         Her bright face turned stormy as she glanced down at her dress. “Ugh, don’t remind me. Cress lent it to me. I didn’t have anything appropriate to wear, and she insisted I’d probably get detention if I wore my regular getup.” 

         
         I stole my pillow back out of her hands and hugged it to my chest. “Appropriate for what?”

         
         “Please tell me you know about the garden party today.”

         
         “Uh . . .”

         
         “Seriously?” She shook her head. “Well, I guess you know now. Every year, the principal hosts a garden party the morning after
            the ball because a lot of the parents and alumni are still in town. It’s always torture, but seniors are expected to go.”
         

         
         I let out a sigh and slowly eased myself up. My head spun at the subtle movement, and I knew I was in for a rough day. “We
            don’t have to go though, right?” My head wanted nothing more than to return to the pillow it just left.
         

         
         Anna shared an understanding smile with me. “Just show your face, and then you can come back here and bury yourself under
            the covers again. Cress has gone to get us coffees, so hopefully that will help.”
         

         
         I’d probably need a whole lot more than coffee to get through today, but it certainly wouldn’t hurt.

         
         Anna’s expression softened slightly before she continued. “How do you feel today?”

         
         I knew she was asking about Noah rather than my hangover, and my heart clenched painfully at the thought of him. My pounding
            head might be bad, but it didn’t compare to how hard it was to think about last night.
         

         
         “It feels like it didn’t really happen,” I said. “Like I experienced some terrible nightmare.” I shook my head. “I don’t want to think about it.” 

         
         “Well, if there’s one benefit to being dragged to an early-morning garden party, it’s that you’ll hopefully be distracted.”

         
         Unless, of course, Noah was there. Despite my warring feelings about whether I wanted to see him again, I’d decided it was
            a blessing I hadn’t bumped into him at the after-party last night. The thought of seeing him again today caused all the same
            uncertainty to flow through me once again.
         

         
         “So, jump in the shower,” Anna said. “Cress will be back with coffee soon, and then we need to get going.”

         
         I understood why Cress had gone to get the coffees and left Anna to wake me up. Anna didn’t look like she’d take no for an
            answer, and I didn’t have it in me to try to convince her otherwise.
         

         
         I let out a sigh and nodded. “Okay, fine. I’ll be quick.”

         
         “That’s my girl.”

         
         There were so many reasons for me not to go to the event, but as I got out of bed, I began to think of one that might make
            it worthwhile: Matthew might be there.
         

         
         It was the first time I’d ever found myself actually wanting to see my father, but we had a lot to discuss. Before Noah had
            brought my entire evening crashing down, my father had opened up to me about his past relationship with my mom. After thinking
            he’d wanted nothing to do with me my whole life, I now knew he hadn’t known I even existed. His parents had prevented news
            of my birth from getting to him and tried to pay off my mom.
         

         
         Despite the shock, I believed my father, and it left me unsure how to feel about him. That uncertainty had only escalated later in the night when Cress shared what she knew about the decades of rivalry between my father’s family and Noah’s. How my father would supposedly stop at nothing to destroy William. 

         
         I’d only just met my father, but he didn’t seem like the kind of person who would try to destroy another person. I had no idea if Matthew would be attending the garden party, but I had so many unanswered questions after
            last night I knew I needed to speak with him.
         

         
         When I entered the bathroom, I was surprised by just how bad I looked. I knew I felt like crap, but my skin was pale, my eyes
            were puffy, and my curls looked limp and sad. Even my eyes were a duller shade of blue this morning. I had hoped a shower
            would help, but once I was done, I still looked like hell. I tamed my hair as best I could and even put a little makeup on,
            but it didn’t seem to make much difference.
         

         
         I emerged from the bathroom to find Cress had returned and was waiting for me, coffee in hand. She was wearing a similar style
            of dress to Anna, but hers was cornflower blue, making her reddish-brown hair pop. She smiled as she offered a coffee to me.
            “How are you feeling?”
         

