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To every single person that helped me with this book.

Notes, comments, tips, everything.

I can’t thank you enough.

This is for you.
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GLENNA – My G-baby, you and me, woman, we’re gonna rule the mother fuckin’ world! I love you beyond words- all of your input, all of your opinions, everything. You complete me like no one else does, not even Colin. You mean more to me than anything! I love you, babe.

Corinne and Melissa – You two are nuts. Thanks for all the reading and input you’ve done. I also really want to point out your friendships mean the world to me! Our talks, my randomness- seriously, love you two ladies. 

Emily Snow – Thank you for all the help you gave me. I was about to trash that blurb and just say, ‘Read this piece of shit now,’ LOL, before you helped me out.  Plus, I love our talks. No matter how random I get at times, you still talk to me. Love you, woman.

Stacy Borel—What to say about you........ you, my love, honestly, I don’t have words. I show you, time and time again, my love for you. You mean more to me than you could imagine. 

To My Husband, Colin – Without you, this book wouldn’t have been written because this is basically our crazy asses. Love you, jerkface! 

There are soo many darn people I could thank in this, but then the book would never come because this would be fifty pages long. Just know, if I didn’t say your name, I’m sorry. You are still amazing to me. 

This book, this crazy book, as some know, is from my own life- a lot of the petty fighting, sex, etc. I’ve gotten back “OMG, it’s the Dawn and Colin show!” Ha. And really, it sort of is. So this is my life, mixed with some fiction. Hope you enjoy it.
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When Jordan moves in with his friend’s cousin, he thinks things will be easy. Yeah, screw that. The woman is a pain in his ass from the start, giving him whiplash with her hot and cold act. Still, Jordan can’t help wanting Alix—even if he does spend half the time trying to decide if he wants to kiss her senseless or choke her. 

For Alix, men are worthless jerks. She’s made a vow to steer clear of relationships, but the moment Jordan pushes his way into her life, her vow is shot all to hell. Every attempt at avoiding the cocky bastard ends in tangled sheets and Alix wanting to kill the man. But she wants him, more than she cares to admit.

Will this jaded couple give into their feelings? After all, It's Just Love, Not a Time Bomb.
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LOVE IS NOTHING LIKE it happens in books—a boy cheats on girl, she leaves and moves on. No, the reality of it is, most women actually take the man back; thinking, hoping even, that it won’t happen again. That’s what I did. Of course, I was stupid. I thought things the second time around would be different, but I was wrong. I wasn’t going to be hurt a third time. Nope, because then that would just make me the stupidest fuck on the planet. 

However, everyone also needs to realize, falling in love, getting hurt, and moving on, is the normal cycle of life. I spent a good portion of my life, after Liam’s betrayal, worried about falling in love again, about letting another man into my heart. I even vowed it. No more men.

Sometimes it just takes us by surprise. After a few weeks, Jordan wormed his way in there. Okay, no, that’s a lie. I really wanted him from the moment we met, but no way was I admitting that. I really should have just listened to Hayley from the get go because then I wouldn’t have fought so hard against us. “It’s just love, not a time bomb,” she said. She’s right; too many people are terrified of love, especially after being hurt before. 

If I had listened, I also might not be in this position, lying in a damn hospital bed. That’s another thing that isn’t like the books, waking up in a hospital room wondering, ‘Where am I? What happened?’ No. Every time I read that in a book, I snort, because really, if you just open your damn eyes... bam! You’ll see where the hell you are. Dumbasses. 

There I go again, rambling to myself. Usually I ramble to Hayley, but since the nurse just left to go bring her in, I can’t help it. Until she gets in here, I have no one else and I need to sort through the thoughts in my head.

Sitting here in this damn bed, while waiting for her to come in, I wonder what I could have done differently. People always talk about what they would change in their life if they could, but now, thinking back, I shouldn’t have been so damn stubborn. I should have just let him in from day one. 

The door opens, and I hear it—the voice that makes me shake with need. It’s the man I love. “Hey, Princess.”
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“MOM, MICHELLE KEEPS taking my teddy bear!” I scream from my room, sticking my head into the hallway. “Give it back, Michelle. It’s mine,” I whine, stomping my foot. She makes me so angry sometimes.

“I want one too. It’s not fair. You always get whatever you want, and I don’t!” she yells at me from her room across the hall, sticking her tongue out at me like a brat.

“You told Mom you wanted the Britney Spears CD, and you got it. I got the teddy bear because I wanted it,” I shout back, becoming angrier.