         
         “Like death warmed up,” I replied. “Thanks for getting us coffee.”

         
         “It’s no problem. I figured we could all use the caffeine boost after last night.”

         
         “Definitely.” I took a deep swig of the drink, relishing the feeling of it warming me from the inside.

         
         “Here, put this on,” Anna said, passing me a dress that looked similar to her own. “Of course, it came from your magical closet that has every outfit a girl could ever need.” 

         
         I took the dress, somewhat relieved I didn’t have to try to figure out an outfit for myself. I had no idea what to wear to
            a garden party, and with the way I felt right now, there was every chance, if I was allowed to dress myself, I’d be leaving
            the room in sweats.
         

         
         I slipped into the closet to quickly change. If my closet had been stocked with a perfect dress for the party, then maybe
            Matthew did know about the event and would be attending.
         

         
         “Perfect,” Cress said as I stepped back into the bedroom. She had to be lying because I felt far from perfect. I looked like
            a zombie dressed up in an unconvincing disguise.
         

         
         “We should probably go,” Anna said. “We’re already running late.”

         
         I clutched my coffee cup tightly and followed Anna and Cress from the room. We weren’t the only ones running late, and there
            were lots of other girls out in the halls and on the quad rushing to get to the event.
         

         
         The garden party was held at the principal’s cottage on the school campus, but when I saw the gorgeous stone house the principal
            lived in, I thought cottage was a little bit of an understatement. It looked like something out of a fairy tale. Vines almost
            completely coated the façade, and a wide array of bright and perfumed flowers bloomed in the front garden as though the house
            had been stolen right out of a picture book.
         

         
         The soft sound of a string ensemble could be heard as we made our way out to the lawn behind the cottage, but it was hard to hear the melody given the chatter and laughter that overpowered the music. It sounded like the party had drawn quite the crowd, and I wasn’t sure if I was mentally prepared to deal with so many people this morning. Hopefully, Anna and Cress would handle most of the socializing. I certainly didn’t feel up to small talk or putting on a happy face. 

         
         A marquee was set up on the lawn with round tables covered in white linen dotted beneath the canopy. The area was already
            packed with students, parents, and teachers. Everyone was dressed far more casually than they had been for the ball with the
            women mostly in bright, modest dresses, similar to the one I wore, while the men tended toward slacks and button-up shirts.
         

         
         As waitstaff weaved their way around the area with trays of canapés and drinks held high above their heads, I scanned the
            scene closely for signs of my father. I couldn’t see Matthew among the crowd, and I felt a wave of relief when there was no
            sign of Noah or his grandfather either.
         

         
         I quietly followed the girls as we went to grab seats at one of the tables. They were all laid out beautifully with fine china
            teacups and towers of sandwiches and appetizers in the center of the table. I was glad my friends didn’t want to walk about
            and socialize with the adults. I could think of nothing worse right now. I gratefully sank in my seat and started to nibble
            on the end of a sandwich.
         

         
         Anna and Cress were chatting, but I wasn’t really concentrating on what they said. I was too focused on trying to make sure I could stomach my sandwich. Even the small bites I was taking didn’t seem to sit well and swirled uneasily inside me. I wasn’t sure if it was my hangover, the chance of seeing Noah, or potentially confronting my dad for answers that had me so queasy. It was probably a combination of the three. 

         
         “Hey, Isobel.”

         
         I swallowed the small piece of sandwich I was chewing and glanced up as Lily came to sit next to me. “Hey, Lily. How was your
            night?”
         

         
         “It was pretty uneventful,” she said. “I only made a quick appearance at the ball before I went to bed. I’m really not a fan
            of this weekend. It’s all about schmoozing, and I’m absolutely terrible at it.”
         

         
         “Me too,” I agreed.

         
         “How about you? How was your night?”

         
         “I’ve had better,” I quietly replied. “Noah and I broke up.”