“Well, I want the bear now. You can have the CD,” she screeches.

“What is going on in here?” Mom says, coming into the hall. “You’d think you were three years old again, fighting over such silly things, not twelve and fifteen.”  She takes the teddy bear away from Michelle and hands it back to me. 

“Michelle, sweetie, you wanted the CD. You got the CD. I don’t know why you’re changing your mind now.” My mom tries to smooth things over.

“It’s because she always wants what I have. She’s never happy with her own things,” I say. Michelle might be my older sister, but she acts like she’s my little sister. I don’t get it. I throw my hands up in frustration.

“Alix,” Mom warns.  “You girls need to get along. Every week it’s something new. Michelle, go back to your own room. Maybe you two just need time apart for a bit.”

She shoos Michelle into her room and me into mine, where I shut the door as soon as I’m inside. It’s not fair. I hate having a sister. 

*~*
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A WEEK LATER, I’M SITTING in class and get called to the principal’s office. I shoot a glance at my friend, Hayley, and her eyes bug out. I shoot a quick glance toward Elle, the school bitch, and sure enough, she’s smirking at me. 

I look back to Hayley and mouth. “I’ll kill her.” She nods, agreeing. 

Walking into the office, sure enough, I was caught. What can I say? I was an idiot. My parents were called in to let them know I was being expelled. To say my parents were angry would be an understatement. I set the school bathroom on fire a few weeks ago. It didn’t spread, but that bitch Elle, somehow found out I did it and ratted me out. She has always had it out for me, almost as much as my sister.

Was it stupid of me? Yes, but I was just trying to light the damn letter I got from Mrs. Mellow on fire. The one telling my parents about me showing my boobs to Robert. No way was I giving that to my parents. Besides, I only showed them to him because he asked why I was flat. It shouldn’t have been a big deal. I mean, my boobs haven’t started growing yet. My chest looks just like a boy’s. I thought the letter was safe in the sink anyway, but I was wrong. It fell out onto the floor, and since the bathroom was a huge mess with toilet paper littering the floor, the fire spread. 

Getting home, Mom and Dad don’t even look at me and just dismiss me to my room. Sitting here, I’m reading some Christopher Pike when Michelle walks in, looking smug. 

I narrow my eyes at her. “What?” 

“You’re stupid. Why would you do something so stupid? Now you’ll be grounded for forever,” she says, laughing.

“Sure. You always say I did something stupid, and I’ll be grounded, but every time I do something, I get sent to my room, and everyone—well except you, Miss Ice Queen—laughs about it later,” I say, putting my eyes back to my book.

“Whatever, I wish...” Michelle starts. “Forget it. Mom and Dad want you downstairs,” she says, stomping out of my room and thundering down the stairs.

Wow, she sounds like a whole damn herd of elephants.

Sighing, I put my book on the bed and make my way downstairs. Mom and Dad are both sitting at the table, waiting for me.

“Have a seat, sweetie,” Mom says calmly.

I take a seat across from Michelle, who is glaring at me. I know she secretly enjoys seeing me punished.

“While I understand why you didn’t want us to have that letter from your teacher, it doesn’t excuse the fact that what you did was highly dangerous. You could have done some serious damage, maybe even hurt another student,” Dad says. I hang my head down in shame, my elbows on the table and my head in my hands. This is starting to feel like the same lecture I got last year, when Hayley and I were playing with matches in the back of the school bus and got caught. Nothing caught fire, but we still got into big trouble all the same.

“Sweetie, we’re not mad anymore. Actually, it’s quite funny at this point, but maybe next time you should think about what you do first,” Mom tells me, smiling slightly. Good ole’ Mom is always trying to make the best of any situation.

“How can what she did be funny? She got expelled for it.” Michelle blurts out, flipping her blonde hair over her shoulder.  She has always been such a priss.

“Michelle, enough,” Dad chastises, playing the peacekeeper.

I don’t bother to look at her, because if I do, I’ll see the snotty look on her face, and I’ll want to slap her, hard. Maybe my next prank will be to put syrup in her lotion bottle. Last time I pulled a prank on her, both Hayley and I teamed up. We decided to put glue in her shampoo bottle. I ended up getting a black eye, but Michelle didn’t come out of it unhurt either. I fought back and ended up chipping one of her teeth. 

“We called you down here to talk, not because of this school thing, but because the company wants me to transfer to Edmonton,” Dad says.

Michelle bolts out of her seat. “What? You can’t. I have a life here. I can’t just leave!”  Her chair falls, hitting the floor with a thump and laying on its back against the linoleum. She is so dramatic.

“Michelle, enough. The schools around here don’t want Alix. The only option would be home schooling.  I was offered this transfer at the perfect time, so I’m not going to pass it up. They are paying for all moving expenses, and I get a raise,” Dad tells her, raising his voice slightly.

She points to me. “This is all your fault. I hate you,” she screams, running out of the room.

With much reluctance on my sister’s part, we said goodbye to Calgary and hello to Edmonton, a month later.

[image: image]Age 13

SHAUN AND I JUMP OFF the bus, rushing to the house, and that’s when we hear it. I look at my twin and frown. “Seriously? Again?”  I throw my black backpack down on the browning grass and sit on the front cement steps.

He shakes his head. “This is getting to be too much. Seriously, they are old as shit now. Why can’t they just not have sex like every other married couple?” he says shuddering. “I’ll go grab us a snack. We can do our homework out here until they finish or whatever.”

“Why don’t we just go hang out with Liz?” I ask him, getting back up from the porch and grabbing my backpack. I dust the back of my jeans off.

Liz and Shaun have been best friends since we were in diapers, but just last week, they decided to start dating. Of course they have to do it on the down low, since Liz can’t date until she’s sixteen, but that doesn’t stop them.

We walk over to her house, and Simone and Sarah come to the door. “Where’s Liz?” Shaun asks. 

“We’re all hanging out in the back. Bobby is here too,” Sarah says smiling.

Bobby is my best friend. It’s not often when Shaun and him get along, mostly because Shaun is friends with Sam—douche bag Sam. Sam and Bobby are cousins, but shit, those two fight more than anyone I know.

Walking through the house, I swipe an apple from the counter. Liz’s parents are pretty cool about letting us hang out as long as they think we’re studying. Shaun goes straight to Liz and steals a kiss. She squeals and shoves him away playfully. 

I pop a squat on the floor and pull my books out to start on my geometry. Sarah, who happens to be in my class, scoots up beside me.

“That test tomorrow is going to be brutal. Help me study this and I’ll help you with your English paper,” she offers, knowing I need all the help I can get in that class. She lays her head on my shoulder. “You’re so good at this stuff. I just don’t get it.” 

Bobby jokes, “It’s because he’s such a nerd.”

“Yeah, you’d know.”

“Yeah, yeah, you two are the nerd herd,” Shaun quips.

Bobby flips him the bird.
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“YOU READY FOR SCHOOL, girls?” Mom shouts from downstairs. 

“No,” I hear Michelle call back. It’s been two years since we moved here, and yet Michelle is still acting as though we just arrived. We moved to Edmonton from Calgary a month after my stunt. It wasn’t my proudest moment, and most other middle schools wouldn’t accept me around there because they’d heard what I had done. We got lucky when my dad ended up getting orders for a transfer. 

“Coming!” I shout as I step out of my room. It’s my first day of high school, so I’m nervous, but I’m lucky that most of my friends will be at school with me. I am so excited to show off my new hair and new clothes. My style is what some might call eclectic; realizing as I look over my outfit in the hall mirror, making sure everything is in place. This blue and white striped V-neck shirt looks great with my just-above-the-knee plaid skirt and finished with my Pixie Zebrastarz DC skate shoes.

“Wow, Alix, you look beautiful,” Mom says to me, smiling as I come down the stairs. She took me yesterday to get my hair done at the local salon. I begged and begged for her to let me surprise her and let me do what I wanted with my hair. After she said okay, I looked at Laura and told her what I wanted. 

She gave me a hard time at first, saying my mom would kill her, but I wouldn’t let her touch my hair until she agreed to what I wanted.  When my mom showed up afterwards to pick me up, she was shocked. At the look on her face, I thought her head was gonna blow right off, but instead, she surprised me, saying she thought I was stunning. Dad, on the other hand, said I looked like a freak, but a cute one. It made me giggle. Dad always makes me laugh with his off-handed compliments. 

Laura did my hair up with dark green and purple streaks. It’s more of a peek-a-boo style. If I wear my hair in big heavy curls, it shows more, while if I just flat iron it, only the tips of the colors show. I think it looks amazing. 