         
         Lily’s eyes went wide with surprise. “Seriously?”

         
         I nodded.

         
         “Shit, I’m really sorry, Isobel.”

         
         “Thanks.” I shared a sad smile with her. “It sucks, but there’s nothing I can do about it. It’s not like we were dating long.”

         
         “That doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt,” she replied. “I just can’t believe he broke up with you. It was obvious how much he liked
            you.”
         

         
         “Not enough, apparently. He ended things because his family is business rivals of my dad.”

         
         Her mouth opened and closed several times like she was searching for something to say. Eventually, she settled on shaking
            her head. “I definitely didn’t expect that to be the reason,” she said. “I swear, I’m never going to understand these people.”
         

         
         I couldn’t have agreed with her more. Lily’s confusion mirrored my own so closely, and I wondered if it was because, like me, she wasn’t from this world of wealth and social climbing. 

         
         “Yeah, I don’t get it either. I didn’t have much choice in the matter though.”

         
         Lily reached out and grasped my hand, giving it a firm squeeze. “Well, it’s his loss. He’s an idiot.”

         
         “A complete idiot,” Anna said, chiming in. “It’s lucky I haven’t seen him here today. I swear, I’m going to tear into that
            boy so hard when I get the chance he’s going to wish he didn’t have ears.”
         

         
         “Please don’t do that,” I said. I couldn’t imagine how embarrassing it would be.

         
         “What? He deserves it. I know everyone at this school thinks he walks on water, but that doesn’t mean he can treat one of
            my besties like crap.” She suddenly glanced at Cress. “Sorry, Cress, I know he’s your cousin, so maybe pretend you’ve got
            earmuffs on.”
         

         
         “No need, I’m annoyed too,” Cress said. “Noah completely messed up on this one. Screw the Hastings family. Isobel is worth
            a million of them.”
         

         
         “A billion,” Anna added.

         
         “A million billion,” Cress said, making us laugh.

         
         My cheeks flushed as I looked at my friends. They always had my back, no matter what, and I felt like I didn’t deserve them.

         
         Cress turned to me. “So, after all the drama last night, is your dad coming today?”

         
         “He didn’t say.” I shrugged. “He always seems incredibly busy though, so it’s far more likely he’s already left town.” I considered sending him a text to find out, but I didn’t feel all that comfortable contacting him. The message would likely only get as far as Caldwell anyway. 

         
         “Did your parents end up coming last night?” I asked Cress. I’d bailed on the ball too early to know whether they’d shown
            up.
         

         
         “No.” She sighed. “I would have liked to see them too. I suppose I’ll have to try and get them to come to the Halloween carnival
            next month.”
         

         
         “There’s a carnival?” I sat up slightly straighter in my chair. I normally loved Halloween, but I was usually working at the
            café, so I wasn’t able to really enjoy it.
         

         
         “Oh yeah, it’s the best,” Lily said. “The local town hosts Halloween Fest every year. It’s set up on this creepy farm, and
            people from all over the area come to it.”
         

         
         “The money raised from the carnival goes to charity,” Anna added. “So, the school makes sure all the clubs get involved and
            help out. As you can imagine, the academy brings in some pretty hefty donations, so the town is always happy to have us.”
         

         
         “It’s a blast,” Cress agreed. “Way better than some stuffy garden party.” She lowered her voice as she said the last part, like she didn’t want to be caught
            badmouthing the principal’s event.
         

         
         Someone cleared their voice behind us, and as we all looked back, we saw my English teacher, Mr. Wagner, standing all too
            close and frowning in our direction.
         

         
         “Ladies,” he said before continuing on his way.

         
         As soon as we were out of earshot, we all burst into laughter. I had a feeling Mr. Wagner agreed with Cress.

         
         I’d been dreading the garden party this morning, but it wasn’t half as bad as I’d expected when I got to sit in the corner chatting with my friends in the sunshine. We relaxed and talked and drank plenty of water as an hour or two went by. No one seemed to care I was hungover, and I thankfully didn’t see Noah. I even sent a text message to my father. I decided to keep it light to give myself the best chance of getting a response, so I asked how the rest of his evening had been and whether he was coming this morning. Hopefully he, or Caldwell, would reply before the party ended. But either way, I actually found I was enjoying myself. It was just the kind of Sunday morning I needed after a traumatic Saturday night. 

         
         When Anna started trying to rank which of our teachers were the hottest, I decided it was a good time to excuse myself and
            find the bathroom. There was a long line for the one in the cottage, but I overheard one of the girls mention people were
            also using the bathrooms in a school building close by. I had to leave the party to reach them, but I wasn’t against the idea
            of a short walk to stretch my legs.
         

         
         I cut around the side of the house and was walking alongside the hedge that followed the perimeter of the property when I
            heard voices on the other side of it.
         

         
         “I expected better from you,” a woman said. “Your father and I have been here two days, and the boy has barely looked your
            way.”
         

         
         “I can’t help it if he’s not interested in me, Mother.”

         
         I froze as I recognized Veronica’s voice.

         
         “Clearly, you’re not trying hard enough,” her mother replied. “Where is he this morning?”

         
         “I don’t know. I’m sure he’s around. Noah tends to do as he pleases.”

         
         “With that kind of attitude, you’ll never catch his attention.”

         
         “I don’t know what you expect from me. He has a girlfriend.”

         
         “You should be his girlfriend,” her mother scoffed. “And you will be. You just need to get this other girl out of the picture.”
         

         
         “Yes, Mother.”

         
         “Now, we should get back to the party. There are still many people I need to speak with. I’m yet to see that intriguing man
            we met yesterday—Mr. LaFleur.”
         

         
         Veronica’s mother practically purred Matthew’s name. Perhaps Wes was right. Maybe the news about my secret father would be
            a big deal at Weybridge.
         

         
         “And you must introduce me to his daughter,” Veronica’s mother continued. “I’m sure she will be an excellent friend for you
            to have.”
         

         
         Veronica didn’t answer, but I could practically hear the steam coming out of her ears. The irony of Mrs. Cordeaux unknowingly
            wanting her daughter to be friends with the so-called other girl probably wasn’t helping.
         

         
         I heard movement on the other side of the hedge and quickly kept walking so I wouldn’t be caught eavesdropping. I certainly
            didn’t want to meet Veronica’s mother, especially seeing as I was the girl who had, in her mind, prevented her daughter from
            obtaining the prestigious boyfriend she apparently needed so urgently. Veronica was calculating and mean, but it seemed like
            she’d inherited the traits from her mom, and I was surprised by just how strongly Veronica was being pushed toward Noah. For
            a moment, just a moment, I almost felt sorry for her. 

         
         I quickly used the bathroom before returning to the party, but as I was following the path back down the side of the house
            toward the marquee, I saw Veronica standing with her mother at the end of the path. It seemed they hadn’t got far before Mrs.
            Cordeaux had bumped into someone she needed to chat with. She was laughing away with two other women while Veronica did her
            best to feign interest and force out smiles at the right moments. I hesitated as I watched them. I didn’t want to have to
            speak to either one of them, but they were standing right in the middle of the path. I also didn’t want to overhear another
            conversation that might make me feel any more sympathy toward Weybridge’s evil queen.
         

         
         Just as I was contemplating turning around and walking back the way I’d come, a hand wrapped around my arm, and I gasped as
            I was tugged from the path and into the bushes. My heart was racing from the shock, but it started to gallop like a bolted
            horse when I looked up into Noah’s eyes.
         

         
         “Noah,” I gasped. “What are you doing?” He was still holding my arm, sending sparks flying across my skin, and I roughly shook
            him off. Despite everything he’d done last night, my body still yearned for him.
         