Of course, being complimented on my choice, led to Michelle getting all mad, saying she wanted to color her hair too. Mom had to call Laura, asking if she could fit her in. Michelle couldn’t get the colors she wanted, since her white blonde hair was too pretty, but she went with simple light brown lowlights. I would have told her she looked incredible if I didn’t think she’d be a total bitch about the compliment. Michelle doesn’t say anything as I pass her, she just glares at me. She looks exactly like our mom when she makes that face. I feel like flipping her off, or maybe even punching her in the tit, but I don’t want to get grounded on the first day of school. That happened last year, so I’m not looking for a repeat. Speaking of tits, mine finally grew. All I had up until summer was a little boy’s chest, but now, I’m all filled out, and I’m positive Michelle is jealous of that too, since they are double her size.

“Hey, Mom, can we go out for my learners this weekend? I’ve been studying all summer for it,” I say, grabbing an apple off the counter and taking a bite.

Mom sighs. “Yes, I think that would be fine. Hard to believe you only have to be fourteen to write your learners test around here. Maybe we should move to New Brunswick. I heard you have to be closer to your sixteenth birthday for it there.” Her eyes narrow on me.

I give her a small laugh. “Mom, it’s not like I will have my license. You have to be at least sixteen for that, but this gives you and Dad two years to teach me,” I say, smiling sweetly at her. I think I just aged her another ten years with thoughts of me driving.

She shakes her head at me, at the same time looking worried about having me out on the road. “You need to get going. Your bus will be here any minute. Michelle, hurry up. Your car is blocking mine, and I need to get to work.”  Michelle reluctantly grabs her messenger bag from the counter and walks out the back door, rolling her eyes. I once made the mistake of asking Michelle for a ride to school and it ended up with an eye roll, a glare, and a giant no, saying it would be hazardous to have someone like me near her in a confined space. 

I go over to Mom and give her a kiss on the cheek. “Love you, Mom.” 

*~*
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WALKING INTO THE HIGH school, I feel confident in my choice of outfit. Arm-in-arm with Kellie, we take in our surroundings. 

“Wow, this place seems bigger than when we toured it before summer,” she says. 

The brick building is intimidating to say the least. I am afraid of getting lost between classes. Kellie and I met on my first day of school two years ago when we first moved here. I didn’t like seeing her getting picked on for being overweight, considering I’m not a stick myself, so I stepped in. We were instant friends.

“Right,” I say, taking it all in. “Holy shit! Look over there—hot guy at two o’clock.” I glance over at the tall, dark-headed hottie.

Kellie laughs at my bluntness. “Holy hot is right. Look away, look away fast. He’s staring at you,” she whispers frantically. 

Never one to shy away from anything, I smile at Mr. Hot guy. He tells his friend something and then saunters on over. “Hey there. Name’s Liam.” He sticks his large hand out for me to shake, and wow, he has a firm grip.

“Liam,” I say, giving him a sweet smile. “This is my friend Kellie, and I’m Alix.”  I introduce the two of us.

He grins down at me, trapping me under the gaze of his hypnotic baby blues... 

And that’s all it took. I was a total goner—smitten. This was the beginning of Liam and me.

[image: image]Age 15

SITTING ON THE BLEACHERS after school, Bobby, Shaun, Liz, Sarah, Simone, and I are just chatting and listening to music. 

Bobby and Sarah are latched at the mouth, as are Shaun and Liz. Simone is practically gagging at the sight of them, which makes me laugh.

“What?” I pop one of my earbuds out.

She looks at me and wiggles her nose. “That shit. Seriously, I don’t get it,” she says, pointing at them.

I shrug. “It’s life.”

“Yeah, sure. Life.” Her shoulders slump forward. 

Simone hasn’t had it easy. Her father left when she was just a baby, and her mom is a druggie. She doesn’t believe in love and thinks men are scum, especially after seeing her mother with a new guy all the time. She is always looking for an excuse to not be home.

“If I tell you something, will you keep it between us?” she asks me quietly. She tucks her light brown hair behind her ear nervously, leaning closer to me. I’m secretly hoping she’ll say that she wants me. Hell, I’ve had a crush on Simone for just over a year now. I don’t know why the hell I don’t make a move, but I’m thinking I will soon.

“Yeah. Of course.” Simone has been friends with all of us our whole lives. Our group of friends is really tight knit. 

“I really like Sam,” she whispers. I frown, my heart sinking into my stomach, and I hope it doesn’t show on my face how upsetting her confession is. 

“No one knows?”  I ask, wondering why she is confessing something like this to me. Shouldn’t she want to talk to one of the girls about this stuff? Not that I mind that she trusts me, I just...I like her. 

“I told him last week, but he laughed in my face, and the next time I saw him, he was making out with that bitch, Marnie,” she says, looking disappointed. She looks like she might cry. Shit, I hope she doesn’t cry. I will do anything to keep her from crying. The tears are near the brim of release. Think, Jordan! I chastise myself. 

Say something, anything. I go for the insulting him route. “He’s a douche. Don’t worry about it,” I tell her, hoping Sam will keep acting like an asshole, because I want her but also because he really is an asshole.

She frowns, steals my loose earbud, and starts humming to the music, tapping her feet. I wish she knew how special I think she is. Simone is one of those girls who is pretty but doesn’t know it. She doesn’t wear too much make-up or dress slutty. Always dresses nice and has a good personality; she is fun to be around. Too bad she thinks I’m only good enough to be her friend.

She nudges me in the shoulder. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

“Sure,” I answer too quickly. My ears are burning with embarrassment. 

“My friend, Lonnie, thinks you’re cute. Says she loves your blonde hair, the way it sweeps over your forehead.” She has a goofy grin on her face now—it’s adorable.

“The way it lays on my forehead?” I question. Girls are weird. 

She punches me in the shoulder, handing me my earbud. “Hey, I gotta run.” She takes off unexpectedly.
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SINCE I TURNED EIGHTEEN this past weekend, things have changed. Michelle has been harping even more than normal, saying Liam and I will never last because high school romances never do. She is bitter and jealous, still moping around over her first boyfriend from back home and blaming me for their breakup. Because I got into trouble at school, we had to move away, and she had to dump Kevin. Of course, she doesn’t blame my dad, even though that was another reason we moved. Just me. I am the one she blames. She claims that if I didn’t do such stupid shit, Dad would have turned the move offer down. 

In all actuality, that isn’t how it works in his field. Dad’s position may be higher up in the company, but if his work really pushed it, he wouldn’t have had a choice but to relocate, taking us all with him. 

Applying the last bit of make-up on my face, I check the time.  Shit, I’m running late. I never should have gotten so drunk last night. Waking up with this killer hangover is not a good way to feel, especially since it’s graduation day. Liam is meeting me at the school. He had to work for a few hours this morning, but his dad is letting him off to see me at the ceremony. Liam graduated last year at the top of his class. He currently is interning for his dad, but also going to college. I can’t wait to see his smiling face today.

I feel like hell from coming in at two in the morning, singing Spice Girls, and rolling on the floor. It’s funny because I was told I did the same thing Friday night. Apparently, when I’m drunk, I like to roll a lot and sing cheesy songs. One of the things that had my mom worried, is the drinking age here; in this part of Canada, it’s eighteen. She kept talking, about a week before I turned eighteen, about how she wanted to protest the age limit, saying the States are smarter for having their legal age at twenty-one. I just rolled my eyes and smiled. She wasn’t as strict or upset when Michelle started drinking a few years ago.

I walk downstairs into the living room, where my parents are waiting for me, sitting on the couch together. Mom fidgets with the hem of her knee-length navy skirt. Her head lifts in my direction, and she smiles sweetly, tears already forming in her eyes. 

It’s Dad that speaks up, sounding gruff. “Sweetheart, wow, look at you,” he says, standing from the couch.

I give him a big smile. My dad has aged some these past few years. His once sandy brown hair is peppered with gray flecks, and the worry lines in his forehead are in a constant crease.

“My baby is all grown up. How could this have happened?” Mom says, now full on crying. She takes a tissue from the coffee table and dabbles at her crows-feet. 

“Oh please,” Michelle snorts as she sits on the edge of the couch, flicking her nails together and not looking once in my direction. She’s never happy. Flipping her blonde hair over her shoulder, she rolls her eyes. Mom shoots her a look, one that screams ‘you’re not too big for me to put over my knee if you don’t shut up’. Michelle’s face pales when she takes the look in. I want to giggle-snort so badly right now, but I don’t want to chance getting that look myself. 

“Is Liam coming here or meeting us there?” Dad asks. 

“He’s gonna meet us there,” I tell him. 

“Are you sure you want to move in with him, sweetie? You just finished high school, and you’re going to be starting beauty school soon. You can stay here.” Mom has been trying to change both mine and Liam’s mind about us moving in together after I graduate. For us, it just feels right. Liam loves me, and I love him just as much, if not more. Besides, I’m ready to get away from Michelle and her hate for me.  