         
         He was dressed smartly with a deep navy jacket over a crisp white shirt, but his blue tie hung loose around his neck as though
            he had been just as reluctant and rushed as I was this morning. His hair was a mess, like he’d only recently gotten out of
            bed, and there were dark bags drooping under his eyes. He looked as bad as I felt.
         

         
         “I needed to talk to you.” Despite the drained look on his face, his green eyes still bore into mine. Their sparkle was missing, replaced by an emotion I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Pain, longing, anger. It could have been a mix of all three. 

         
         “So, you pulled me into the bushes?” The sounds of the party were muffled in the background, and we were completely shielded
            from view by the low-lying branches of the trees and shrubs surrounding us.
         

         
         “I can’t be seen with you,” he said. “Especially when my grandfather’s here.”

         
         “So, don’t be seen with me then,” I replied. “I’m going back to the party.”

         
         He reached out and grasped my arm again. “Don’t.”

         
         His voice was low and rough, and that one word sent a ripple of emotion pulsing through me. His word was a desperate tug,
            pulling me toward him with more power than if he’d yanked me with his hands. I closed my eyes for a second and breathed in
            as I tried to forget just how much I still wanted Noah. How even now, every part of my body hummed with energy, like his presence
            was the battery keeping me alive.
         

         
         It felt impossible to deny my feelings for him. To pretend I wasn’t hurt. That I didn’t still care. My emotions were at war
            within me, but I couldn’t give in to any of them. Not if I didn’t want to completely fall to pieces. I tried to burrow my
            feelings away, but it felt a little like trying to squeeze them into a box that was far too small. The lid wouldn’t fit on
            properly, and the contents simply spilled out.
         

         
         Somehow, I managed to calm myself enough, and when I opened my eyes, I had some hope my expression didn’t display the turmoil that raged inside. I looked down at his hand, which still lightly gripped my arm, and he quickly let go as though he suddenly regretted touching me. 

         
         “Look,” he stuttered. “I just wanted to say I’m sorry.”

         
         I let out a humorless laugh. “You pulled me into the bushes to apologize for breaking my heart?”

         
         “You’re not the only one whose heart was broken last night.”

         
         “I find that hard to believe. You chose to abandon our relationship the moment things got slightly difficult.”

         
         “Slightly difficult?” Anger flashed in his eyes, briefly overwhelming the other emotions I’d seen swirling there. “Things between us
            are more than slightly difficult. And I had no choice.”
         

         
         “Well, I seem to remember it differently. I didn’t do anything wrong. I didn’t do anything other than have the wrong family.
            And you were given a choice. I watched you decide, and you chose to cast me aside.”
         

         
         I’d been hurt and confused by our breakup, and the pain still radiated deep in my chest, but right now, my anguish and desire
            for answers was quashed by my overwhelming sense of anger. “Is this some kind of game you like to play? You reel girls in,
            make them fall for you, only to turn around and ditch them when you discover being with them might be more complicated than
            you anticipated?”
         

         
         “I wasn’t playing any game.”

         
         “You could have fooled me.” I was breathing quickly, and my heart was racing. I hated this boy so much in this moment. I hated him for making me fall for him. I hated him for making me believe things could be different. But mostly, I hated him because, as he stared at me with those deep green eyes, I still wanted him. 

         
         It was so messed up.

         
         “Look, just because we can’t be together doesn’t mean I don’t still have feelings for you,” Noah said. “That I’m not going
            to spend every second of this torturous year thinking about you.” His eyes dipped to look at my lips, and I forgot how to
            breathe.
         

         
         The space between us suddenly felt smaller as though we had unconsciously stepped closer together. We were too close now,
            and the air between us felt electric, like every breath I took was charged with furious desire. How could you hate someone—despise
            them to the depths of your soul—and still want nothing more than to kiss them?
         

         
         Noah seemed just as torn. He was scowling darkly at me, but there was a hunger in his gaze that struck me low in my stomach.

         
         “If you want me that badly, then what’s stopping you?”

         
         “You
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