Michelle glares when she hears about me moving in with Liam. Every time it’s brought up, she gets angry. I’m not sure what the hell her problem is, but she needs to get over it. Hell, she should get out herself. She’s older than me, so I don’t understand why she doesn’t just move out and get her own place. Maybe she just likes the fact that she doesn’t need to be in the real world, living with Mom and Dad and all. Having no job—she is a real winner.

She can’t even keep a boyfriend for long before she drives them all away with her attitude and all her self-absorbed bullshit. I don’t know many guys that want high maintenance bitches. She really should be on that show, Princess. The way she mooches off mom and dad, having her credit cards maxed out; I would love to see the host of that show rip her a new one.

Glancing at the stream of sunlight hitting the glass coffee table in front of me and not wanting to think of how Michelle gets on my nerves over everything, I say, “I’m sure, Mom. I’ll still visit. It’s not like I’m moving to a different country or anything, just a few streets over.”  I’ll make sure I visit more when Michelle isn’t home.

“You know we’re only looking out for you, sweetheart,” Dad says. “I don’t like the idea of you moving out so young when you have plenty going on in your life right now, especially when you are going to be starting beauty school. You could stay home while doing that so you don’t have to worry about money. I don’t think you and Liam are ready for that kind of commitment. Living together is a big deal.” 

“Dad, I know you’re both looking out for me. I love you both even more for it, but I really think it’s time for me to move out and move on with my life, with what I really want to do,” I answer, smiling in their direction. “Plus, I don’t think you have room to talk. Didn’t you and Mom live together straight out of high school too?” I say with a smirk.

Michelle snorts. “Yeah, that worked out great,” she mutters.

“Michelle,” Mom warns. 

Dad stands from the couch and stops in front of me. “Well, as long as you’re ready for this big step, moving in with Liam, I really can’t stop you.” He smiles down at me. “You will always have a room here at home if it doesn’t work out. You’ll always be my little girl, even if you have crazy hair.”

I stand quickly and wrap my arms around his shoulders, hugging him. “Thank you, Dad,” I say, squeezing him tightly as he wraps me up in his bear arms and returns my affection.

Mom walks over and hugs me from behind. “My baby girl is growing up way too quickly,” she mumbles. 

Letting go of Dad, I laugh and spin around, hugging Mom.

“Well, this is a special moment. Alix is finally leaving the nest.” Michelle’s voice drips with sarcasm. “I would really love to stick around and see what else happens, but I have more important things to tend to,” she says, glaring my way.

“Right,” Dad answers. “Well, let’s get this graduation over with.” He ushers us out the door.

The three of us climb into my mom’s red Jeep while Michelle takes off in her car, going who knows where. I know she isn’t going to see me at the ceremony; not like I care if she attends or not.

*~*
[image: image]


THE AFTER PARTY IS in full swing. Everyone who is anyone is here at this chick Dana’s house. We all know she throws the best parties. I’m in the kitchen grabbing a small snack; I need something in my stomach since I haven’t eaten all day. After the graduation ceremony, my parents wanted us to all go out for supper, but Liam asked if we could just spend time together. We ended up at Liam’s apartment—my apartment come tomorrow—clothes off, as he took me against the wall. Afterwards, we got cleaned up and headed out to the party.

Dana’s kitchen is huge. Her parents completely renovated it. Instead of having a living room upstairs, they turned the dining area and the kitchen into one huge kitchen, and the old living room is now the dining area. 

I glance over at Liam as he stands near the island bar in the middle of the room, chatting up his buddy, Daryl. We look mismatched; where he is a total preppy guy, I am more of a hipster. He’s my guy though, and he makes a polo look sexy. I smile at how awesome today has been. Not only did I finish high school, but I’ll be starting beauty school in a few weeks, and I have a feeling Liam is going to ask me to marry him tonight. 

Kellie comes over to me from across the room, practically dancing with each step. She’s totally trashed. “Soo, you think he’s gonna pop the question tonight?” she asks. 

“I think so. I mean, why else would he and Dad go off to the garage the other day, alone, to talk? That’s a big sign right there.” I smile at her. 

“If you do get engaged tonight, how soon will you plan the wedding?” she asks, slurring slightly.

I shrug. “I’m only eighteen. I’m still doing school stuff. I figure if he asks me tonight, I’ll wanna wait a few years at least.” She looks at me shocked, probably thinking we’d want to have a quick wedding, but I don’t want that. I want time to enjoy being engaged, and then later on, after school is done, enjoy planning everything. I don’t want to rush this. People from high school were
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